
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Submission Formula 4

A hot preview…

"Did you want his cum? Is that why you're here?"

I glanced over at Kelly, who was also watching me intently. She didn't seem at all surprised by the question. She seemed as eager as I was to find out the answer.

Taylor blinked, caught off guard by my directness.

"You know what, it doesn't matter," I continued, staring right into her eyes. "If you're that horny, I can help you with that."

There was a silence. I watched her struggle to speak. The emotions were all over her face. She was torn, uncertain... Maybe even excited.

Her mind told her not to do it. To reject my advances. To stay strong, no matter what.

But as I unzipped and she saw my dick, she gasped. Her whole body trembled as she realized the decision had already been made for her.

I held my hand out and gently helped her stand up on shaky legs. Then I sat down on the bed beside her. My eyes wandered down her body, and I took my time admiring her.

The fact that she was so hot made me so unbelievably happy. A wave of satisfaction washed through me as I pictured using my new pet.

It wouldn't be too long now.

Taylor hesitated at first, but then obediently bent over as I began running my fingers along her folds, spreading her open to reveal every inch of her pussy and ass.

My touch sent electricity through her, causing her to shudder and moan. The sensation drove her wild, sending her mind spinning and turning. Her face flushed red as the reality sank in.

I'd never seen such an amazing display of desire before in my life. I couldn't wait to take advantage of it. I started stroking her clit until she almost came. That's when I stopped and grabbed her hair instead, pulling her head back roughly and making her look me straight in the eye.

"Do you want me to keep going?"

Taylor struggled to speak. Finally she nodded, unable to hold it back any longer.

I pulled her face close and kissed her deeply.

"Good," I whispered into her ear. "Now spread your legs... And don't move!"

As soon as she did so, I began massaging her ass, squeezing it firmly before sliding one finger into her ass crack and then inserting it inside her tight hole.

A tiny squeal escaped from between Taylor's lips, followed by several deep gasps and moans. I continued exploring, moving faster now as I pressed deeper into her ass.

Finally, I withdrew, taking a step back to admire the view of Taylor bent over with her legs apart.

"Kelly," I ordered softly. "Come here and help me out."

She came over immediately, kneeling down in front of us, positioning herself exactly where she needed to be.

"Taylor, you dirty little whore," I purred, running my fingers along her wet cunt and gathering up the moisture, pressing my index finger lightly against her tiny hole. "Your slutty body doesn't want you to think, does it? You just can't help yourself, can you? When you see a big, hard cock like mine, you don't even care who has it!"

I heard Kelly start to snicker behind me as Taylor shivered uncontrollably.

"That's why we're going to fuck your slutty pussy, whore," I snarled. "I'll pound your pussy until it's raw. You won't be able to walk or sit for a week without thinking about my cock fucking your worthless pussy."

Without warning, I slid two fingers deep into Taylor's pussy and thrust them forward, causing her to yelp loudly and arch her back in pleasure.

"O-oohhh..." she groaned.

Her hips bucked uncontrollably as I continued ramming my fingers in and out of her slippery hole. She gasped and whimpered and squirmed as I finger fucked her hard, grunting with each powerful thrust. 

I pushed myself all the way into Taylor's wet cunt.

She screamed in pleasure again as I plunged my cock deep inside of her dripping pussy, feeling her muscles clamping around my dick tightly like she was trying to milk me. I could hear her breathing quickening as I fucked her fast and hard, grunting each time I slammed my fat cock into her quivering cunt.

The Submisison Formula 4

Annabelle continued to submit to me regularly.  The Submission Formula had ensured her loyalty, and made us both highly aroused at all times.  While we were still engaging in kinky sex all the time, I realized my appetites were growing stronger.

I wanted more.

I decided it was time to start expanding the harem, but I knew I would have to do so strategically.

There are a lot of women who would love the opportunity to serve the right man, and I knew that my power over Annabelle would be a great draw to a lot of others.

In fact, I rather liked the idea of having not just me that Annabelle and my other women would service, but other men as well.

"Anna, that guy who dumped you just before we broke up.  What was his name?"

"John," she replied immediately. "What about him?"

"Do you think he has any friends you might be interested in?"

She hesitated for a moment, which surprised me.

Then she blushed.

"Are you still interested in him?" I demanded.

"No," she said firmly, looking away from me. "That was the past."

But when she looked back at me, her eyes gave her away.

"Annabelle," I scolded.

She looked down at the ground, ashamed.

"I'm sorry Master!" she gasped. "He broke up with me and it's been eating away at my insides, and I miss his cock so much! Oh please, please forgive me!"

I felt pity for her at first, but then realized this was actually working out in my favor.

I reached over to pat Annabelle on the head, like a faithful puppy.

"Don't worry dear, I'm not threatened by your need to fuck other men. In fact, I find it hot.  I was thinking of inviting him and maybe other guys over to watch you have sex with.  Does that appeal to you?"

Her face brightened immediately, and she threw her arms around me. "Oh yes! That sounds wonderful! Thank you Master!"

She began giving me wet, sloppy kisses on the mouth, and I took that opportunity to grope her body as she did so.

As she slid her hand inside my pants and started stroking me, I knew we wouldn't get much more talking done tonight.

***

I invited John over the following weekend. Annabelle had already confessed that she had once shared him with another woman during a threesome. So I knew he'd be into it.

Annabelle told me afterwards that she wasn't really attracted to him. Not anymore at least, after I had made her my personal fucktoy. But that's okay. She just wanted him back in bed as an excuse to sleep with his hot friend.

I found myself more intrigued with this 'friend' than I thought.

A few days before they were due to arrive, I met him online. It was obvious from the minute he showed up at the door that night that he was completely smitten with Annabelle.

John couldn't stop staring at her, or groping her. They started kissing as soon as he came through the door, and the next thing I knew Annabelle was on her knees sucking his dick.

I had already sent them each a message, so they were under my influence even before they got here. Still, seeing her with another man so eager to fuck her was making me horny as hell.

I had planned on waiting until later to join in, but then the inevitable happened.

As Annabelle was blowing John, he decided he needed something to distract him from the intense pleasure. He looked around desperately, then settled his gaze on me.

Without hesitation, I walked up behind Annabelle and lifted her skirt up. There was no need for foreplay -- she was still stretched out from when I fucked her that morning.

"Ahh," she gasped, as she felt me start to slide inside her.

She didn't break off her blowjob though. Her throat muscles moved steadily up and down as she pleasured John, while simultaneously thrusting her ass back against me, begging for more.

It was only our second time fucking in front of somebody else.

John watched us intensely, transfixed with arousal at what he was witnessing. He didn't say anything as he started humping Annabelle's face with all his might, clearly lost in a trance of lust.

"What do you think, bro?" I asked him.  "Is she as hot as you remember?"

I thrust harder into Annabelle to emphasize my point.

He nodded dumbly as he kept pumping in and out of her mouth.

"Oh god, she is," he gasped. "Her cock sucking skills have gotten so much better since we were together!"

"Well it's not a big surprise why, dude. It's because I own her now. Annabelle can suck your dick anytime you want if you just give me a call."

Annabelle's muffled groaning filled the room, and her pussy suddenly got so slick and wet that my balls were actually slapping against her with every stroke. She had obviously been fantasizing about having a second man ever since I had mentioned it earlier this week.

It felt great, as usual, but this time something was missing. Or rather, someone.

"I should get this going more often," I grunted. "Where's your friend? The one that Annabelle wants?"

At the mention of his hot friend, John groaned louder and exploded in Annabelle's throat. I couldn't really see him cum, but I saw his balls tighten and heard Annabelle gag as she desperately tried to swallow his load.

After he was done, he immediately pulled his deflating cock out of her mouth and said; "Let me text him."

"Yeah, let me text him too," I replied. "Tell him we're gonna be a lot busier than I thought..."

As I was texting away furiously on my phone, I decided to send a quick message to the girls in my other group.

It was late, but I knew some of them would still be awake.

"Just wanted to check in. Having a busy weekend. Anybody free to play tomorrow night?"

There was only one reply, from Emily.

"Can't. Have company over. But can't stop thinking about your big dick," she replied.

Good, I thought. It's time for a bigger group.

"We'll have to hook up next week. Meanwhile, you know I'm always here to talk... And I mean 24 hours, babe," I replied.

The last line was important. Submissives crave their Masters, all day, all night long. I made sure my girls knew I was there for them whenever they needed me.

She never responded again, which was fine. I could sense the excitement radiating through the cell signal, even from miles away.

Meanwhile, another guest arrived at my doorstep.

I opened the front door and smiled.

"Welcome," I said. "I guess John and Anna have already told you why you're here."

"They didn't tell me everything," he replied. "But I can definitely hear what's going on in the bedroom right now!"

Annabelle moaned loudly from down the hall, followed by John's laughter.

"Sounds like she's having fun," his friend replied, grinning. "That's always a good start!"

I laughed, and stepped aside so he could enter. I noticed he had already begun taking off his clothes. He was a bit older than me and John.

In fact, I figured he probably wasn't much older than Annabelle. I liked the sound of that -- I had no doubt I was a better lover than both of these guys, but there was something to be said for age and experience.

As he walked towards the bedroom, his shirt came off and revealed a broad chest and powerful shoulders.

"Ready to plow her?" I asked, teasingly.

He looked back and gave a mischievous grin.

"Fuck yeah, it's been too long."

My cock stiffened as I watched him unzip his pants and drop them to the floor. It wasn't a big surprise to me that he was commando, given the circumstances of our meeting.

John and Annabelle had obviously broken off their fucking. John was in one corner of the room, jacking off slowly to keep himself hard while he watched us with his new friend.

And Annabelle, well, Annabelle had her ass stuck out towards us, pussy dripping with lust as she begged to be filled up.

Her new boy-toy wasted no time. Before I'd even gotten close enough to watch them fuck, he was sliding into her from behind and squeezing her hips.

Annabelle turned her head over her shoulder and grinned at him, obviously thrilled to have the company.

She didn't just lie there and take it though. This wasn't a guy who she wanted to stay friends with afterwards, I realized. He was just another man who she was using for sex, and her goal was to please him and make sure he returned as often as possible.

After all, I had trained her well. She knew that pleasing men brought pleasure to herself, in multiple ways.

"Yeahhhh!" she cried out. "Don't stop!"

I got on my knees and crawled next to her, looking up at John so he knew this was okay. In fact, I really hoped he would follow suit so we could double-team her together.

Then I started rubbing Annabelle's back sensuously, reaching around her torso to squeeze and stroke her nipples.

It worked. Suddenly I felt John get down beside me as well. And before I knew it, we were taking turns fondling Annabelle's tits while she fucked us both at the same time.

The guys took turns fucking Annabelle that night. There was something special about the moment when both guys pulled out of her and shot their loads on her back, like claiming territory.

The best part was that the party had only just begun. The girls continued to come all weekend long.

In between bouts of fucking, I noticed Annabelle starting to flirt with some of the girls more than others.

"You've been staring at this one for a while now, Annabelle," I teased her later, motioning to a cute black girl named Kelly, who was currently taking a break to get her bearings. "I think she wants you..."

Kelly gave me a curious look as Annabelle smiled at her. But before they could act upon it, I dragged Annabelle off the floor.

"But Master!" Annabelle protested as I led her towards the kitchen. "I need cock! More cock!"

"You can have some after we clean up these dishes," I scolded, smiling as she pouted. "Then I'm going to let you lick them off my dick again like a good slut."

She moaned with longing, remembering the first time we did that in the kitchen. She got on her knees immediately and started working.

It seemed I had finally created a real harem.

In fact, not only did my harem continue to expand, but even some of my groupie friends had a taste of the pleasures that my personal training could give them.

Emily ended up becoming my regular girlfriend. As such, she became the closest thing to a 'head submissive' as I had, although the dynamics within my larger harem meant she didn't get the amount of sex that Annabelle or any of the other girls in my inner circle did.

In any case, that suited her fine.

"So you and Annabelle have gotten really close lately," she teased, one afternoon after sex. "That must be pretty hot."

We were lying naked on my bed, both sweaty from having just finished fucking.

"What, jealous?" I laughed. "I guess we can always use a third person, if you're interested."

She laughed along, though not completely certain if I was serious.

"Actually, I meant closer in general," she added. "You two talk every day, right?"

"We text a lot," I admitted. "We're always horny."

"I've heard. Is she really that much better than I am? In the sack I mean."

I turned to face Emily and stared deeply into her eyes. Her question seemed to stem more from curiosity than jealousy or fear.

"There's no reason to worry," I reassured her. "You're perfect the way you are. Annabelle is... Well she's more advanced, I suppose. We've experimented together a lot, but don't tell her I told you."

She nodded seriously, filing that information away for later.

"Anyway, we talked about maybe getting her boyfriend to come over soon for a threesome with all three of us," I said. "Wouldn't that be hot?"

"Uh... I don't know how comfortable I feel having sex with another girl," she admitted. "You can fuck her, but I don't know what I would do..."

"Hmm," I said thoughtfully, letting her sweat for a moment. Then: "Well then how about you help me break her in?"

Emily giggled. "You want me to teach her things?"

"Sure. Why not? She wants to please men, so why not add a few lessons here and there? Maybe something with a strapon. Or maybe I'll let you suck on her tits when I'm fucking her, that should be fun..."

The image seemed to intrigue Emily. She thought about it as she ran her hand through my hair, gently stroking me.

"I do love watching you fuck other women," she admitted. "I like the idea of teaching her... Making sure you're satisfied. But I think I would miss out on too much of that if I was doing the 'teaching.'"

I kissed her hard, pressing her against my body and grabbing her ass.

"Mmmm!" she moaned, breaking off the kiss. "If you want your little whore to learn from me, then you'll have to reward me by cumming inside me more. I'm always afraid you'll impregnate those sluts instead of me..."

I smiled and slid down her body, heading between her legs to lick her pussy again. I never got tired of hearing her tell me to put babies in her womb...

But at the same time, I didn't stop thinking about the conversation we had just finished. It was obvious that Annabelle needed to see her friend Kelly again. As in, right now.

Later, I messaged her.

"Hey, Annabelle. Emily and I were talking. I want her to meet Kelly."

I sent the text, feeling confident about the answer. A few minutes later, my phone rang.

"Yes!" she cried, jumping up and down as I came into the kitchen. "You said yes! You said yes! Yes!"

Before I knew what was happening she was hugging me and rubbing against me sensuously. She was like a cat in heat, desperate and needy.

Her eyes sparkled as she stared into mine, silently begging for a reward.

I pulled her shirt up, exposing her breasts. There was no stopping this once we'd started, and besides, I had the house to myself for a bit while John and his buddy fucked the other babes in another room.

Annabelle sighed as I reached out and caressed her breasts, kneading them lovingly and teasing her nipples into hardness.

"You deserve a reward, don't you?" I growled into her ear.

She whimpered with desire as I slid my hand down her shorts and found her pussy already soaking wet. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back as I slid one finger in. Then two. Then three...

Annabelle cried out helplessly as she was finger-fucked from behind, and then again when my other hand began tweaking and massaging her stiff nipples.

When I felt the orgasm rise within her, I pulled my fingers out, and shoved them into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself. I was careful to withdraw only when I heard footsteps approaching.

A few moments later John stepped into the kitchen to grab something to drink. He raised an eyebrow at us.

"What's up with you two?"

He didn't sound surprised to find us in the middle of some action, of course. Just curious.

Annabelle opened her mouth to speak but I interrupted.

"She was just thanking me for setting up another meeting with Kelly," I replied simply.

I watched as understanding dawned on John.

"Oh yeah!" he exclaimed. "Dude, thanks! This is gonna be so hot! Two chicks at once... And we won't even have to bring anything!"

We both laughed, amused at John's constant fixation on the topic of drugs or alcohol as the necessary lubricant to get women into bed with you.

Meanwhile Annabelle had gotten up on her knees and unzipped both our pants in order to give us a reward for agreeing to bring Kelly out that evening.

It was a pretty nice reward. Annabelle switched between blowing each of us in turn while also making sure to massage our balls to help us cum faster.

As I looked down on my personal whore, kneeling in the middle of the kitchen like that, I thought back to when I first met Annabelle in person.

God, things had changed so much. I was so glad I'd taken a chance on her. I wondered what she had been thinking back then.

Probably not that she was about to become a total fuck toy for her new master/boyfriend!

I groaned as she deep throated me all the way to the base, feeling myself getting very close. But right before I could reach climax, there was a sudden buzzing noise that startled us.

John and I looked down. It was his cell phone.

He reached into his pocket and swiped left. Whoever was calling him was someone he wasn't willing to waste time talking to.

Annabelle moaned again and kept sucking.

I took a second to glance over at John, who still seemed to be looking at the number that had just called him.

Suddenly, the look on his face changed to one of panic. It was almost funny watching him try to hide what he was reading. He quickly put his phone away and returned to the blowjob, but by then it was too late.

I didn't need to hear John's side of the conversation to know that whatever it was, it was causing big trouble for him.

"Uh, hey..." he muttered nervously. "Why are you calling me from this number? Wait, what do you mean you're outside? I'm kind of busy right now!"

It occurred to me that maybe the police were trying to bring him in again. He was supposed to check in with a court officer every month, after all.

But as Annabelle increased the pace of her sucking, it became very obvious that no cop in their right mind would interrupt an investigation just to remind him to visit the station.

No, this had to be more serious than that.

I looked over at John and he finally met my eye. There was dread in his expression, and a desperate plea for help.

"Can... Uh... Can you hold on for one minute?" he said into his phone. "Yeah... Okay, I'm here! Just give me a few seconds!"

Before he went back into the house, he motioned towards his bedroom door.

"You gotta come in there," John whispered to me, urgently. "There's something weird going on..."

What could it possibly be?

A moment later we found out. When I walked into John's room, there was a girl lying down on his bed, totally naked. She appeared to be tied up with rope.

"What the hell?" I demanded. "Did you kidnap this chick?"

"No, no," John shook his head. "Just listen... It's my friend, Tiffany. Well, uh, actually her name is Taylor..."

"Wait, what?"

My eyes snapped back towards the girl on the bed, as if noticing her for the first time. I recognized her instantly. It was the girl in the video! The one who Annabelle had shown me months before, back when she had begged for my help training her.

Taylor! How in the world had she ended up here?!

The answer to my question came quickly.

"This was all her idea," John explained nervously. "Apparently she used to go by her middle name, Taylor. But then she switched to using her first name. So, uh, yeah."

It made sense to me now. Annabelle and I must have missed something during the video search. Somehow John had managed to track her down!

John looked down at his ex-girlfriend, still tied up and helpless on the bed.

"So, Taylor here was trying to trick me into cheating on her. By seducing her into sex under a false identity. Like those fake sugar baby accounts."

He shook his head in disbelief.

"Well, you know, turns out that's technically still considered cheating."

John turned to me, and there was genuine confusion in his face. He just didn't understand it. He couldn't comprehend how she could do something so evil to him.

Even worse, I did. This had Annabelle's brand of kinky shit all over it. For some reason, the girls loved it.

As I began untying the knots that kept her bound, I remembered a conversation we'd had with Kelly in the kitchen about something similar. About the idea of 'role-play.'

They really did like that kind of thing. I would have to keep it in mind.

In any case, right now this situation wasn't looking too good for any of us. My best friend had an ex-girlfriend that had traveled across state lines to set up a deceptive sexual encounter with him.

If she told the right people about this, we could all go to jail. There was no way they wouldn't believe her if she told them why she came out here.

We all stood in silence as the tension hung in the air. There had to be a way to deal with this, I thought to myself. And in my experience, when dealing with girls, there generally was.

Then a thought came to my head: I knew exactly what I needed to say. It was the only way out. I just needed to figure out how to say it without letting my voice betray me.

Finally I turned to look at Taylor.

"Did you think John wouldn't figure out it was you?" I asked her pointedly. "Do you think he's stupid?"

Her eyes widened, but she didn't dare answer. I stared straight at her as if she had been the one who betrayed John's trust, instead of the other way around.

"Taylor, it's because of what you did last year that John has to check in with a court officer once a month!" I snapped. "Do you have any idea how humiliating that is? Or how much trouble we're going to be in if they find out he's broken the rules of his parole?"

She swallowed and started to shiver. She was scared now, and she understood what she had done. The truth seemed to come back to her. All at once, and in vivid detail.

I felt a wave of excitement wash through my body.

"What you tried to do wasn't love, Taylor," I spat, narrowing my eyes. "It was manipulation, and you know it! You broke John's heart for some sick, twisted reason. Maybe because you got off on it."

"N-no..." Taylor stammered, unable to meet my eyes.

"That's the worst part," I added, shaking my head in mock disgust. "You didn't even apologize. How many times did you say those exact same things to him, while pretending to be someone else?"

She opened her mouth and closed it again. I looked at her more carefully.

The fear in her face made me so horny. This bitch had lied to us about everything. But here she was now, about to find out what happens when you cross your Master.

I couldn't wait.

"Annabelle, Kelly," I snapped suddenly. "Come on, girls. Let's give this slut a lesson in how we treat liars and cheaters around here."

They both nodded.

And then, as I'd seen Annabelle do so many times before, I slid into character. Into the role that this woman desired most in the world.

"On second thought, never mind," I said suddenly. "This skank doesn't deserve to cum tonight."

I saw a look of disappointment flash across her face, which was quickly replaced by shame as she realized I had spotted it.

"Take care of her, girls," I ordered, turning around to walk out the door.

John followed behind me, closing the door as we exited and locked it, leaving our toys inside.

"Oh shit!" he cried out, once we were safely on the other side of the room. "Holy shit! That was freaking awesome, dude! Did you see the look on her face? Oh my god, I thought she was gonna pee herself for real!"

"Me too," I agreed, laughing. "Now we just have to wait for the girls to finish their lesson..."

He grinned.

We didn't need to wait long, or guess about what would happen next. The sounds that emanated from the other side of the door made it very obvious what the women were up to.

A few seconds later we heard moans, which grew louder and more frequent. Intensely sexual, I looked in the door to see the women pleasuring Taylor.  Her legs were spread.  Two women were licking her pussy, a third sucking on her nipples.

Taylor whimpered and squealed, countless orgasms racking her body. By the end of it all, she could barely move. Her limbs hung limp from exhaustion, and her face was completely blissed out in ecstasy.

Kelly and Annabelle stood next to me, watching in satisfaction at the mess they had made of my ex-girlfriend. They exchanged a small high five, giggling like school girls.

Then I unlocked the door and walked in. It was time for a little chat.

"So, Taylor," I began quietly. "How exactly did you convince Annabelle to help you pull this off? You didn't have any trouble finding us, after all."

She gulped, looking nervous. But to her credit she kept it together.

"It wasn't hard," she shrugged. "I tracked Annabelle's email down. Sent a message with some photos... She seemed into the idea."

As she spoke, a strange thought occurred to me. If this was just a ruse to get to John... Why had Annabelle been so enthusiastic? Was I missing something?

"Did you want his cum? Is that why you're here?"

I glanced over at Kelly, who was also watching me intently. She didn't seem at all surprised by the question. She seemed as eager as I was to find out the answer.

Taylor blinked, caught off guard by my directness.

"You know what, it doesn't matter," I continued, staring right into her eyes. "If you're that horny, I can help you with that."

There was a silence. I watched her struggle to speak. The emotions were all over her face. She was torn, uncertain... Maybe even excited.

Her mind told her not to do it. To reject my advances. To stay strong, no matter what.

But as I unzipped and she saw my dick, she gasped. Her whole body trembled as she realized the decision had already been made for her.

I held my hand out and gently helped her stand up on shaky legs. Then I sat down on the bed beside her. My eyes wandered down her body, and I took my time admiring her.

The fact that she was so hot made me so unbelievably happy. A wave of satisfaction washed through me as I pictured using my new pet.

It wouldn't be too long now.

Taylor hesitated at first, but then obediently bent over as I began running my fingers along her folds, spreading her open to reveal every inch of her pussy and ass.

My touch sent electricity through her, causing her to shudder and moan. The sensation drove her wild, sending her mind spinning and turning. Her face flushed red as the reality sank in.

I'd never seen such an amazing display of desire before in my life. I couldn't wait to take advantage of it. I started stroking her clit until she almost came. That's when I stopped and grabbed her hair instead, pulling her head back roughly and making her look me straight in the eye.

"Do you want me to keep going?"

Taylor struggled to speak. Finally she nodded, unable to hold it back any longer.

I pulled her face close and kissed her deeply.

"Good," I whispered into her ear. "Now spread your legs... And don't move!"

As soon as she did so, I began massaging her ass, squeezing it firmly before sliding one finger into her ass crack and then inserting it inside her tight hole.

A tiny squeal escaped from between Taylor's lips, followed by several deep gasps and moans. I continued exploring, moving faster now as I pressed deeper into her ass.

Finally, I withdrew, taking a step back to admire the view of Taylor bent over with her legs apart.

"Kelly," I ordered softly. "Come here and help me out."

She came over immediately, kneeling down in front of us, positioning herself exactly where she needed to be.

"Taylor, you dirty little whore," I purred, running my fingers along her wet cunt and gathering up the moisture, pressing my index finger lightly against her tiny hole. "Your slutty body doesn't want you to think, does it? You just can't help yourself, can you? When you see a big, hard cock like mine, you don't even care who has it!"

I heard Kelly start to snicker behind me as Taylor shivered uncontrollably.

"That's why we're going to fuck your slutty pussy, whore," I snarled. "I'll pound your pussy until it's raw. You won't be able to walk or sit for a week without thinking about my cock fucking your worthless pussy."

Without warning, I slid two fingers deep into Taylor's pussy and thrust them forward, causing her to yelp loudly and arch her back in pleasure.

"O-oohhh..." she groaned.

Her hips bucked uncontrollably as I continued ramming my fingers in and out of her slippery hole. She gasped and whimpered and squirmed as I finger fucked her hard, grunting with each powerful thrust.

I pushed myself all the way into Taylor's wet cunt.

She screamed again as I plunged my cock deep inside of her dripping pussy, feeling her muscles clamping around my dick tightly like she was trying to milk me. I could hear her breathing quickening as I fucked her fast and hard, grunting each time I slammed my fat cock into her quivering cunt.

With her legs spread and ass sticking out, I continued hammering away at her gushing pussy until she shrieked once more and convulsed beneath me. Her juices spilled onto my cock while I pumped furiously inside her soaking vagina until she went limp and lay there helpless.

"Look at you," I panted, still fucking her as fast as possible. "You came twice! My god... What a greedy whore you are!"

Taylor writhed beneath me, whimpering loudly as my cock drove deep inside her over and over again, slamming her full force against the mattress as I fucked her mercilessly. She begged desperately for more, pleading for me to fuck her harder, begging me not to stop.

"Please, sir! P-please fuck me!!!" Taylor pleaded. "Oh god, please!!"

"Do you want my cum?" I teased.

I was barely even touching her now. All the sensations were coming from my dick fucking her tight little twat. Every nerve ending on my shaft was pulsing with excitement at the thought of flooding this girl with my seed.

And then, the idea struck me: what would happen when I finally shot off? The thought sent a jolt through my balls, which swelled and tightened at once.

"Yes," Taylor whispered quietly, turning to look back at me as I continued pounding away at her tight hole. "Give me all your sperm, please!"

I smiled broadly. It didn't take long at all before my orgasm burst forth with a vengeance, sending thick jets of hot semen shooting from my throbbing cock deep into her waiting womb.

This set off a chain reaction that resulted in another explosive orgasm for Taylor, causing her body to jerk wildly as she rode out the intense waves of pleasure. She screamed with ecstasy and bucked frantically, writhing around like crazy as she struggled to control herself. Finally after several minutes, she collapsed limply onto the bed.

After we had caught our breath, I looked over at my new friends. John and Kelly were both grinning broadly. Annabelle was smiling too.

But there was something different about the way she smiled. Something that made my heart race faster than usual.

"So," I asked carefully. "What do you guys think? Do you approve?"

They exchanged looks of excitement. And in that moment, I knew that everything was going to change between us forever.

"Yeah man," John said enthusiastically, nodding slowly.

"Fuck yeah!" Kelly agreed cheerfully, giving me a thumbs-up.

Annabelle didn't say anything; instead, she bit her lip nervously, and shifted her eyes away shyly. But it was the most important response of all. She loved it too, and wanted to explore where things could go with me and Taylor.
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