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Taylor was no ordinary young white girl. Beneath her innocent exterior, she harbored a dark, insatiable craving—one that had consumed her every thought, every breath, since she first stumbled upon the twisted world of online domination. Barely 18, living under her parents' roof in a small midwestern town, Taylor was the picture of youthful innocence. But behind closed doors, she was something far more complex, far more depraved.

Her days were spent working menial jobs, saving every penny she could. But this wasn't for college, a car, or the typical dreams of a girl her age. No, Taylor’s dream was far darker, far more thrilling. She had found her Daddy, a powerful, dominant black man over a thousand miles away in California, who had awakened a deep, primal need within her—a need to be owned, to be used, to be degraded in ways she had only fantasized about in the privacy of her room.

Marcus, her Black Daddy, had promised her a life of submission and depravity, a life where she would be broken, remade, and utterly controlled. It was a life Taylor craved more than anything—a life where she would be stripped of her innocence and transformed into the willing, obedient white slut she knew she was destined to become.

Taylor’s mind was consumed with thoughts of the things Marcus would do to her. She fantasized about the brutal, degrading acts he would force upon her, the ways he would push her to her limits and beyond, reducing her to nothing more than an object for his pleasure.

Taylor knew what awaited her in California—a life of humiliation and pleasure so intertwined they became indistinguishable, a life where she would be used and discarded, only to be picked up again whenever her Daddy deDaddyed. But that was exactly what she wanted. She needed it, craved it, and as the day of her departure grew closer, her excitement grew with it.

This is the story of Taylor’s descent into darkness, of how an innocent young white girl willingly surrendered herself to a life of submission, degradation, and depravity.


TAYLOR’S STORY

Taylor was a striking young woman, her pale, porcelain skin and bleach-blonde hair that flowed like a shimmering curtain down her back. Her fine features gave her a delicate, almost doll-like appearance, perfectly accentuated by her big, pale blue eyes that sparkled with a mischievous glint. At just 5'1" and barely 100 pounds, she was a petite figure, almost fragile in her daintiness. Yet, despite her small frame, there was a surprising strength within her. Years of rigorous dance and gymnastics had sculpted her body into a vision of youthful perfection, with a cute, round bubble butt that seemed to invite every wandering gaze. She knew the effect it had—how it drew attention, how it made heads turn—and she loved it.

Growing up in a small midwestern town, Taylor's home life was far from ideal. Her parents were distant, more focused on their careers and social status than on their daughter. They provided for her needs—materially, at least—but their emotional absence left a void that Taylor desperately tried to fill. She often acted out, her bratty behavior a cry for the attention she craved but never received. This neediness made her vulnerable, creating a longing within her that she couldn't quite understand.

At school, Taylor was known as the rebellious girl who never quite fit in. Her sharp wit and sassy attitude made her popular in some circles, but she never let anyone get too close. Beneath her confident exterior, she felt a deep sense of loneliness, always searching for something—or someone—that could make her feel truly seen and valued.

Dance and gymnastics were her escape, the only places where she felt in control and powerful. The discipline and focus required for these activities gave her a sense of purpose, but they also highlighted the stark contrast between the structure of her practice and the chaos of her personal life. After every performance, she would return home to the same cold, empty house, where the silence was deafening.

After years of immersing herself in a constant flow of interracial porn online, Taylor found herself increasingly fixated on the idea of being dominated by a black man. The contrast of dark skin against her own pale flesh stirred something deep within her, a longing that grew stronger with every video she watched. It wasn’t just the idea of a black man that captivated her; it was the allure of any man who was different from what she had known—someone who could provide an experience far removed from the vanilla encounters she had with white boys her age.

The powerful imagery of dark cocks invading her fantasies became a recurring obsession. She would spend hours lost in these videos, her gaze locked onto the screen, her mind swirling with thoughts of submission and domination. The sight of a thick, ebony shaft sliding into the eager, open mouths and wet, welcoming bodies of white girls like her made her heart race and her breath quicken. There was something about the sheer size, the stark difference in color, that held her captive, as if she were hypnotized by the idea of surrendering to such raw, masculine power.

Taylor’s neediness intensified with each passing day. She would close her eyes and imagine what it would be like to feel a dark, powerful man taking control of her, bending her to his will, filling her in ways she had only dared to fantasize about. The thought of being dominated by someone so different, so opposite to everything she had known, excited her beyond measure. It wasn’t just about the physical act; it was the idea of giving herself over completely, of being claimed by someone who could overwhelm her with their presence, their strength, their undeniable masculinity.

This fascination with black cocks became an obsession, a craving she couldn’t shake. The more she stared, the deeper she sank into her fantasies, each image and video searing itself into her mind. The contrast of dark against light, of her pale skin under the dominance of a man of color, consumed her thoughts. She felt herself spiraling, her deDaddyes growing more intense, more insatiable, until she knew that nothing less than the real thing would satisfy the hunger that had taken root deep within her.

As she grew older, Taylor's bratty tendencies only intensified. She began exploring the online world, where she could express her deDaddyes without judgment. It was here that she stumbled upon the idea of dominance and submission, the dynamics of control and power resonating deeply with her. It was in this virtual space that she first encountered Marcus, an older, dominant Black man who seemed to understand her in a way no one else ever had.

Marcus's firm yet caring demeanor drew Taylor in, offering her the attention and guidance she so desperately sought. Their online relationship quickly became the most important thing in her life, filling the void left by her neglectful parents. For the first time, Taylor felt like she had someone who truly cared about her, someone who could provide the structure and discipline she secretly craved.


MARCUS’S STORY

Marcus was the embodiment of success and sophistication. In his late 40s, he had built an empire from the ground up, becoming one of the most influential businessmen in LOs Angeles. His journey to the top was marked by relentless ambition, sharp intellect, and a charisma that could charm anyone who crossed his path. His beautifully smooth, black skin and striking dark eyes added to his allure, making him an imposing figure in any room he entered.

Standing tall and exuding confidence, Marcus was always impeccably dressed in tailored suits that highlighted his strong, athletic build. His presence commanded respect, and his deep, resonant voice had a way of making people listen, whether in boardrooms or more private settings. Despite his wealth and power, Marcus never flaunted his success. He preferred a subtle elegance, allowing his achievements and the aura of authority he carried to speak for themselves.

Behind his professional facade, Marcus harbored deDaddyes that were as complex as they were intense. Throughout his life, he had always been drawn to younger, submissive white women, finding their delicate features and vulnerability irresistibly alluring. His refined tastes extended to his personal life, where he enjoyed the thrill of dominance, the sensation of being in control of not just his business empire but of the women who willingly submitted to him.

Marcus's darker deDaddyes were always carefully concealed from the public eye. His high income and powerful connections allowed him to indulge in these fantasies discreetly, with women who were eager to please him. He knew how to choose his partners—those who craved the guidance and control he offered, who were captivated by the sophisticated, older man who could provide them with not only material wealth but also the attention and care they longed for.

Marcus discovered online chats and forums dedicated to dominance and submission. In these spaces, he could freely explore his daddies and connect with like-minded individuals who shared his interests. It was here that he first encountered Taylor, a young, bratty white girl whose vulnerability and need for attention intrigued him.

Marcus saw in Taylor a potential that went beyond her physical beauty. Her neediness, her deDaddye for structure and discipline, resonated with him on a deep level. He recognized the pain behind her bratty facade, the longing for someone who could provide her with the stability and care she never received at home. As their relationship grew, Marcus found himself drawn to her more and more, eager to guide and mold her into the perfect submissive partner.


When Taylor and Marcus first began interacting in online chat rooms, their connection quickly deepened, driven by an intense and mutual curiosity. Marcus, with his commanding presence and refined charm, had a way of making her feel both seen and deDaddyed, something she had never truly experienced before. It didn’t take long for their conversations to shift from playful banter to something far more intimate. Marcus, with his calculated patience and deep understanding of her vulnerabilities, skillfully guided Taylor into exploring her deDaddyes in ways she had only fantasized about. 

Their chats soon progressed to video calls, where Taylor, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement, hesitantly agreed to turn on her camera. Marcus's voice, smooth and reassuring, coaxed her into revealing herself, and as the screen flickered to life, he was greeted with the sight of her smooth, young, and hot body. Her dancer's body, firm and youthful, seemed to beg for his touch, even from across the country. Her perky breasts, small but perfectly shaped, were like delicate peaks that caught his gaze, and her rounded ass, sculpted from years of disciplined training, looked like it was made to be fucked.

Taylor was eager to please him. There was a hunger in her eyes, a deep-seated need for the attention and validation that Marcus was more than willing to provide. She had always been curious, drawn to the darker and more taboo, and Marcus seemed to understand this instinctively. He was amazed by her willingness, by the way she responded to his every request with little to no hesitation. It was as if she had been waiting her entire life for someone like him to come along and guide her.

Though she was still young, Taylor was far from inexperienced in the world of eroticism. She had spent years secretly indulging in erotica and interracial pornography, finding herself increasingly drawn to the kinkier, more forbidden aspects of sex. The idea of submission, of surrendering control to a powerful black man, excited her in ways she hadn’t fully comprehended until she met Marcus. Now, under his careful guidance, she was ready to explore these fantasies in real life, eager to prove herself worthy of his attention and to fulfill the desires she had only dared to dream of before.


Their first video call marked a turning point in their relationship, a moment where curiosity turned into something far more intense. Marcus, seated comfortably in his luxurious office, exuded an air of authority that made Taylor’s heart race. While she was naked, her young body was on display for him. His deep, commanding voice came through the speakers. 

As they talked, the conversation naturally drifted into more intimate territory, and Marcus decided it was time to see just how far Taylor was willing to go. With a calm yet firm tone, he issued his first real command—a test of her submission. “Taylor,” he began, his voice low and deliberate, “I want you to slide your hand down to your pussy. Put your fingers in and show me how you finger yourself.”

Taylor felt a shiver of excitement course through her body at his words. Without a moment’s hesitation, her hand slipped down to her shaved pussy, fingers finding their way to her already wet slit. She spread her legs slightly, giving Marcus a better view, and began to rub herself slowly, her breath hitching as she felt the pleasure build. Her eyes never left the screen, locked onto his, as if seeking his approval with every movement.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his eyes darkening with deDaddye as he watched her. “Now, I want you to take that finger and suck it clean. Show me how much you enjoy tasting yourself.”

Taylor’s breath caught at his command, her heart pounding in her chest. But there was no hesitation in her movements. She withdrew her glistening finger from her pussy, bringing it up to her lips. With a slow, deliberate motion, she wrapped her lips around her finger, her tongue flicking out to taste the sweetness of her own arousal. She sucked hungrily, her eyes half-lidded with lust and submission, as if the act of tasting herself was the most natural thing in the world.

Marcus watched with a deep satisfaction as she obeyed, the sight of her eager compliance stirring something primal within him. Taylor’s willingness, her eagerness to please him, only confirmed what he had suspected all along—this young, bratty girl was desperate for someone to take control, to guide her into the depths of her own desires. And he was more than ready to be the one to lead her there.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice a smooth purr that sent another wave of pleasure through Taylor’s body. “You enjoy this, don’t you? Obeying me, tasting yourself… You were made for this.”

Taylor nodded, her finger still in her mouth, eyes shining with a mix of adoration and lust. She knew she had passed his first test, but more than that, she knew she had found something she had been searching for her entire life—a man who could dominate her completely, who could satisfy the deep, dark cravings she had always kept hidden. 

As their sessions continued, Taylor became more and more comfortable in her role, finding pleasure not just in the acts themselves, but in the way Marcus responded to her. His praise, his control, the way he would guide her every movement with a firm yet gentle command—all of it made her feel more alive, more connected to him. Each interaction left her craving more, her neediness growing with every encounter. She was falling deeper into the world he was creating for her, a world where her bratty tendencies found their perfect counterpart in Marcus's unwavering dominance.


INSTRUCTIONS

Marcus carefully compiled a list of videos, each one selected with a clear purpose in mind. For now, he just needed to gauge how far Taylor was willing to go, to see if she had any limits or if she was truly the desperate white girl he suspected. The collection was intense—nothing like what she had likely encountered before.

The videos were a brutal introduction to the world Marcus was preparing her for. Each one featured white girls being used in ways that left no room for dignity or self-respect. The first video Taylor opened was a throatfucking scene, with a white girl being taken so deeply and forcefully that tears streamed down her face, her eyes wide. The sounds were wet, sloppy, and relentless. The men in the video gave no reprieve, driving in balls-deep with a brutality that left Taylor shocked.

Taylor's breath caught in her throat as she watched, her body reacting involuntarily to the intensity on screen. It was as if she could feel the degradation through the screen, a tingling sensation in her tight little pussy as she imagined herself in the girl's position.

The next video took things further, showing white girls rimming black men, their tongues buried deep in the mens asses. The girls seemed eager, obedient, their faces pressed into the men’s asses as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Taylor’s stomach churned, but at the same time, an unfamiliar heat pooled low in her belly. The idea of submission, of giving herself over completely, began to stir something deep within her.

Then came the anal scenes, where black men drove their thick cocks into tight white asses, pushing past the initial resistance until they were buried to the hilt. The girls moaned as they were stretched wide. The camera lingered on the expressions  that gradually turned into twisted pleasure, the kind that only total surrender could bring. Taylor felt a shiver run down her spine, her breath quickening as she imagined the sensation, the feeling of being utterly dominated.

Ass to mouth followed, the transition from one degrading act to another so seamless it left Taylor breathless. The girls obediently took the cocks back into their mouths, some of their faces showing a mixture of shame and raw, animalistic need. It was a display of power, of control, and Taylor found herself unable to look away.

But the most shocking was the piss-drinking scenes. Taylor watched, her mouth dry, as white girls knelt submissively, their eyes wide as they drank directly from the cocks of the black men standing over them. The act was degrading beyond words, a final, unequivocal display of dominance. Taylor’s hand trembled as she reached out to pause the video, but she couldn’t. Her curiosity, her need to see how far this world went, overpowered her disgust.

By the time she finished watching the videos, Taylor was breathing deep, her heart pounding. Her mind was a whirlwind of emotions—disgust and arousal, and an undeniable, burning curiosity.

An hour after she first watched the videos, Taylor found herself unable to resist the pull to view them again. It was as if a switch had been flipped inside her, awakening deDaddyes she had never known existed. She sat on the edge of her bed, her heart racing as she opened the folder Marcus had sent, her fingers trembling with  anticipation. She knew what was coming, but she couldn't stop herself. The need was like a hunger she had never felt before.

As the first video began to play, Taylor's breathing grew shallow, her eyes locked on the screen. The scene unfolded with the same brutal intensity as before, but this time, she wasn’t just watching; she was experiencing it on a deeper, more visceral level. The sounds of the girl choking and gagging as she was throatfucked made Taylor wish it was her, each wet, sloppy thrust making her want it too. She could almost feel the thick black cock forcing its way down her own throat, filling her, choking her, making her eyes water. The thought sent a shiver of pleasure through her, a deep, dirty thrill that made her thighs clench together.

Her hand drifted down between her legs, fingers sliding beneath the waistband of her panties. She was already wet, her panties soaked, her body betraying just how much she wanted this. As she watched the girl in the video being used without mercy, Taylor's fingers began to rub against her pussy lips, the friction sending pleasure straight to her core. Her breath hitched as she pressed hard on her clit, her mind racing with perverted thoughts that had no place in the life she once knew.

She imagined herself in the place of those girls, her mouth filled with cock, her body bent to the will of a strong black man who saw her as nothing more than a toy to be used. The idea of being dominated so completely, of being forced to submit in every way, made her so hot. Her fingers moved faster, the wet sounds of her pussy mingling with the obscene noises from the video, making her hotter with lust.

Taylor's thoughts spiraled deeper into depravity. She pictured herself on her knees, rimming a black man, her tongue buried deep in his ass as he smirked down at her, knowing she was lost to him. The image was so vivid, so dirty, that she couldn’t help but moan, her free hand clutching the sheets as her hips began to rock against her fingers. She imagined the taste, the smell, the humiliation, and instead of recoiling, she felt herself growing wetter, her pussy desperate to be filled.

Her mind shifted to the anal scenes, her thoughts becoming even more twisted. She pictured a thick, black cock stretching her tight asshole, forcing its way in.Her body betraying her as she begged for more, begged to be taken deeper, harder, until she was nothing but a quivering, needy mess. The thought of being used so ruthlessly, of being reduced to a needy slut, made her clit throb beneath her fingers. She was on the edge now, her body trembling with the need to orgasm, but she forced herself to hold back, wanting to savor every dirty, perverted thought.

The final straw was the piss-drinking scene. Taylor’s mind latched onto the image of kneeling before a black man, her mouth open wide as he pissed directly into it, his eyes cold and commanding as he watched her swallow every drop. The degradation, the utter loss of control, was overwhelming. She could see herself doing it, see herself giving in completely to the need to submit, to please, no matter how filthy the act. The thought sent her over the edge, her fingers moving frantically against her clit as she came hard, her body convulsing with the intensity of her orgasm.

As the waves of pleasure washed over her, Taylor's thoughts remained dark and twisted, her mind still caught in the web of perversion Marcus had woven around her. She knew she should be ashamed, disgusted even, but all she felt was a deep, aching need for more. The videos had awakened something in her, something she couldn't control, and now that it was loose, there was no putting it back.

Taylor lay there, panting, her body still trembling from the force of her release. Her mind was a whirlwind of dirty, perverted thoughts, fantasies she never would have entertained before. But now, they were all she could think about. The need, the hunger, the desperate deDaddye to be used, to be dominated, consumed her, leaving her more eager and hungry than ever.

And as she lay there, spent but still needy, Taylor knew that this was only the beginning. The videos had opened a door within her, one that she had no intention of closing. She was ready to go deeper, to explore every twisted, filthy deDaddye that Marcus could awaken within her. And the thought of where he might take her next sent a shiver of anticipation through her already trembling body.


A day later, when Marcus went looking for her online, he found her waiting in the chat room, more eager and hungry than ever. There was a new light in her eyes, a need that hadn't been there before. Taylor had crossed a line she never even knew existed, and now, she was desperate to go even further. The videos had opened a door within her, revealing a side of herself she hadn’t known existed, and now there was no turning back. 

Marcus messaged her "Hey baby how's it going?" to see how she would respond.

When Taylor saw Marcus's message pop up on her screen, her heart skipped a beat. She had been waiting for him, her mind racing with the thoughts and desires that had consumed her since she first watched those videos. The effect they had on her was undeniable, and she knew she had crossed a line she could never come back from. The only thing she craved now was Marcus's approval, his control, and the chance to fully submit to him.

She quickly typed out her response, her fingers trembling with excitement:

"Marcus... Daddy, I can't stop thinking about you. Those videos... they changed me. I never knew I could feel this way, but now I know what I am, what I need to be. I'm your white slut, your needy little white whore, and I'll do anything to prove it to you. Please, Daddy, use me however you want. I'm begging you, let me be your white slut, let me show you how much I want this, how much I need you. I’m ready to be whatever you want, whenever you want. Please... accept me, Daddy. I’ll do anything, just tell me what you want from your needy little white whore."

She hit send, her breath catching in her throat as she waited for his response, her entire body trembling with anticipation.


TIME TO GET REAL

Marcus read Taylor's desperate message, a slow smile spreading across his face as he realized just how deeply she had fallen under his spell. It was time to take things to the next level, to see if she was truly ready to commit to the life she claimed to want. He crafted his response carefully, knowing that his words would either seal her fate or expose her limits.

"Taylor, if you really want to be my little white slut, then it's time to prove it. I want you to come to California. Get the money any way you can—beg, borrow, whatever it takes. I expect you to have your plane ticket to LA, where I live, in two days. This isn't just some fantasy anymore; this is real.

Understand this: when you arrive, your only purpose will be to serve me. Every thought, every action, will be focused on how to please your Black Daddy. I believe in being strict with my girls, especially needy white sluts like you. Discipline is important, and you need to learn that if you aren't a good bitch, there will be consequences. You'll be slapped, spanked, whatever it takes to remind you of your place. I won't tolerate disobedience or hesitation. If you want this, if you want me, then you’ll submit fully and without question. Your body, your mind, your soul—they'll all belong to me. Can you handle that, Taylor?"

As she read his message, Taylor felt a surge of arousal unlike anything she had experienced before. Her breath quickened, and her hand instinctively moved down to her already wet pussy, her fingers pressing against her throbbing clit as she imagined the life Marcus was promising her. The thought of traveling to California, of giving up everything to become his obedient little slut, made her pulse race with excitement. The idea of being disciplined, of being spanked and slapped if she wasn't good enough, only made her want him more.

With her heart pounding and her body aching with need, she quickly typed out her response:

"Yes, Daddy, I'll do whatever it takes. I'll get the money, I'll get the passport and visa, and I'll come to Mumbai to be with you. I need this, I need you. I want to serve you, to be your obedient little slut. I understand the rules, I understand the discipline, and I accept it all. Please, Daddy, tell me what else you want from your needy whore. I'm ready to give you everything."

She hit send, her fingers trembling as she realized just how far she was willing to go. The thought of leaving everything behind, of dedicating herself completely to Marcus, made her pussy drip with anticipation. Taylor knew there was no turning back now. She was his, and she couldn’t wait to be used, disciplined, and molded into the perfect slut for her Black Daddy.


TOYS

Marcus’s voice was steady and commanding, even from across the country. The connection between them felt tangible despite the miles separating them. He sat back in his chair, eyes locked on the screen as he instructed Taylor to place the order. "I want you to get a lifelike black dildo, with balls that feel as real as they look," he began, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. "Make sure it’s substantial, something you’ll feel. Then, pick out a set of black butt plugs, different sizes, from small to something you think will never fit in your little white ass. Get a wide leather dog collar, nothing flimsy—make it strong, something you’ll feel on your neck. You’ll also need a long black gel dildo, that is going to go down your throat. And don’t forget a huge tub of lube. You’ll be needing that."

Taylor, sitting in her room, felt a rush of excitement at his words. The distance didn’t diminish the power he held over her; if anything, it amplified the thrill. She could hear the authority in his voice, and it made her pulse quicken. Without a second thought, she followed his instructions to the letter, filling her online cart with the items he demanded, knowing that soon they would arrive.

A day later, the packages began to arrive. Taylor opened them one by one, laying out the toys just as Marcus had ordered. The anticipation was almost too much to bear, but she knew she had to wait for his command. As soon as everything was in place, she messaged him, letting him know it was all ready.

"Good," Marcus replied, his deep voice coming through her laptop's speakers, filling her room with his presence. "Now, I want you to show me everything."

Taylor’s heart raced as she positioned the camera, making sure he had the perfect view. Marcus’s eyes were locked on the screen, watching her every move from his room in California. He instructed her to start with the black dildo, watching intently as she unwrapped it, feeling its lifelike texture. "Go ahead," he urged, his voice low and commanding.

Taylor obeyed, her hands trembling slightly as she began to use the black dildo on herself, following his every instruction. Fucking her tight pussy then sucking it, going back and forth. The distance between them seemed to dissolve as he guided her through the experience, his voice in her ear, his eyes on her every movement. She could feel his dominance, his control, even from so far away.

The wide leather collar was next, wrapping around her neck with a satisfying snap. She could almost feel his hands guiding her, tightening the collar, making sure it was snug. The black butt plugs came after, each one testing her limits, pushing her boundaries, as Marcus watched with approval, his satisfaction evident in the way he spoke to her, praising her obedience.

The long black gel dildo, specifically chosen to fuck Taylor’s throat, was nearly identical in width to Marcus's cock but much longer. As she tried to take it in, Taylor’s body instinctively resisted, her throat constricting around the thick intrusion. Her eyes watered, and she gagged, but Marcus’s calm, authoritative voice urged her on.

"Take it slow, Taylor. You can do this," Marcus encouraged, his tone both firm and reassuring. "Coat it with some lube; it'll help it slide down easier."

Taylor reached for the lube, her hands trembling slightly as she squeezed a generous amount onto the dildo. The slick, viscous fluid coated the surface, making it gleam in the light. She hesitated for a moment, the strong chemical taste hitting her tongue as she licked the lube off her lips. It tasted awful, but she pushed through it, her overwhelming desire to please Marcus driving her forward.

"That’s it, baby girl," Marcus murmured approvingly, his voice sending a shiver of pride down her spine. Taylor felt a surge of determination, her need to satisfy him outweighing the discomfort.

Slowly, she began to work the dildo into her mouth, the thick shaft stretching her lips wide. Her throat protested, her body convulsing as she tried to suppress her gag reflex, but Marcus’s steady encouragement kept her going.

“Push it deeper, Taylor. You’re doing so well,” Marcus coached, his voice low and commanding.

With a deep breath, Taylor summoned all her willpower and pushed the dildo further down her throat. She gagged again, tears streaming down her face as the sheer size of it overwhelmed her, but she refused to stop. She was determined to show Marcus how much she could handle, how much she wanted to be his perfect little white slut.

Finally, with one last effort, Taylor managed to take the entire length down her throat. She felt a strange mix of pride and relief as the head of the dildo slid past the tight ring of her throat, filling her completely. Her body trembled, but the praise in Marcus's eyes made it all worth it.

“Good girl,” Marcus whispered, his words like a balm to her strained senses. “Now, fuck your throat with it. Show me how much you can take.”

Taylor nodded, her eyes locking onto his as she began to move the dildo in and out, slowly at first, then faster as she grew more confident. Drool spilled from her mouth, coating her chin and dripping onto her chest as she fucked her own throat with the slick, black dildo. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, mingling with her muffled moans and the steady encouragement from Marcus.

Despite the discomfort, despite the taste of the lube that lingered on her tongue, Taylor felt a surge of pride. She was doing it—she was taking it all for him, proving just how far she would go to please her Black Daddy. Each thrust brought her closer to the edge, her throat burning, her body shaking, but she didn’t stop. She wanted to be perfect for him, to show him that she could handle anything he demanded of her.

And as she continued to thrust the dildo down her throat, drooling and gagging but never stopping, Taylor knew she had found her place—right here, serving Marcus in every way he desired.

From his penthouse in Los Angeles, Marcus watched her closely, the connection between them electric despite the distance. Taylor’s eagerness and obedience were palpable, her trust in him absolute as she embraced the experience fully. The power he held over her transcended the miles, bringing them closer in a way that was as intimate as it was intense.
 


PRACTICE

Taylor had always been a girl driven by her desires, a deep-seated neediness that she didn’t fully understand. When she received the instructions—practice, practice, practice—she didn’t question them. It felt natural to her, even thrilling in a way she couldn’t quite explain. She knew she had cravings that set her apart from the other girls she knew, and these instructions seemed to speak directly to that hidden part of her.

Each day, Taylor would dutifully follow the routine, her body tingling with anticipation as she laid out the dildos. She wasn’t entirely sure what she was preparing for, but the idea of pushing her boundaries excited her. The dildo for her ass was the most challenging—thick and lifelike. She would lube it up carefully, feeling a mix of anxiety and thrill as she began to press it against her tight entrance. It took time, her body resisting at first, but the feeling of being stretched wider and wider stirred something deep within her. She would try hard, determined to take it all, her heart racing with a strange, perverse satisfaction when she finally succeeded.

Her pussy training was a different kind of indulgence. She would slide the dildo inside herself, the fullness making her moan softly as she rocked her hips. Sometimes she would lose herself in the sensation, riding it until she was breathless, her legs trembling as she felt that familiar ache building inside her.

The throat training was by far the most intense part of Taylor's preparation. She had always been willing to push her boundaries, but this was something entirely new, something that demanded a level of endurance and control she had never before attempted. The black gel dildo, thick and long, was designed to reach deep into her throat, pushing her limits to the brink.

Taylor would position herself in front of a mirror, her reflection staring back at her with a mix of determination and vulnerability. She knelt on the floor, her small body tense with anticipation. Slowly, she opened her mouth wide, guiding the dildo toward the back of her throat. The initial discomfort was sharp, her gag reflex immediately protesting as the head of the dildo pressed against the entrance to her throat. But Taylor was determined. She wanted to be as good as the porn stars she watched, and the thought of being able to handle anything that Marcus demanded filled her with a twisted sense of pride.

With each practice, Taylor pushed herself further. She would slide the dildo deeper, inch by inch, feeling her throat constrict around the thick intrusion. The sensation was overwhelming—her eyes watered, and her breath came in short, strained gasps. But she didn’t stop. She couldn’t stop.

Taylor began practicing holding the dildo completely buried in her throat, pushing it down until her lips touched the base. Her body would rebel, her throat muscles tightening, trying to expel the foreign object, but she fought against the urge. She focused on the mirror, watching as tears streamed down her face, mixing with the drool that spurted uncontrollably from her mouth. Snot dripped from her nose, forming bubbles that popped as she struggled to breathe, her body heaving with the effort.

Each time she practiced, she held the dildo in her throat longer, determined to stretch her limits. She would count the seconds in her head, pushing herself to keep it buried for as long as possible. The more she practiced, the more she could withstand—the seconds turned into a minute.

Taylor’s small frame would convulse as she held the dildo deep in her throat, her body’s natural reaction fighting against her determination. Her eyes would roll back, her vision blurred by tears, but she forced herself to stay calm, to focus on the goal. Drool coated her chin, dripping onto her chest, soaking her small tits as she continued to push herself further. The snot bubbles, the gagging, the drool—each were proof of her dedication, her willingness to endure anything for the sake of pleasing Marcus.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she would pull the dildo out, gasping for air, her throat raw and burning. But there was no mistaking the feeling of accomplishment. She was getting better at it  with each session. The twisted pride she felt in Daddying this skill fueled her desire to keep going, to keep pushing her limits until there was nothing she couldn’t take.

Taylor knew that this was just the beginning. The more she trained, the more she realized how much she was capable of enduring. And with each passing day, she grew more confident in her ability to handle whatever Marcus demanded, no matter how extreme. At least, she thought she knew—but she had no idea. The challenges ahead, the depths of submission she would be required to reach, were beyond anything she could have imagined. The reality of what Marcus had in store for her would push her far beyond the limits she believed she had Daddyed, testing her in ways that would make her previous training seem like child’s play.

As the days passed, Taylor became more accustomed to the routine. She didn’t know exactly why she was doing it, but it fed into her perverted fantasies, her need to explore the darker side of her desires. Each practice session left her feeling a little more confident, a little more prepared for whatever might be coming. In her mind, she was just indulging in her own strange cravings, unaware that this was just the beginning of a much darker journey. She had no idea what lay ahead.

Taylor wasn’t yet aware of the path she was on, but she felt a strange sense of satisfaction each time she completed her practice, a perverse pride in pushing her limits, in knowing she was preparing herself for something more. Whatever it was, she was ready to embrace it, driven by that deep, unquenchable need within her. But she had no idea how far this path would take her, or how much she would be forced to surrender.


THIEF

Before her life in California began, Taylor was just a barely 18-year-old girl, living under the watchful eyes of her parents in a small, Midwestern town. On the surface, she was like any other young woman her age—innocent, with her whole life ahead of her. But beneath that facade lay a dark secret: a burning, all-consuming desire to escape her boring life and submit herself to the twisted pleasures that awaited her in California. Her Black Daddy had promised to break her, to push her to her limits, and she craved it more than anything.

But to get there, she needed money. Taylor knew her parents would never understand, never allow her to go on such a trip if they knew the truth. So, she played the part of the dutiful daughter, all the while secretly plotting her escape. The desperation to fulfill her dark desires drove her to do something she never thought she could.

One evening, while her parents were out, Taylor went into her mother’s bedroom. She knew exactly where to look—her mother’s emergency fund, a stash of cash hidden in a drawer, tucked away for unforeseen expenses. Taylor’s heart pounded as she opened the drawer, her hands shaking slightly. There it was, a neat stack of bills, totaling $5,000—more than enough for a one-way ticket to California and the start of her new life. Without hesitation, she grabbed the money, her breath hitching in her throat as she stuffed it into her bag. The weight of what she had done settled over her, but she couldn’t bring herself to care. All she could think about was getting to him.

With the stolen money, Taylor booked her flight. She stared at the plane reservation on the screen, her heart pounding with anticipation. She was leaving behind her parents, her safe, comfortable life, to submit herself completely to a man who saw her as nothing more than a toy to be used and broken.

But that was exactly what she wanted. She had sacrificed so much, all for the chance to live out her darkest fantasies. And as she prepared to leave, she knew deep down that this was just the beginning. Her life in California would be one of degradation and submission, and she craved every moment of it.


TRAVEL

Marcus's voice was clear on the phone, his tone authoritative and commanding, sending a shiver down Taylor’s spine. She was perched on the edge of her bed, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement as she listened to his instructions. She had been waiting for this moment—waiting for her black Daddy to take control of her life in the most complete and humiliating way possible.

“Taylor,” Marcus said, his tone dark and insistent, “throw away everything. All your dildos, toys, everything you’ve ever used to touch yourself. You don’t need those things anymore. From now on, your body belongs to me and me alone. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good girl,” Marcus praised, his voice softening just a fraction, sending a warm rush of approval through her. “Now listen carefully. Bring your laptop with you, but nothing else. You didn’t use any other computer, did you?”

The question was laced with an underlying threat, and Taylor felt her heart skip a beat. She knew exactly what he was implying—her laptop held everything, every secret conversation, every humiliating detail of their relationship. It was the only device she had ever used to communicate with him, and he wanted to make sure that no one else had access to it. “No, Daddy,” she replied quickly, the fear of disappointing him outweighing any other emotion.

“Good,” Marcus responded, a hint of satisfaction in his voice. “You’re mine now, Taylor. Every step you take, every move you make, will be under my control. You will leave everything behind—your family, your friends, your life. You’re coming to California to be with me, to submit to me completely. Do you understand what that means?”

Taylor swallowed hard, the weight of his words settling over her like a heavy cloak. She had dreamed of this moment, of finally giving herself over to him fully, but the reality was far more intense than she had ever imagined. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation.

“Then do it,” Marcus commanded. “Come to me. I’ll be waiting.”

As the call ended, Taylor sat in stunned silence, the phone slipping from her hand. She was overwhelmed, the enormity of what she was about to do crashing down on her. But there was no turning back now. Marcus had given her a command, and she would obey, no matter what it cost her.

Taylor packed her suitcase with the few things Marcus had allowed her to bring—her laptop, some basic clothes, nothing more. As she zipped it shut, her hands trembled, the reality of what she was about to do finally sinking in. She was leaving everything behind, traveling halfway across the world to submit herself completely to a man she had never even met in person, all because she craved the degradation, the control, the dark, twisted pleasure that only he could provide.

Taylor couldn’t shake the feeling of anticipation that was building inside her. She was terrified, yes, but she was also exhilarated.

Her journey to California, to her new life as Marcus’s submissive, had begun. And as she boarded the plane, her heart pounding with a mix of fear and excitement, Taylor knew that whatever awaited her in LA, she would crave it, need it, no matter how dark or depraved it might be.


ARRIVAL

As Taylor emerged from the airport security area, her heart pounded in her chest. The reality of what she had committed to was setting in, but the anticipation and excitement were undeniable. Her eyes scanned the crowd until they locked onto Marcus, standing confidently by a luxury SUV with a smirk on his face. Beside him was a tall, imposing black man in his early forties—Derrick, his driver and butler.

Derrick stepped forward, opening the door to the SUV with a practiced elegance. His eyes lingered on Taylor's petite frame, especially on her tight little ass, as she stepped up and into the vehicle. The intensity of his gaze made her shiver, but she quickly pushed the feeling aside, focusing instead on the man she had traveled halfway across the world to serve.

Once inside the SUV, Marcus climbed in beside her, the door closing with a solid thud as Derrick took his place behind the wheel. The air in the vehicle was thick with tension and unspoken expectations. Marcus turned to Taylor, his eyes dark and piercing as they assessed her.

"So, Taylor," he began, his voice dripping with authority, "do you understand what’s expected of you now that you're here?"

Taylor, feeling a sudden surge of defiance—perhaps a remnant of the life she was leaving behind—narrowed her eyes slightly and responded with a bratty tone, "I’m not sure. Maybe you should explain it to me again."

The slap came faster than she could have anticipated. Marcus’s hand connected with her cheek in a swift, brutal motion, the sound loud in the vehicle. Taylor gasped in shock, her cheek stinging fiercely as tears immediately welled up in her eyes. The pain was sharp, and it quickly broke through any remaining bravado she had. She began to bawl, the humiliation and pain overwhelming her.

Marcus didn’t even flinch. He leaned in closer, his voice cold and commanding. "If you think you can talk back to me like some spoiled brat, you’re in for a rude awakening, slut. You’re here to obey, to serve. Now strip."

Taylor, still crying, hesitated for only a moment before her trembling hands moved to comply. She began to pull off her clothes, her fingers clumsy and shaking as she undressed in the confined space of the SUV. Her tears continued to fall as she discarded each piece of clothing.

Derrick drove down the highway in silence, his eyes fixed on the road ahead, but Taylor could feel his awareness of everything happening in the backseat. As she stripped down, exposing her pale, thin body, she cast a pleading glance toward him, hoping for some semblance of sympathy or understanding.

But Marcus noticed and laughed, a harsh sound that cut through the tension. "Don’t look at him for help, Taylor. Derrick knows everything that goes on in my house. He’s seen plenty of white sluts like you come and go."

With those words, Taylor felt the last vestiges of her former life slipping away. Now fully exposed, she sat naked in the back of the SUV, her body trembling and her nipples hard, not just from the cold air conditioning but from the realization of how completely she had given herself over to Marcus. Her pale skin contrasted sharply with the black leather seats, her vulnerability on full display. Marcus watched her with a predatory gaze, his satisfaction evident as he leaned back, enjoying the sight of his newest white toy.

As Taylor continued to sob, her tears falling down her cheeks like the spoiled brat she was, Marcus’s patience wore thin. With a practiced motion, he unbuckled his leather belt, the sound of the metal buckle clinking causing Taylor to glance over. She watched with wide, tear-filled eyes as he undid his pants, the fabric sliding down to reveal his thick, black cock. Even through her sobs, Taylor couldn’t help but stare, as she took in the size of it, already hard and throbbing with anticipation.

“Look at you,” Marcus sneered, his voice filled with contempt. “Crying like a little bitch, but you can’t keep your eyes off my cock, can you? You know this is what you came here for. This is all you’re good for, Taylor.”

Her body moved almost on its own, her lips parting as she leaned forward, desperate to please, desperate to prove herself worthy. But before she could reach him, Marcus grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head towards him with a force that made her gasp. Her mouth opened wide as he guided her onto his cock, the thick head pressing against her lips before sliding inside, filling her mouth completely.

“That’s it, slut. Open wide and take it all,” he commanded, pushing her head down further. Taylor gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but he gave her no time to adjust, his grip tightening in her hair as he forced her to take him deeper. Her sobs turned into gagging noises as her eyes watered and she began to drool uncontrollably.

Marcus lifted her small, trembling body, turning her so that she was straddling the center console, her ass high in the air. The position left her completely exposed, vulnerable, and utterly at his mercy. “You like this, don’t you? Being treated like the little slut you are,” Marcus taunted, thrusting his cock in and out of her throat. “This is what you wanted, to be used, to be nothing but a hole for my cock.”


With her head still held over Marcus's cock, he continued to thrust deeply into her throat, her little bubble butt high in the air over the console as Derrick drove down the road. As Marcus relentlessly used her throat, Taylor's nipples hardened, and her pussy became soaking wet. Each time Marcus drove his thick black cock deeper, her asshole clenched involuntarily, her body reacting to every forceful thrust. 

Taylor’s mind swirled in a fog of humiliation and intense arousal, every sensation dominated by the taste and feel of Marcus’s big black cock filling her mouth.

“Yeah, take it all, girl,” Marcus growled, his voice rough with lust as he thrust deeper.

The command Marcus gave Derrick barely registered in her dazed state. “Pull over,” Marcus ordered, his eyes never leaving Taylor’s tear-streaked face.

The sudden jolt of the vehicle pulling to the side of the road yanked her back to the present. Her body instinctively tensed as she felt Derrick’s strong hands gripping her ass, he roughly parted her cheeks.

“Hold still, sweetheart,” Derrick murmured, a grin spreading across his face as he positioned himself behind her. With practiced ease, he slid his fingers into her well-trained ass, still slick with remnants of lube from the butt plug that had been in her ass until just before leaving for LA.

Derrick leaned in close, his breath hot against her skin. “Let’s make this nice and wet,” he said, spitting directly onto her exposed hole. The warm, wet sensation sent an involuntary shiver of anticipation down her spine.

A desperate whimper escaped her, muffled by Marcus’s cock as he relentlessly fucked her throat. “You love this, don’t you?” Marcus taunted, his voice dripping with dominance. Obscene sounds of her throatfucking filled the confined space, every gag only fueling their desire to push her further.

Derrick’s thick fingers probed at her asshole, the intrusion sudden and deliberate. Taylor moaned involuntarily, her body betraying her as she instinctively pushed back against his hand. “Such a greedy little white whore,” Marcus mocked, his voice dripping with disdain. “Can’t get enough, can you? You’re going to let my driver finger your tight little ass while I fuck your throat raw, arent you”

Derrick slid one finger inside her, the sensation sending a shiver up her spine. He worked it in and out slowly at first, but it wasn’t long before a second finger joined the first, stretching her more. Taylor’s moans grew louder, vibrating around Marcus’s cock as her asshole relaxed. The combination of the rough throatfucking and the fingers thrusting in and out of her ass was overwhelming, her mind spinning with a mixture of shame and humiliation.

“God, you’re such a filthy slut,” Marcus hissed, his free hand reaching down to twist her nipples harshly. Taylor flinched, her pain mixing with the intense pleasure coursing through her body. “You love it, don’t you? You love being treated like this. Look at you, moaning like a bitch in heat, begging for more. You’re nothing but a desperate, needy whore.”

As Derrick’s fingers worked her ass, he began to rub her clit, the sudden stimulation sending waves of pleasure through her body. Taylor’s moans turned into desperate whimpers, her entire body shaking as the pleasure built inside her. She was on the edge, her body trembling with the need to come, and she knew she couldn’t hold back much longer.

Marcus felt her desperation, the way her body tensed as she neared her climax. He grinned down at her, his thrusts becoming more forceful, more demanding. “Come for me, slut. Come while you choke on my cock. Show me just how much of a whore you really are.”

With a final twist of her nipples and a deep thrust from Derrick’s fingers, Taylor’s body exploded in orgasm. She moaned around Marcus’s cock, her entire body shaking as the waves of pleasure ripped through her. Her mind went blank, her only focus on the overwhelming sensation as she came harder than she ever had before.

Marcus felt her throat tighten around him, the sensation pushing him over the edge. With a low growl, he started to cum, his cock pulsing as he came, shooting his big load into  her mouth. “Swallow it all, slut,” he commanded, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Every last drop.”

Taylor obeyed, her body still shaking from the intensity of her orgasm as she gulped down his cum, her lips sealed around his cock. When he finally pulled out, her face was flushed, her eyes glassy with tears and lingering pleasure. She was a mess, her body exposed, her dignity stripped away, but in that moment, she had never felt more owned, more completely his.

Marcus leaned back, a satisfied smirk on his face as he watched her collapse onto the seat, her chest heaving with every breath. “Get used to it, Taylor,” he said, his tone cold and final. “This is your life now. You’re mine, and I’m going to enjoy breaking you in every way possible.”

Marcus nodded at Derrick and then glanced at Taylor, his expression dark with satisfaction. Derrick knew exactly what was expected. He lifted his hand, his fingers slick from her ass, clinging to his skin. The sight made Taylor's stomach turn, but the commanding look in Marcus’s eyes left her no choice.

Her breath hitched as she smelled Derrick's fingers, and a wave of shame washed over her. Still, she opened her mouth, tears brimming in her eyes as she leaned forward. Her lips trembled as they closed around Derrick’s fingers. The humiliation of the act only excited her more, sending a strange thrill through her body.

Both men watched her intently, their eyes meeting in a silent exchange of satisfaction as she sucked on Derrick's fingers, cleaning them with her mouth. The taste coated her tongue, a humiliating reminder of her submission.

"That’s my good little slut," Marcus murmured, his voice thick with approval. "You’ll learn to love ass to mouth, to crave it. This is what you’re here for."

Tears streamed down Taylor’s face as she obediently sucked, her body shaking with the intensity of her emotions.


THE PENTHOUSE

Upon arrival at the penthouse, Marcus wasted no time in ushering Taylor inside. The opulence of the apartment was apparent, with gleaming marble floors and expansive views of the city, but Taylor barely had a moment to appreciate it before they were greeted by a towering presence just outside the elevator.

The woman who stood before them was a vision of dominance, a plump Black woman whose sheer size immediately dwarfed Taylor. She was at least a head taller, her broad shoulders and thick, powerful arms hinting at the strength she possessed. Her skin was a deep, rich ebony, smooth and gleaming under the soft lighting of the penthouse. Her curves were abundant and unapologetic, the kind of fullness that spoke of both power and femininity, with thick thighs and hips that swayed with an effortless confidence. Her large breasts strained against the fabric of her dress, which clung to her figure in all the right places, emphasizing her voluptuous form.

Her eyes, dark and piercing, seemed to see right through Taylor, assessing her with an intensity that sent a shiver down Taylor’s spine. There was a sly, knowing smile on her lips, a smile that promised she knew exactly what to do with someone like Taylor. The woman’s hands, large and strong, flexed slightly as if anticipating the feel of Taylor’s smaller, more delicate body beneath them.

The woman’s voice cut through the air, firm and demanding, "Kneel."

Taylor hesitated for just a moment, her mind racing, but that brief pause was enough. The woman’s hand shot out, delivering a sharp slap across Taylor’s face. The sting left her cheeks flushed, and with a soft gasp, she quickly dropped to her knees on the cool marble floor.

"Good girl," the woman said, her voice laced with satisfaction. From a small bag at her side, she produced a wide leather dog collar. Without ceremony, she buckled it snugly around Taylor's neck. The buckle Fastened with a finality that made Taylor's heart race, a thrill running through her as she felt the weight of the collar settle around her throat.

Marcus, seemingly satisfied, turned and walked away without a word, leaving Taylor in the capable hands of the woman who had just collared her. The woman watched him disappear down the hall before turning her gaze back to Taylor, her expression both knowing and amused.

"My name is Monique," she stated, her tone authoritative yet oddly soothing. "I’m the house mother of this house, I’m the nanny and Mommy to all the bratty little sluts Marcus brings here. That includes you now."

Taylor felt a shiver of excitement run through her at Monique’s words, her body responding to the dominance in the woman’s voice. Monique attached a leash to Taylor’s collar, giving it a gentle tug, guiding her to stand and follow. Taylor obediently rose to her feet, and was led deeper into the penthouse. The halls were lined with beautiful artwork and elegant decor, each detail a testament to the luxurious life she was now a part of.

Monique brought her to a bedroom that was a dream come true for any teen girl. The walls were painted in soft pastels, adorned with delicate patterns of flowers and butterflies. A plush canopy bed with pink satin sheets sat at the center, surrounded by fluffy pillows and stuffed animals. There was a vanity table complete with a wide array of makeup and jewelry, and a large walk-in closet filled with clothes that ranged from regular street clothes to lingerie suited to hookers and pornstars.

But what truly caught Taylor’s eye was the bookshelf, filled with oversized butt plugs, dildos, and other impressive toys that seemed far too large, some the width of Monique's big hands. Her gaze lingered on them, a mixture of curiosity and nervous anticipation bubbling up inside her. The idea of using such items was both daunting and thrilling, stirring a deep, primal need within her.

Monique noticed the look on Taylor’s face and smiled knowingly. "Don’t worry, little slut," she said, her voice dripping with condescension. "You’ll get used to them soon enough. Marcus will make sure of that. He likes his girls to be ready for anything he desires. And you’ll learn to take them all, whether you think you can or not."

She gave the leash another light tug, pulling Taylor’s attention back to her. "You’re here to serve, to be molded into exactly what Marcus wants, and that means you’ll learn to love every humiliating, degrading thing we put you through. You’ll come to crave it, to beg for it, because deep down, you know this is exactly where you belong."

Taylor’s pulse quickened at Monique’s words, the reality of her situation filling her with a delicious mix of anticipation and excitement. She was here to please, to be shaped into the perfect little white slut for Marcus, and the thought of what was to come only made her more eager to prove herself.

Monique’s smile widened as she saw the lust in Taylor’s eyes, clearly pleased with her new charge’s willingness. "Now, be a good girl and get on the bed," she instructed, her tone leaving no room for hesitation. "We’re just getting started, and you have so much to learn."


GETTING SETTLED

Monique handed Taylor a sleek, new laptop, the smooth surface cold against her trembling fingers. "You’ll watch the videos loaded on this," Monique instructed, her tone leaving no room for questions. "Afterwards, you’ll bathe and dress in the clothes I’ve laid out for you. Dinner will be in two hours."

With that, Monique turned and left the room. Taylor opened the laptop and as the screen lit up, Taylor’s heart raced with anticipation. The videos were repeats of the ones she had seen before—graphic, degrading scenes of white girls being used by powerful black men.

The first video began with a close-up of a white girl on her knees, as thick, black cocks were thrust deep into her throat. The sounds of her gagging and choking filled the room, the camera zooming in on her tear-streaked face as she took each cock balls deep in her throat. Each time a cock pulled out long strings of drool would connect her lips to their cock as she gasped for breath. The men around her laughed, mocking her pathetic attempts to please them. "You like this, don’t you, little whore?" one of them taunted, his voice dripping with contempt. "You’re nothing but a cock sleeve for us."

The scene shifted to another girl, this time bent over a table with her ass in the air. A group of men surrounded her, their hands groping her body as they took turns fucking her  ass. The girl moaned in pleasure, her face pressed against the table as the men degraded her. "You were made for this, slut," one man sneered, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a red hand print. "Your white ass was made to be fucked by black cock."

As the videos played on, each scene more intense and humiliating than the last, Taylor felt her body responding. Her pussy grew wet, her arousal undeniable as the degrading acts played out before her. She tried to resist at first, but the thrill of submission, of being reduced to nothing more than a tool for pleasure, was too strong. The more she watched, the more she craved it, the idea of being used and humiliated by Marcus and his driver Derrick becoming an all-consuming fantasy.

When the videos ended, Taylor was left breathless, her body trembling with need. She quickly shut the laptop and made her way to the bathroom. As she stepped into the bath, the warm water soothing her skin, she couldn’t stop thinking about the scenes she had just witnessed. The image of being used, of being degraded and humiliated, replayed in her mind over and over. The thought of Marcus’s thick cock, the taste of his cum, the way Derrick’s fingers had invaded her ass—every detail fueled her arousal, making her moan softly as she slid her hand between her legs.

Taylor’s fingers moved against her slick pussy lips, the water splashing gently as she rubbed her clit in slow, deliberate circles. Her breath quickened, her body arching in the water as she imagined herself in the place of the girls in the videos, taking everything they were given with eager submission. The thought of being called a slut, a whore, of being nothing more than a plaything for powerful men, pushed her closer to the edge. With a soft cry, she came, her body trembling with the intensity of her orgasm, the water rippling around her as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

After her bath, Taylor dried herself off, her skin still tingling from the afterglow of her release. She knew exactly what was expected of her as she dressed in the clothes Monique had provided. The super-short shorts clung to her hips, leaving half her ass exposed, the fabric skin tight. The crop top left her flat belly exposed, the material hugging her small tits, her nipples for all to see. She slipped on a pair of high heels, the extra height making her legs look long and lean, every inch of her body now a display of sexual readiness.

Taylor moved to the vanity, carefully applying her makeup just as Marcus liked it. She painted her lips with a glossy pink lip gloss, the color making them look full and inviting, perfect for wrapping around a cock. Her eyes were lined with thick, black eyeliner, giving her a sultry, seductive look that she knew Marcus couldn’t resist. Finally, she reached for the dog collar, buckling it around her neck with a sense of anticipation and excitement. The leather collar was a constant reminder of her place, of who she belonged to, and the thrill of that knowledge made her body tingle with anticipation.

With time still to spare before dinner, Taylor found herself unable to resist the laptop. She opened it again, her fingers quickly typing in searches for more degrading interracial porn. She clicked through videos, each one more graphic and humiliating than the last, her eyes wide with arousal as she watched white girls being used and abused, their bodies treated as nothing more than objects for the pleasure of black men. The more she watched, the more she craved it for herself, her fingers drifting down to rub her pussy through the tiny spandex shorts she wore.

Taylor’s breath came in shallow gasps as she stroked herself, the images on the screen fueling her arousal. She was so lost in her fantasies that she didn’t hear the door open behind her. Monique entered the room quietly, her eyes narrowing as she took in the sight of Taylor, her new charge, rubbing herself like a needy little slut. Monique’s lips curled into a smirk as she approached, her voice cutting through the haze of Taylor’s arousal.

"Look at you," Monique sneered, "already playing with yourself like the filthy little white whore you are. Couldn’t even wait until dinner, could you? Just had to touch that slutty pussy of yours."

Taylor’s hand froze, her eyes wide with shock and shame as she looked up at Monique. But the thrill of being caught, of being humiliated, only made her wetter. She bit her lip, a soft moan escaping her as she realized just how much she loved being degraded.

"Get your hand off your pussy," Monique commanded, her voice firm. "You’re not allowed to cum without permission. You belong to Marcus now, and you’ll only cum when he allows it. Understand?"

"Yes, Monique," Taylor whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. She slowly withdrew her hand, her pussy throbbing with need as she obeyed.

"Good girl," Monique said, her tone softening just a bit. "Now, get ready for dinner. Marcus doesn’t like to be kept waiting, and you wouldn’t want to disappoint him, would you?"

Taylor shook her head, her heart pounding with anticipation as she stood up, her body tingling with the promise of what was to come. As she followed Monique out of the room, the thought of dinner, of what Marcus might have in store for her, made her body tremble with excitement. She knew she was exactly where she wanted to be, and the thought of submitting to Marcus, of being used and humiliated for his pleasure, only made her want it more.


DINNER

Dinner that night was anything but ordinary for Taylor. She was led into the dining room by Monique, a chrome chain leash attached to her wide black dog collar. The room was magnificent, with a long table adorned with fine china, crystal glasses, and the warm glow of candlelight. At the head of the table sat Marcus, his presence dominating the space as he watched Taylor approach, his eyes taking in her barely covered body with a mix of ownership and disdain.

Monique guided Taylor to her place at the table, but instead of a chair, Monique pointed down, directing her to kneel on the floor, right next to Marcus. Taylor sobbed a little, overwhelmed by the humiliation. Monique’s response was immediate and harsh. "Stop it," she snapped, her voice cold and mean, leaving no room for defiance. "You’ll eat down there, where you belong."

Taylor nodded, her breath catching in her throat as she sank to her knees, her head bowed in submission. The cold floor against her knees only deepened her sense of degradation, knowing she was meant to serve and please from her place beneath the table.

The meal was laid out before Marcus. Marcus began to eat, taking his time, savoring each bite, while Taylor remained on her knees, her stomach growling with hunger. She glanced up at him, hoping for some sign of what was expected of her, but he ignored her completely, continuing his meal as if she wasn’t even there.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marcus turned his gaze to Taylor. "You’re hungry, aren’t you, slut?" he asked, his voice dripping with condescension.

"Yes, Daddy," Taylor replied softly, her eyes wide with anticipation.

He smirked, leaning back in his chair as he considered her. "Good. You’ll get to eat, but only what I allow. Open your mouth."

Taylor obeyed instantly, parting her lips and opening wide as she knelt there, her heart pounding with both hunger and humiliation. Marcus picked up a piece of food. He held it above her mouth, just out of reach, watching as she strained to keep her mouth open, her eyes pleading.

"Beg for it," he commanded, his tone icy.

"Please, Daddy," Taylor whispered, her voice trembling with desperation. "Please let me eat. I’m so hungry."

He dangled the food just above her lips, enjoying the power he held over her. "Such a pathetic little whore," he taunted, finally dropping the small piece into her waiting mouth. "You’re lucky I’m feeding you at all."

Taylor chewed slowly, savoring the taste even as her cheeks burned with humiliation. Marcus continued to feed her in this degrading manner, each bite small and spaced far apart, forcing her to beg repeatedly for every morsel. The shame of it only made her more aroused, her body reacting to the degradation in ways she couldn’t control.

After dinner, Marcus looked at Taylor with his usual calm, authoritative gaze. "Your suitcases have been placed in your bedroom," he said. "We have something to discuss. Get up and follow me."

Without another word, Marcus took Taylor’s leash, turned, and began walking toward the hallway that led to Taylor’s room. Taylor followed, her bare feet quiet on the polished floor, her mind racing.

"Now," he said, his voice cold and commanding, "I believe there’s something you need to give me."

Taylor looked up at him, her heart pounding with anxiety. "What do you mean, Daddy?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Your money, your ID—everything," Marcus replied, his tone leaving no room for misunderstanding. "You won’t be needing them anymore. You’re mine now, and you won’t be leaving, even if you want to."

A shiver ran down Taylor’s spine as she realized the full weight of what he was saying. There was no escape, no turning back. She belonged to him completely.

With trembling hands, she reached into the small clutch she had been carrying and pulled out her ID and all the money she had left from the $5,000 she’d stolen from her mom. She offered them to Marcus, her hands shaking as she held them out.

"Yes, Daddy," she whispered, her voice quivering with a mix of fear and submission.

Marcus took it from her without a word, slipping them into his pocket with an air of finality. His eyes never left hers, cold and unforgiving.

"Good," he said, his voice cold as ice. "Now, show me how much you appreciate my generosity. Get on your knees and suck my cock."

Taylor’s breath caught in her throat as she quickly moved to obey, kneeling before him with her heart racing. She reached up to unbuckle his belt, her hands trembling slightly as she pulled down his zipper and freed his thick, hard, black cock. The sight of it made her mouth water, as she leaned forward, her lips parting to take him in.

Marcus grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her head down onto his cock with a force that made her gag. "Open wide, slut," he growled, thrusting his hips forward and forcing his length deep into her throat. Taylor choked as he filled her mouth and throat, her eyes watering as she struggled to take him all in. He didn’t give her a chance to adjust, his grip on her hair tightening as he began to fuck her throat with brutal intensity.

She raised her small hands, pressing desperately against his powerful thighs, trying to push him away, but he was far too strong. His grip tightened, forcing her down even harder, her throat convulsing around the thickness of his cock. She struggled, but he held her in place with ease.

After a moment, he finally released his hold, and she pulled back, gasping for air. A thick string of drool spurted from her mouth, dripping down onto her chest, and more still clung to his cock, which glistened with her saliva. Her breath came in ragged gulps, her lips wet.

Drool spilled from her mouth, dripping down her chin and onto her small tits as Marcus used her with no regard for her comfort. Her eyes watered, tears streaming down her cheeks as she gagged on his cock, the force of his thrusts making it impossible to breathe. Snot bubbled from her nose, mixing with the drool and tears, her face a mess as he used her throat.

"Look at you," Marcus sneered, his voice laced with contempt. "A filthy, drooling mess. You love it, don’t you? Being used like the slut you are. You’re nothing but a cock-hungry whore."

Taylor moaned around his length, the vibrations sending a shiver of pleasure through his body. Her throat convulsed around him, struggling to accommodate his size as he continued to fuck her face with no mercy. The combination of drool, tears, and snot only added to the degrading spectacle, each thrust forcing more to spill from her face.

Her mind was hazy from the lack of air and the overwhelming sensations flooding her body. Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, Marcus pulled his cock out and jerked it off into her open mouth. His hot cum filled her mouth, and Taylor swallowed as best she could, her body trembling with exhaustion and arousal as she swallowed every drop he gave her.

When he finally pulled out, Taylor collapsed onto the floor, gasping for air, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Her face was a mess of drool, tears, and cum, her throat raw from the brutal throat fucking she had just endured.

Marcus looked down at her with a smirk, clearly satisfied with her performance. "You did well, slut," he said, his voice softening just slightly. "Now, clean yourself up."

As Taylor lay there, too exhausted to move, Monique entered the room with a knowing smile. "Such a good little slut," she cooed, her tone mocking as she approached Taylor. "Let’s get you cleaned up and ready for bed."

Monique knelt down beside Taylor, wiping the drool, tears, and snot from her face with a damp cloth, her touch surprisingly gentle despite the harshness of her words. She helped Taylor to her feet, guiding her back to the bedroom where she had been earlier.

Once they were inside, Monique gently tucked Taylor into the plush bed, the soft sheets a welcome comfort after the intensity of the evening. "Rest now, little whore," Monique whispered, her voice oddly soothing. "You’ll need your strength for tomorrow. Marcus has big plans for you."

As Taylor closed her eyes, her body finally relaxing into the warmth of the bed, she couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of satisfaction. She was exactly where she wanted to be, completely at Marcus’s mercy, and the thought of what was to come only filled her with eager anticipation.

The next morning, Taylor awoke to the soft rustling of curtains as the early morning light filtered into the room. Monique stood by the window, her presence a silent reminder that today was a significant day for Taylor. The atmosphere in the room was thick with anticipation, and Taylor could feel the weight of it pressing down on her.

"Good morning," Monique said, her voice firm but not unkind. "Today is your big day, Taylor. You’re going to be fully initiated into your new life as the obedient little slut you’ve agreed to be. This is what you’ve been waiting for, isn’t it? To finally become what you were meant to be."

Monique carefully selected the sluttiest lace lingerie from the wardrobe, a sheer black set that contrasted starkly with Taylor's pale skin. The delicate fabric left nothing to the imagination, fully revealing her shaved pussy and the soft pink of her nipples. As she helped Taylor slip into the outfit, Monique couldn’t resist a smirk. "Look at you," she murmured, adjusting the straps. "You’re every bit the little slut you were meant to be. This barely covers anything—just the way Marcus likes it."

Monique guided Taylor to the vanity and began applying her makeup with practiced precision. She started with the usual pink gloss, coating Taylor’s lips until they gleamed with a soft, inviting sheen. Then, she carefully lined Taylor’s eyes with black eyeliner, creating a sultry, seductive look that made her eyes stand out. As she finished, Monique stepped back to admire her work, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. "Perfect," she said. "You look exactly like the pretty little toy Marcus expects you to be."

Monique then began to braid Taylor’s hair into tight pigtails, using gel to slick down any stray hairs. The braids were pulled so tightly that Taylor winced, her scalp tingling from the sharp, constant tugging. Tears welled up in her eyes from the pain, but she bit her lip to keep from crying out.

As Monique finished securing the pigtails, she noticed Taylor’s discomfort and leaned in close. "You’d better get used to this, little slut," Monique whispered with a smirk. "Your hair is going to be pulled a lot harder than this from now on."

Taylor, trying to ignore the discomfort, quietly mentioned, "I’m hungry."

Monique looked at her with a knowing smile and replied, "No food for you today, darling—at least, not the regular kind. You’ll be fed something more fitting for your new role."

Monique slipped a blindfold over Taylor's eyes, plunging her into a suffocating darkness. Deprived of her sight, every other sense sharpened—each footstep, each breath echoed louder, more ominous in the stillness of the villa. Monique's grip on her arm was firm, almost possessive, as she led Taylor through the corridors, the anticipation growing with every step. When they finally stopped, Taylor’s heart pounded in her chest, a chaotic rhythm of fear and excitement.

"Now, kneel," Monique commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation. Taylor obeyed instantly, dropping to her knees on the cold, unforgiving floor. The chill of the tiles seeped through her skin, grounding her in the reality of what was about to happen. She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry, as she waited for what felt like an eternity.

When the blindfold was finally removed, Taylor blinked, her eyes struggling to adjust to the harsh light. As her vision cleared, her breath hitched at the sight before her. She was surrounded. Marcus stood directly in front of her, his dark eyes burning with a predatory intensity that sent a shiver down her spine. Flanking him were Derrick, the driver, and two other Black men she hadn’t seen before, their expressions twisted with anticipation and lust.

All four men were naked, their thick, erect cocks pointed directly at her, hard and pulsing with barely restrained deDaddye. Taylor’s mouth went dry as she took in the sight—these men, so powerful, so utterly dominant, standing over her with a mix of hunger and expectation. Her small, delicate frame knelt before them, utterly vulnerable, the reality of her submission crashing down around her.

“Look at you,” Marcus’s voice cut through the silence, dripping with condescension as he cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. “So eager to please, aren’t you? You’re going to be a good little slut for us tonight, aren’t you, Taylor?”

The words burned into her, humiliating and degrading, yet they ignited a fire deep within her. Taylor’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, her body trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. She nodded, unable to form words, her eyes wide as they darted between the men surrounding her.

“Good,” Marcus purred, his thumb brushing over her trembling lips. “Then show us how much you want it.”

With that, Derrick stepped forward, his cock inches from her face, the thick head already glistening with precum. Taylor hesitated for only a moment before she opened her mouth, taking him in as far as she could. The taste of him, salty and bitter, coated her tongue as she began to suck, her cheeks hollowing with the effort.

But Derrick was impatient. His hand grabbed her blonde ponytails, gripping tightly as he forced her head forward, thrusting deeper into her mouth. Taylor gagged, her throat constricting around him as he pushed further, but he didn’t relent. Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her vision as she struggled to keep up with the brutal pace he set.

“Is that all you’ve got?” one of the other men sneered from behind her. “I thought you’d be better at this, little whore.”

Taylor’s heart pounded in her chest, the sting of his words cutting deep. She tried to do better, to please them, but Derrick’s merciless grip and the sheer size of him made it almost impossible to take him in all the way. Saliva dribbled down her chin, mingling with the tears that now streamed freely down her face.

The man behind her wasn’t satisfied with just watching. He moved closer, his hand sliding down her back, fingers trailing over the curve of her ass before slipping between her legs. Taylor gasped, the sensation sharp and overwhelming as his fingers found her soaking wet slit. “You like this, don’t you?” he hissed, his voice thick with disdain. “Getting off on being used like the little slut you are.”

Marcus watched, a cruel smile playing on his lips as Taylor’s muffled cries filled the room. “Don’t let up,” he ordered Derrick, who only grunted in response, tightening his grip on her hair and fucking her throat even harder. Taylor couldn’t breathe, her world reduced to the relentless assault on her senses, her body caught between pain and pleasure.

The man behind her slid two fingers inside her, curling them to hit that sweet spot that had her moaning around Derrick’s cock. “That’s it,” he cooed mockingly, his breath hot against her ear. “Moan like the desperate little whore you are. Let everyone hear how much you love this.”

One by one, they took their turns, barely giving her a chance to gasp for air, thrusting into her mouth with no regard for her limits, no mercy in their movements. Her jaw ached, her throat burned, but the humiliating words they hurled at her only stoked the fire of arousal burning deep within her. They reduced her to nothing but an object, a plaything for their pleasure, and with each degrading command, each mocking taunt, Taylor felt herself slipping further into the dark abyss of submission she had only ever fantasized about.

By the time Marcus finally stepped forward, his cock throbbing with the need to claim her, Taylor was a trembling, broken mess. Her face was streaked with tears and spit, her eyes glassy with exhaustion and lust. And yet, as she looked up at him, there was a spark of something more—a need, a hunger, that he alone could satisfy.

“You’ve done well, Taylor,” Marcus murmured, his voice softer now, almost tender as he stroked her cheek. “But we’re just getting started.”


The men weren’t satisfied with just her mouth. As Taylor gasped for breath, her throat raw from the relentless assault, the men exchanged glances, their hunger for more evident in their eyes. Marcus was the first to step behind her, his large hands gripping her hips with a firm possessiveness. He spread her cheeks wide, exposing her asshole to the room full of eager eyes. 

“Look at this pretty little white ass,” Marcus sneered, his voice thick with both mockery and lust. “So tight, but not for long.”

Taylor shivered as she felt the thick, blunt head of his cock pressing against her asshole. She whimpered, her breath hitching as he began to push forward, the size of him stretching her. The pain was sharp, a burning ache that made her toes curl, but it was the humiliation of being taken like this, in front of all these men, that sent a jolt of twisted pleasure through her.

Marcus didn’t wait for her to adjust. With a growl, he thrust his hips forward, driving his thick, black cock deep into her ass, forcing a strangled cry from Taylor’s lips. The men surrounding her watched with undisguised lust, their eyes fixed on the obscene sight of her cute little white ass being stretched open by Marcus’s girth.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his voice laced with satisfaction as he began to fuck her in earnest, each thrust driving deeper, harder. “Take it all, you filthy little slut. You’re nothing but a toy for us, aren’t you? A little fuckdoll to be used however we please.”

Taylor’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body trembling as Marcus pounded into her. The sensation was overwhelming, but there was no escaping it, no relief from the relentless assault. Her mouth hung open as drool dripped out, her eyes wide as she felt herself being stretched, fucked hard than she ever had been.

The other men watched, their cocks throbbing, as Marcus used her without mercy. But they weren’t content to just watch. As soon as Marcus withdrew, another man stepped forward, his cock slick with Taylors slobber as he lined up with her now gaping hole. He gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging in as he shoved himself inside her, pushing in with a single thrust.

Taylor’s moans echoed through the room, an animalistic sound as her ass was filled again, this time even rougher, even harder. The man behind her grunted in satisfaction, his pace relentless as he fucked her with abandon, his balls slapping against her as he drove himself deep into her stretched hole.

But they weren’t done with her. As the man behind her continued to fuck her, another stepped in front of her, gripping her hair and yanking her head back. Taylor’s tear-filled eyes met his as he pressed the tip of his cock against her lips, smearing her spit and tears across her face.

“Open up, bitch,” he growled, his voice cold and commanding. “You’re going to take this cock in your mouth while your ass gets fucked, and you’re going to like it.”

With no choice but to comply, Taylor parted her lips, allowing him to shove his cock into her mouth, filling it. Taylor gagged, her throat convulsing around him as he began to fuck her throat with the same merciless pace as the man behind her.

It was a sick, degrading cycle—each man taking turns between her mouth and ass, fucking her so hard and deep that she was reduced to nothing but a quivering, shaking mess. Her once-tight asshole was now gaping wide, stretched wide as they used her over and over, their cocks slick with her spit and their own cum as they went from ass to mouth without hesitation.

“Look at you,” one of them sneered as he pulled out of her mouth, his cock glistening with a mix of her saliva and cum. “You’re just a filthy little whore, aren’t you? You love being used like this, don’t you? Beg for more, you slut.”

Taylor’s mind was a blur of pain, pleasure, and humiliation, the degrading words searing into her consciousness. She could barely think, barely breathe, as they continued to ravage her body, taking everything they wanted from her without a shred of mercy.

Each time they pulled out of her ass, it gaped obscenely, the once-tight hole now stretched wide as the next man lined up to claim it. And each time they shoved their cock into her mouth, they forced her to taste herself, to taste her ass on their big black cocks.

By the time the last man finally withdrew, Taylor was left trembling on the floor, her body used and sore, her face streaked with tears and spit.

As she lay there, her ass still gaping, her mouth still open and drooling, she realized with a mix of shame and twisted satisfaction that she loved being used.


FIST

Monique returned, but this time she was different—more imposing. She had strapped on a massive, black dildo, far larger than any of the men's cocks, the sheer size of it making Taylor's eyes widen in both fear and anticipation. Monique’s expression was one of cruel delight as she approached Taylor, who was still trembling from the gangbang.

Without a word, Monique forced Taylor onto all fours, the cold floor pressing against her knees and palms, completely exposed and vulnerable. Monique didn’t waste any time. She coated her big hand with a generous amount of lube, the slick sound of it echoing ominously in the room. Taylor shivered as Monique’s fingers found her already abused asshole, gently at first, then with increasing force as she worked one, two, three, and finally four fingers inside.

Taylor’s body tensed, her breath coming in short gasps as Monique’s fat fingers stretched her further than she thought possible. But there was no mercy to be found here. As Monique's fingers twisted and pushed deeper, Marcus stepped forward, holding a small yellow bottle under Taylor’s nose.

“Breathe deep, Taylor,” Marcus commanded, his voice low and authoritative. “You’re going to need it.”

Taylor hesitated, but the forceful tone left no room for refusal. She inhaled deeply, the sharp chemical scent of the poppers burning her nostrils. Marcus watched with satisfaction as her pupils dilated, her mind growing hazy. “Again,” he ordered, and Taylor obeyed, taking another deep breath.

The effects were immediate and intense. A rush of warmth flooded her body, the room spinning as a powerful wave of horniness hit her like a freight train. Taylor’s mind was overwhelmed, her thoughts scattered, but the sensation in her body was undeniable—her asshole began to relax, the tension melting away as the drug took hold.

Monique felt the change instantly. With a wicked grin, she pushed harder, and to Taylor’s shock, she felt Monique’s entire pudgy hand slip inside her, stretching her beyond anything she had ever imagined. The pain was sharp at first, but it quickly morphed into a twisted pleasure as the poppers intensified her sensations.

“Look at her,” one of the men sneered, his cock already hardening again at the sight of Taylor’s small, white ass being filled so completely. “She’s taking it like the dirty slut she is.”

But the men weren’t content to just watch. As Monique’s hand worked back and forth, stretching Taylor’s asshole with every thrust, they began to use her mouth again, one by one, as if she were nothing more than a toy to be passed around. Marcus held her head steady, his grip firm as another man pushed his cock past her lips, forcing her to take him deep into her throat.

The wet, obscene sounds of Monique’s hand sliding in and out of Taylor’s gaping asshole filled the room, mixing with the guttural grunts of the men as they throat-fucked her. Taylor was drowning in sensation, her body betraying her as the mix of pain, pleasure, and utter humiliation pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

Monique twisted her hand, her knuckles stretching Taylor’s tight ring even further before she pulled back and slammed it back in, the force of it making Taylor rock forward. “You like that, don’t you?” Monique taunted, her voice dripping with malice. “Taking my whole hand in your little white ass while these black men use you like the filthy whore you are.”

Taylor’s muffled moans vibrated around the cock in her mouth, her mind a blur of shame and arousal as she felt herself being pushed past her limits. But she couldn’t deny it—the poppers had unlocked something deep inside her, something primal that craved this debasement, this utter surrender to the twisted desires of those around her.

Marcus smirked as he watched the scene unfold, the sight of Taylor’s ass stretched impossibly wide by Monique’s hand, her mouth being relentlessly fucked by his men, sending a surge of satisfaction through him. “This is what you were made for, Taylor,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress. “To be filled, to be used, to be broken.”

And with every thrust, every humiliating word, Taylor felt herself slipping further into that dark abyss, where pain and pleasure blurred, where submission became her only truth.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Monique slowly pulled her hand from Taylor’s gaping ass, the slick sound of it sliding free. Taylor was left trembling, her little white ass gaping obscenely from the fisting. But Monique wasn’t finished with her yet. With a twisted smile, she presented her glistening hand to Taylor’s lips. “Lick it clean, slut,” she ordered, her voice dripping with contempt.

Taylor’s face burned with shame, but she knew better than to resist. Hesitantly, she extended her tongue, tasting the bitter, metallic tang of her own body as she obediently licked Monique’s hand, her humiliation complete. The men watched with dark amusement, their cocks already hardening again at the sight of Taylor debasing herself so willingly.

As Taylor finished, Marcus stepped forward, the small yellow bottle of poppers in his hand once more. He held it under her nose, his eyes locked onto hers with a predatory gleam. “Breathe deep, Taylor,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for disobedience. Taylor inhaled deeply, the sharp chemical scent filling her senses, her mind growing hazy again as the drug took hold.

While Taylor was still reeling from the rush, Monique positioned herself behind her, the massive strapon dildo now gleaming with fresh lube. The dildo was as wide as Monique’s fist, but what made it even more intimidating was the knot near the base, even larger than Moniques fist where it swelled out. Taylor’s heart pounded in her chest as she felt the slick head of the strapon dildo pressing against her already sore, gaping asshole.

Monique didn’t hesitate. She began to push the monstrous dildo inside, the sheer size of it stretching Taylor’s tender flesh even further. Taylor gasped, her chest and face on the floor and her ass high in the air as she tried to brace herself. But Monique was relentless, working the strapon in and out with deliberate, measured thrusts, each time stopping just short of forcing the knot inside.

Taylor’s cute white ass was stretched around the huge strapon, her back nicely curved as she offered up her ass to Monique. Every eye in the room was on her, watching with a mix of lust and sadistic pleasure as Monique fucked her with the obscenely large strapon. Taylor moaned with every thrust, her mind a chaotic swirl of pain, pleasure, and utter humiliation.

After what felt like an eternity of this brutal torment, Marcus signaled to Monique, a silent command for her to pause and get ready. He held up the bottle of poppers once more, pressing it firmly under Taylor’s nose. “Sniff deeply, slut,” he ordered, his voice cold and commanding. Taylor obeyed, taking another deep breath, the familiar rush hitting her like a wave, leaving her dizzy and lightheaded.

As the poppers took effect, Monique tightened her grip on Taylor’s hips, her fingers digging into the soft flesh as she pushed harder, forcing the dildo deeper into Taylor’s abused ass. Taylor whimpered, her entire body tensing as she felt the monstrous knot pressing against her, stretching her wider than she thought possible. And then, with a final thrust, Monique popped the knot inside, knotting Taylor and leaving her gasping for air.

The room was filled with Taylor’s moans as Monique used Taylor like a bitch and she began to rock back and forth, keeping the widest part of the knot right at Taylors opening. “Look at you,” Monique sneered, her voice filled with cruel satisfaction. “You’re nothing but a worthless little whore, begging to be stretched and filled. You love this, don’t you? Being knotted  like a bitch in heat.”

Taylor’s mind was a blur of sensations, the overwhelming fullness of the knot combined with the lingering effects of the poppers keeping her on edge. But Monique wasn’t done with her yet. With a sadistic grin, she began to fuck Taylor long and deep, the knot popping in and out of her ass with each deep thrust, sending waves of pain and twisted pleasure coursing through Taylor’s body.

Taylor’s asshole gaped wide, only to be filled again as Monique rammed it back in. The men watched in rapt attention, their cocks throbbing as they took in the sight of Taylor’s complete and utter degradation.

By the time Monique finally slowed her pace, Taylor was a quivering mess, her body exhausted and her mind warped from the relentless assault. But even as she lay there, broken and used, there was no denying the sick, twisted satisfaction that burned deep within her. She had been pushed to her limits and beyond, and in that dark, humiliating place, she had found a perverse kind of pleasure.

Monique pulled out one final time, the strapon dildo slipping free with a wet pop, leaving Taylor’s asshole stretched and gaping wide. “That’s a good little whore,” Monique taunted, giving Taylor’s ass a sharp slap. 


Monique, with a look of twisted satisfaction on her face, grabbed an oversized, gleaming butt plug, perfect to keep Taylor’s abused, gaping ass stretched to the limit. Without hesitation, she forced it inside, the plug sinking deep with a wet, obscene squelch. Taylor’s body shuddered as the plug filled her, her asshole forced wide around the intrusive object. 

Monique then roughly helped Taylor onto her knees, positioning her in the center of the room, her body trembling and exhausted from the days brutal use. The men closed in around her once more, forming a tight circle. Taylor’s heart raced as she looked up at them.

One of them said, his voice dripping with contempt. “We’re not done with you yet. Open your mouth, slut.”

Taylor hesitated for a brief moment, before she obediently parted her lips and opened wide. The men wasted no time. The first one stepped forward, positioning his cock over her face before unleashing a stream of warm piss directly into her waiting mouth. The bitter, acrid taste filled her senses, making her gag, but she forced herself to swallow, her throat working to swallow it all.

“That’s right,” the man growled, a cruel smile curling his lips. “Drink every last drop like the worthless piss whore you are.”

As soon as he finished, another man stepped up, and then another, each one taking his turn to piss in her open mouth. Taylor’s belly was full, filled with their warm piss. The stench clung to her, the taste overwhelming as she forced herself to keep swallowing, her eyes burning with tears of shame.

“Look at this pathetic little slut,” one of the men jeered as he watched her “So eager to drink our piss, aren’t you? You love it, don’t you? Being degraded like this, treated like the worthless white trash you are.”

Taylor continued to drink, the warm liquid pooling on the floor beneath her as the men’s streams splashed across her face and body. She was soaked, her hair and skin wet with their piss, her humiliation complete as she knelt there, accepting every last drop they offered.

Finally, when the last man had finished, leaving her drenched and trembling, Monique stepped forward with an amused expression. “Good girl,” she murmured mockingly, reaching down to help Taylor to her feet. Taylor wobbled, her legs weak, her belly full of all the piss she had swallowed.

Monique led her through the villa, and when they reached her room, Monique gently guided Taylor inside, the soft light illuminating the mess of a girl before her. With a strange tenderness, Monique began to clean Taylor up, wiping away the filth and grime, her touch almost soothing in the aftermath of such brutal degradation.

But as Monique tucked Taylor into bed, the oversized butt plug still firmly in place, the weight of everything that had happened pressed down on Taylor’s mind. She was left alone in the dark, the taste of piss still lingering on her tongue, her body sore and aching from the day’s abuses. Yet, as she drifted off to sleep, she couldn’t escape the twisted sense of satisfaction that burned deep within her—a dark, perverse pleasure that she knew she would crave again.

Taylor was gently awoken the next morning by Monique’s soft touch, her voice a soothing contrast to the harshness of the previous night. Groggy and sore, Taylor blinked as Monique helped her sit up, the remnants of exhaustion still weighing heavily on her. The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow over the room, a stark difference from the dark, twisted events of the night before.

Monique guided Taylor to the bathroom, where a warm bath awaited her, the scent of lavender and rose petals filling the air. The warmth of the water enveloped Taylor’s aching body, easing the soreness that lingered from the brutal use she had endured. Monique’s hands were gentle, almost reverent, as she washed Taylor’s skin, carefully cleansing away the remnants of last night’s degradation. Despite the humiliation she had suffered, Monique’s attentive care made her feel like a princess, pampered and cherished in a way she had never known.

After the bath, Monique led Taylor back to the bedroom, where a set of luxurious clothes had been laid out for her. The garments were of a quality Taylor could never have afforded on her own—soft, elegant fabrics that felt like a dream against her skin. Monique helped her dress, smoothing out the fabric and adjusting every detail until Taylor looked as if she had stepped out of a fashion magazine. It was a transformation, a stark contrast to the girl who had knelt on the cold floor the night before, degraded and used.

As Monique fussed over her, making sure every hair was in place and every piece of clothing perfectly arranged, she explained the situation with a calm, almost casual tone. “Marcus is at work, running his business,” she said, her voice light and matter-of-fact. “After all, it’s Monday. You’re free to do as you please during the week, unless Marcus summons you in the evening. But don’t worry,” she added with a faint smile, “most of the... activities you’ll be expected to be part of are on the weekends.”

The words hung in the air, a reminder of what was to come, but Monique’s demeanor remained warm and comforting, as if discussing the weather. Taylor felt a knot of anxiety tighten in her stomach, but she pushed it down, focusing instead on the present moment—the luxury of the clothes, the softness of Monique’s touch, the strange sense of care she felt in this opulent prison.

Once Taylor was dressed, Monique led her to the dining room, where a lavish breakfast awaited her. The table was full of fresh fruits, delicate pastries, and warm, crusty breads—far more luxurious than anything Taylor was used to. The bright colors of the fruits, the richness of the food, all seemed surreal, like something out of a dream.

As Taylor sat down to eat, Monique watched her with a satisfied smile. “Enjoy,” she said softly. “You deserve it, after everything you went through.”

Taylor hesitated for a moment, her mind flashing back to the night before—the humiliation, the way she had been used and degraded. But the food before her was too tempting, too inviting to resist. She took a bite, the sweetness of the fruit exploding on her tongue, the warmth of the bread soothing her in a way she hadn’t expected.

As she ate, Monique’s words echoed in her mind—most of the abuse would happen on the weekends. It was a strange comfort, knowing that she had a few days of reprieve, a few days to prepare herself for what was to come. But for now, she allowed herself to enjoy the moment, to enjoy the unexpected luxury.


THE LIFE

Taylor’s life in California had just begun, and already she had been broken, used, and debased in ways she could never have imagined. But this was only the beginning. The true extent of her submission, the depths to which she would be taken, were yet to unfold. During the week, she was surrounded by a life of opulence—a life that was as intoxicating as it was suffocating. Draped in the finest silks, fed the most exquisite meals, and pampered like royalty, she lived a life of luxury that felt almost surreal. The contrast between her day-to-day life and the reality of her weekends was sharp, almost dizzying.

But it was on the weekends that Taylor’s true purpose was revealed. Each Friday evening marked the beginning of her descent into depravity, as she was stripped of her finery and reduced to nothing more than an object—a plaything for the men who would push her to the edge of her limits and beyond. Her small, delicate frame, which was so carefully adorned in beautiful clothes during the week, was left bare and exposed, ready to be taken and used in any way.

The weekends were a blur of pleasure, of humiliation and twisted satisfaction. She would be subjected to every imaginable degradation—her body used in ways that made her cry, made her tremble with desire. Her once tight asshole would be stretched wide by oversized plugs, by fists, by huge strapon dildos, yet she would take it all, because she had no choice. Her mouth would be filled with piss, with cum, with anything her tormentors wanted her to swallow. The words they spat at her were degrading, meant to break her spirit and reduce her to a needy fucktoy. But each insult, each act of humiliation, only served to fuel the dark fire within her.

After each weekend, Taylor would be left exhausted, her body sore, her mind reduced to only thoughts of taking cock and submission. She would tell herself that she had had enough, that she couldn’t possibly endure another weekend of such treatment. But as the days passed, as she was once again wrapped in luxury, pampered and cared for as if nothing had happened, something inside her would begin to stir.

By midweek, the cravings would start. The need, the hunger for more would gnaw at her, creeping into her thoughts, invading her dreams. She would find herself longing for the next weekend, for the next round of torment, for the next opportunity to be used. The twisted satisfaction she felt in being degraded, in being reduced to an object, would overwhelm her, driving her to crave more, to need more.

She had been guided to desire this, to want the very things that had once unsettled her. The luxury of her life during the week became a gilded cage, enclosing her in her own deep cravings, feeding the desires that would only be satisfied by the intensity of her weekends. Each cycle left her more deeply enmeshed in this life, more reliant on the very experiences that were transforming her.

Taylor’s life in California was a paradox—an existence of beauty and contradiction, of opulence and submission. She had been changed, yes, but she had also been awakened to a part of herself she had never known existed—a part that yearned for the intensity, that longed for the thrill, for the surrender. And as she lay in her luxurious bed each night, she would close her eyes and imagine what the next weekend would bring, knowing that no matter how intense it became, no matter how deeply it affected her, she would always return, craving more.

This was her life now, a life of cycles, of highs and lows, of pleasure and submission, all intertwined in a dance that she couldn’t escape. The end, for now, but the story of Taylor’s journey into desire, into craving and submission, was far from over. There was always more to come, always new depths to explore, new limits to push, and Taylor knew, deep down, that she would embrace every moment of it.
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