
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Praise be to Mother Isis - Queen of Heaven and the Cosmos

[image: image]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FOR MOMMY

    

    
      First edition. April 6, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Summer Gold.

    

    
    
      Written by Summer Gold.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Piggy’s Ordeal | Part 4. | For Mommy

Sign up for Summer Gold's Mailing List

Also By Summer Gold

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​Piggy’s Ordeal

​Part 4.

​For Mommy













[image: ]


Olivia spent several days on a breathing tube after her emergency gastric suction. 

Plenty of well-meaning doctors and nurses talked to her about her ‘attempted suicide.’ She was as vague as possible to avoid further questions. Thankfully, they understood it was hard for her to talk and gave her the space she needed. They did not need to know she had only drunk the bleach because her bully ordered her to. There was no way they would understand. And the last thing she needed was to implicate Peyton in anything. 

Peyton visited the hospital to ensure Olivia stayed silent.

Olivia was terrified when her mom hugged her bully and chatted with her as if they were best friends. Jasmine thanked Peyton for calling 911. It had saved Olivia’s life. She declared that Olivia was lucky to have such a caring and loyal friend. Peyton played it up for all it was worth. 

Olivia watched in fear when her mom left her alone with Peyton to get coffee. It was the moment Peyton had been waiting for. Olivia peed herself when she saw the evil grin on her bully’s beautiful face. 

Peyton grabbed Olivia’s breathing tube and squeezed it, cutting off her air supply. She chuckled as Olivia writhed on her bed, kicking her legs and blinking tears. She leaned in close to Olivia’s face and warned her she had better not say a word. Olivia nodded furiously. 

By the time a nurse had rushed into the room, Peyton was already away from the bed, giving an Oscar-winning performance with her ‘concern’ for her ‘best friend.’

Olivia spent a week in the hospital before she was allowed to come home. Her psychologist, Dr. Lexington, recommended that she take time off from school to rest and recover her mind, as well as her body. 

She loved Dr. Lexington more than ever for that. She dreaded going back to school. The popular students would definitely make fun of her for trying to kill herself. They would take it as a challenge to come up with all kinds of creative ways to drive the loser to suicide again. 

She lay in her own bed wondering if Peyton would protect her. She had shown Peyton the ultimate act of subservience. Drinking that bleach was proof she would obey her bully without hesitation, even at the cost of her own life. 

As scary as the whole ordeal had been, Olivia felt closer than ever to her. Peyton had literal power over life and death. There was not a single moment when Olivia did not think about her bully and all the awful things she had done to her. Peyton owned her thoughts and nightmares. Was this the spiritual relationship Dr. Lexington had talked about?

She guided her hand inside her panties and played with her clit as she thought about all the awful things Peyton had done to her, when a sudden knock on her bedroom door made her sit up. 

Jasmine opened the door without waiting for an invitation. It was her house, she could do as she liked. It was why Olivia had never been allowed a lock. Although, it did make it awkward when she was pleasuring herself. Her mom had caught her in the act more than once. 

Jasmine looked as stunning as always in an open black suit jacket showing her V-neck lace crop top, tucked into slim-fit suit pants with a gold square Celine belt, and Mario Valentino Clara pumps.

“How do you feel today?” she asked her daughter sweetly. 

Olivia blushed. Her mom had been so caring for her. Olivia felt guilty, like she was somehow faking it. She had never realized how much her mom loved her until she saw how upset she had been.

“Um, okay, I think.”

Jasmine smiled. “That’s good to hear. Come downstairs in about half an hour, would you? I have a special surprise for you.”
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OLIVIA SMILED SHYLY as she entered the living room. Her mom had been so kind to her since she left the hospital. It was like they had reconnected as mother and daughter.

But her face dropped when she saw her mom had changed into a full lace bodysuit that enhanced her hourglass Latin curves. Her intimidating bosom spilled from the inbuilt brassiere. She held one hand on her hip and pouted her sumptuous red lips in a half-smirk while she rested one foot on a footstool. 

Olivia blushed. She knew her mom had a fantastic body and enjoyed showing it off, but this was a little much. She looked down in shame at her own pudgy physique. There was no mistaking who the alpha female was in this household.

Jasmine cocked an eyebrow and elegantly brushed her hand over her imposing cleavage. “What do you think? Do you like it?”

Olivia gulped and felt herself growing hot. “Um...yeah, it looks great.”

“Does it turn you on?”

Olivia felt sweaty inside her pajamas. This had to be a joke. She laughed nervously, blushing harder than ever. 

Jasmine seemed serious. She bent forward a little to give Olivia an even clearer view down her cleavage. “You still haven’t answered me, Olivia,” she said in a silky tone. 

Olivia’s bottom lip trembled. She wiped nervous sweat from her forehead with the back of her sleeve. Her mom was like a lingerie model with her big hair, big bosom, powerful thighs, and giant gold hoop earrings. She felt a tingle in her pussy and found herself slowly nodding. This was all kinds of wrong. 

“It’s okay,” said Jasmine warmly, “you don’t have to be ashamed of how you feel. I’ll tell you what,” she wriggled her painted toes, “why not give my feet some attention? Hm? Would you like that?”

Olivia stared at them and nodded as if in a daze.

Jasmine smirked. “Don’t keep me waiting then.”

Olivia waddled across the carpet and sank to her knees before the footstool. She looked up at her mom staring down at her from over her bosom and her arousal grew. 

“Go ahead,” said Jasmine, “kiss them.”

Olivia leaned into her mom’s toes and inhaled the scent of citrus. 

Jasmine encouraged her with another toe wiggle and Olivia began planting gentle kisses on each of her mom’s beautiful toes. 

“That’s it,” said Jasmine, “that’s good. Now lick between them.”

Olivia hesitated for a moment, looking up at her mom questioningly. 

“You don’t want to?” said Jasmine with a pout that was hard to resist. 

Olivia bit her lip. She wanted to lick them more than anything. To get her tongue nice and deep between the cracks. But wasn’t this crossing some kind of line? She had always tried to hide what a disgusting freak she was from her mom. 

Jasmine laughed as if reading her thoughts. “What? You think I didn’t know about all those times you ran your tongue over the soles of my feet when you thought I’d fallen asleep in my chair?”

Olivia’s skin was pimpled with anxiety. She knew? How long had she known? She was sure she’d been sly about it. She had given her mom the best foot massage she could to ensure she slept peacefully before daring anything.

“Oh, baby,” said Jasmine so lovingly that Olivia felt like crying. “It’s okay. You don’t have to hide anything from me anymore. You’re my daughter. I want you to be happy. It does make you happy to worship my feet, doesn’t it?”

This had already gone beyond the point where lying seemed appropriate. She nodded sadly. 

Jasmine smiled. “Then go ahead. I want you to do it.”

Olivia gently prised her mom’s toes open and extended her tongue, caressing between the gaps with the tip. 

Jasmine cooed. “Oh my, it tickles. I could get used to that.”

Olivia smiled at the affirmation and eagerly continued. The awkwardness was already disappearing. If they both wanted this, who cared if they were mother and daughter? 

Jasmine started. “You know, it was quite a shock when I heard about your attempted suicide. I knew you were unhappy, but I didn’t think you would resort to something like that.”

Olivia stopped licking momentarily to apologize. 

Jasmine tapped her daughter under her chin with her foot. “I didn’t say stop,” she said firmly.

Olivia immediately went back to licking. 

“Anyway,” continued Jasmine, investigating her long, golden manicure. “It made me realize I’ve been pushing you too hard. I always knew you were naturally submissive. I just wanted to make you something better, to make you a daughter I could be proud of, instead of...this.”

Olivia blushed, still licking. It was true her mom deserved better than her. It must have been embarrassing for her mom to see the daughters of Eleanor, Gael, Shannon, and all her other friends excelling while she struggled. 

“My friends warned me something like this might happen. Dr. Lexington confirmed it. But I was too stubborn. I thought there was still a chance you might yet evolve into a superior woman.” She sighed wistfully. “I see now that my determination to make you more like me was pure vanity. It wasn’t what was best for you. I have to accept who you are and do everything I can to facilitate the life you want to lead, no matter how incomprehensible it might be to me.”

Olivia tried to process what was happening. Was her mom giving approval for Olivia to be a submissive freak? 

Jasmine continued. “It gives you purpose to serve your betters, doesn’t it? You feel lost and scared without our firm, guiding hand. You’re incapable of making decisions about your own life. You need stronger women to make them for you. Too much agency and you fall into hopelessness and depression, which leads to self-harm and eventually suicide. I understand. It is time to do what is best for you, not what is best for me.”

Jasmine smirked and reached down behind the footstool to pull out a solid-looking riding crop with a heart-shaped end. “Do you know what this is?”

Olivia’s eyes widened. 

Jasmine gripped the handle tightly and whipped it down on the leather of the footstool.

Olivia jumped and Jasmine laughed.

“You’re long overdue for some maintenance, I think.”
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OLIVIA WAS SOON PROSTRATED on the floor with her damp panties around her thighs, her nose pressed into the carpet, and her bare ass raised into the air. 

She had never thought her mom would dominate her like this. She hadn’t realized how much she had craved it until this moment. It all made sense now. The chores she happily completed: pouring her mom’s wine; cooking her favorite meals; and giving her foot rubs. It was because she wanted her mom to own and exploit her. 

So what if this was incestuous? If they both wanted it, who cared? Olivia was an eighteen-year-old woman and she knew what she wanted in life. She wanted to be abused, manipulated, and dominated. Her mom was giving her the greatest gift a mother could provide. 

Jasmine rubbed the heart-shaped tip of her leather riding crop in circles around Olivia’s flabby ass cheeks. 

Olivia trembled with anticipation. It had been so long since she had felt the reassuring sting from Dr. Lexington’s cane or the whip of a wet towel from her bullies. God, she missed it. 

Jasmine smiled. “Be a good girl and stay still for me.”

Olivia whimpered and nodded, gently rubbing two fingers up and down her soaking wet pussy lips.

Jasmine inhaled deeply through her nose as she lifted the crop high above her head, pushing out her breasts. She flexed her arm and brought the crop down hard against her daughter’s bare bottom. There was an intense slap of leather against flesh. 

Olivia screamed into the carpet.

“There,” said Jasmine warmly, “that should leave a beautiful heart shape on your cheek. A reminder of how much I love you.”

“Th-thank you, m-mom,” mumbled Olivia. “I-I love you t-too.” 

Jasmine chuckled and raised her crop for another swat. “I know you do,” she said, and whacked Olivia’s ass harder than before.

Olivia howled. Tears of joy formed in her eyes. The punishing sting on her ass was acceptance and safety. She felt like the luckiest daughter in the world. How many mothers truly knew and would love their daughters like this, unconditionally?

Jasmine continued swatting those flabby ass cheeks, making them dance. “I (whack) should have (whack) done this (whack) to you (whack) months ago (whack).”

Olivia screamed, bawling her eyes out, and rubbing her pussy more and more furiously. “Ahhh, thank you, owww, thank you, arrrgh, I love you. I love you. I love you. AHHHHH. I love yoouuuuu!”

Her eyes rolled back and she squealed, squirting over the carpet. 

Jasmine stopped beating her to give her space to orgasm. “Did you enjoy that, baby?”

Olivia sniffled. “Y-yes,” she mumbled, “th-thank you.”

“Good. Then hurry up and clean up your mess. I don’t want you to stain my carpet.”

Olivia weakly tried to clamber to her feet but one more swat from her mom’s crop sent her back to the floor. 

“Crawl,” said Jasmine, “you will no longer walk in my house. The floor is where you belong now.”

Olivia crawled away, sobbing, with her panties around her thighs and her bare ass burning. She would not have had it any other way. 

When Olivia returned, still on all fours, with carpet cleaner and a towel, she saw her mom holding a rigid wooden device filled with holes and clamps. It was like a portable stockade. Olivia’s eyes widened. 

Jasmine smirked at her daughter’s reaction. “What do you think? Looks like fun, right?”

Olivia gulped and nodded. She was getting wet all over again. 

Jasmine pouted her full lips. “Now I can keep your hands from wandering where they shouldn’t go. I don’t want any more squirts. This carpet is expensive, you know. Hurry up and get it clean.”

Olivia sprayed and scrubbed until her wet splotch had been completely removed. Jasmine watched her the whole time. Olivia loved how powerful her mom was. She had always been afraid of disappointing or annoying her. But this version of her mom was a Goddess, fully embracing her dominance and sexuality.

“Okay, baby,” said Jasmine once Olivia had finished, “on your back.”

Olivia quickly obeyed, rolling over like a surrendered puppy. 

Jasmine chuckled at her submissive display as she clamped the stockade over Olivia’s wrists and forced her legs as far as they would bend to clamp her ankles. 

Olivia was stretched and trapped in an unnatural position, with her wrists in line with her shoulders and her thighs close to her head. She felt a constant burn in her joints and muscles. It was like being trapped in an expert yoga posture. She looked down and blushed as she realized her bare pussy and ass were completely displayed and vulnerable. 

“Perfect,” said Jasmine, walking around her, eyeing her greedily. 

Olivia smiled. 

“So pretty,” said Jasmine. 

Olivia gasped. Her mom had never complimented her like that before. It was then she knew that, no matter what, she had made the right choice in submitting herself to her mom. 

Jasmine continued. “But you know what would look even prettier?”

Olivia held her breath as her mom produced a mean-looking spider-shaped metal ring gag attached to a full-head harness with a vicious nose hook enhancement. It looked truly frightening and torturous. Olivia couldn’t wait. 

Jasmine smirked. “This will probably hurt.” She stopped herself and laughed. “Who am I kidding? This will definitely hurt.”

Olivia felt her heart rate increase as her mom squatted her beautifully round ass comfortably on Olivia’s stomach. Jasmine was not a small woman. She was close to six feet and carried exquisite Latin curves. Olivia groaned under the weight. 

Jasmine smiled as she placed the awful harness over Olivia’s head and tightened the buckles, making Olivia whimper at the pressure squeezing her skull. 

Next, Jasmine pulled the nasal restraints down and slotted the hooks into Olivia’s nostrils. As she released them, the restraints sprung back, pulling Olivia’s nose and upturning the tip. 

Olivia’s breathing became faster. The metal prongs dug deep into her nose. She squirmed and tried to pull the nasty things out, but her hands were completely trapped in the unbreakable stockade. 

Jasmine clapped her hands and tilted her head back as she laughed. “Look at you, you have a snout. It’s like you're a pig. Oink for me, Piggy.”

Tears trickled down her cheeks. Piggy? That was what the popular girls called her. Was it just a coincidence? “Oink,” she mumbled sadly.

Jasmine laughed loudly and bounced her round ass cheeks on her daughter’s stomach. 

Olivia saw the teenager her mom used to be. Had they attended high school together, her mom would have been the one whipping her with wet towels and dunking her head in the toilet before flushing. 

“M-mom? It..it really hurts.”

“That’s the point, Piggy,” said Jasmine dismissively. “Now keep that mouth open for me.”

Olivia widened her jaw as much as she could and watched in terror as her mom inserted the metal spider ring inside her mouth before buckling the straps to lock it firmly in place. 

Olivia tried to mumble something about her discomfort, but the ring prevented her from speaking and it came out as pained gargles. 

Jasmine hushed her. “Quiet now. Pigs don’t talk.”

The doorbell rang and Olivia’s eyes darted to the front door. 

“Oh, great,” declared Jasmine, standing from her daughter’s stomach. “She’s here.”

Oh no. Olivia whimpered, watching horrified as her mom strolled to the front door, her ass swaying teasingly from side to side. 

Jasmine opened the door and Olivia’s bully, Peyton, entered with an evil grin on her face.

She wore a laced-up vest top, black leather biker pants, and boots. Punk tattoos showed on her bare, toned arms. 

Olivia shook her head, pleading via pathetic gargles for her mom not to let Peyton inside. It was too soon. She wasn’t ready for Peyton to see her like this. She was so vulnerable. She had no way to defend herself. She was completely at her bully’s pleasure. 

Jasmine gave Peyton a huge hug, the kind she had never given to her daughter. Olivia hushed seeing them together. They were both so tall and powerful. It was as if they were meeting as equals. 

“So happy you could be here for this,” said Jasmine.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” said Peyton, grinning back at Olivia. “I love what you’ve done with her. Look at her, hog-tied. It makes me want a pig roast.”

Jasmine’s laugh hurt worse than the restraints Olivia was trapped within. 

“I’m glad she’s to your liking,” said Jasmine, pouting back at her daughter. “She won’t be able to resist you now, no matter what you do to her.”

Peyton chuckled and cracked her knuckles. Olivia whimpered and peed herself, much to Jasmine’s horror. 

“Are you fucking serious?”

Peyton chuckled. “What a disgusting piggy. She’ll pay for that.”

Jasmine sighed and released a chuckle herself, seeing the funny side of her daughter pissing herself through fear. 

“You certainly have an effect on her, Peyton.”

Peyton smirked, clearly pleased with herself and the situation.

Jasmine took Peyton by the hand and led her closer to get a better look at her gift-wrapped victim.

Olivia whimpered at the sight of her mom and bully grinning down at her. Tears streamed down her chubby cheeks. Her pussy was wet with fear. 

“I’m sure you’re wondering what Peyton is doing here,” said Jasmine. “I had a lot of time to think while you were in the hospital. Your attempted suicide really upset me.”

Peyton stomped her boot down on Olivia’s stomach. “That’s for upsetting your mom, you dweeb.”

Olivia yelped and instinctively apologized, although it came out as nothing more than a pained gargle through her spider gag, which amused both women. 

Jasmine continued. “I had a long talk with Dr. Lexington. She told me this is something you will keep trying if your submissive brain does not get the stimulation it requires.”

Peyton cut in. “I saw how upset your mom was when I visited the hospital to check on you. How could you do that to her? She was so worried. So selfish.”

Olivia sobbed. She had only drunk that bleach because Peyton made her. Now that she couldn’t speak, could she ever tell her mom the truth? Did she really want to? The unfairness of it all was too arousing to jeopardize. 

Peyton continued with a shrug. “Anyway, she told me about her problems with you. I told her that everyone bullies you at school. You have no friends and everyone hates you. It isn’t really surprising you tried to kill yourself. The only shock is that you didn’t try it sooner. I told her all the things I’ve done to terrorize you. How you are basically my personal punching bag.”

Jasmine smiled at Peyton. “You need abuse, Piggy, and Peyton wants to abuse. It’s perfect. I had hoped you would one day be blessed by Isis, but alas, it wasn’t to be. Isis had other plans for you. I should not fight the will of the Goddess. But Peyton-” she squeezed Peyton’s hand, “I see myself in her. She’s been gifted the power. A daughter of Isis.”

Peyton sneered down at Olivia.

“Of course,” said Jasmine, “it wouldn’t be right to just hand you over to Peyton. You need training and she needs mentoring. Peyton has raw talent but that is what it is: raw. I truly believe, though, that with some gentle guidance from an experienced Goddess like myself, she can become something incredible.”

“I won’t let you down, Jasmine.”

“I know you’ll make me proud. In fact, I have a gift for you.”

Jasmine left to retrieve a glossy onyx box with a golden ankh depicted on the lid. 

Peyton gasped as she opened the present and pulled out a realistic ten-inch black strapon.

Olivia’s eyes widened. It was...huge. How could she possibly take something like that? 

“I love it,” said Peyton, giving Jasmine a peck on her cheek. 

Jasmine smiled. “It’s only right that you lay claim to every piece of your victim's body, mind, and soul. That means her virginity belongs to you too.”

Peyton laughed and stepped into the leather harness, pulling it up to her crotch like a pair of panties. She grabbed the bulbous head of the giant dildo and rubbed it up and down as if trying to make it even bigger and harder. 

Olivia sobbed helplessly as she watched her mom direct her bully in the art of penetration. 

Jasmine squeezed lube around the dildo and then squirted it onto Olivia’s pussy. The cold sent Olivia into shivers. 

Under Jasmine’s guidance, Peyton caressed the head against Olivia’s clit. Olivia squealed in pleasure. It felt amazing as the dildo’s raised veins massaged her. Tingles rushed through her whole body. It was euphoria. It was better than any masturbation. 

And then Peyton thrust. 

Olivia screamed as Peyton forced her strapon deeper and deeper into Olivia’s tight little virgin pussy. 

“Piggy,” said Jasmine, tittering, “you need to relax. It will hurt more if you’re all tense.”

Olivia writhed on the floor as her bully fucked her using the full length of the dildo. Peyton leaned over and stared down into her victim's face, close enough for Olivia to smell her breath. 

Jasmine smiled. “It will get easier,” she said warmly. 

Olivia nodded. Her mom was still with her. Peyton would not do anything too awful under supervision. 

“She will get much wider the more you punish her down there.”

Olivia cried quietly to herself as she realized her mom was reassuring Peyton, not her. She had no idea what her mom and bully had planned for her. Her life was over. It now belonged to Peyton. She had never been more afraid. 

It was everything she ever wanted.
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