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“She’s up here,
ladies. Please follow me”, Helen said cheerfully. She guided the
two women up the curving stairs of her large suburban house, down
the corridor of doors to the last room on the left of the house.
She held the door for the two clients; smiling as she thought of
the huge sum they’d paid for this privilege.

“Fuck”, the plump
one of the two hissed in approval.

The slim one
nodded her head and smiled. They’d paid a lot but she was worth
every dollar.

Heather swayed
gently to imaginary music. Her dark green silk prom dress shimmered
under her bedroom light as it clung to her tiny five-foot frame. It
hadn’t been that long ago that she’d worn it for real and her face
had been made up then to look just as pretty as it did now.

The only
difference between her prom night and now was the slave collar that
tightly gripped around her neck with the words ‘slut’ embossed
across the front in metal letters. This one accessory meant that
Heather was no longer a carefree teen that had done chores for the
dress she adored, or the girl that would earn her mom’s attention
by winning one show jumping competition after another on her horse
Starlight.

She was now her
mom’s sex slave, tamed and trained as an asswhore for the woman’s
and the countless other women’s sadistic lust-filled pleasure.

Her body was no
longer her own and the plump woman made that clear as she moved in
and grabbed Heather by her hips, swaying in time with her for a
moment before pressing her mouth onto the teen’s harp-shaped
lips.

The woman’s breath
smelled bad but Heather opened her mouth up to allow the snaking
tongue probe and flick inside her. Her brown eyes closed so that
she didn’t have to see the piggy eyes staring back.

They swayed a
little longer as if dancing, hands groping her slim hips and waist
as she felt the slim woman pressing in behind her.

“Would you look at
this open back, Gabi? It stops just above her pretty little
ass.”

Two hands groped
her tightly clad butt. The dress had an opening at the back that
stopped at the base of her spine leaving the gentle material to
cascade and accentuate her best feature.

The groping got
more aggressive and her cheeks were kneaded open and closed like
dough being turned into bread. The slim one got down behind Heather
and snorted at the material but it wasn’t enough for her. She had
to have more.

Heather screwed
her face up as she heard the sound of her beloved dress being
ripped, the material tearing down from the base of her back, down
over her butt cheeks to the top of her thighs.

Gabi still mauled
her lips over the teen’s scowling face, grasping her wrists to
steady her as Heather instinctively lifted them up as the shock and
sadness felt like a stab to the heart.

“That’s better.
You shouldn’t hide your moneymaker, honey. You have the kind of ass
that’s just begging for it”, the slim one purred, then pressed her
long face between the warm cheeks and tasted what she’d came
for.

Gabi laughed and
licked Heather’s glossed lips.

“You’re such a
bitch, Beverly. You just broke the little whore’s heart.”

Helen stepped in
at that point.

“She doesn’t have
a heart, a mind or a soul. She’s just a dumb fuck toy. Aren’t you
slut?”

Heather spoke
fast, her voice soft and breathy.

“Yes, Mistress.
I’m just a dumb fuck toy.”

She could feel
Beverly’s tongue fucking into her anus. Her mom had made sure it
was relaxed and stretched, ready to take the usual three hour
marathon of violation and abuse that was now Heather’s main role in
life.

She could feel the
woman laughing contentedly as she slurped and squelched between her
pert little cheeks and she held back a tear at having the best
dress she’d ever owned torn and ruined.

She should have
known better than to think that the women that were here to satisfy
their sadistic lust would give a fuck about her feelings but then
that was Heather’s biggest weakness. A lot of the time she wasn’t
really aware of what was going on even when she tried to figure it
out. Her mom told her she was stupid, a dumb slut with no fucking
brains, and Heather not having the skills to analyse that
possibility for herself, believed it completely.

The tongues probed
her mouth and ass, almost mirroring their movements as the petite
teen was groped and mauled by two pairs of hands. Gabi’s thick
hands rubbed her small breasts while Beverly groped and mauled at
her exposed butt.

She could feel the
women getting more aroused, their movements more aggressive and
forceful and she knew from experience that things were about to get
a lot worse.

Beverly’s tongue
snaked up her back. Stood behind her, the woman was a heads length
taller and she could feel her sagging breasts pressing onto her
back as she hurriedly stripped herself naked.

Her mom was always
there to lend her clients a hand or get involved when the time was
right and now was no different.

She took the
harness that had been sat on Heather’s dresser and strapped it
around Beverly’s bony hips.

“I’m impressed,
Helen. Tiny little bird like this and she can take a fat
eleven-inch cock up her tiny ass.”

Beverly looked
down at the girthy dildo with gleeful anticipation, spitting on her
hand and rubbing it over the shaft.

“I wouldn’t say
she can take it, Beverly”, Helen said chuckling, “but she fucking
gets it anyway.”

Heather felt
Beverly’s fingers probing and lubing up her anus. Two digits
twisting and screwing into her little hole, preparing it for the
impaling her body would soon have to endure.

She watched her
mom move in behind Gabi. She could feel the folds and flab of the
woman lapping away at her mouth like an overfriendly dog getting
exposed as Helen helped to rid her of her clothes.

Heather wasn’t
sure that she was a lesbian. She wasn’t even that sexually active
before her mom restrained her to her bed on her eighteenth birthday
and began turning her into ‘Slut’. But she had had sex, if that’s
what this twisted shit could be called, with more women and girls
than she could remember. When they were pretty or hot, it felt a
bit better. When they looked like ogres and monsters or were old
enough to be her grandmother, Heather found it hard not to feel
queasy.

Pale flabby,
wrinkled flesh pressed against her face as a nipple was held up for
her to kiss and suck. It was in that moment that Beverly chose to
penetrate her with the head of the massive cock-shaped dildo and it
was all she could do not to bite down hard on her mom’s client’s
tan-coloured nub.

“Uuuh”, she
groaned out the guttural noise of a girl taking something too big
inside her asshole. The sound she made at her cruel anal violation
was like music to these evil women’s ears.

“Ggggnn, may I
have this dance prom queen?” Beverly grunted then mocked the girl
as the majority of the length was thrust deep into her rectum.
She’d had to bow her legs to get it inside the diminutive frame but
once she was in, she pulled up, forcing the teen off of the
ground.

Both women held
her up, their hands gripping hard around her sides, pressing into
her youthful smooth skin so that it would leave red prints. Her mom
smiled as she saw the look of anguish on her daughter’s face.

Heather grimaced
and gasped for air, her face showing her distress at the sensation
of being pulled up by her asshole. Her dress had ridden up as she’d
scrabbled to find her footing in mid air and now her bald, waxed
crotch started to show between her legs.

Her arms dangled
helplessly, weakened by all her body’s energy used up trying to
stop herself from passing out.

She could only
watch as her mom came up and strapped on something even more
threatening than the monster now invading her ass. Two dildos
joined together at the base, both blue and ten inches in length
were harnessed onto the fat tormentor in front of her. All these
dildos, all the toys and restraints in the room were ‘hers’ or at
least their purpose were to be used mostly on her. This
particularly nasty one had been used only once on her before. Her
mom had felt the rare need to fill up both her holes and this
strapon was designed for double penetration. She remembered being
on her hands and knees in the lounge, naked as her mom had brutally
fucked the two shafts in and out of her while staring at a video of
another girl getting gang fucked by women as evil as her.

Heather’s pussy
was tight and inexperienced in comparison to her almost
continuously fucked asshole and it always made her feel nervous
when one of these sadistic women put something inside it. Luckily
the angle meant that the full ten inches couldn’t go into her and
it also helped to balance her body a bit, if only to share the pain
of being wrenched up by her other hole.

The other dildo of
the pair flopped and slid up her pelvis and past her belly button
under her now torn and rolled up dress. The heat of two larger
bodies thrusting and exerting themselves started to make her sweat.
It blended with her tears and ran down her face, making her
sluttily made up face smear.

“Look at you, you
dirty little prom queen. I bet you’ve been fucked in this pretty
dress before haven’t you? A slut like you probably got fucked in
all your holes at once by the football team. Well we don’t plan on
disappointing you today, whore”, Beverly hissed then pushed her
tongue into Heather’s ear. The slim woman’s bony hands felt like
they were trying to rip her little butt apart like a peach and she
winced as she felt her sensitive skin along her crack stretching
and stinging.

Gabi grabbed her
face by her jaw and Heather knew to open her mouth. It was a thing
that these kinds of women loved to do and she had probably
swallowed litres of spit from them all combined, her own mom’s
slipping down her throat almost as often as water.

“You nasty, dirty
girl. Tell mommy what we’re doing to you”, Gabi sneered as she
turned Heather’s head to Helen.

“Uuuh… They’re
fucking…. Fucking me…. Aah…. In both my holes”, Heather moaned
out.

Her mom was naked
and stood near her closed bedroom door, her hand between her
shapely legs, sliding wetly over her pussy lips.

There was a glint
of lust and possibly pride for a second then her sadistic urges
took over.

“I can see that,
you dumb bitch. You’re just a little fucktoy for them to enjoy”,
Helen walked forwards and stood beside Gabi.

“And they aren’t
your holes, slut. They belong to me”, she said melodically, then
spat into Heather’s open mouth.

“Thank you,
Mistress... uuuh… I’m sorry, Mistress”, Heather babbled out between
thrusts.

Gabi tugged at the
front of her dress, pulling and misshaping it until Heather’s small
breasts were exposed.

“Well these are
disappointing”, she chuckled, tugging on Heather’s nipples as if
trying to pull them off.

Heather winced and
wailed softly as the fucking continued and her body was mauled and
pulled about like a little rag doll.

It was a relief
when she was finally thrown onto her bed and, for a moment, her
holes were allowed to feel the air in the room cooling and easing
the aching and soreness but it was short lived.

The tear in the
dress was lengthened and she was pulled up onto her hands and
knees, her small round butt pushed up behind her as the two women
knelt either end of her on her pink duvet.

Her own bed had
become a place that she associated with countless sessions like
this one now. No place in her life was private or unsullied thanks
to her mom and she could never escape the reminders of who and what
she was.

Helen loved
watching her only daughter getting fucked. It was her biggest
fantasy to one day see Heather get gang banged by a dozen women
like the ones fucking her now, fucked so hard and for so long that
she’d lose consciousness and even then they would still ream and
gape her exhausted holes out. Every day she thanked the goddess
that she’d been blessed with such a cute daughter, her own sex
slave delivered quite literally into her hands, docile and
empty-headed thanks to her purposely negligent parenting.

She licked her
fingers and stroked them back down between her parted legs. This
was bliss. Getting paid a ridiculous amount to let these hags do
whatever they wanted to her Heather and getting to watch it happen,
what more could she want for? She’d already fucked the cute ass
that right now was pointing up at Gabi as she pushed three fingers
into it, scooping them out to suck on them and purr at the sweet
taste while Beverly had turned and was making Heather eat her
sweaty old asshole out just the way Helen had enjoyed that cute
pink tongue entering her anus earlier on.

Three fingers
became four and Heather felt her sphincter gaping and winking as
Gabi hungrily took them out to suck and sniff again and again.
Beverly’s asshole didn’t taste candied and fresh like her mom’s had
that morning and she found herself struggling to enjoy the sour,
dirty taste probably left that way on purpose just to add another
level of sadism.

Beverly swirled
her hips, grinding on Heather’s face. A lifetime of anal sex had
left her hole ready and easy to gape and Heather got a view of the
inside of the woman’s tunnel as she was held by her hair from
behind.

A full fist.
Heather started to pant and gap out pained ‘Aaah’s’ as Gabi
sniggered and pushed her chubby hand into her little ass.

“You nasty whore.
Eating my whole hand with your asshole”, Gabi said, biting one of
her butt cheeks.

She could hear her
mom snorting louder as she became increasingly aroused and it only
turned her on more when Beverly tugged the teen’s face right into
her crack, smothering the gasps and wails.

Heather started to
squirm and bring her hands up to touch Beverly’s butt in an
instinctive plea but her mom slapped them away then gave her a
stinging smack on her butt as a warning.

This was just the
prelude to the real fucking and, as Gabi pulled out and wiped her
hand on the ragged dress, Heather could feel the double dildo
batting and sliding over her exposed crack. Beverly turned too and
it soon became apparent, even to Heather that this was going to be
a real challenge for her small body.

Ten inches plunged
deep into her pussy and her asshole, each dildo sliding in and
rearranging her holes as they burrowed into her. She could feel
them both near each other with what felt like the small wall of her
insides between the two separating the large shafts.

Her gasping moans
were cut short and she choked and gagged as eleven inches of
ass-flavoured fake cock was speared into her mouth and down her
throat. Her eyes bulged and her face turned pale as the veins
popped out on her brow and neck.

On her hands and
knees, on her own bed in the room she’d grown up in, pictures of
her riding her horse, dolls still on a shelf, the girly wallpaper
she’d chosen ten years ago, Heather, now known as ‘Slut’, in her
prom dress and slave collar was getting spit roasted with fake
cocks spearing deep into every fuckable hole she owned.

Helen watched on,
captivated in perverse lust, as the two ugly women fucked the
dainty little teen in between them as though they were trying to
bore right through her and meet in the middle.

Her prom dress
drooped uselessly under her like a hammock, covering nothing
really. Her back was squashed and arched and she could feel her
spine jolting at the violent thrusts.

The cock dildo
that had earlier been probing her bowels was now forced so deep
into her throat that she could feel in her neck and oesophagus. Her
eyes went bloodshot and cold sweat dripped from her forehead. Gabi
behind her violated both her holes with the cruel hard thrusts of a
woman that didn’t give a fuck about the teen’s discomfort and pain
squashed between her and her friend. This was about their sick
sadistic amusement and the more the pretty small girl suffered, the
more the clients enjoyed themselves.

She had been at
least clever enough to know that it was no coincidence that she had
had to wear her prom dress when her mom and mistress had dressed
her in it. She’d worn her school uniform, her riding clothes, a
soccer kit, TV character costumes, all kinds of weird shit because
monsters like these got turned on by it or had some experience they
wanted to fuck out of their memories.

The two women
laughed like young girls as they timed their thrusts to spear into
her at both ends at the same time. Heather’s groans sounded like
she had been literally speared each time and that just seemed to
drive them on.

“Aw, look at the
pretty prom queen now. What a nasty fucking whore. Three cocks in
one small girl.”

“Fucking slut. I’m
sliding inside this little ass like its full of cum. I bet it was
on prom night, huh bitch?” Beverly snarled.

Heather couldn’t
answer. She could hardly breathe. The words were no less than she
usually endured and the cruel triple penetration no less painful
than what she went through every day, no less but at least as
bad.

She thought her
spine was about to break just before they got bored of that
position and pulled out of her with three rasping slurps. Saliva
and phlegm fell from her mouth helplessly as she felt her aching
jaw and sore, fucked throat.

Her dress was
completely ripped off of her panting body and rolled around her
wrists as she was pulled up to sit on her calves. Her face was
flushed as blood rushed back into it and her small chest
heaved.

Her brown eyes
could only look up in nervous anticipation of what would come next
and it made the women laugh wickedly to see her looking so sullen
and vulnerable.

Gabi shoved her
down on her bed, her head on the pillow she slept on at night and
lifted her legs over above each of Heather’s shoulders.

Her ass was big
and flat and the crack dark. Cellulite and flabby lines streaked
the fat cheeks as she sat back, pressing the pretty little face
into her strong smelling holes.

Heather tried not
to struggle or balk. Her job was to lick and satisfy this woman
until she came on her face and she wasn’t going to disappoint her
mistress. She knew all too well what happens if she ‘made a
fuss’.

Her tongue lapped
out at the sweaty wet holes and the perianal area in between as she
felt her legs getting lifted up and over so that her ass was
pointing up to the ceiling and her body folded over while Gabi held
her down from the back of her ankles.

Beverly used her
metal frame at the top of her bed to steady herself as she loomed
over the exposed holes and squeezed the head of the six-inch
circumference of fake cock into her pussy then her asshole again
and again.

She closed her
eyes and reminded herself that her ‘fuckholes’ were not her own. It
didn’t matter if they were used this way by strangers almost every
day, it made her mistress happy and maybe proud of her daughter for
doing what she asked of her. She’d give her asshole and pussy to a
thousand strangers if it meant it would earn her mom’s
approval.

She hadn’t taken a
thousand sessions yet but she was certainly on her way, and based
on her busy schedule she’d manage it in another three or four years
depending on how many came as pairs or groups.

Beverly started to
fuck each hole in short sharp bursts as Heather took a face
smearing of sweaty, smelly ass and pussy. Her nose, mouth, chin and
forehead all got a hard rubbing of Gabi’s holes as the woman
grinded and rocked her ass, her full heavy weight pressing the teen
deep into her pillow.

“Dirty whore’s
pussy is going to smell like her asshole soon”, Beverly said as she
alternated between holes.

“Yeah, she has an
asshole and an assgina. Smelling like her shithole can only improve
that sloppy fuckhole”, Gabi sneered.

Elven inches
plunging into each hole and the almost complete lack of air made
Heather’s small chest and folded torso heave and squirm as she
tried to stop from fainting. She knew from experience that it
wouldn’t stop them if she did and she didn’t want to wake up again
sore and wondering what had happened.

The only way out
was to lick as if her life depended on it. She lapped and swirled
over Gabi’s smelly holes as if they were the most delicious thing
she’d ever tasted and soon she could hear the woman on top of her
face purring and moaning.

Soon enough she
felt a stream of warm watery squirting juices spray her face. She
knew the drill and opened her mouth wide to catch what she could in
it as Gabi jolted and pressed into her harder as she tried to
squeeze every last drop out.

She eventually let
Heather out from under her heavy ass and lifted up, farting as she
relaxed and tumbled over onto the bed beside the girl. There was a
dreamy look on the woman’s face and her breathing heavy. She wasn’t
in the best shape so she just lay there, adjusting the straps of
her open crotch harness as she caught her breath.

“My turn Gabi. I
want to cum in this whore’s mouth while I watch you fuck both her
dirty holes with this sexy thing.”

Beverly slid up
the bed and sucked on each of the double dildos in turn, looking up
at Gabi as if Heather wasn’t even there.

“Just… a minute…”,
the fat woman said, clearly out of breath.

“Look, I’ll make
it easy for you”, Beverly said, pulling Heather to the side of her
bed.

The teen was made
to do the splits along the length of her mattress as Helen took
some rope and bound it around her daughter’s ankles, tying them to
the metal frame at each corner on the right side.

“There, you fat
old cow. Now you can fuck the little bitch without straining to
hold yourself up. You’re welcome”, Beverly said as she squatted
over Heather’s face.

“Stick your nasty
tongue out, whore. I’m gonna fuck my ass on it”, Beverly
snarled.

She could feel
Gabi snorting and snuffling between her split legs for a moment
before coming up and double filling her with the dildos she wore.
Beverly moved up and down on her tongue, making wet clicky
squelches.

“Of course she can
do the splits. Parting your legs is what you were born to do wasn’t
it whore?” Beverly snarled as she rubbed her own clit and watched
Gabi pile drive the slim teen.

Helen watched the
two women enjoying Heather and it gave her that proud feeling she
often felt. Not for the girl herself but for her, the mother, for
having made such a fuckable piece of ass. It was more like a
sculptor or a chef that was proud of their efforts rather than the
object itself. That’s what Heather was to her, an object of her own
creation to do with as she will and gain wealth and influence
from.

She rubbed her
pussy and fingered her ass as she thought of another two satisfied
customers that would spread the word that Helen’s petite asswhore
was the kind of girl that was a pleasure to make suffer and
violate. She watched her teen daughter pushing her tongue up the
sweaty asshole of a strange middle aged woman while another piggish
one rammed fake cocks into both her increasingly sloppy holes at
once, her naked body stretched and vulnerable, her hands tied
behind her back. It was times like these that the tingles of
something so wrong, so perverse and sick that she was, a mother to
this little eighteen-year-old, letting happen or worse actively
doing, that she felt an ecstasy that had become her addiction, her
drug and only seeing Heather or ‘Slut’ in the thralls of agony and
painful abuse, violated and debased, that irresistible round butt
getting the constant reaming it deserved could feed her
obsession.

It got her so
aroused seeing strangers fuck her daughter that she often climaxed
just watching but today she would be invited into the session. As
Beverly lifted off of Heather’s tongue she smiled down at her
squirts of pale watery juices splattered over the teen’s chin and
neck and down onto the pillow she would sleep on that night.

“Would mommy, I
mean mistress, like to sit on the slut’s face while we fill her
holes up. I love a bit of incest”, Beverly said, moving across to
Helen and stroking her breasts.

“The customer is
always right”, Helen laughed and climbed up on the bed. Heather
looked exhausted as she gasped for air and licked her lips with her
tongue. Helen wasn’t about to go easy on her just for that.

She leaned over
and untied the ropes that stretched the girl’s legs apart then
manhandled and wrestled her into an upside down position so that
her shoulders and head pressed down on the bed while her back and
ass were straight up in parallel to Helen and the back of her knees
tucked under the woman’s armpits.

“There”, she said
sitting back so that her cheeks straddled the tired girl’s face.
“Let’s see if you two ladies can get all three of those cocks into
my slutty daughter’s two holes.”

The two women
laughed as they got up onto the bed and flopped their dildos down
onto the upturned butt. Heather’s role in life was an asswhore. Not
only did that mean eating ass as much as she ate hot meals, it also
meant the focus of her life was that one hole that she didn’t
herself have any say over any more. This meant she should have been
able to take the double ten inch shafts as they squeezed together
on the sphincter of her loosened and reamed out butthole but even
under her mom’s smothering big ass, her tormentors could still hear
her wails and sobs of agony.

She squirmed and
thrashed but Helen just grabbed her by her thighs and held her even
tighter as her butt slid down to weigh on the girl’s neck and
shoulders.

“Do it. Fuck the
whore. Make the prom queen cry”, Helen encouraged, pressing down on
Heather’s face with her full weight.

The two women,
intoxicated by sadistic lust, pushed at the teen’s small holes,
trying to do what seemed impossible but slowly with strained slow
difficulty the dildos entered the now quivering girl’s body.

Helen laughed in
evil joy at seeing her daughter’s asshole get stretched out
ridiculously cruelly as two whole ten-inch rubber cocks, each of
them five inches in circumference, made the girl’s sphincter look
as if it might snap at any moment it was so taut. Her pussy was
getting treated to the eleven-inch dildo that had spent much of
that day inside of her but Helen knew how inexperienced and tight
she was in her ‘spare fuckhole’.

Heather’s body
shivered as the two women began to force the dildos to go deeper,
her holes struggling to allow them to squeeze into her and the
resulting strain was making her feel dizzy. She gasped and snorted
for air but all she got was the thick scent of her mom’s asshole.
The saddest thing was that this smell was comforting and familiar,
like baking brownies in an oven and she soon felt herself drifting
away, unable to get enough oxygen as her small body tried to cope
with the strain her asshole was being put under. Everything faded
to white. The last thing she heard was her mom laughing as her legs
went limp and jelly like and her holes surrendered to the two women
pile driving their fake cocks ever deeper inside her.

She knew they
wouldn’t stop, but as she had been told her body and her fuckholes
were not her own. Did she really need to be there in the room as
these three monsters continued to fuck them? Everything went starry
then black. The last thing she felt was the two women speeding up
in their thrusting.
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