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She opened her
eyes wondering if it had all been a nightmare but when your life is
worse than anything you see when you close your eyes at night you
learn to take the terrible reality with resigned surrender.

She felt the
fullness in her pussy and asshole and the sore burn of too much
fucking. That numbness when the pain is too much could be felt
around her stretched anus.

She tried to move
her arms but they were still tied around her wrists behind her with
the rags that had once been her prom dress. She was face down on
her pillow, the stains of women’s ejaculations and smutty smears
covered it and she could smell the musk of ass on her own face as
strong as if one was still on top of it now.

Naked except for
her slave collar which read ‘Slut’ across it, some things cut into
her crotch and pelvis. She looked down.

She’d had it done
to her before but not like this. Not with a combined three dildos
in two holes, two in her asshole. Thirty-one inches inside her
little body, if you counted it that way. Her mistress would have
had to pull the strapon harnesses as tight as they would buckle to
get them on her small, slim waist when she inverted them. It was a
clever trick and it served to prolong the experience long after the
woman or women pounding her with the dildos had tired and left.

But this was too
much and her body was struggling to cope with what it was being
made to take. She started to sweat and moan and wished she was
still unconscious as her insides felt like one solid mass of
invading silicone was tearing her apart.

She heard her door
open and footsteps. Then a hand stroked up her back and brushed her
blonde bob away from her face.

She turned her
face to see the woman crouched down beside her bed.

“There you are
sleepy head. You missed a lot of fun earlier but don’t worry we
carried on without you”, the words sounded kind and soft but even
Heather’s slow mind wasn’t fooled anymore.

Her mom had
obviously showered and changed into a blouse and tight jeans and
looked the normal model of a suburban woman, her wavy blonde hair
bouncing on her shoulders.

She smiled as she
saw the anguish on her daughter’s face. She must feel as if she was
splitting in two right now. Fuck knows Gabi and Beverly tried to
break her when they fucked her, she thought.

She leaned in to
kiss her eighteen-year-old daughter. Despite Heather’s pain and
discomfort, the girl managed to take her mom’s tongue in her mouth
and let the cruel-set lips smear and press over her own. This was
the closest she came to a show of love from the woman that had made
her and she wasn’t going to miss it even if she was in agony.

“Come on, slut.
You smell like shit. Let’s get you cleaned up”, Helen said, untying
the rags from her slim wrists.

“Th... Thank you,
Mistress”, Heather said automatically at having her hands
freed.

“Don’t thank me
yet, little whore”, Helen sneered.

Heather tried to
get up but the three shafts speared into her, making her body stiff
and unable to bend. There was no way she could walk normally with
all that silicone inside her. Tears rolled down her face as she
tried to stand.

Hunched over like
some kind of ape from a horror movie, Heather was made to clump
along the corridor of their large house bow legged and holding on
to the walls with her sweaty little hands to steady her.

Every step, every
movement was like being stabbed in her bowels and womb and her face
showed the agony as she slowly made her way to her mom’s en
suite.

Her legs gave way
beneath her twice before she was able to crawl over the side of the
bathtub and hold her hands up for the secret chain hidden in the
rails to be brought down and bound around her hands, looped through
an inconspicuous hook on the ceiling.

Helen looked at
her teen daughter. This was when Heather seemed at her most
beautiful, most captivating. The pained expression, her smutty
naked body stretched so that her small breasts looked like two flat
pancakes with little pink hard cherries on top, her thighs
quivering and her legs bowing, restrained and helpless.

She could almost
feel the dildos inside her girl, filling every inch of her tunnels
with thick fake cock and it made her tingle all over to think how
overwhelmed and stuffed she was.

It would take
something special to get those wedged-in shafts out of her
daughter’s fuckholes. The one in her pussy might slip out but it
would be difficult for the anus-splitting double strapon up her
butt to slide out of her. But Helen had something that would shake
anything out of Heather.

She walked over to
her locked cabinet, the one her husband didn’t even bother to look
in because it was full of ‘woman’s stuff’ and pulled out a black
box with some wires attached.

On seeing the
device Heather immediately started to beg.

“No. No wait,
please Mistress. I can get them out of my dirty fuckholes. I… I
don’t need… that.”

“Oh my little
slut. You think I care what you think you need or not? I enjoy
seeing you shake and lose control as I push the volts through your
small body. It’s good for both of us. You shake those cocks out
your dirty holes and I get entertained. It’s a good deal, isn’t
it?”

Helen had already
started putting the wired clamps onto Heather’s nipples and belly
button when the girl mumbled a sullen, “Yes, Mistress. Thank you,
Mistress.”

Helen smiled. She
could always convince Heather, sometimes a little too easily.

She unbuckled the
strapon harnesses so that the dildos were only held in by the sheer
tightness of the holes, not that Heather’s holes could be called
tight but the dildos were so large and thick, especially the
combination in her ass, that even the most whored out holes would
struggle to eject them without something extra special to make it
happen.

The extra special
was felt as the jolt of electric rippled through her breasts and
tummy, making her muscles tighten painfully and flex all over her
petite frame. Her mouth grimaced and her teeth clamped tightly as
she groaned.

As Helen switched
the setting, her face watching in cruel fascination as her
daughter’s hot teen body reacted, she settled on the pulse setting.
Heather juddered and jolted as if she was sat on a washing machine,
her groans sounding broken and stuttering as the ripples of
electric travelled through her.

The pussy dildo
managed to slip out with a loud pussy farting rasp onto the bathtub
floor, sticky juices following it like an animal giving birth.
Heather groaned in some relief and her body relaxed a little after
holding her bladder in for hours in the morning’s fuck session.

Now her pussy lips
were free from obstruction, another two clamps gripped each side of
her labia and the resulting noise her mouth made could only be
described as primal.

She pushed her
small round butt out behind her and pushed for all her life,
knowing that if she could excrete the two dildos up her asshole
then this particular torment might stop.

Tears of effort
and frustration rolled down her cheeks. It was just too packed in.
How Gabi, one of her morning clients, had managed to force it in in
the first place was incredible.

Eventually Helen
started to get bored waiting.

“Okay whore.
Mommy’s here to help as usual. You push that shithole of yours and
I’ll pull.”

Heather’s eyes
rolled up into her head and sweat dripped down her brow onto her
cheeks and nose. Her mouth was an open pant like a woman in
labour.

“Fuck, it’s shoved
up in your stinky hole real tight. You’re going to have to push
harder, bitch”, Helen said from behind, tugging on the harness
attached to the dildos.

Heather cried out,
her face screwing up as she made every muscle in her rectum and
anus push with all her remaining strength. The dildos shifted an
inch or so out of her and it gave her hope. She pushed again and
again, all the while feeling the pulses of electric tightening her
muscles making it a real fight to control any part of her body.

She was honking
like a goose, her back arched and her body shuddering with strain
and electricity as she finally screamed and pushed so hard that the
two dildos finally slopped out, voiding them from her insides with
a loud wet, rasping fart. They thudded down and bounced in the tub
as if they were alive, smutty and smelly enough to be at least.
Heather thanked the goddess that she had had an enema that morning
and nothing but ass and pussy to eat after as her broken, gaped
hole seeped noiseless farts of air and a blend of sweat, pheromones
and spit lube that hadn’t evaporated in her bowels.

Her groans of
relief were obvious and loud as Helen stared at the delicious mess
in the tub.

“Now I guess you
get cleaned up. I had better turn the e-stim off and take it away.
Wouldn’t want to fry my little money earner, would I?”

The clamps and
wires came off and the device put away but Heather’s wrists were
still wrapped in the chain that tugged her arms up high. Her legs
wobbled from exhaustion, the recent exertion and the aftermath of
the electric and she longed to just get back into her bed. Her head
started to loll and drool fell from her mouth but experience told
her that her pain wasn’t quite over yet.

It was almost the
time when her dad and brother would get home from work. This meant
she would get a brief respite from her torment and be able to act
like a ‘normal girl’ for a while, have dinner, watch a movie or
play a board game as a family. Of course as soon as the ‘boys’
backs were turned, her mom would try to shove her tongue down her
throat of push a couple of fingers up her asshole for the thrill of
it but at least it wasn’t as intense as the rest of her day.

It always made her
cringe how her mom dressed her up in the sluttiest clothes possible
and having dinner with your dad and older brother in little more
than a bikini and tight booty shorts was more than a little
embarrassing and weird. Compared to the rest of her life though it
was less humiliating than most things she had to do.

Helen slapped
upwards hard, smacking into her pussy with cruel force.

“You disgusting
pig. Look at you. I can see right up into your rectum and don’t
think I don’t smell those farts, young lady”, Helen said in a
mocking tone.

Heather hung from
the chains, her eyelids drooping from being so drained she could
hardly stand and, as Helen slapped her pussy, she let out a little
whelp and hopped as if standing on hot coals.

Helen pulled
Heather’s butt wide apart and sniffed deeply between her daughter’s
cheeks as if inhaling the scent of a flower.

“You stinky little
shithole. Mmm, I’ve never seen it gape so wide and for so long.
I’ve got to get a photo and send it to Jenny”, she said pulling her
phone out of her jeans pocket then snapped a few good ‘gape
shots’.

She took the
riding crop she kept hidden on top of the sink cabinet and thwacked
it between the girl’s cheeks, hitting the gaping rim and make it
burn as if it had just been stung by a bee.

“Aaaahh!” Heather
cried out, her butt pulling away as drool escaped her scowling
lips.

Helen knew she
couldn’t leave a mark that her husband or son might see. Those two
dumbasses were oblivious to what she did to Heather every day and
she wanted to keep it that way. But then they didn’t get to see the
parts that she did so that’s where she usually whipped, slapped,
pinched and tormented.

Why did she love
hurting her so much? She had asked herself that question a few
times before and the answer was always the same. Because she teased
her with her cuteness, she asked for it and it was always so more
delicious feeding off the anguish of a girl that was heartbroken
every time you struck her in that way. Heather might seem okay with
having her mom treat her like a piece of sex slave shit but Helen
knew that inside the girl was tormented and confused and found it
as depraved and taboo as it actually was. That’s why she did it,
that and her daughter had one of the sexiest little asses she’d
fucked or eaten out and Helen had fucked and eaten a lot.

“Part your legs”,
Helen snarled, lining up for another thrash of the crop between the
girl’s legs.

If ever there was
a time to feel mercy or pity now was it. Heather had endured hours
of brutal fucking and smothering and then left passed out for an
hour with more silicone stuffed into her than any girl should have
to take and her day wasn’t over yet.

Fine, she thought.
I’ll only whip her ten more times. The little fuck has worked hard
today and she does look exhausted. Besides, if I go a little easier
on her today, she’ll be able to take more tomorrow when my very
important client uses her.

Tears fell into
the tub, the contents of it, including all the smells and
excretions represented this teen’s life every day. Her collar felt
tight as she choked and coughed at the pain, her throat too sore
from the earlier violation to cry out normally.

Helen alternated
between whipping her daughter’s pussy then her gaping asshole from
behind. The smells from the tub was both disgusting and arousing,
at least in a way that made her want to whip the girl harder and
with more force.

She snarled as she
looked at her slave’s dangling body, sweaty, smutty, fucked and
spent. It was a timeless view. Sex slave and owner, asswhore and
mistress, this was a scene that could have been in ancient Rome or
Dark Age Europe, seeing it in a modern suburban family home could
only be described as beautiful to Helen’s sadistic lust. Her
predatory impulses made her want to test this broken teen’s limits
of submission, looking so helpless and sad as the chain held her
arms taut above her.

Ten. Helen knew it
would sting for the rest of the day but then there probably wasn’t
an inch of Heather that wasn’t sore and aching right then.

“Hold your whip
with your pussy, slut”, she snarled.

It was Heather’s
riding crop in both senses of the word. It was the one she used
rarely when riding and it was the one her mother chose to torture
her with whenever she was in the en suite to get cleaned off or
out.

Heather pressed
her thighs together, her knees wobbling as she felt the crop
against her raw pussy lips. It always surprised her how this
horrible, cruel stuff her mom did to her could make her so wet but
even now she was lubricating and coating the crop in her arousal
juices. Even though her asshole was sore and gaped, it felt almost
euphoric to have that ghost-like sensation of the dildos that had
been in it and the cool air soothing the aching tunnel. She
sometimes wondered if there was something wrong with her, if she
was evil. But as her mom always told her, she was a slut and a
whore and no matter how cruel the sexual attention, her body
reacted to it. That and maybe, she had no choice but to make the
most of her torment.

Helen leaned in to
kiss the literally dirty teen, not wanting to get her blouse messy
but finding it hard to resist those harp-shaped lips.

Heather
reciprocated the swirling mouth and fenced her tongue over her
mother’s, sighing slightly as her aches seemed to ease for a
moment. Helen could smell her own and the other women’s asses
caking the girl’s face and it made her smile to think about what
they’d done to her, what she could always do to her pretty face
whenever she wanted, her lips sucking and nibbling at
Heather’s.

“Tell me, slut.
Who does your body belong to?”

“It belongs to
you, Mistress”, Heather said breathily.

“And why do you
need to be treated like shit, slut?” Helen asked, her cold blue
eyes boring into Heather as she brushed a sweaty lock of blonde
hair from the girl’s forehead.

“Because I’m a
dirty asswhore and I deserve it for being a slut… and teasing you
with my nasty butt”, Heather said in response.

It was a
conditioned reply but one that Heather really believed now. Her
cute ass really did taunt and attract her mom’s attention like a
red rag to a bull and a part of her wished she hadn’t developed
such a round, pert set of cheeks. She blamed herself, or at least
her body for that. As for being an asswhore and a slut, well a girl
who took tongues, dildos, fingers and whatever else everyday and
let her own mom be the biggest perpetrator of this must be both of
those things.

“Your asshole has
been gaped out wider than ever before and your body fucked and used
like the nasty little whore you are today. What do you say to that,
bitch?”

Helen pursed her
lips and Heather knew to open her mouth wide to receive her mom’s
spit down her throat.

She swallowed then
replied.

“Thank you,
Mistress.”

Helen only laughed
as she moved out of smelling distance of Heather’s grubby face and
turned on the shower.

Heather visibly
relaxed as the steaming water tumbled down over her shoulders, down
her slim body and legs and down to the mess below.

She hadn’t been
told she could release the crop between her legs so she held it
there, clamping her thighs together until her mistress took it and
spread her legs for her again.

She was rubbed
down with bodywash then scrubbed and rinsed with a sponge, unable
to do so herself, her hands restrained above her. Helen left no
part of her body unscrubbed, removing the evidence of her and the
client’s debauchery. She pushed the sponge into Heather’s holes and
splashed and plunged water into them until none of the signs of
their violation were smeared around them.

Satisfied with her
efforts, she turned to Heather’s hair, washing and squeezing it out
before releasing the chains and towelling the small frame down as
an owner might do to a pet after washing it.

“Now, let’s get
you dressed”, she said cheerfully, looking forward to making her
slave look like the name she wore on her collar.







Heather opened the
door. She was used to the gasps. Her mom and dad had invited old
family friends, Sheila and Jason, a married couple in their
forties, to dinner but they hadn’t expected seeing little heather
in quite the clothing, if that’s what it could be called, greeting
them at the door.

“Welcome Sheila,
Jason”, Heather said woodenly, leaning in to give them a kiss on
the cheek as she had been told to do.

Both their mouths
remained open as she offered to take their coats and she noticed
both their eyes looking nervously at her slave collar.

“Follow me.
Everyone’s in the dining room.”

She walked on in
front of the couple giving them a view her mom was sure they would
enjoy or at least freak them out.

Black lace booty
shorts that only covered half her round cheeks and almost
completely see thru. Matching leg socks ending just over her knees
and a bralette in the same material made it look like the eighteen
year old was wearing slutty lingerie rather than evening wear. Her
high platform heels served to push her ass out even more like the
little target it was.

Jason could only
raise his eyebrows at Sheila, feeling embarrassed and hiding his
pleasure at seeing the teen’s backside as she walked. Sheila
couldn’t pull her eyes away as the girl walked and thought she
could make out a neon pink floss-like thong tight between the perky
cheeks. She was immediately jealous and captivated by Heather’s
tight body and vibrant honeyed skin, of which she saw far more than
she was expecting to see.

She walked, or
teased, them into the dining room where they hugged and kissed
Heather’s mom, dad and brother, Jason making several furtive
glances over at the teen dressed up like she was in a sex show.

Her dad pulled a
chair out for Sheila and got Jason to sit, catching up after not
seeing the couple for a while.

Jason didn’t
comment on her brother, he hadn’t changed much, still a well-built
young man in his twenties with enough of a mind to work alongside
his dad at the firm but Heather had changed in more ways than he
could comprehend.

“Heather has grown
into a… beautiful young woman”, he said, not feeling the complement
quite fitted. Maybe ‘sexy little slut’ would have been too much to
say to the girl’s father though.

“Yes, she does
have her looks to help her through life”, her dad said, he had
bought into Heather’s life long narrative made by her mom that she
was dumb as much as Heather had herself. “But I still can’t get
used to this fashion. When I was her age, if I saw a girl dressed
like her I would think she was… well, sorry honey… a hooker. Don’t
you agree, Jason?”

Jason got another
free ogle.

“Yeah, it is a bit
different but I’m sure you get used to it after a while”, he said,
excusing his friends for ‘letting’ their daughter dress so
sexually.

“Huh, I’ve never
seen girls dressed like that”, Sheila said, revealing her anger at
Jason and her intimidation at the hot little piece of ass.

Heather just stood
like the dummy she was supposed to be until Helen called her
through to the kitchen to help her.

“That Sheila is a
bitch and Jason is a fucking pervert. I get the feeling that Sheila
wants to claw your ass off as much as Jason wants to fuck it. Let’s
give them a show and a taste of the thing only one of them can
have… and that’s only if she pays.”

“Yes, Mistress”,
Heather said submissively. She didn’t get embarrassed about her
body any more but that didn’t make it any less weird.

“Let’s give them
their side dish. Sheila deserves a taste of your dirty shithole”,
Helen said, chuckling lewdly as she gripped the back of her
daughter’s neck.

In a flash, she
spun the girl around on her whorish heels and pushed her hard into
the fridge door, pressing her face sideways onto the cool metal
surface. Her other hand tugged the girl’s shorts and thong down
around her thighs in one easy movement.

The corncob was
still hot when it was pressed against her sphincter to open up. The
butter covering it acted as lube and made her asshole feel greasy
and oily as it yielded to her mom’s assault.

She gasped
silently, her mouth drooling on the metal door uncontrollably as
something as large as a small fist entered her. Only a few metres
away, her dad and brother were sat around the table with Sheila and
Jason, unaware that Helen was at that very moment violating the
youngest member of the family’s asshole with a cooked cob.

“Yeah, that’s it.
We need to flavour this baby up for Sheila. I want to see it catch
in her teeth, cover her tongue and swallow it down that pearl
covered neck of hers… and you get to watch. It’ll be delicious to
see, won’t it slut?” Helen hissed then frigged the cob hard and
fast, getting deep inside Heather’s rectum.

“Uuh… Yes…
Mistress”, Heather whispered, her face screwed up by the intensity
of the violent speed.

It didn’t last
long. It couldn’t. They had to look as though nothing sexually
depraved was happening in the kitchen while serving the food. Not
that anyone in the dining room could have imagined a mother would
anally invade her own daughter with their side dish.

Helen sniffed the
cob then nodded approvingly and put it on the tray. She marked it
with a cocktail stick.

“That’s for
Sheila”, she said, waiting for the teen to pull her tiny crotch
coverings up.

Heather nodded and
took the tray.

“Yes, Mistress”,
she said submissively and clumped off in her heels to serve the
cobs.

She bent over the
table as her mistress had told her to, between the guests and
arching her back as she placed the tray of corn. Helen brought the
casserole and potatoes, taking her apron off and smiling as she saw
Jason and Sheila focused on Heather’s pornographic position as the
girl lingered a few seconds longer than necessary.

“Here Sheila, let
me serve you some corn”, Helen said using tongs to pick up the
ass-flavoured corn and placing it on the woman’s plate wearing the
smile of a host like a mask, a glint in her blue eyes.

Heather took her
seat and felt a little shiver as the woman took a bite.

“How is it?” Helen
asked airily.

“Delicious Helen,
so buttery and sweet. You’ll have to tell me how you get it this
tasty”, Sheila said, licking her lips.

“Oh, that’s a
family secret, Sheila”, Helen said, putting a hand on the small of
Heather’s back.

“Isn’t that right,
Heather?” she said, smiling woodenly at the girl.

“Yes, Mis- Mommy”,
Heather stuttered. Helen dug her nails into Heather’s butt cheek,
hidden by being on one side of the table together, her blue eyes
flashing at her anal slave. She’d pay later for almost giving the
woman a heart attack but for now they would pretend to be just a
normal mother and daughter in front of the unsuspecting people
around the table, apart from going into the kitchen to French kiss
and frig the girl’s ass at every opportunity. Helen liked having
dinner with guests almost as much as she like humiliating Heather
in front of them and seeing them drool or seethe over her cute,
almost exposed body.
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