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She glanced at
her bedside clock and sighed gently to herself. It was just after
one o’clock in the morning when she heard her bedroom door open
then lock by the person intruding into her night.

She felt hands
stroking up her naked body. She’d lain on top of her pink duvet,
knowing that she wouldn’t be alone or left in peace to rest after
another hard day.

She felt the
weight of the body on top of her and the hands reaching out over
her arms to close the metal cuffs hidden on the rail of her metal
headboard around her slim, small wrists.

She didn’t need
restraining, she would have let that familiar tongue trace down the
sweet-tasting skin of her teen back, down to the her pert butt
cheeks sticking up over her slim body, but then that wasn’t how her
relationship with her mother and mistress worked.

She sighed gently
as her mom ate her fill of her almost puckerless skin-coloured
anus, feeling the woman’s tongue down there, swirling and plunging
into her little rim was a small moment of heaven in her otherwise
tormented life and it made her feel hot and sexy that her mom
always preferred to be with her than her dad at night, addicted to
her ass like a drug addict.

Her asshole
appreciated the wet, soothing slurps and French kisses. It had been
through so much that day, but it wasn’t more than it usually had to
endure. Her mistress made sure that her ‘training’ as she called it
was relentless and almost constant. Her mom told her that it was
for her own good, that being so stupid, a girl like her could only
gain and progress in this physical career that she had had no
choice in taking up.

She was an
asswhore. More specifically she was her mom’s asswhore and the
woman that gave birth to her and raised her, the one that was now
plunging her tongue into her sphincter and purring in delight, was
her mistress, her pimp and the owner of all her ‘fuckholes’ as
she’d been taught to think of them.

Helen could never
tire of her daughter’s deliciously sweet asshole. It tasted of
innocence and taboo lust and she was obsessed with it. As her
tongue fucked the little rim open, she cracked a smile as she heard
her eighteen-year-old daughter moaning in pleasure.

She allowed
herself a moment to bring her mouth away and whisper up to the
aroused girl.

“I’m such a good
mommy aren’t I?”

“Yes… yes… mommy”,
the breathy reply came. It was rare that she allowed Heather to
call her mommy anymore when they were alone.

Her blue eyes
looked back down at the saliva-covered rim looking so vulnerable
and inviting between those round, flawless cheeks.

I’m such a bad
mommy aren’t I? She thought, grinning as she pushed her face back
into the warmth of her daughter’s round butt.

That very day
Heather had had an eleven inch dildo, a double dildo, fingers and
hands, tongues, even a corn cob shoved inside that deceptively
tight looking little orifice all thanks to her, the girl’s
mother.

She felt no guilt,
no remorse, it was the girl’s own fault for being so cute, so
alluring and waving that round ass under her nose. Her daughter
looked like a slut, that’s why she dressed her like one and made
her constantly wear the black leather slave collar around her neck
with the word ‘slut’ embossed on it, like a perverted pet.

That’s what she
was to Helen, a pet and a fucktoy, and a very lucrative one at
that. There was a regular flow of clients that wanted to live out
their sadistic fantasies on a small girl and they didn’t come much
smaller than Heather. At zero inches over five foot and slim, she
was like a little bird, boyish with her blonde short bob and small
tits. The women that paid for time with her loved that and enjoyed
making her cry and squeal as they dominated her petite body.

Helen licked her
tongue back up her back, leaving a trail of saliva as she went.

“Mmm, you’ve been
a busy little slut today haven’t you?” Helen purred into the girl’s
ear, then kissed along her neck and side of her jaw.

“Yes, Mistress”,
Heather replied. She turned her face sideways and parted her
harp-shaped lips to allow her mom to push her tongue in, as she
usually liked to do after eating her out. Tonight was no different
and she tasted her own sweet flavour on the woman’s wet organ as it
snaked into her mouth at the strange angle.

“You’ve been a
nasty little whore taking all those big toys and things in your
ass. I think your little fuckhole is becoming less ‘little’ every
day”, Helen hissed as her right hand slipped between the teen’s
cheeks and three fingers plunged into the wet hole in question.

Heather didn’t
react to having three fingers frigging her anus. This was
completely normal for her and happened almost every night. The
three digits thrust deep and hard as her mom spun her around on the
bed like a lover and yet so very much not one, her hands cuffed
together to the rail above her so that her arms were pulled up
beside her ears.

Helen kissed her
daughter deeply and sloppily, making the curved lips and skin
around her mouth wet with saliva and filling the inside of the
small mouth with her tongue. Heather had automatically rolled her
leg over her mom’s right arm as she was turned so that Helen could
continue to assfuck her with her fingers.

Mother and
daughter naked on the bed, daughter restrained and underneath
mother’s larger hourglass body in some ways a reflection of how
they had started the day on the sofa that morning like an extremely
unequal and abnormal pair of lovers that had continued their
voracious lust for one another all through the day.

Except Helen was
feeling lust where Heather tried as much as she could to translate
what her mom did to her as love and affection. She pulled her legs
up either side of her mom’s hips as if she was a dog surrendering
her underbelly to her owner and allowed the woman to frig her
harder and faster as she pushed her tongue into her mouth. Heather
felt her mom’s hard nipples rubbing around her own small breasts
and the heat from her curvy body pressing down onto her torso.

Helen’s left hand
grasped Heather’s blonde hair, making the girl’s brown eyes open
and look into the gleaming icy blueness staring back at her.

“You’re such a
fucking slut. You love me fingering your nasty, stinky shithole,
don’t you?”

“Uuh… yes
mistress… I love it… thank you”, Heather moaned.

“You’re so
depraved making your own mother satisfy you almost constantly. You
fucking tire me out, you dirty tramp”, Helen hissed the
roleplay.

“Sorry mommy….
Aah… but I need something up my dirty fuckhole all the time”,
Heather said her lines.

It was a lie, an
act. Heather would have been quite happy not to have something
shoved in her tired, sore asshole as much as Helen’s inexhaustible
lust seemed to want to. She had lots of lines that she would have
to say because it got her mom off to hear them.

Three fingers
became four and her face had to reset itself, her eyes fluttering
up into her lids and her mouth grimacing for a second.

Helen smiled and
gave her daughter a wide mouthed, sloppy kiss, looking as if she
was trying to consume the girl’s head as she swirled her wet lips
around Heather’s mouth.

As their bodily
fluids blended, Heather started to feel intoxicated and the
soreness of a full day of anal penetration seemed to ease even
while her mom’s four fingers slid and slurped in and out of her
anus.

“Brainless… …
dirty… little bitch. So… fucking…. Stupid... Good thing… you have…
this fuckhole”, every pause was a deep, hard thrust of four fingers
as Helen snarled and mesmerised Heather with her staring cold blue
eyes.

“Yes, Mistress…
Aah… I’m too dumb… to do anything… else”. Heather wasn’t always
clever enough to remember what her mom had taught her to say but
the punishment for forgetting had helped to ingrain them quicker
into her head.

Helen grinned then
held her tongue out. This meant Heather had to open up to let her
fuck it into her mouth in time with her fingers. Again this was far
from the worst sex she had with her mom. It was more the lewd and
vulgar filthiness of it that made her feel uncomfortable, as if she
was being consumed rather than made love to.

There must have
been around a dozen synchronised finger and tongue thrusts before
Helen slurped the fingers completely out, holding them bunched
together as she brought her hand up in the shape of a rocket lolly.
She placed it between their two faces and Heather got a good smell
of where the fingers had just been as she breathed.

Helen sniffed too,
smiling and laughing.

Mother and
daughter kissed and licked each side of the fingers, sucking off
the sweet flavour and sharing a rare moment where their senses
experienced the same. Of course Helen wasn’t cuffed and made to
lick her own asshole flavour. Helen craved that sweet taste as a
woman would drugs and she often couldn’t sleep unless she had had
her fill from by far her favourite of her daughter’s holes.

“Mmm, it tastes
filthy, doesn’t it whore?”

“Yes… Mistress”,
Heather replied between slurps. Agreeing was pretty much all she
used her voice for nowadays apart from moaning, crying and begging
of course.

“Want to taste it
better in your little slut hole?”

Heather nodded.
What else was she meant to do? Her mom wanted to shove her smelly
fingers into her mouth, ones that had been up her asshole for the
last half hour, and give her the familiar taste of what she meant
to this woman.

The fingers went
immediately to the back of her throat, not bunched as before, now a
spear of four fingers width to pull her lips out obscenely and make
her reflexes drool and cough as she tasted her own sweetness on
them.

“Nasty little
pervert! Goddess, you’re so lucky I’m an open-minded woman. Who
knew my girl would grow up to be a shithole-eating skank?”

Her voice sounded
disappointed but her eyes flashed otherwise. She had made and
shaped the girl under her into the obedient asswhore she was today
and it made Helen proud… of herself.

She slapped
Heather playfully with her other hand, continuing to taunt and
berate the girl, reminding her that she was nothing but a whore and
worse as she stabbed into the back of the delicate mouth with her
fingers, smiling as Heather tried to control her gag reflex.

When she tired of
face fucking her daughter, Helen slid the fingers down her small
chest and coated the girl’s breasts in the saliva-ass blend, more
to wipe her hand dry rather than any gift she was leaving Heather
to smell in the night.

Then, with the
strength of someone bigger and older, she spun the girl back around
onto her tummy and stepped off of the bed.

Heather felt her
bed lift as the weight of her mom left it. This usually meant
getting ‘tucked in’ and allowed to sleep. Of course she would
remain cuffed the rest of the night, unable to get out to go to the
toilet or get something to eat or drink and the tucking didn’t mean
her duvet would be covering her up unless it was a hot night and
Helen wanted her to sweat. No, tucking in meant getting her butt
plug pushed up inside her asshole for the night.

They had got
increasingly bigger and more elaborate as her ‘training’ had
progressed. Now she endured a seriously thick six-inch metal plug
that looked more like a pinecone, with stubby bumps all over its
onion shaped surface. That one always brought her into a cold sweat
as she struggled to adjust and relax enough to get some much-needed
sleep.

Tonight something
was different. She was never treated to this much lube, it was
usually spit or just a quick squeeze of tingling menthol gel. This
was normal lube and it was a lot as Helen fingered and pressed it
into her exposed asshole.

“After today,
slut. I thought it might be good to remind you who you once were
before you became so addicted to having fake cocks up your asshole.
Once, not so long ago, you were a good girl and your favourite toy
wasn’t an eleven inch dildo, it was this.”

Helen pushed the
doll head first up next to Heather’s pillow.

Heather lifted her
face up and looked at her beautiful blonde doll. It had been her
favourite and most treasured toy for most of her life, the pretty
made up features and long model-like body an idealised version of
how she’d wanted to be. Now she was a doll and the one next to her
was a foggy memory of a time when she was innocent and uncorrupted.
She remembered playing with the doll she called Hailey on the floor
in that very room, giving her tea and talking about her future
plans with her like a best friend… she was her best friend in many
ways. That Heather could never have contemplated the one cuffed to
the bed or ever imagine that any of the things she went through
every day were even possible.

She stared dully
at the face of the doll as though it belonged to someone else,
despite it still being something that she fondly kept on display on
her shelf.

“Now what would
Hailey say to the dirty slut you’ve become, young lady?”

“She’d… be
disappointed”, Heather mumbled as if Hailey was actually judging
her with her permanently arched eyebrows.

“Yes, she would”,
Helen went on in a tone Heather hadn’t heard in a long time.

“She would say
where’s the princess or the world champion show jumper I expected
to see? What is this I see instead? It looks dirty and
pornographic.”

Heather mumbled
into her pillow.

“What was that?
Hailey didn’t hear you.”

“I’m an asswhore”,
Heather mumbled again, lifting her head up this time.

“An asswhore?
What’s one of those, Heather?” Helen asked making the doll move
slightly as she spoke.

“A girl that gets
fucked in her ass to repay her mistress for giving her what she
deserves”, Heather parroted the sentence automatically but it
sounded more sullen than usual.

“And what do you
deserve?”

“I deserve to be
punished and used by my mistress and whoever she choses and have my
hungry little fuckhole gaped out by her and strangers because I
love it and I live to serve.”

“So you’re a
disgusting, immoral anal sex slave… not a princess? Not a
champion?”

“No, I am just the
asshole that my mistress owns.”

“I’m soooo
disappointed”, Helen drawled loudly as Hailey.

Then as Helen she
spoke.

“Fuck Hailey.
Let’s show her who you are properly. Let’s break those last
fanciful dreams of being something you clearly don’t have the
abilities for. Let’s teach this little bitch that you used to
treasure who you are now and where your true talents lie.”

Hailey disappeared
then returned a moment later looking as if she had been slimed. Her
head was covered in clear gloop, her golden hair pressed down and
wet under the thick layer of lube.

“I think Hailey
should get a taste of your dirty fuckhole. Don’t you, slut? Show
Hailey who you are, who you were always really destined to be.”

Even Heather knew
what was coming next. She didn’t say anything as she stared at the
lubed-up treasured toy. She only nodded slightly. In part because
her mom was going to do it anyway and in part because she wanted to
punish herself for letting Hailey down, hating the doll all of a
sudden for what she reminded her of.

Helen didn’t
hesitate and Heather arched her neck and gasped as Hailey’s head
entered her anus, squeezing past her inner sphincter like a butt
plug where the doll’s neck was the slimmer stem.

“There. Now this
bitch of a doll can get a good taste of who you were always meant
to be. Hailey always did have far too lofty ambitions for a dumbass
like you. I do hope she struggles to breathe in your filthy
shithole”, Helen sneered.

A tear fell into
the pillow. Not because of the insertion, as strange as it felt,
but because one of the final pieces of who she had been was made as
dirty and smutty as the rest of her depraved life had become.

“Oh, I think
Hailey likes it in there. I think she’s a perverted anal lesbian
just like you. In fact I think she wants to climb right on up into
your rectum.”

“Aaaah”, Heather
gasped as the shoulders opened her up, their width as broad as her
butt plug at its thickest point. Hailey was no small doll. She was
easily longer than the longest dildo Heather had ever taken and was
larger than the average doll by about a third. Her shoulders alone
were three and a half inches across and felt unnecessarily wide as
they were pushed deeper into Heather’s stretched anus.

“Help, help. It
stinks in here”, Helen said, pushing the dolls plastic bumps of
breasts into her daughter’s butthole then laughed at the thought of
the doll suffocating inside Heather’s rectum.

Heather could only
groan as the doll was inserted inside her body. She had learned to
push her emotions down and empty her head as her mom did things
like this but it was difficult not to cry as she thought about one
of her last memories of a better, simpler and far more innocent
time becoming dirtied and turned into another sex object that she’d
never be able to look at the same again.

Helen slid the
doll down to its waist inside Heather’s asshole. It looked so
deliciously hot that she wondered why she hadn’t done it to the
girl before. She may have just found her asswhore’s new nightly
plug. She moved up the bed, feeling the strain-sweat on the teen’s
naked back with her hands.

“You filthy bitch.
Getting off on having Hailey pushed deep inside your shithole. You
should be ashamed of yourself. Does everything have to end up
inside that nasty fuck tunnel?”

Heather was busily
whimpering into her pillow. She knew she wasn’t allowed to make a
lot of noise when the ‘boys’ were in the house, but exhaustion,
emotion and having a large doll forced up her butt was too much for
the girl to deal with.

She nodded in her
pillow. She had to respond. The punishment for not doing so wasn’t
worth the disobedience.

‘Yes it does,
doesn’t it? It’s a greedy whore hole inside a greedy little whore
and it’s been busy today… but it still wants to be fucked.”

Helen slid Hailey
in and out back from her neck to her waist.

Heather groaned
out deep guttural noises into her pillow as her body felt paralysed
by the repeated stretching of her sphincter from Hailey’s
shoulders.

Tears dropped onto
her dirty pillow, already stained with the cum and squirting juices
of one of the strangers that had had their way with her the
previous daytime.

“Oooh… Uuuuh…”. It
was too much. She was close to passing out for the second time in
twenty-four hours, naked and cuffed to her bed as her favourite
doll violated her rectum and her mom spat out cruel, demeaning
abuse into her ear, fuelling her already low self-esteem and
destroyed dignity.

“Hailey is in your
butthole… but her butt is still poking out. How about a little ass
to ass? Can you take an extra two inches and a butt up your
asshole?”

“No… no… it’s too
much… please…”, Heather panted the words breathlessly into her
pillow.

Helen laughed and,
taking the doll by the legs, forced the curved plastic butt into
her daughter’s strained asshole. Her other hand grabbed Heather’s
hair and tugged her head back so that she could see and enjoy the
teen’s silent scream of pain. Heather’s face looked so arousing to
her mom. Her jaw wrenched open and her mouth pulled into a wide
roar. No sound came out as her breath was stopped by the shock and
strain, her eyes screwed tightly shut and her brow deeply
furrowed.

“Oh, my petite
little fucktoy… you didn’t say the safe word… again. Fuck, you are
so dumb”, Helen cackled as she licked her daughter’s face, tasting
the salty tears as if they were her reward for her efforts.

After a couple of
minutes, Heather got used to the pain and managed to relax enough
to pant out air and blink away sweat and tears.

Helen shoved
Heather’s face back into her pillow and moved off of the bed. What
a pretty view. Her teen daughter’s soft, vibrant skin, beautiful
and pure, debauched and restrained with a large doll inside her
asshole, just the long thin legs sticking out between those
irresistible round, perky butt cheeks.

She spread and
cuffed Heather’s legs to each corner at the foot of the bed to stop
her from being able to twirl around and possibly remove the cruel
insertion. With a final hard slap to those cheeks, she smiled and
spoke.

“There, I hope you
and Hailey have sweet, sexual dreams. Goodnight, slut.”

“G-good… night…
Mistress”, Heather, stuttered. She always had to answer if her mom
was to go away and leave her to suffer in peace.

Helen walked over
to the camera she had placed in Heather’s room and checked that it
was still on. Yes, it had recorded everything that happened in
there in full HD and Helen would enjoy playing it back and maybe
let some people online see it for a price.

She turned to take
a last look at her teen daughter, spread and restrained on her bed.
She licked her lips and slid a finger over her clit as she thought
how overwhelming the doll must feel inside her, all the girl’s body
would be focused on her asshole, just as Helen wanted. She turned
and unlocked the door, then shut it silently and locked it
again.

So lucky, she
thought to herself… and so fucking horny. I might even tolerate my
husband’s real dick inside me tonight. I can imagine Heather alone
in the dark, with Hailey up her ass while he dirties my body with
his flesh dildo. Who knows, maybe I’ll get pregnant, another
daughter maybe. We’ll have a lot of fun when she turns eighteen.
She smiled to herself as she walked back down the corridor to her
room, cupping the fingers of her right hand over her nose and
sniffing hard. Hailey would be a good name, she mused then laughed
as she opened her bedroom door, immediately the mask of wife and
good mother falling over her face with the ease that only a true
psychopath could manage.
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