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Part One –
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Heather never
really understood why her mom did this to her but then Heather
didn’t understand a lot of things. She felt the heavier, larger
frame on top of her. Curves of naked flesh pressing onto her back
and pert round butt cheeks, their sweat blending from the heat of
their bodies and what they were doing.

They had been
sat watching the morning programs on TV on the sofa together as any
mother and daughter might and it felt for a moment that things were
normal as they sipped coffee and stared at the screen.

As soon as the
door had shut closed and her dad had left for work, the mask her
mom wore when he was around came off. In an instant her tiny shorts
and top were pulled off her small bird-like frame and the secret
drawer under the sofa was slid open. Her mom put the metal hand
cuffs on better and quicker than most cops could have, her mouth a
snarl of lust. The cuffs were attached to a chain and another pair
that were shut tightly around her thin ankles, ensuring that she
couldn’t go anywhere or escape. Not that she would have done
anyway. Heather belonged to her mom in a way that no daughter
should. She was hers for the taking and Helen really enjoyed taking
her every day.

The open gag
gaped her mouth wide, the metal prongs forcing her jaw wide as her
mom buckled it tightly around her head under her blonde bob styled
hair.

The result
would have been a sight to see. A view that was perverse, sickening
and disgusting to some, definitely sadistic, but to more than you
might think, pornographic, thrilling and captivating.

Blonde, shapely
and attractive mother mounted up on her teen daughter, pressing her
into the sofa beneath her, both of them naked apart from Heather’s
restraints and leather collar around her neck and the harness
secured to Helen’s crotch and hips as she pumped and gyrated her
hips in sharp thrusts, pushing the six inches of circumference and
eleven inches of length deep inside the asshole of the girl she had
brought into the world.

Drool escaped
Heather’s mouth and dribbled onto the leather beneath her, her face
half pressed into the shiny, black material as it squeaked and
creaked with every thrust.

Her mom pressed
her mouth against her ear and told her what she was, reminding
Heather why she deserved this for having flaunted her ‘nasty little
ass’ around the house in her tiny booty shorts.

Heather’s
collar also reminded her what she was and who she was meant to be
for most of each day. Her mom didn’t call her by her given name
much nowadays; the embossed four letters had become what she was
called and Heather answered to it as if she’d been born with
it.

“You fucking
love it don’t you, slut? Nothing like a coffee and a hard ass fuck
to get things moving in the morning.”

Helen’s voice
was breathless but the snarling way she said it showed that she was
very much in charge and that she wouldn’t have given a fuck if
Heather had loved it or not or even wanted it or not.

Heather groaned
in response, her gaped mouth unable to form words as a stream of
drool fell from her lips.

She felt her
mom’s hands grope her butt cheeks wide apart, making her asshole
more exposed and able to be filled even deeper. Heather could feel
the harness pressing onto her crack which meant that the woman she
called ‘Mistress’ was penetrating her five foot frame with the full
eleven inches of girthy fake cock.

She could feel
it so deep inside her body, filling her rectum and beyond and
making the walls of her tunnel rearrange and tingle with the achy
stretch. Her anus muscle was uselessly clenching tight around the
girth, speared through and unable to do anything to stop or slow
the invading shaft.

“You dirty
little asswhore, taking my big fat cock in your nasty fuckhole”,
Helen drawled into the girl’s ear between nibbling and sucking on
her neck and shoulder.

Heather could
feel her mom’s ample breasts cushioning her back, the nipples
getting hard as they pressed onto her skin. The metal cuffs jabbed
into her waxed crotch underneath her, unable to adjust or move her
hands thanks to the short chain attached to them and the cuffs on
her ankles, the grown woman mounted on top of her squashing her
into the sofa.

She hadn’t
protested or fought as the onion sized cock head was squeezed into
her almost puckerless hole. Not that she could have done if she had
wanted to, shackled and restrained as she was. She had just
squinted her eyes tight shut and let out a guttural groan as her
own mom violated her once tight asshole yet again.

The thrusts got
harder and faster, they always did once her mom got into it. She
could hear her anus clicking and squelching as her mom’s spit
lubricated the walls of her abused tunnel. When Helen got excited,
she liked to bite or hurt Heather and this morning was no
different. The teen felt the teeth digging into the muscles on her
shoulder and hands reaching around to grope and pull her pink
nipples, her small tits sweaty and wet as they pressed into the
leather beneath.

“You fucking
whore. Taking a cock up your dirty little shithole and its not even
nine am. Nasty…. Little…. Slut.”

Heather’s eyes
watered as she moaned in time with the inward deep stabs of the big
fat dildo. She was a whore. Her mom reminded her of the fact almost
constantly and if she’d been a bit brighter she would have realised
that Helen was perfectly conditioning her to be a convenient anal
fucktoy for herself and any of the women she sold Heather’s small
butt to for their amusement, and all the words and cruelty were
there to break down any thoughts that what was happening to her
wasn’t right.

“Take it,
bitch”, Helen snarled into her ear, thrusting as if she was trying
to split the girl’s body in two.

Heather took
it. She always took it no matter how difficult, how much it
stretched and ached inside her tiny body or how sore and exhausted
she was. This was her mom and all she had wanted all her life was
her love and attention. Now, in the sickest way imaginable, she had
her attention. Lust was her substitute for love. Having your mom’s
tongue pushing down your throat every day after it had been licking
and squeezing into your anus couldn’t be seen as anything else.

She took ten
more minutes of hard, cruel thrusts, her moans getting louder as
her mom fucked her then felt the silicone leave her insides,
squelching and rasping as it slid out of the reamed hole. She let
out a sigh. Partly because it was over and partly because of the
empty feeling in her asshole as it winked and exposed her insides
to cool air.

She felt her
mom sliding down, the dildo flopping against her thighs then her
calves and her breath on her rim. This was the part that Heather
enjoyed. Having her ass eaten by her mom was her little piece of
heaven and it was the closest she got to affection from the woman,
plus the wet tongue and lips helped to soothe her dildo-gaped
hole.

Her brown eyes
rolled up into her head and drool escaped from her opened mouth.
Her mom was so good at eating ass that Heather could sometimes cum
from just that. Her hands moved a little under her and she found
her clit and the damp stickiness of her pussy.

She felt the
swirling tongue move around her gaped rim then probe into the
smooth sphincter as enthusiastically and as hungrily as ever. She
could hear the noise of her mom rubbing herself off as she ate her
only daughter’s butthole out. Her mom loved her taste and it was
the thing that seemed to arouse the woman the most, that and their
increasingly cruel bondage sessions.

If Heather had
the capacity inside her pretty head she might have pictured the
scene from outside her own body and would have realised how
shocking and obscene the things her hour-glass figured mom was
doing to her petite body really was. Mother and daughter naked
together on the sofa as the former violates and molests the
latter’s pert round ass, restrained, cuffed and collared like a
pornstar in a kinky bondage movie. But this was no movie, this was
real and if her dad or her older brother somehow accidentally
walked in on the sordid scene they would probably die from a heart
attack seeing their sweet tiny girl getting anally abused by wife
or mother.

The mouth
around her rim sucked and slurped the ass-flavoured spit up as the
noises of satisfied moans and purrs vibrated up her insides.
Heather rubbed her clit faster as she felt the tingles of orgasm
start to flood her senses. She couldn’t let it get too much though,
her mom would punish her if she came without being permitted first
and there was no way she could beg with her mouth gaped wide by the
metal gag.

It was as if
her mom sensed her arousal in her body and, cruelly and purposely,
pulled her tongue out denying the girl her orgasm.

Helen stomped
over to the side of the sofa and grabbed a clump of heather’s hair.
She tugged, making the girl shuffle her hands and feet beneath her
until her head was up on the arm rest, her chin pressed over the
edge.

Her mom didn’t
need to narrate what she did to her or ask permission. She just did
what she wanted and enjoyed watching Heather struggle and try to
cope with the action. This time it was a throat-deep thrust of the
eleven inch fake cock into her mouth making her choke and her eyes
stream with tears. She just got an amused laugh in response and two
hands grasping her hair as she was skull fucked full of smutty
tasting silicone.

It was an all
too familiar flavour for her mouth and she often spent more time
with the taste of ass on her tongue than anything else. Her eyes
bulged and her gag reflex kicked in as the rubber dick was forced
even deeper down her neck. The more distress she was in, the more
discomfort and pain she showed, the more her mom would get that
snarling grin on her face, like a demonic serpent feeding off the
sadism she inflicted.

Helen released
one hand from Heather’s hair and pressed it down the girl’s back to
grope and maul at the tasty round ass as if it had called out to
her but it was all Heather could do to focus on being made to
perform a sword swallowing trick with the dildo attached to her
mom’s crotch.

Veins popped up
on her neck and forehead and her face started to go blue but still
her mom force-fed her the huge cock that had been inside her
bowels. Only when Heather stopped breathing and her eyes had rolled
up into her head did Helen finally pull out. A flow of sticky
saliva tumbled out looking almost as if Heather’s mouth had somehow
been filled with cum. Helen laughed cruelly as she unbuckled the
harness and let the heavy weight drop to the carpet below.

Then Heather’s
mouth was released from its achingly wide position as her mom
unbuckled then released the catch on the mouthpiece.

Helen looked
down with her cold blue eyes for a moment then slapped the girl
across the face. It was the kind of slap you gave an enemy in a
fight and it stung hard.

“What do you
say you fucking dumb slut?”

“Th… thank you
for fucking me, Mistress”, Heather stuttered.

“So fucking
stupid. If I hadn’t spat you out of my pussy, I’d wonder if you
were even mine.”

“Sorry
Mistress”, Heather mumbled.

“Now where is
that buttplug of yours? Your fuckhole needs to be nice and
stretched for when my clients get here.”

Heather’s plug
was even thicker than the dildo that had just fucked her and as
long as the average cock. She was made to wear it inside her
asshole every day and night and had become so used to having it
shoved up her butt that it felt strange when it wasn’t in
there.

Her mom held it
up to her mouth and made her complicit in her own anal
pacification, covering the pinecone-styled metal surface with her
saliva.

“Uuuh… This
asswhore thanks you, Mistress”, Heather said automatically as the
plug was plunged into her.

“Then thank me,
bitch. Eat my holes out until I cum on your dumb face”, Helen
turned around and parted her cheeks an inch from Heather’s
armrest-propped head.

No daughter
should know her mom’s body the way Heather did. No girl should know
the taste of her mother’s pussy juices and the flavour of her
asshole, know just how to push her tongue in to make her moan in
pleasure, taste the sweat and feel it on her face as it’s smothered
and ridden by her curvy ass.

But Heather was
Helen’s asswhore first and foremost and the woman was only too
comfortable to press her cheeks around the pretty face she made and
make that little tongue bring her to climax.

Heather got
straight to work. She kissed and smeared her lips over the pink
pucker as if it was made of melting ice cream, her tongue pushing
in and out of the centre just as her mistress liked.

Helen purred
and rubbed her breasts, feeling her daughter’s tongue squeezing in
as deep as it would go.

It tasted
sweet, candy-like even, as Heather let the all-too familiar taste
fill her taste buds. Her head nodded back and forth inside the
enveloping butt cheeks, her tongue making wet noises as she entered
her mom’s asshole with it.

She had become
so used to having her pretty harp-shaped lips pressed onto this rim
that she didn’t find it weird anymore and she took a twisted
comfort in how it made her mom happy.

She could feel
her mom’s pussy pressing on her chin and soon enough the woman
started the usual up and down movement that meant that Heather had
to hold her tongue out and let it flick over everything between
Helen’s legs.

From clit to
the end of her crack, Heather lapped and licked it all, hearing her
mom’s moans of pleasure up in front of her.

Heather had
been trained to pick up on the signs of her mom’s movements and
react according to what the woman wanted her to do. The next one
was one of Helen’s favourites.

She pressed her
spit-relaxed anus over Heather’s nose and pressed. Heather did what
her mom expected and snorted as her tongue pushed out between the
woman’s pussy lips.

Breathing in
deep, she sucked her mom’s scent into her lungs and filled her
nostrils with its alluring sweetness. Making the pig-like snorts
and smelling her mom’s sweaty asshole always made Heather feel so
dirty in several ways. Helen loved to make her nose plunge into the
hole and would savour coating it with her most intimate smell.

It wasn’t a
surprise when Helen pushed a rasping fart. For a woman that was
both the pimp and torturer of her own daughter, nothing was off
limits or taboo.

Helen laughed
and farted again on the girl’s nose.

“The coffee
must be kicking in. Enjoy, bitch.”

Heather endured
rather than enjoyed. The smell was heavy and foul but she was used
to it at least. She remembered the first time her mistress had
farted on her face and how she thought she would faint or throw up.
Now she sucked it in as if it was rose-scented.

“Thank you for
your perfume, Mistress.” Heather spoke her conditioned
response.

Helen only
laughed and hissed, “Dirty slut”.

Heather was
almost constantly confused. When she tried to please the woman she
called mistress, she often ended up feeling more humiliated and
rejected. When she cried out in pain or couldn’t take the thing
being shoved inside her, her mom only laughed and did whatever it
was even harder. When she was made to do things so depraved that
she wished she could forget them, her mom would blame her and tell
her she deserved it.

She felt the
ass pressed into her face start to shudder. She knew this meant
that soon she would do the one thing she could be proud of nowadays
and make the woman that brought her up have an orgasm on her pretty
features.

Helen moaned
out as she stroked her hips and pushed out behind her with a
selfish need for gratification. Her daughter’s face, just like her
cute butt and tiny body, were just sex toys for Helen, there for
one purpose.

Heather
expected her mom to smear her face with her pussy and ass as she
was in the juddering throws of an orgasm. She felt the warm,
slippery coating of the array of scents and smells that were
between the woman’s big cheeks. Her mom took pleasure in making her
face smell and would often leave the dried, caked smears on her
face for the rest of the day when they didn’t have ‘clients’.

Helen’s naked
body turned, the hourglass frame crouching down so that she was
face to face with her daughter. Her usually cold blue eyes looked
dreamy and satisfied.

She kissed
Heather’s lips. It wasn’t the kind of kiss that most lovers would
give each other let alone a parent would her eighteen-year-old
girl. The kiss was filled with lust, moving and smearing the girl’s
lips hard as their mouths swirled and the woman’s tongue flicked
over hers.

When she was
finally released from the sloppy obscenity, she received yet
another slap around the face, this one only slightly more playful
than the one earlier.

“Right. I need
a dump and you need an enema and a wash. Can’t have you stinking
and putting the clients off of their fucking, can we?”

“No, Mistress”,
Heather replied. It was the only response expected.

She was flipped
over as if she weighed nothing and her ankles uncuffed and the
connecting chain taken off but her wrists remained in front of her
in the metal cop cuffs, reminding her that she was the prisoner of
her mom’s depravity.

Her day was
only beginning. As she stood up, tired and sweaty, naked and with
the metal base sticking out between her round little butt, she knew
that she would have to endure far more than this little morning
fuck.

Her leash was
attached to her slave collar but she would be walked in front, her
mistress enjoyed seeing her butt moving as she moved up the stairs,
her own mommy’s willing captive, her sex slave and ass whore. She’d
been made to believe that this was who she was and all she was
worth, after all her name was ‘slut’ now and it was embossed on her
collar around her slim neck like it was stating a very true
fact.

cover.jpg
H*PE RED

7

Arial Si

Pai't o€






