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Daddy's Little Whore: Master and His Slave Girl Heather


						
		

CAUTION!

This is a story of extreme Male Dominance and utter female submission. The sex is down and dirty.

LOTS OF SCAT! If shit and piss are a complete turn-off for you, then stop reading right now.

Reader reaction to my previous erotic fiction would suggest that only a minority of readers will enjoy this type of story. Consider yourself forewarned.




PREFACE

This story is written in the same universe/world, and in the same spirit, as the series that began with “A Girl Named Blowjob”. It takes place in THE MASTER’S WORLD UNIVERSE. The nature of that universe is described most fully in my serial/book “WELCOME TO MY WORLD”.

Here is a brief description of how THE MASTER’S WORLD UNIVERSE operates:

The Master, a man with futuristic, hyper-tech powers, including the ability to read minds and to exert absolute mind control over others, possesses a hidden planet in another dimension that has been customized into his personal paradise. He is Master of everything and everyone there. The Master populates his World with two types of female sex slaves. The first type is ordinary women from earth. The second type is genetically engineered women he creates himself. From earth, the Master kidnaps and enslaves large numbers of beautiful women and teenaged girls. He brainwashes and reprograms them into ideal sex slaves who perfectly match his personal desires. He makes them want what he wants them to want. The women he synthesizes himself using genetic engineering and biotechnology are pre-programmed from the start to the Master’s exacting specifications. This is a story about one of the girls synthesized by the Master.




MASTER OF MY WORLD

I am the Master. I am the Owner and absolute Master of this planet, and of everyone in it. The entire population of My World consists of me and my many female sex slaves. Robots and other automation do all the work. My female sex slaves only do women’s work. For them, every job is a blowjob.

Her name was Heather. That’s the name I assigned to her when she was still a blastula in the exo-womb, gestating and gradually being programmed with the predilections, preferences, desires, drives, personality, skills, knowledge and implanted memories that would allow her to emerge when the time was right as a fully-formed girl equivalent in almost every way to a normal girl 14-years of age.

But she was not normal. Heather was better than normal. She was designed, biologically built, and behaviorally programmed to be my perfect sex slave. She wanted what I wanted her to want. Heather would think, feel, say and do everything I wanted her to. She was locked into an iron-clad orientation toward me as her Owner and Master. Towards me she felt unique love, worship and adoration.

I was like a god to Heather. Her version of prayer was not some conventional pious intonation, but fervent and sincere begging. Her prayer was to beg me to use her. To abuse her. To treat her like the lowest whore on earth. To sodomize her. And then to shove my shit-covered cock down her throat so she could suck me clean. She begged me to cum in her mouth. And to piss in her mouth. And to shit in her mouth. So that her mouth would get used like a cunt, and like a cock-cleaner, and like a toilet bowl. She begged me to do all of this. And after I did it, Heather thanked me with the deepest and most profound gratitude.

Heather loved me without bounds.

She begged me to use and abuse her without limits.

And I did.

I controlled her orgasms. I could make Heather cum by shoving my dick down her throat. Or up her ass. I could give her pleasure and turn her on erotically by pissing down her throat. Or by shitting in her mouth and making her eat it. I could even make her cum by simply sucking and biting her nipples. Or by doing nothing more than fingering her butthole. Or simply by mentally willing her to orgasm.

Since Heather loved me completely, and was internally compelled to feel gratitude for whatever I did to her, and for whatever demeaning names I called her, it was child’s play for me to gratify her. There were days when I was too busy with my other bitches than to do anything more than to let her lick my anus clean after I had taken a shit, and she still thanked me prodigiously, treating that degrading act like it was a gift from the gods.

When you see her, you may think that she does not look 14. I don’t care. I don’t care how old Heather is. I want her and I use her. And that’s that.




WHAT IS A WHORE?

In my world, the word “whore” does not mean what it does on earth. On earth it means “prostitute”, which is a woman or girl who performs sex acts for money. In my word, “whore” means woman or girl. Period. Because they all have sex with me by my command, they all function like prostitutes or whores, but they do not do it for money. They do it because I own them and can make them do anything I like.

Every woman and girl in my world is my personal property. They are all my slaves. They are all known by whatever names I give them. So I declare that they are all whores. Don’t get me wrong. I still intend the word “whore” to be demeaning and degrading. But almost everything I say and do to my women is demeaning and degrading. It all fits. It’s all of a piece. My women and girls and I are the only inhabitants of my world. The only prostitution in the traditional sense that takes place is when I use any of my women and girls as lesbian whores. There are no actual, full-time lesbians on my world. My females are bi-sexual, but primarily heterosexually oriented. They are about 98% hetero and 2% lesbian. But I insist that the women and girls sometimes have lesbian sex with one another, because I want them to. They find it about as pleasurable as a good yawn. As they should. But I insist that they do it because I am in control and it pleases me to make them do things like this sometimes.




A GIRL’S MOUTH IS MY TOILET

I never use regular toilet bowls. I only shit and piss into the mouths of women and girls, and sometimes onto their tits and faces. Mostly I want them to eat and drink my waste products, so their mouths are the most convenient depositories for my waste matter. These bitches are so handy: I always have one or more women and girls with me or within a few paces, so I can take a leak or a dump anywhere, anytime.

Of course, my women and girls beg me to use them as my urinals and toilet bowls. They compete with one another in begging contests to see who can beg most movingly to be degraded in this way. If I don’t care to take the time for a begging contest, I just grab the nearest bitch by the hair, strip her if she is not already naked, and relieve myself in her mouth. She drinks my urine and eats my feces with gusto and gratitude. Bitches get so worked up in awe and gratitude for having been used this way that I sometimes have to shove my dick down their throats just so shut them up!




HEATHER: THE LITTLE GIRL WHORE

I took Heather on her 14th birthday. I enslaved her, sexually used and abused her, as her introduction to the blowjob-buttfuck-blowjob lifestyle. I came in her mouth. I pissed down her throat. I took a shit in her mouth. She was frightened, pained, degraded, delighted, orgasmic, and infinitely grateful. Heather begged me to use and abuse her for the rest of her life. She told me that her only purpose in life was to please me, to make me happy. That’s when I adopted her. As my adopted daughter, Heather could call me Daddy and we could enjoy our pseudo-incestuous Master/slave relationship.

I have complete knowledge of the thoughts, feelings, perceptions, bodily sensations, speech, and actions of all my bitches, whether they are in my physical presence or not. I can also subtly influence them without their knowledge, and even puppet them without their recognizing that they did not act voluntarily.

Next I will show what this little bitch thinks and feels when I am using her. This information will prove to be very instructive. You will hear from Heather in her own words. After that, you will read my thoughts labeled as MASTER’S COMMENT.




FROM THE BITCH’S POINT OF VIEW: HEATHER SPEAKS

My Daddy is my Master and my Owner. I am his slave. He owns me body and soul. I love my Daddy with all my heart. I am sooo grateful that he adopted me on my 14th birthday! I was scared at first. My birth Mommy and my Teachers and everyone had trained me what to say and do. I got A’s in all my dildo-sucking tests and my Whore Talk exams. I watched pornographic videos of the Master every day. I read all the children’s books on how a little girl should be a slave to her Owner. I studied hard. But I still felt unprepared when the handlers in the waiting room told me to get ready to meet my Owner. I was naked. They pushed me through the doorway into his room. And there he was. My Owner! My only job was to serve and please him. I wanted him to take me and make me more than just his property. I wanted to be more than that. I wanted to become his toiletry. And then I wanted to bow down and enter his service in slavery. And then I wanted him to adopt my into his family as his adopted daughter, so I could call him Daddy!

Everything happened so fast that my head was swimming. He called me his bitch, and kissed me, and felt me up all over. Then he made me kneel and suck his heavenly dick in my unworthy mouth. He gagged me with his dick and laughed when I choked on it. Then he made me get up and he kissed me again. He told me to lay down on the bed. Then he licked my anus before he shoved his dick up my ass. He buttfucked me hard and it really hurt! I cried. He said crying is good because he likes his little bitches to cry the first time he sodomizes them. After a couple of minutes the pain went away and it felt really, REALLY good! He told me he was going to give me my first anal orgasm. He did and it was AMAZING!

When he was done sodomizing me, he told me to suck him clean and eat all my shit off his dick. I did. I sucked him as good as I could. He shoved his heavenly dick down my unworthy throat. Then he let me suck and lick him in my mouth. My shit tasted terrible! But I ate it for him. I would do anything for him!

And then came the greatest moment of my life: HE CAME MY MOUTH! I tasted his heavenly cum in my unworthy mouth. It was salty and sour and gooey and I loved eating it. I swallowed it all. It was like heaven!

He kept his dick in my mouth for a long time. It was wonderful!

Then he said he was going to piss down my throat and I had to drink it. He said he would pee slowly, a little at a time, so I could gulp it all down. He was so good to me! He started pissing in my mouth and I drank it all. It was hot and salty and I LOVED drinking it! When he was done pissing down my throat, he promised he would shit in my mouth later. I couldn’t wait!

So I had gone from property to toiletry. He asked me if I thought I was worthy of becoming his slave. I said “Yes, Sir! I want to call you Master and serve you forever!” So he said I had to prove I was worthy by begging him to enslave me and by worshipping him. So I got down on my knees and I put my hands together and begged him to make me his slave. And I kissed his feet and told him I loved him (which I do!), and I would worship him forever (which I will!), and I adore him completely (which I do!).

He said “OK bitch, lick my anus.” His ass was beautifully hairy. I spread his butt-cheeks and I could smell his heavenly asshole. I kissed it and licked it. I begged him to shit in my mouth. I promised to eat every one of his heavenly turds, and then to lick his anus clean afterward. I begged him to let me be his little whore slave and his urinal and toilet bowl, forever.

He farted in my face. I breathed in the heavenly aroma. I said “Thank you for farting in my face, Sir!”

Then he turned around and grabbed my nipples and twisted them. That really hurt! He said “What do you say, bitch?” I said “Thank you for twisting my nipples, Sir!” He smiled and said “Call me Master, you motherfucking piece of shit.”

I was overjoyed! He had made me his slave! Now I had just one more goal for this already wonderful day.

“Please, Master” I said to him, looking up at his beautiful face, “please adopt me! Make me your daughter so I can call you Daddy and we can have incest sex!”

He put his dick in my face and I sucked it. I gag-fucked myself with his heavenly dick. Then I managed to deep-throat him.

“OK bitch” he said. “You are now my property, my toiletry, my slave, and my adopted daughter.”

I kept his heavenly dick in my unworthy mouth and said as clearly as I could “Thank you Daddy! Please use and abuse me forever! I love you and worship you and adore you!”

He forced his dick down my throat and gagged me. And I was in heaven!

MASTER’S COMMENT What Heather said above is an abbreviated version of her much longer and more detailed report. It shows that she thinks and feels and says all the right things. Little Heather is a good little whore.




SMILE, YOU’RE ON CANDID CAMERA!

Cameras for video and still imagery, along with highly sensitive microphones, are embedded in every room and discretely installed in every public space. Mobile robotic audiovisual recorders are also ubiquitous in my world. But my bitches are utterly unaware of these when they are with me, because I make the unaware: I induce attentional blindness in my bitches. They can’t see the elephant in the room. This prevents the bitches from becoming self-conscious while they are being recorded doing the most degrading sex acts and being treated in the most humiliating fashion. Only later, when these movies are shown on TV and these images are printed in newspapers and magazines do my bitches understand that they were filmed. But they have no memory of ever seeing a camera!

My bitches get photographed every day from head to toe. Images of their tits, anuses, cunts, faces and forms are recorded for reference in case there are any visible changes. Internal systems are also monitored so I know their state of health and their subjective psychological states. I literally see every tit, every asshole, every cunt, every face, and full body nude shots of hundreds of women and girls daily. I can do this rapidly using my own super-tech systems through onboard cyborg technology and networked external systems.




WORLDS WITHIN WORLDS

Every one of my slaves enjoys her life in My World from her own point of view. Her life is her experience of My World. So, in a sense, each bitch’s life experiences comprise her world within My World. Every one of my hundreds and hundreds of bitches (and eventually many more than that) has her own world-line that intersects with mine, and with the world-lines of the other bitches in my harem.

The primary purpose of every slave is to serve me. Each one thinks that she is doing this with help from the other bitches in her life. In reality, she is doing it with the help of my ubiquitous automation and Artificial Intelligence systems. The number of machines dedicated to making each bitch’s life pleasant is astronomically large. Most of the machines are microscopic nanobots (robots small enough to work inside any cell in the body). They number in the billions. Hidden inside the buildings, streets, and public areas of My World there are a few hundred million machines of various sizes that provide good and services to humans, and ensure the safety and comfort of every person in My World. Beneath the planet’s surface are vast underground structures. These look like upside-down skyscrapers full of robotic systems that produce all the clothing, furnishings, and consumer items. Tunnels are used to transport things to where they are needed. All food preparation is also done in underground automated kitchens that deliver food to homes and restaurants through automatic elevators. Actual farms are above ground in remote areas that few people ever visit except on special occasions.

Every slave lives a life of luxury, pleasure and service to her Owner. I use and abuse every one of these bitches for my pleasure. And they love me for it, just as I love them. My expressions of love might seem peculiar to people on old Earth who do not share my particular psychological and sexual profile. They might consider my treatment of my female property to be cruel, abusive, and exploitative. No matter. My slaves are designed to like everything I do to them. Besides, My World is built for me, not the general population of old Earth. My women and girls love me just the way I am. They would not have me change a bit. They love their lives as my slaves. They would not want to live otherwise.

Heather will continue to love, worship, adore, and serve me throughout her entire life in my harem. Her term of service is 2 decades; the 20 “ripe years” between the ages of 14 and 34. That’s when every bitch is at her peak years of sexual desirability. After she finishes her 20th year of service in my harem, which will be when she is 34-years-old and just shy of turning 35, she will retire. Heather will then go to the special area on my planet called Womb World. There she will help give birth to and raise the next generation of sex slaves for my harem. I will discuss Womb World another time.

	
