
Whore Mother of Whore Daughters by Steven Seven



Genre: Erotica


Status: Completed


Published: 2018-03-09 08:25:31


Updated: 2018-03-09 08:25:31


Packaged: 2019-05-28 18:48:36


Rating: Much Sex


Chapters: 1


Words: 4,703


Publisher: storiesonline.net


Summary: 19-year-old blonde beauty Jennifer Winton falls for a mysterious rich man who takes control of her mind and body, turning her into a sex slave whore for his exclusive use. He brings her to his private island where she joins her Master's whore harem. Jennifer soon learns that one of her functions is to give birth to the next generation of whore sex slaves for her Master's enjoyment and use.






Whore Mother of Whore Daughters


						
		You wouldn’t understand. Almost nobody on Earth does. Why would a mother deliberately give birth to daughters, just so she could turn them into little whores? Why would a mother even be a whore herself if she had plenty of money and was not being forced into it?

And whore isn’t even the right word. Sex slave is the right word. My daughters and I are sex slaves. It’s what I want to be. It’s what I want every one of my daughters to be. Because it’s the right thing for us to be.

Let me explain.

I started out as a normal American girl. My name is Jennifer Winton. I’m a blue-eyed blonde with long hair, a peaches and cream complexion, and a very shapely body. I even did a little modeling as a teenager after a professional photographer spotted me. But I didn’t enjoy it. Maybe I was just too up-tight and conservative back then. I had been born into a loving but very strict family. I had had a thoroughly ordinary middle-class life. I was a virgin until I went off to college. My first boyfriend was handsome and kind and really cute. We had sex a few times before I ended our relationship. I wanted to move on and meet new people. And I did meet new people. I met Steven.

Steven was an older man. I met him one day at the coffee shop where I worked. He was well-dressed in the way rich people can be, where his clothes were not flashy but were extremely well-made. I learned to spot the look from my Aunt Cecily who lives in New York City. I guess I made an impression on him because after that first day he came into the shop, he kept coming back during my shift. I found him intriguing. He made me laugh but he also made me think. When he asked me to go out to dinner, I agreed. And that was either the best decision of my life or the worst, depending on how you look at it.

Steven took me to a very expensive restaurant. I had never been to a place like that before. The décor, the food, and the service were amazing. The waiters treated us like royalty or something. When I saw the menu prices, I nearly fainted. On my salary, if I had to pay I couldn’t have bought more than an appetizer. Steven ordered a full, multi-course meal for the two of us.

Over dinner, I asked him many questions about himself. He answered some quite directly. But he was rather evasive on most. I guess I didn’t mind because I enjoyed being with a rich man of mystery. Maybe I should have been more curious. But that might have spoiled all the fun.

After dinner, he took me home to the off-campus apartment I shared with two other girls. I had been half expecting that he would take me to his place or to a hotel or something. I really would have had sex with him, if he’d suggested it. But he didn’t. Which surprised me. As I later found out, it was important to Steven’s plan that my roommates see me home and safe. That would allay suspicions for what happened next.

The next day Steven stopped by the coffee shop as usual. He mentioned that he was going off on a business trip for a week. He made sure to say this where my co-workers could hear. They knew that he and I were friendly. He wanted them to know he would be gone.

During the next week I didn’t expect to see Steven. So I was surprised when he drove up next to me while I was walking home from campus one day. He offered me a lift. I got into his car. And that’s when my life changed for good.

Steven was no ordinary man. As soon as I sat down in the car seat, I began feeling strange. Steven looked at me and smiled. “Don’t worry” he said “the odd feeling will pass quickly. The first drug is very short-acting.” And then I passed out.

I woke up a few minutes later. My mind was clear but somehow controlled. Almost like it was not my mind anymore, but someone else’s. We were still in Steven’s car, sitting in the parking lot of my apartment building. Steven said “You know what to do. I’ll wait here.”

Then I said the words that were to define the rest of my life: “Yes, Master.”

To this very day, I still don’t know what drugs Steven used or where he got all the machines and money and other things he has. All I know is that I went into my apartment, packed my bags, wrote a long note saying that I was eloping with my boyfriend (whom I did not name) and left it on my pillow for my roommates to find. I wrote another version of the note, put it in an envelope, and mailed it to my parents. I told them I loved them, but I loved my boyfriend even more. I said that we had to elope for reasons they wouldn’t understand and left it at that.

Then I went downstairs with my bags and got into Steven’s car. He seemed very pleased. “Good girl, Jennifer” he said. “You’re doing the right thing. And you’ll never regret it.”

Steven was certainly right about that. I had done the right thing. And I never regretted it. Because I can’t. I am no longer in control of my own mind, or my own body. Steven is. He owns me, body, mind, heart, and soul. I do love him, enormously. But I can’t tell whether I really love him of my own volition, or he makes me love him because he wants me to. I no longer have free will. And, really, it doesn’t matter. I don’t miss it a bit.

Steven took me to the airport. We boarded a private jet and flew off to ... God knows where. I still don’t know where I am. The island we’re on is remote. It’s large enough for all of us to live here, with supplies brought in by boat and plane on a regular basis. But I can’t tell exactly where we are. I guess Steven thinks I don’t need to know. And that’s good enough for me.

When we first arrived, Steven introduced me to the other girls. It quickly became apparent that they and I were Steven’s personal property. The purpose of our existence was to serve him. And, frankly, I found that completely wonderful! Whatever magic or super-science Steven had at his disposal, it had changed me in the blink of an eye. I was no longer Jennifer Winton, college girl. I was now Jennifer Winton, slave girl. Or Jennifer Winton, personal private whore of Master Steven.

The island had several buildings. The main one was Steven’s mansion. That’s where the other girls and I spent most of our time. Well, there or at the spa, or in the exercise areas in-doors and out, and in the gardens, or on the nature trails. The island was fairly large. Inside the mansion, the sleeping arrangements were entirely up to Steven’s discretion. Each girl had her own room. But Steven’s massive master bedroom had space enough to accommodate all of the girls of the mansion, if he brought out a few extra beds from behind the wall panels where they were stored.

Was there sex? You bet. I could go on and on about the sex. Steven did everything with me and the other girls. He also made us have sex with one another while he participated or watched. We were all under his command. We were at his beck and call 24/7. If Steven wanted one of us in the middle of the night, we would hear an announcement from a speaker in our room. If he wanted us during the day, he would send another girl to fetch us.

The life of a sex slave in a rich man’s harem consists of long periods of leisure followed by intense periods of sexual use and abuse. Yes, I said abuse. Steven liked to use that word. He sometimes made me and the other girls suffer for his pleasure. I mean he really used us hard, and in the most degrading ways imaginable. Except he never beat us. Steven was not into bondage or whipping or anything that broke the skin or caused permanent scarring or harm. Steven simply wanted to see us pushed to our physical limits during long periods of sexual activity with him until we were worn out and sore and exhausted like used rag dolls. Steven loved to use us for his pleasure and use us up.

And that’s good. That’s the way it should be. That’s what sex slaves are for. Or whores, if you prefer that word. Steven does. He told us that we were all his sex slaves, but he would refer to us as his whores. He simply liked the word whore, even if it didn’t technically apply, since we were not having sex for money.

I had been on Steven’s island for three weeks before I saw the first pregnant girls. Like all the other girls, they were white and pretty. (Master’s sex slaves were mostly blondes, some redheads and a few brunettes.) I saw two of the pregnant blondes while I was walking with another girl, Vera, a redhead, on one of the nature trails. The pregnant girls introduced themselves as Caitlyn and Vanessa. The four of us chatted for a few minutes. Vanessa and Caitlyn said were six months pregnant. They talked about staying with the other pregnant girls in the birthing building. I tried not to look surprised. Apparently, everyone else knew about this building but me.

After we went out separate ways, I asked Vera about the birthing building. She was surprised that I hadn’t heard about it yet. “Don’t you know you’re here to give birth to our Master’s next generation of whore sex slaves?” she asked.

No, I didn’t know that. And I didn’t know why Steven hadn’t mentioned it. I suppose it could have slipped his mind, since he was so busy fucking young women and managing the robots and other machines that did all the work on the island. So I asked Vera to explain what was going on.

Vera smiled at me kindly as if she were talking to a retarded child. “It’s very simple, Jennifer” she said, patting me affectionately. “When Master decides you’re ready, he will implant an embryo or two into your womb. The embryos are always female. Nine months later, you’ll give birth to a baby girl ... or maybe a couple. Sometimes Master does like twins and even multiples. Anyway, you’ll raise your daughters here on another part of the island within Master’s harem society. The girls will be raised from birth to know only what Master wants them to know. He has special schools and movies and television and books and magazines that are all designed to prepare a little girl for her future life as his whore. Or sex slave. But you know, he prefers to call them whores.”

I found this revelation somehow both shocking and reassuring. I was shocked that Master would have child whore sex slaves. Yet I was reassured that they would be raised to find the role of whore sex slave perfectly normal.

Vera said, “Come on, let’s visit the village where the whore mothers live with their little whore daughters.”

We set off and soon turned onto a path I had never noticed before. The path ended at the base of a rocky cliff. Vera touched a certain rock and a door opened in the cliff. This secrecy scared me. “Are you sure it’s alright for us to go in there?” I asked.

Vera nodded her head casually. “Yes. Completely. Master told me as much. I’ve been here many times. Sometimes with Master.”

I shrugged my shoulders. We entered through the doorway and walked along a tunnel towards daylight at the other end. When we emerged, I felt like I had entered another world. There were mothers and children of all ages doing all sorts of things. Little girls were romping on a playground in the distance, overseen by some middle-aged women. Closer but off to one side, somewhat older pre-teen girls were playing field sports. To the other side, women were watching from a viewing stand. Various buildings round about made it seem that this was a school for girls up to a certain age. I remarked to Vera that I didn’t see any real teenagers. She replied “The teenagers are already in Master’s harem. You just haven’t met them yet. The girls you see here are still too young; they’re still learning the ways of womanhood in Master’s harem. He won’t take them until they turn 14.”

I nodded as if this was the most logical thing in the world. I had no idea why. I suppose Master had implanted that belief in my brain. Along with so much else.

Vera and I took a short stroll around the village of mothers and young girls, and then returned to our part of the island. That evening, Master was holding a formal dinner at his mansion. He did that sometimes simply because he felt like it. However, tonight’s dinner turned out to be a special occasion.

As always, Master had everyone dress in their finest clothing. Since I arrived on Master’s island, he had given me tons and tons of the most gorgeous clothing. Or I should say, Master had allowed me to choose the most wonderful clothing that he had brought to the island on a regular basis. Every piece of clothing I chose was further customized for me by Master’s seamstresses. So, anyway, Master and all his sex slave whores in the main dining room were dressed like they were going to Cinderella’s ball.

And then in walked Cinderella.

A beautiful blonde girl of no more than 14 years of age walked naked into the dining room. She gazed around uncertainly, looking somewhat timid and afraid. Master walked up to the girl. He embraced and kissed her. She smiled like the sun had risen on an otherwise cloudy day. The girl hugged Master tightly. Then Master turned to address the room. “Listen, whores” he said “I want you to meet my newest little whore, my little sex slave Pamela. Today is her 14th birthday. And today she joins you all in sexual service to me.”

With that, Master opened his pants and pulled out his dick. Pamela immediately dropped to her knees and began sucking it. The room irrupted in applause.

I would get to know Pamela quite well in times to come after I first watched her sucking the dick of our Master, our Owner, our Lord. Pamela lived with us in the mansion, where Master kept her close to him all the time for the first couple of months, so she could practice all the skills she had learned as a child when she was taught about sex using porn videos and fake plastic penises that ejected fake sperm. Master used Pamela and tested her thoroughly during those two months. Then he gave her to me to raise as my adopted daughter.

Yes, I was only 19-years-old myself, but I had a 14-year-old adopted daughter. She was more like a little sister than a daughter. But Pamela was also my teacher. Unlike me, she had been raised on Master’s island from birth. I knew a lot about the wider world that Pamela had never heard of and had no interest in. But she knew everything about how Master wanted his girls to live, including the most detailed information about his sexual proclivities that even I hadn’t found out yet. After all, I had only been here a few weeks. Pamela had lived here for all of her 14 years.

Pamela slept in my room. She got her own bed, but most nights she slept with me. Master authorized his women to have sex with one another, but he did have some restrictions. A woman could rub her breasts against another woman’s breasts, or rub her nipples against various parts of another woman’s body, but not against her lips, into her mouth, or against her hands. Master made it very clear that he owned all breasts and he was a very jealous Owner. Only he could fondle or suck a woman’s breasts. And that went for little 14-year-old girls, too.

By the time Pamela entered my life, Master had already introduced me to having sex with other women. None of his women were lesbians, but Master did encourage limited bisexuality in his harem. Pamela knew this and had been trained in it. Her primary training was in heterosexual pleasuring of our Master. But the little tramp sure knew a thing or two about making a woman feel good!

Every evening when we got into bed, she carefully positioned her photo of Master on the night table, so she could glance at it while lapping at my cunt. I looked at the photo too, gazing reverently and lustfully at the man who owned me body and soul. Really, I had a hard time cumming through lesbian sex unless I could at least see a photo of Master. Pamela told me she was the same way. In fact, she told me that all the girls and women in Master’s harem were that way. He made sure of it.

Master made sure of a lot of things. He made sure that I provided some adult supervision for Pamela. And he made sure that Pamela brought me up to speed on how to be the best possible whore slut sex slave to our Master. She taught me how to rotate positions when I’m one of several women and teenaged girls all serving Master sexually at the same time. Pamela taught me some tips and tricks on how not to gag and spit up while being brutally throat-fucked by Master. And perhaps most important of all, Pamela demonstrated by her own sexual service to Master that it really is true that ingesting his bodily wastes or our own cannot harm us the way it would have before we became his property. Master has powers over biology that I simply don’t understand. But I sure am grateful for them! For one thing, nobody gets sick around here. Ever. And as I would later discover, childbirth is easy and painless. Master has everything under control. This place truly is an island paradise.

As I said, Master would use all of his women intensively and to the extreme. If he had had only one wife, she probably would have been completely worn out in short order. As it was, Master had hundreds of ready, willing, eager, and beautiful female sex slaves of all ages. He would use one or a few of us at a time, for a few hours or at most at day, and then give us time to rest and recuperate. So in a typical month, I might only spend a day or less with Master. Sometimes only a single hour. Now if being with Master were onerous, then the less time spent with him, the better. But that’s not at all the case. It’s the exact opposite, in fact. We were all eager to serve our Master, to be used by our Owner, to worship our Lord with our entire bodies, hearts, and minds. So only spending a day per month with Master left us always wanting more.

Pamela and I often served Master together. Since Pamela was my adoptive daughter and I her adoptive mother, we were mother whore and daughter whore in service to our Master. He enjoyed the incest aspect and so did we. Pamela and I really played up the mother-daughter angle. Master enjoyed ordering one of us to sexually service the other while he himself fucked one of us in the mouth, cunt, or ass. We would do this in a sort of round-robin series, in which Pamela and I got fucked in every hole, attaining orgasm after orgasm. In the end, Master would finish off by cumming in my mouth or my daughter’s. Whores are always grateful to eat their Owner’s cum!

This happy life continued for two wonderful years. Then, when Pamela was turning 16 and I was turning 21, Master announced that it was time for both of us to become pregnant. He told us that he would implant genetically-engineered female embryos in our wombs. This insured that we would give birth to beautiful blonde or redheaded daughters who would be suitable as members of the next generation of sex slaves in his harem. Master referred to this impregnation program as “Whores Having Whores.” The term sex slave would have been more accurate, but as I said already, Master much prefers to call us his whores.

If you thought the experience I’d already been having of being the adoptive mother to a girl who was only five years younger than me was weird, then your mind would be blown if you saw Pamela and me standing side-by-side with our pregnant bellies bulging. Everyone on Maser’s island was extraordinarily kind and helpful to us during our pregnancy. Pamela and I moved out of Master’s mansion into the village of mothers and girls. Master visited us there frequently, as he did the other women and children. Many is the time I would be out on a walk past the school and saw Master standing naked in the schoolyard behind some little girl, who was naked and bent over in front of him, or naked and kneeling in front of him. Master didn’t waste any time in training the next generation!

When I said that Master implanted genetically-engineered female embryos in our wombs, you probably figured that meant some sort of medical procedure that involved sticking metal instruments inside my womb and Pamela’s. Nope. Nothing so unnatural. Master went through the usual process of fucking our pussies to make us pregnant. It seemed completely natural. Except that Master’s penis injected each of us with a genetically-engineered tiny embryo. It gestated inside us for 40 weeks and then was born as a healthy baby girl.

During my entire pregnancy, Master was so kind to me. To Pamela, too. She and I lived in a little house in the village. We were very well cared for by the other women, in addition to having robots to do all the housework, cooking, and cleaning. Master would come to visit us at least once per month. During the early stages of our pregnancies, he fucked us in all three holes. By the third trimester, it was all blowjobs and buttfucks. Which was perfectly fine. Master gave us orgasms no matter which hole he fucked us in.

One time during the pregnancy, Master came over to our house with a half-dozen 15-year-old girls. He stayed for the whole day. Master made the girls take turns using their tongues to pleasure Pamela and me while he fucked us up the ass repeatedly. By the end of the day, our assholes were really sore. But Master made it all better by cumming in our mouths before leaving. That was divine!

When Pamela and I were ready to give birth, we delivered during the same week. The care we received was extraordinary. And as I said, childbirth was easy and painless on Master’s island. I don’t know where he got his medical technology from, but it was miraculous. In short order after giving birth, Pamela and I were back home with our darling little baby girls. Both girls were blue-eyed blondes. They were so precious and gorgeous! Pamela was a very good mother even though she was only 16. I think I was pretty good myself, for being all of 21. It helped a lot that we had 24/7 service from other women as well as from robots. Pamela and I hardly ever changed a diaper. We did nurse, though.

We nursed and nursed and nursed our little babies. In addition, Master required us to use breast pumps to increase our milk production. Back in the old world we came from, such extra milk would have been frozen so it could be consumed later by our babies or donated to a breast milk bank. But not here. Every drop of our extra milk was given to Master. He used it to make all sorts of dairy products for his own consumption. Master had tit milk butter, yogurt, cheese, and other things. Sometimes Master would just show up and suck the milk directly from my breasts and Pamela’s. When that happened, we handed our babies over to caretakers while we served Master directly from our breasts. That was wonderful! And it always resulted in great sex, too.

I named my baby daughter Tinsley. Pamela named hers Ariya. The two girls grew up like sisters, even though one was the aunt and the other her niece. And, of course, Pamela’s daughter was technically my granddaughter. It felt weird being a grandma at 21! But Master loved the idea of having three generations of sex slaves in the same family. Or as he preferred to call us, mother whores and daughter whores.

Pamela, Ariya, Tinsley, and I lived in our suburban house with a lawn, a flower bed, and a white picket fence located on a street lined with leafy trees. Our neighbors were other women and girl like ourselves. Master liked to have whole neighborhoods in which is could go into any house at random and find a mother whore and daughter whore (or more than one) to fuck any time he wanted. And for our part, we were always thrilled to have him. Whenever Master walked in the door, we dropped whatever we were doing and threw ourselves at his feet, kissing them reverently and begging him to be of service.

The rest of the time, when Master was not fucking us in every hole, we lived a regular middle-class existence ... pretty much. Pamela and I took Tinsley and Ariya to the weekly meeting of the Cunt Scouts, which was an organization something like the Girl Scouts except that its entire mission was to prepare little girls for their future as Master’s sex slaves. The school Parent Teacher Association was similarly dedicated to coordinating the efforts of teachers and parents to make sure our little cunts grew up to be the best possible little whores they could be from the very first moment Master took full possession of that on their 14th birthdays.

Now that time has come. Our little girls are turning 14 this week. Pamela and I will be sending Ariya and Tinsley off to serve Master as his full-time whores. Then Pamela and I will also resume serving Master more directly, while still keeping our house in the village. We’re going to need it a couple of years from now when our little whore daughters return pregnant as age 16. Then Pamela and I will help them give birth to yet another generation of whore sex slaves for Master. It will be so wonderful training up the little cunts in the ways of whoredom!

	
