
    
      Synopsis: Mia is a shy girl working as a marriage registar. She truly loves her profession, binding loving hearts together... Isn't it beautiful?
    

    
      Especially as today's bride is not just gorgeous but also decent, smart and successful young woman. Mia feels it's an honor to marry such a wonderful person.
    

    
      But all goes upside down when Mia sees soon-to-be husband making love with... a bridesmaid! Right before the wedding, right in the filthy bathroom!
    

    
      Not being able to hold her emotions when she sees this cheating couple standing beside the wonderful bride, Mia slaps the broom during the ceremony.
    

    
      She didn't think much, she felt it's a right thing to do, but for all those present Mia looks like crazy who tries to ruin the wedding!
    

    
      Petite registar never had a chance to explain her actions as pretty soon she ends up under the feet of more fast-thinking bridesmaid...
    

    
      And little did Mia know that her actions will not just be a start of her own fall, but also bride's who she tried to save.
    

    
      The fall in all senses, all in favor of the cunning bridesmaid and her mother...
    

    
      Chapter 1
    

    
      Mia smiled as she arrived at the gorgeous wedding venue. Everything looked ready to go. The beautiful flowers, the stunning artwork, and soon the guests would arrive. Today, she was doing what she loved most - bringing a happy couple together for a life of bliss.
    

    
      She went to check her hair and makeup. She wore a stylish black dress, her light brown hair pulled back professionally and tied in a perfect bun. Her pale complexion highlighted her innocence - a small, skinny eighteen-year-old who was living her dream. She loved weddings, seeing couples so in love, and she had always dreamt of playing a part in uniting them for life. And today, she was even more excited than usual. She'd been selected by the most incredible bride she'd ever seen.
    

    
      She'd gasped when she'd first seen Grace. They'd met to discuss Mia being her marriage registrar. She'd seen Grace pull into the car park in her Lexus, watching a set of tanned, toned legs swing out of the car door. The bride-to-be wore expensive clothes, and Mia felt tiny next to the statuesque brunette with the piercing blue eyes. Grace was a strong, confident, powerful woman, and the eighteen-year-old Mia was in awe of her. She was super excited to have the opportunity to marry such an incredible woman.
    

    
      As guests started to arrive at the venue, Mia wanted to re-read her handwritten speech to make sure she hadn't forgotten anything. There were ten minutes to go until the bride would arrive and the ceremony would commence. She made her way to the coatroom where she'd left her jacket, her speech folded up in her jacket pocket. She was already picturing the stunning Grace walking down the aisle, playing the scene out in her mind as she turned the handle of the coat room.
    

    
      Mia stopped dead in the doorway, unable to process what she was seeing.
    

    
      "Ohhh Lindsey... mmm... you're sooo hot!"
    

    
      Mia, eyes began to adjust to the sight of simply perfect, powerful legs wrapped around a man's waist. The woman had an absolutely stunning dress pulled up around her waist, a curvaceous ass bouncing as she softly moaned, and perfect blonde hair tossed back. She was on top of a man in a nice suit who saw Mia over his blonde lover's shoulder. Despite the fact they'd been caught having sex in the coatroom, the man couldn't stop. The gorgeous blonde kissed him passionately, grinding on his cock, with the man's hand groping her full breasts.
    

    
      "Oh my god, I'm... I'm sorry," Mia said, turning around and leaving the coat room.
    

    
      Mia's heart was pounding. She was a pure, innocent girl, and she'd never seen anything like what she'd walked in on in that coat room. She needed to compose herself - she had a wedding to conduct.
    

    
      She saw the washroom across the hallway, and as she headed towards it, she saw the man from the closet quickly exiting, tucking in his shirt and straightening his tie.
    

    
      The blonde appeared in the closet doorway, and Mia quickly entered the washroom.
    

    
      Suddenly, the door flung open, the blonde entering, and standing next to Mia, fixing her hair and makeup. Mia looked at the blonde in the mirror. Frankly, she was intimidated. The blonde was stunning. Mia had already seen her perfect ass and shapely legs - but the blonde was a tall woman in her mid-late twenties, her big breasts presenting the perfect cleavage that the flat-chested Mia found it hard to not keep glancing at. The blonde had that after-sex glow about her. She'd just had sex with a handsome man, and she looked more than pleased with herself as she fixed her already pretty face.
    

    
      Mia offered her a weak smile before leaving the washroom, straightening her black dress and taking a deep breath. The groom would surely be waiting now, with the bride preparing to make her entrance.
    

    
      Mia entered the stunning room, seeing the groom from the back as he chatted with his groomsmen. She smiled. The man had a great body... Mia knew the perfect Grace would be marrying someone amazing. But she couldn't resist a gasp as the man turned around. The groom, in his perfect suit, was the man Mia had seen with the blonde in the coat room!!
    

    
      There was no time to do anything about it - the music was playing, and the audience was gasping, with their eyes all drawn to the breathtaking bride as she made her entrance.
    

    
      Mia was furious that this beautiful woman's day had been tarnished by her cheating husband-to-be, but it wasn't Mia's business to intervene. Her job was to marry the couple, and she hoped that the bliss of their wedding day would be enough to have them living happily ever after.
    

    
      As Grace made her way to the front, standing across from her groom, smiling, the bridesmaids entered. And Mia's jaw hit the ground. The blonde from the washroom - Lindsey - was one of Grace's bridesmaids. She stared at Lindsey, who looked super pleased with herself, having just fucked the groom less than fifteen minutes before his wedding.
    

    
      Mia tried to compose herself, but she felt shattered. She had such a pure view of the world and felt people were good, and she just couldn't understand how a woman could sleep with her friend's man and then stand next to her at her wedding, grinning from ear to ear.
    

    
      And when Mia turned to look at the groom, seeing him looking like nothing happened, she could feel her anger boiling over. This man had just had his cock inside a gorgeous, curvy blonde and was now about to marry a stunning, elegant brunette.
    

    
      Her anger got the better of her, and without thinking, she wound back her arm, swinging it through the air, with a stinging slap on the groom's cheek echoing through the room.
    

    
      "What the HELL?" Grace screamed.
    

    
      Mia turned to the stunning bride, about to spill the beans - the man she was about to marry had just had sex with her bridesmaid in the coatroom.
    

    
      Lindsey, big breasts heaving, had to think quickly. If Mia told everyone what she'd seen in that coat room, Lindsey would be in big trouble. Grace would go crazy, and everyone would think Lindsey was a total home-wrecking slut.
    

    
      So she stepped forward just as Mia went to speak, grabbing her by the hair and flinging her to the ground. The skinny teen was like a rag doll, and the audience gasped at how easily Lindsey had thrown her to the ground.
    

    
      The other bridesmaids were incensed by Mia ruining the ceremony, approaching her as she began to pick herself up off the ground. Lindsey saw the much smaller Mia about to speak again - so she jumped in first.
    

    
      "She was about to slap the bride!" she exclaimed.
    

    
      One of the other bridesmaids, a smaller redhead, whacked Mia across the face, knocking her down again, before the third bridesmaid, a pretty Russian girl with an awful temper, knelt down and gave Mia a series of loud slaps across her cheeks.
    

    
      Mia was crying now as the three bridesmaids in their gorgeous dresses kicked her ass.
    

    
      But still, Mia was determined to tell Grace what she'd seen in the coat room.
    

    
      For the third time, she tried to address the gorgeous bride, who by now was furious that her wedding had been ruined. But Lindsey wouldn't let her speak. She stepped out of her heels, and just as Mia tried to get the attention of the bride, Lindsey swung her leg and struck Mia's ribs with a perfectly placed kick. The skinny Mia groaned in agony as Lindsey proceeded viciously stomping on her chest.
    

    
      Amazingly, little Mia wasn't done and managed to climb onto all fours.
    

    
      Lindsey knew she had to shut the tiny girl up once and for all.
    

    
      Everyone groaned in astonishment as she wound back her shapely, lovely leg and swung. Her pretty foot moved through the air, seemingly in slow motion, the top of her foot connecting perfectly with its target... Mia's sweet, pretty, innocent face.
    

    
      The blow left Mia lying on her back, her face an absolute mess - utterly destroyed by the slaps of the bridesmaids and, ultimately, Lindsey's magnificent foot.
    

    
      Lindsey smiled as she looked down at the conquered girl.
    

    
      "You ruined my friend's wedding AND assaulted both the groom and my foot. I have a bruise. I'll have the police come and take care of you."
    

    
      To 'stop' Mia from going anywhere, the powerful blonde rested a foot over her flat-chested victim before stepping on her full weight, with Mia crying out.
    

    
      "Shhh, you're disturbing everyone," Lindsey giggled, placing her other foot right over Mia's face.
    

    
      All poor Mia could do was cry and sob into Lindsey's soft sole, gasping for breath as Lindsey's other foot suffocated the life out of her. But with each gasp, all she got was the scent of the foot that had destroyed her pretty face.
    

    
      Lindsey casually called the police with one hand, leaning on the wall with another while she stood proudly on the girl.
    

    
      At one point, the bride looked down at Mia, concerned. Her little body was crushed under Lindsey, her arms limp. All the fight was gone out of her. Her body was beaten and broken, and her mind began to break, too, as Lindsey rubbed her foot back and forth over Mia's face, using her face as her own personal foot masseuse. Grace said to Lindsey, "Is she okay?"
    

    
      But Lindsey just smiled. "She's obviously dangerous," Lindsey said. "Slapping your groom like that and then looking like she was going to slap you. She's crazy! It's best I keep her underfoot until the police arrive." Fortunately for Mia, Lindsey did show mercy and finally stepped off her.
    

    
      "Put my shoes back on for me," Lindsey demanded. Poor Mia could barely move, her body completely defeated by Lindsey, but she finally managed to slide the blonde's black stilettos onto her foot. Lindsay sat on a chair.
    

    
      "Now, you stay right there until the police arrive."
    

    
      She placed the toe of one heel on Mia's forehead and the other on the young woman's lips.
    

    
      Mia didn't dare to move, let alone object. In fact, she felt grateful to the gorgeous blond that she was no longer standing on her.
    

    
      Meanwhile, Grace looked awful. Her perfect bridal makeup was ruined as she cried, with her wedding destroyed. And that gave Lindsey an idea.
    

    
      While she rested her shoes on Mia's face, she started tapping away on her phone, applying for an instant marriage license.
    

    
      "Look," she said to Grace just as the police arrived, "I'm now a marriage registrar. I can marry you!"
    

    
      Mia was barely conscious, still in agony after her beating and body crushing at the feet of Lindsey, but hearing that this vicious blonde was about to take her dream crushed any spirit she still had left.
    

    
      Everyone supported Lindsey's story. Mia had attacked the groom completely unprovoked. Lindsay had stepped in before Mia could do any more damage, and in the process, Lindsey's pretty foot was injured.
    

    
      "Kiss it better," she teased Mia quietly just before the police handcuffed the young woman. When Mia rolled over without hesitation, placing a tiny kiss on the blonde's bruise, Lindsey smiled broadly. Little Mia was absolutely terrified of her, and Lindsey knew that her wish would be Mia's command from then on.
    

    
      Mia looked over her shoulder as she was escorted out by the police. She saw the horrible blonde standing between the bride and groom, preparing to marry them, taking Mia's dream from her.
    

    
      Lindsey was the hero of the wedding. She had stopped Mia from continuing to assault the handsome groom and potentially the gorgeous bride, and she'd stepped in to marry the couple. As Grace and her groom Steven said their "I do's," sharing their first kiss as husband and wife, Grace threw her arms around the savior of her wedding.
    

    
      Lindsey couldn't help but chuckle. She'd fucked Grace's man right before the wedding, and she now had Grace hugging her, thanking her for saving the day. Her big, beautiful smile got even broader when Grace said, "I owe you, Lindsey. You saved my day. I promise I'll make it up to you."
    

    
      You would've thought Lindsey's day couldn't get any better - but it did. She smirked as Grace and Steven got their wedding photos done. Grace's makeup looked dreadful because of her tears when she'd thought her wedding was ruined. Lindsey simply loved that she'd not only taken the groom on his wedding day, she'd stolen the dreams of the innocent little registrar, AND she'd been the cause of ruining Grace's wedding photos.
    

    
      Of course, she and Grace were friends, but Lindsey had always been jealous of Grace. Grace was always the center of attention, always the richest, always with the best job, always with the hottest man. Lindsey was sick of coming second to Grace, and so having her fingerprints all over the most important day of Grace's life was extremely satisfying.
    

    
      And just when Lindsey thought her day couldn't get any more perfect, it did.
    

    
      The guests had all gathered at a hotel, sitting in a beautifully decorated function room for the post-wedding reception. It was time for the bride to make her speech.
    

    
      She was supposed to talk about how excited she and her new husband were to start their married life. But instead, she looked at Lindsey. Grace went on and on about how grateful she was to her best friend for salvaging the day. And while Grace spoke, Steven was sitting across from the busty blonde, eyes darting from her magazine-cover-worthy smile to her incredible cleavage.
    

    
      "Mmm, that's it bitch," Lindsey thought as Grace continued to compliment her. "Suck up to the girl who's already fucked your groom today."
    

    
      Of course, Grace had no idea that Lindsey was the reason the wedding was almost ruined. The fact that Lindsey was getting all the praise and had the bride toasting her turned the blonde on.
    

    
      She slipped a foot out of her stiletto under the table, stretching her leg forward.
    

    
      She grazed the groom's leg with her toe, running it slowly up his calves, over his knees, and up his thighs.
    

    
      Oh - the look on Steven's face as that pretty foot pressed against his crotch under the table! Lindsey simply loved it, especially when a few strokes of her foot had Steven's cock hardening while his wife gave her first speech as a married woman.
    

    
      Lindsey stared into the groom's eyes, smiling. Grace might have married him, but this man was Lindsey's any time she wanted him. Having that much power over her friend's marriage was simply delightful.
    

    
      "To my very best friend, the one I owe everything to, the amazing, gorgeous Lindsey," Grace said with a smile, raising her glass.
    

    
      "To Lindsey," the audience said, everyone taking a sip of their drinks.
    

    
      As much as it had been an amazing day for Lindsey, there was one more thing she wanted to take from Grace.
    

    
      As the night began to come to a close, Lindsey began to act sad.
    

    
      "What's wrong, hun?" Grace asked.
    

    
      Lindsey was a terrific actress, and she forced tears to form in her eyes.
    

    
      "That fight with that girl earlier... it's really affecting me," she lied tearily.
    

    
      Grace tried to console her friend.
    

    
      "You know when you said you'd make it up to me?" Lindsey asked.
    

    
      Grace nodded, "Of course, hun, what do you need?"
    

    
      Lindsey held back a smirk. "I don't want to be alone tonight, Grace. I'm scared that little crazy bitch might try to get revenge. Can I stay with you and Steven?"
    

    
      Grace hated the idea. This was her wedding night! She and her new husband had the honeymoon suite booked at the hotel, and they had a delightfully romantic night planned. But as she looked at her friend, she reminded herself that she HAD promised to repay her for saving her wedding.
    

    
      "Sure thing, hun, you can stay with us."
    

    
      Lindsey had to stop herself from bursting out laughing as she exited the room with the bride and groom, heading to the honeymoon sweet.
    

    
      Wedding sex was definitely the best sex, and Lindsey was ensuring Grace wouldn't get any, even on her own wedding day. Grace was smiling, completely oblivious that Lindsey was taking her marriage apart before it had even begun.
    

    
      In the honeymoon suit, Lindsey kept filling Grace's champagne glass while the three chatted.
    

    
      The more alcohol Lindsey kept feeding the bride, the more the bride began to slur her words. When Grace eventually stood up, she was dizzy, falling forward right into Lindsey's curvaceous body.
    

    
      "There, there, Grace," the blonde smiled. "It's been a big day... let's get you out of this dress and into bed."
    

    
      Lindsay led her best friend over to the bed, helping her lie on top of the sheets.
    

    
      She sauntered over to Steven.
    

    
      "Why don't you go downstairs and get us another bottle of champagne while I get Grace into bed?"
    

    
      Once Steven left the room, Lindsey began to help an almost-passed-out Grace out of her wedding dress.
    

    
      She was finding it hard not to laugh at how clueless her friend was as she worked her gorgeous white wedding dress off her body.
    

    
      Lindsey looked at Grace's body. Grace had spent hundreds of dollars on her wedding lingerie, and it had been worth it.
    

    
      Lindsey looked at her friend. Grace was simply stunning! Her perfect skin. Her toned, powerful body. She had white lace stockings on her amazing legs, joined to white lace panties, but an incredibly sexy garter. Her bare stomach was flat, perfectly toned. Her lovely breasts - not as big as Lindsey's but still luscious in their own right, were covered by a stunning white lace bra. Yes, Grace's bridal lingerie was the hottest lingerie Lindsey had ever seen.
    

    
      "Well... we don't want hubby seeing you in such a sexy outfit, do we?" Lindsey snickered as Grace drifted into a drunken sleep.
    

    
      Grace was completely non-responsive as her best friend began to strip her of her lingerie, starting with her white designer wedding heels. Down came the thigh-high stocking, the panties, and off came the bra.
    

    
      She stared down at Grace's flawless naked body.
    

    
      "Bitch," she grunted, her jealousy of her best friend showing.
    

    
      She went over to Grace's suitcase, sifting through her clothes. A sexy nightie. Cute panties. Gorgeous little bed shorts. Ugh - why did Grace's clothes all have to be so damn sexy?
    

    
      And then... "aha!! Tooooo good!!"
    

    
      She'd found something. A pair of track pants and a loose grey hoodie.
    

    
      She helped the passed-out Grace into the most basic, casual, unsexy clothes she owned. They hid all Grace's amazing features.
    

    
      The blonde looked at the wedding lingerie she'd removed from Grace.
    

    
      "It would be such a shame for Steven not to see this lingerie on his wedding night," she smiled.
    

    
      When Steven returned to the room, his jaw fell open.
    

    
      Lindsey had lit the candles Grace had set up for their romantic night, spreading the rose petals on the bed. Steven saw his passed out wife on the bed in her comfy casuals, but his eyes quickly returned to Lindsey. She stood across the room. The wedding lingerie looked incredible on her. She was an absolute bombshell, and even if the newly married man wanted to resist her, he couldn't have. The candlelight flickered, her impossible body looking phenomenal in the dim light.
    

    
      She began to approach. She'd laid Grace's gorgeous wedding dress out on the floor, and she walked slowly toward Steven, each step of Grace's own wedding heels stomping down on the dress. She was literally walking all over Grace's wedding.
    

    
      She reached Steven, slowly wrapping her arms around his shoulders, the two passionately kissing.
    

    
      "How do I look?" she teased.
    

    
      Steven breathed his response, "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen!"
    

    
      She led him to the bed, sitting on the edge of it, smirking as the married man fell to his knees. Lindsey loved it, the handsome man tenderly raising her leg, removing her shoes.
    

    
      As she slowly removed the lace stockings, he pressed his lips to each bit of flawless skin, as it was revealed. His lips danced over Lindsey's pretty feet as he finished taking off the stockings. He took his time, savouring each pretty toe, running his tongue over her soles. And then, once he'd reached up and pulled his wife's panties down her best friend's legs, he began to kiss his way back up her legs.
    

    
      Lindsey moaned softly once she had the man's face between her thighs pleasuring her.
    

    
      "Mmmm," she purred, hands running through his hair. "Grace did always boast that you had a talented tongue. Now it's mine to use whenever I want."
    

    
      Even the mention of his deeply sleeping wife didn't stop Steven from continuing to worship the blonde goddess.
    

    
      When she unclipped the bridal bra, her incredible breasts springing loose, Steven looked up at her, bedazzled by her unstoppable curves.
    

    
      "Come to me," she said, shifting up the bed, laying her head on the pillow next to her best friend.
    

    
      This wasn't the quick fuck from the coatroom. Grace was out for the count, and Lindsey could take her time. They had all night to explore each other. They made love multiple times, hands and lips all over each other bodies while an oblivious Grace slept, dead still.
    

    
      As the sun started to rise, Steven was now also in a deep sleep. Lindsey realised she needed to set things up so Grace didn't realise her best friend and husband had made love all night on her wedding night.
    

    
      She took off the wedding lingerie and packed it away, putting her bridesmaid dress back on. She pushed Grace over so she was in the middle of the bed, her back up against her husband. Lindsey laid at the foot of the bed. She angled herself so she her own face was as far away from Grace's feet as she could get, but her angle allowed her to put her feet right into the sleeping face of her best friend.
    

    
      "Little Mia and your husband have kissed my feet," she said softly, "And soon you will, too."
    

    
      She waited until Grace began to stir, waking up from her drunken sleep. Lindsey was loving it - Grace's first time waking up as a married woman and the first thing she'd see was the pretty feet of the girl who had her husband secretly under her spell.
    

    
      As Grace opened her eyes, Lindsey just left her feet there. Just letting Grace's eyes adjust.
    

    
      "Ugh," Grace thought, "My wedding night, and I slept with my face at her feet."
    

    
      Lindsey knew her time was now. She yawned, pretending to wake up and stretch, allowing her to press the soles of her feet right into Grace's face.
    

    
      Grace didn't resist, much to Lindsey's amusement. Maybe Grace was just too weak from her drunken night? Or maybe waking up and seeing her best friend's feet had had an effect on her? Or maybe she quite enjoyed the feeling of the pretty soles on her face? Lindsey didn't know the answer, but she knew one thing.
    

    
      "Whether you like them or not, Grace," she said in her head, "You'll soon be getting very very used to my feet on your face."
    

    
      Chapter 2
    

    
      Grace was so apologetic to her husband. She had allowed Lindsey to be in their room on their wedding night, and she'd gotten drunk and passed out. They had a dream night planned, and in Grace's mind, she'd ruined it.
    

    
      Grace was also thankful. To her best friend Lindsey. She hugged the curvy blonde.
    

    
      "Thank you," Grace said.
    

    
      Lindsey couldn't hide her smile. As far as Grace knew, Lindsey had saved her wedding and then taken care of the drunken bride.
    

    
      "You can thank me by taking me to breakfast," Lindsey said.
    

    
      They agreed to meet in an hour.
    

    
      Lindsey went to her own hotel room and got showered and changed - a white top that showed off her incredible breasts, a tight black miniskirt and a cute pair of pink heels.
    

    
      Grace joined her, a gorgeous summer dress on, white sandals on her feet.
    

    
      As they ordered breakfast, Lindsey's phone rang.
    

    
      It was her lawyer.
    

    
      Mia had spent her night in a cell, charged with the assault of Steven and Lindsey. She was terrified, spending the night shaking.
    

    
      She'd been escorted to court first thing in the morning, her charge put before a judge.
    

    
      She tried to argue her case, and the judge said, "Well if you're saying you were the one who was assaulted, we'll need to bring the newly accused in for questioning."
    

    
      Young Mia froze, shaking her head. She wanted no parts of seeing the busty blonde who had so thoroughly conquered her at the wedding.
    

    
      "What's my punishment if I plead guilty?" she asked.
    

    
      Once Mia realised that she'd only have to do a few hundred hours of community service, she plead guilty to the charges.
    

    
      And now here was Lindsey's lawyer, delivering the news.
    

    
      "Well, good," Lindsey smiled.
    

    
      But her lawyer wasn't done.
    

    
      "The thing is, now that she'd pleaded guilty, you'd be free to sue her for damages. She's legally considered having assaulted you, and if you've been injured physically, mentally or emotionally, she'd have to pay damages..."
    

    
      Lindsey's face curled into the cruelest of smiles.
    

    
      "Set it up," she said to her lawyer. "We're going to take the little bitch for everything."
    

    
      Lindsey thrived of power. And she was currently drunk on it. Her power over Mia at that wedding. Her power over the groom in the coatroom, at the reception when she'd rubbed his cock with her foot, and in his honeymoon suite. Her power over the bride, who was eating out of the palm of her hand, completely oblivious as to her evil doings. And she wanted more. She'd seen the defeated look in little Mia's eyes at the wedding. She knew she could own the skinny girl.
    

    
      "My own personal slave," she thought in her mind, her cruel grin plastered all over her face.
    

    
      Grace didn't like what she was seeing. She'd never seen her best friend like this.
    

    
      "Hun, I know Mia almost ruined my wedding," Grace said, "But you don't need to ruin her life!"
    

    
      "Yes, I do," Lindsey said firmly. But she caught herself, softening her tone, taking Grace by her wedding-ring clad hand. "That little girl nearly tore your wedding apart, Grace. She needs to learn her lesson..."
    

    
      Grace wasn't so sure... but she nodded.
    

    
      It was a few days later, Mia and Lindsey on opposite sides of the courtroom. Grace sat in the back, watching on.
    

    
      Lindsey's lawyer was simply incredible. Little Mia didn't look like she could hurt anyone, and her face was still all messed up with bruises from the beating Lindsey had given her. She was struggling to even sit up straight, her ribs still in pain from the ruthless kick Lindsey had given her, and her small breasts still hadn't recovered from being crushed under Lindsey's foot. But the lawyer had to judge looking at Mia in horror as she articulately depicted the eighteen-year-old as a monster.
    

    
      "Before I determine an outcome, I'll hear from the plaintiff," the judge said.
    

    
      Grace groaned for poor Mia as Lindsey rose, heading to take the stand. She'd dressed to impress... a miniskirt that showed off her killer legs, a top that had her breasts spilling out of it. Grace could see the way the judge was drooling over her.
    

    
      Lindsey put on an awful sob story.
    

    
      "I was so injured I could barely walk," she said, tears in her eyes. She raised her leg provocatively, waving her yellow strappy-heel clad foot at the judge, giving him a view of those legs. "Look, there's still a bruise."
    

    
      She wasn't done with her story. She explained that she suffered such extreme emotional pain that she'd ruined her best friend's wedding night.
    

    
      "Imagine how fragile I must have been mentally to actually think it was ok to ask to stay in the honeymoon suite with the bride and groom," she sobbed. She pointed at Mia. "She turned me into a monster! Only a monster would come between newlyweds on their wedding night. That's something I would never have done if she hadn't assaulted me. I've barely been able to look my best friend Grace in the eye since that day."
    

    
      Grace frowned at the lies her friend was telling on the stand. And she was shocked when the judge ruled. Mia owed Lindsey four hundred thousand dollars!
    

    
      "You have twelve months to fulfil your debt to your accuser," the judge said to Mia. "Failure to comply will see you imprisoned until the debt can be settled."
    

    
      Mia burst into tears and fell to her knees in the courtroom. She knew she had no means of paying such an extraordinary debt.
    

    
      Lindsey didn't hide her pleasure, clapping her hands excitedly and approaching Mia.
    

    
      She stood over the timid young woman.
    

    
      "Seems every time I see you, you end up on your knees," she laughed. She dropped a piece of paper at her feet.
    

    
      "Come over this afternoon and we'll discuss how you'll pay me."
    

    
      Grace scurried out of the court. She was disgusted with her best friend. So much so that she called her later to express her disappointment. But Lindsey seemed sincere when she said that she just couldn't stand the way Mia had lost control and nearly ruined the wedding.
    

    
      "You're my best friend, Grace," she said, "And I couldn't just sit by and watch the girl who messed with your special day get away with it."
    

    
      Meanwhile, Mia was reluctantly making her way to Lindsey's house.
    

    
      She was absolutely terrified as she knocked on the door in her little summer dress. She wore flat black sandals, and when Lindsey answered the door in those towering yellow heels, the younger woman was staring directly ahead at the blonde's perfect breasts, her head no higher than the dominant woman's shoulders.
    

    
      "Come in, little one," Lindsey smirked.
    

    
      Mia was literally shaking as she entered the beautiful home of her rival. It was so unfair - Lindsey was clearly already wealthy, while Mia was certainly not! But she'd lost in court, and the confident blonde had her at her mercy.
    

    
      Lindsey's lawyer was there, and she had a ton of paperwork.
    

    
      Mia was almost as intimidated by the lawyer as she was by Lindsey.
    

    
      The lawyer was a tall, leggy redhead named Claire, and Mia would never forget the way Claire had made her look like an out-of-control monster in that courtroom.
    

    
      "We've been through your financial, Mia," the lawyer said, smiling at the scared girl.
    

    
      "You have about seven thousand in savings. Obviously, that will go straight to Lindsey. In addition, you have your crappy little car worth six thousand. We'll take that. You've been a good girl and paid off your credit cards, but your two credit cards have a combined limit of twenty-five thousand. Better to owe the banks than to owe the woman you assaulted and end up in prison. You'll surrender your credit cards to Lindsey. Now in terms of your house... it's worth one hundred fifty but you still owe one hundred twenty thousand on the mortgage. Lindsey will also take ownership of that. That's a total of sixty-eight thousand of the four hundred thousand you owe Lindsey."
    

    
      Mia was crying. Even with her every asset taken away, she had a debt to Lindsey she'd never be able to pay. Let alone that most of these assets were bought with her caring parent's savings.
    

    
      "I'm going to end up in prison," she sobbed.
    

    
      But to her surprise, Lindsey spoke to her calmly.
    

    
      "Now now," she said, "We can work out a deal. Sign the documents giving me control of your assets, and I'll tell you how we sort out the rest."
    

    
      What choice did Mia have? Lindsey and Claire exchanged victorious glances as Mia began to sign her name on the papers, everything she owned now in Lindsey's hands.
    

    
      "Don't worry, little Mia," smiled Lindsey. "You'll find it's not hard to work off your debt. For example...."
    

    
      She swung her leg up, placing her bruised heel-clad foot in Mia's lap.
    

    
      "If you give my bruise another kiss, I'll deduct ten dollars from your debt."
    

    
      Mia looked at her, Lindsey's gaze was sneering. For a girl who now owned nothing and still owed three hundred thirty-two thousand dollars, ten bucks for a foot kiss didn't seem like a big deal at all, but she didn't even think to object.
    

    
      She bent at the waist, pressing her lips quickly to the bruise.
    

    
      "I didn't say stop," Lindsey smirked as Mia continued softly kissing her bruised foot.
    

    
      As soon as Lindsey finally pulled her foot away, Claire said, "Look at your tiny, pretty hands. We'll deduct another five dollars if you give me a foot massage."
    

    
      Mia simply slid off the edge of the couch and crawled to the lawyer's long, never ending legs. Claire's legs were creamy and shapely, and while Mia didn't like being on her knees before the lawyer who had destroyed her in court, she had to admit that the redhead's skin was simply to die for. Her pretty little hands caressing the calves of the beautiful woman.
    

    
      Lindsey smiled as she watched Mia serving her lawyer's legs. She knew she could buy Mia now. The skinny girl would do anything to work off her debt, and Lindsey knew that eventually, Mia would fall into a habit of serving her bigger, stronger, richer, more powerful superiors.
    

    
      "You should thank Claire for paying you $5 for a quick leg massage," Lindsey said, "Give her feet one of those sweet little kisses of yours to show your appreciation."
    

    
      Mia didn't hesitate, her lips pressing against the tops of Claire's feet as her hands continued to worship the red heads calves.
    

    
      Finally, it was time for Claire to leave. She stretched out her foot expectedly and simple said, "The toe." Mia immediately gave a kiss to the toe of Claire's shoe.
    

    
      "That's how you are going to greet and see off me from now on, right?" Claire smiled at the utterly defeated girl.
    

    
      "Yes Claire, sure," Mia managed to give a meek response.
    

    
      Once Claire left, Mia said, "I should be going, too."
    

    
      But Lindsey simply stood in the doorway, a smirk on her face.
    

    
      "Go where? And how? I own both your house and car and you don't even have enough money to order a cab. I think it would be best if you stayed right here with me."
    

    
      Mia realised she was right. She had nothing and nowhere to go. Lindsey was walking toward her, arms outstretched, and all poor little Mia could do was step right into those strong arms, her little body all wrapped up by the curvaceous blonde goddess.
    

    
      Lindsey patted Mia's face as it rested against her big chest.
    

    
      "You're all mine, little Mia," she purred, "Allll mine."
    

    
      Chapter 3
    

    
      As soon as she had allowed herself to be wrapped up in Lindsey's arms, accepting that the manipulative, busty blonde now owned her, Mia's life had spiralled out of control.
    

    
      That first night, now living in Lindsey's house, was hell. Mia, although skinny and flat chested, was a pretty girl. Soft, dainty hands, a Princess face, and silky smooth creamy white skin. Her dream career as a marriage registrar suited her perfectly - a lot better than the hard, manual labour she would endure that night.
    

    
      Lindsey wanted her gorgeous house to be spotless. "Remember Mia, your chores all go toward working off your debt to me."
    

    
      Mia had always been a perfectionist. She was simply incapable of doing anything half-heartedly. Lindsey sat with a big grin on her face as Mia was ordered to clean the kitchen, because when she saw how the smaller girl went about her task, she knew enslaving Mia had been a great idea. Mia could have just run a mop over the floors, wiped down the counters and packed away the dishes. But that wasn't enough for the perfectionist. She'd been told to clean the kitchen. And that meant inspecting each plate, glass and utensil in the cupboards and draws, making sure they were as clean as the day they were brand new, before kneeling on the kitchen floor, scrubbing each floor tile one by one, scraping the grout, buffing each inch of floor to a perfect shine. Her pretty nails got chipped, her delicate hands filthy as Lindsey's curvy, tanned legs appeared in the vision, feet clad in home slippers. Not wanting to look up at the woman she was terrified of, little Mia simply looked down at the feet she had already kissed on two separate occasions.
    

    
      "Are you enjoying this work, little Mia?" Lindsey asked.
    

    
      Mia shook her head timidly, causing Lindsey to laugh.
    

    
      "Well, what you like is irrelevant. You have a skill, girl... not useless after all, it seems. And it's given me a terrific business idea. I could charge people a fortune to have their house cleaned, guaranteeing them the best clean ever from a pretty little princess. Yes - I'll rent you out, girl, at five hundred an hour. The rich and fabulous will happily pay that amount to have such a docile little cleaner they can boss around. For every five hundred you make me, fifty will come off your debt to me. So, if you work ten hours for someone, you'll be making forty-five hundred for me and working five hundred off your debt. Sound fair?"
    

    
      Of course, it wasn't fair. Mia looked up at Lindsey, about to try to negotiate a better deal.
    

    
      whack
    

    
      Quick as a flash, Lindsey swung her leg just like she did at the wedding, hitting Mia right in her already damaged ribs.
    

    
      It knocked the wind right out of the little girl, and Lindsey effortlessly used her feet to lay her on her back.
    

    
      She placed her slipper-clad foot just above Mia's little breasts, toe on her chin.
    

    
      "Sound fair, Mia?"
    

    
      "Mmhm, yes Lindsey," Mia croaked.
    

    
      Lindsey slid her foot forward a little until the toe was on Mia's bottom lip.
    

    
      "Kiss." Without hesitation, Mia kissed the bottom of the slipper. With a satisfied smile Lindsey threw out the slipper and put her bare foot back, toes on Mia's mouth.
    

    
      "Open wide, Princess."
    

    
      Mia had no choice but to obey, allowing Lindsey's toe access to her mouth, Mia's tongue wrapping around it gently.
    

    
      Lindsey alternated toes into her slave's mouth, quite enjoying how diligently Mia sucked on each one. Mia hated it, the taste of her rival's toes in her mouth, but she wouldn't dare complain for fear of either another beating or being thrown out of Lindsey's house with nothing, and no chance of repaying her debt.
    

    
      When Lindsey was done, removing her toes from Mia's mouth, she used the girl's light brown hair to dry off her toes.
    

    
      "Back to work, slave," Lindsey giggled.
    

    
      The next time Mia saw Lindsey, the blonde was standing in the door of the laundry as Mia, on her knees, was shoveling clothes into the washing machine.
    

    
      "Don't forget to hand wash my intimates," Lindsey said, poor Mia shuddering at the thought of hand washing another woman's bras, panties and socks.
    

    
      "Now, I'm off to bed. Once you're done, see yourself in the guest room. You'll wake me at 7 a.m. with breakfast in bed. Kiss my feet goodnight."
    

    
      Mia crawled along the floor, placing a kiss atop both of Lindsey's perfectly formed feet.
    

    
      "Good girl, little Princess."
    

    
      Mia worked well into the night until she was satisfied her owner's house was sparkling. She'd vacuumed, mopped, done the laundry, the kitchen was clean, the bathroom perfect - even the windows had been cleaned. Finally, she entered the guest room. Plain cream walls and a single bed. That was it. That, along with her mobile phone and the clothes on her back, was all Mia had. She fell onto the bed at 4 a.m. after setting her alarm for 630 a.m., falling asleep as soon as she closed her pretty eyes.
    

    
      She tapped nervously on the big double doors of Lindsey's room with her breakfast tray in her other hand.
    

    
      "Come innn," sang Lindsey. Mia was relieved the blonde was already awake... she'd been unsure of the protocol for waking her and was terrified of getting onto the wrong side of the bigger woman.
    

    
      "Wow," she couldn't help but gush as she entered. Lindsey's room was almost as big as the house Mia had surrendered to her. Giant window, huge walk-in robe lined with stylish clothes, and a separate area shelved with hundreds of pairs of shoes. There was a huge marble bathroom with a gorgeous big tub. Lindsey sure did live like a Queen!
    

    
      But the most incredible sight of all was Lindsey herself. She was perched up on her set of pillows atop her enormous bed. She wore a white bathrobe that came to her mid thigh. Her flawlessly tanned legs contrasted with her pure white sheets and the white robe, and her stunning blonde hair gathered around her face.
    

    
      Mia blinked. This woman had it all, and on top of that, she could wake up first thing in the morning looking like a complete goddess!
    

    
      "Go ahead, look around," Lindsey said as Mia served her breakfast. Mia was in awe. The clothes, her shoes, the dreamy bathroom. Never in Mia's wildest dreams would she have imagined having all that Lindsey had. While she was more than impressed, she was also annoyed. Lindsey clearly didn't need all the money she was extorting from Mia. She was doing it purely for her own amusement.
    

    
      Breakfast finished, Lindsey beckoned to Mia.
    

    
      "This morning, you prepare your mistress for her day, starting with running my bath."
    

    
      Mia nodded, heading to the bathroom, running the water.
    

    
      Lindsey ordered her to prepare her clothes - a little white dress and a pair of summery wedges with polka dots.
    

    
      "Just fetch a basic white pair of underwear from that drawer," she ordered.
    

    
      Mia opened the drawer. There was nothing 'basic' in there. The most basic she could find - a little white thing and a gorgeous white bra - were better and more expensive than Mia would have worn on her wedding day if she ever got married! For Lindsey, they were just Saturday casuals.
    

    
      Mia laid out the clothes, and soon the tub was ready.
    

    
      "I'm sure you agree my feet deserve the softest of landings when they get out of bed," Lindsey smirked.
    

    
      Mia nodded, spying a pair of slippers. She fetched them, came to the side of the bed, holding them in her palms, but as she looked at Lindsey's face, she knew that's not what her mistress had in mind. Mia laid on the floor, bracing for the impact she knew was coming.
    

    
      Sure enough, she saw Lindsey's sole descending toward her face. Mia grimaced, but the blonde simply rested her silky sole on the poor girl's face. She eased herself down onto Mia, the eighteen-year-old's face crushing under the weight of the curvy woman, Mia's face distorted with pain. But Lindsey showed mercy, quickly placing her other foot onto Mia's flat chest, dispersing her weight and Mia sincerely blurted a soft "Thank you" which caused a lovely giggle from the blond goddess. Then Lindsey carefully walked onto Mia's stomach, thighs and down her legs. To finish, Lindsey skipped her feet into the slippers, ensuring her feet never had to touch the floor.
    

    
      "It's nice to know my precious feet will never have to touch the ground again," she giggled.
    

    
      And indeed, they were precious. Since the wedding, Lindsey had had her feet against the face of her best friend Grace, Grace's husband Steven, and Mia. She was starting to feel as though she could have her feet worshipped by anyone she wanted.
    

    
      "Come, little Mia," Lindsey said, beckoning with her finger. The girl helped herself up and placed her little hand into Lindsey's bigger one as they headed to the bathroom. It looked quite cute if not knowing that blond woman just a few moments ago nonchalantly stepped full weight on the tiny girl's face.
    

    
      Lindsey took her time loosening her robe, making a real show of it, and when she finally eased it down her shoulders, allowing it to fall to the floor, Mia couldn't help but gasp.
    

    
      An innocent girl, Mia had never seen a naked woman before, and she had to admit that the blonde with the big, full breasts, the curvaceous ass, and the flawlessly tanned legs were simply breathtaking.
    

    
      "Undress, Mia, we don't want your clothes getting wet."
    

    
      Mia was reluctant. Nobody except one boyfriend had ever seen her naked before - and even then - she had always waited until the lights were off and the sheets over them before she'd completely stripped.
    

    
      But a stern look from her goddess of a Mistress had Mia obeying.
    

    
      The comparison between the two was laughable, and Mia knew it. Lindsey was all woman with her impossible curves, and Mia was in no way any match for her at all. She was both in complete awe of Lindsey and beyond intimidated by her.
    

    
      "Come to me," Lindsey grinned.
    

    
      For Mia, as she walked once more into the arms of her goddess, she felt almost protected. This strong woman who could do whatever she wanted held her closely, kissing her forehead.
    

    
      For Lindsey she knew this was all part of locking Mia into her long-term servitude. Mia's breasts were smothered by Lindsey's, the eighteen-year-old surely feeling the sheer power and supremacy of the bigger woman's body.
    

    
      Soon, it was time for Lindsey to step out of her slippers and into the tub, sinking down beneath the bubbles. Mia knelt beside the tub, first bathing Lindsey's hands, arms and shoulders, then working her way down to the woman's breasts. She was bedazzled at how soft yet firm those big, perfect breasts were. Despite her size, Lindsay's stomach was rock hard, and as Mia's fingers washed it, she felt that Lindsey simply had no weaknesses. Finally, she was her soap covered fingers all over Lindsay's lovely legs. And then Lindsay would do something that would bring what was left of little Mia's world crashing to the ground around her.
    

    
      With an incredible elegance, Lindsey lifted a leg from the tub, bringing her toes to Mia's little breasts. Mia's breathing began to intensify. Lindsey's toes had captured Steven's cock under the table at his own wedding, and Mia's breasts were no more capable of resisting the charm of her pretty toes. Her nipples began to harden, Lindsey now tracing a toe down the kneeling Mia's stomach.
    

    
      "Do I turn you on, little Mia?" she purred seductively. Mia was frozen, unable to answer the question, her mind saying 'of course not, I'm straight and you're a big arrogant bully who's ruining my life', her body saying 'yes, you're an impossibly perfect goddess'.
    

    
      "Let's see, shall we?" Lindsey teased, brimming with confidence.
    

    
      She slid her foot between Mia's kneeling legs. She knew she had her when with a gently push of her toes against Mia's thigh, the younger girl obediently widened her knees, granting Lindsey's foot whatever access it wanted.
    

    
      "It's ok, little Mia," the blonde cooed as she adjusted herself in the tub to give her foot the perfect angle. "Just relaxxxx."
    

    
      She began to tease Mia's pussy with her foot. Mia closed her eyes for a moment, trying to resist. But it was useless. The image of the gorgeous blonde's body was burned into her brain, and her talented foot was having its way.
    

    
      Her eyes shot open wide, as Lindsey's toe breached her defenses.
    

    
      She couldn't help but moan.
    

    
      "That's it, my little captive," Lindsey thought, "Surrender your body to me."
    

    
      And surrender Mia would. She burned with a dangerous mix of humiliation and just as she began to grind against Lindsey's foot. Slowly at first... but with a nod of permission from her smirking Mistress she lost all control. She had her hand on Lindsey's shapely calf as she uncontrollably humped the beautiful foot that had caused her so much pain.
    

    
      All too soon, her moans of "ohhhhhh Mistresssssss" were echoing through the marble bathroom, Lindsey having drawn a shuddering orgasm from her slave with just her foot.
    

    
      Lindsey studied Mia.
    

    
      "Yessssss," she hissed. She could see it in Mia's eyes. Intimidation and blackmail would never have been enough to get Mia to do all Lindsey wanted from her. Eventually, Mia would have seen that failing to pay her debt and going to prison would be better than the horrors Lindsey had in store for her. But now, Lindsey knew, little Mia was captured sexually. What she suddenly felt in her little heart was misplaced and misguided love for the woman who was destroying her. Lindsey's grasp on Mia had just strengthened tenfold, and Lindsey knew she now had a willing slave that would serve her every command.
    

    
      "Come to me, little one," she teased, Mia breathlessly climbing into the tub, cuddling in to Lindsey, breathing "thank you, Mistress" as the blonde smirked victoriously.
    

    
      To be continued...
    

    
      Chapter 4
    

    
      Lindsey followed through on her idea of renting Mia out to the rich and fabulous of the neighbourhood.
    

    
      Mia hated the long days working for others away from Lindsey, but she always did her best. Because when she got a good review from the clients, she was rewarded with long make out sessions with the feet she was just a little bit in love with.
    

    
      Some of the families she served were truly horrible to Mia, but she persevered, constantly reminding herself of the rewards that waited if she did a great job.
    

    
      Mia hadn't had to be punished for a while. That experience in the tub had changed her perspective, and she threw herself into staying in the good graces of her Mistress.
    

    
      But everyone has a breaking point, and Mia was about to reach hers.
    

    
      Lindsey's little sister Candace had just turned eighteen and Lindsey had the perfect gift for her. The house she'd taken from Mia. Mia had always thought that one day Lindsey might give her the house back, but now it was gone for good. She watched Candace jump around excitedly, clapping her hands, her own house fully paid for at just eighteen.
    

    
      Candace had the same perfect tan, silky golden hair and pretty face as her older sister, but she didn't share her sister's curves. Candace was the picture of athleticism... long, strong legs and a perfectly toned stomach which she loved to show off. Midriff tops, tiny skirts and strapped heels were Candace's style, and today, her little blue skirt bounced around her upper thighs as she celebrated her amazing gift.
    

    
      Mia had been ordered to give Candace a gift, too. She nervously approached the celebrating blonde and sunk to her knees. By now, Mia either strutted around Lindsey's house in lingerie purchased by her Mistress, or in public, donned a tiny, somewhat slutty French maid outfit. Today, she was in the maid's outfit.
    

    
      "Princess Candace, I hope you'll enjoy the house that was once mine. As my gift to you, I'll be available to clean it and serve you in any ways you wish."
    

    
      She hated the idea of serving the girl who was going to live in her cute little house, but she wouldn't dare upset Mistress Lindsey.
    

    
      The leggy cheerleader looked down at poor Mia, who was going to kiss her strappy blue heels.
    

    
      "Ew. Don't dare to kiss my feet, loser," Candace quickly turned around and bent one leg in the knee, showing her shoe sole to Mia.
    

    
      "One lick to the sole is enough," Mia was taken aback, that was simply disgusting. But seeing her goddess' amused and expecting look, she complied.
    

    
      "I'll let you know when I want you," Candace said, kicking Mia's face away a moment after her tongue touched the sole.
    

    
      Lindsey couldn't stand but laugh at the scene.
    

    
      All too soon, Candace did want the services of Mia.
    

    
      She arrived at her former house. And nearly burst into tears. Candace had redecorated. Mia had a conservative, tasteful style and Candace had torn that apart. She'd had a damn dance floor and stripper pole installed, Mia's little house having become party-central for Candace and her rich bitch friends. Mia's bedroom, a gorgeous beige with antique dolls and a frilly, floral bead spread had been painted bright pink, with neon lights, playboy stickers and pictures of hot boys on the walls.
    

    
      Candace wore a tiny string bikini. She was in love with herself, constantly checking herself out in the mirror. She was exactly the type of girl Mia always had hated. Popular, pretty, slutty, entitled.
    

    
      "Well, start cleaning, dummy," Candace bitched.
    

    
      Candace lived like someone who had just turned eighteen. Her clothes were everywhere, there were empty vodka and beer bottles all over the house, and the place was a complete mess.
    

    
      The bikini-clad Candace chatted on the phone while poor Mia worked.
    

    
      "Too funny," Mia heard Candace say, "You should see this loser. Cleaning up after me while I live in her house. And she calls me Princess. I know right, so pathetic."
    

    
      It took all day to clean the house, and when it was finally done, Candace said, "Just watching you is exhausting. My sister says you're a wonderful foot masseuse. Come show me."
    

    
      Mia pouted. She just wanted to get back to her beautiful curvaceous Mistress and away from this horrid girl. Part of her problem was that she'd come to accept her own obedience to the older women Lindsey rented her out to. This girl was almost a year younger than her, and she couldn't bear taking orders from a younger girl.
    

    
      But she had no choice, wrapping her hands around the little feet of Candace. It wasn't that Candace's feet weren't pretty. High arches, soft skin, long toes, a gorgeous French manicure. But the only feet she'd ever felt attraction to were Lindsay's.
    

    
      As she diligently worked on Candace's foot, the leggy blonde reached under the couch and pulled out a huge file.
    

    
      "Tell me about this," she ordered.
    

    
      Mia gasped. Her wedding folder.
    

    
      Weddings had been her dream ever since she was a little girl, and over the years she'd collected all kinds of wedding material. There were dress designs, speeches, floral arrangements, venue information, poems. It was her pride and joy.
    

    
      "Explain it," Candace demanded.
    

    
      As she rubbed her feet, Mia explained how she felt about weddings, bringing couples together, celebrating their love, making it the most special day of their lives. She'd become an incredible wedding registrar, and she was just about to become a wedding planner as well when everything had gone wrong at that fateful wedding. She had tears in her eyes as she spoke, knowing her dream was now out of reach.
    

    
      Suddenly, Candace, flipping through the pages, said, "I finally know what I want to do with my life. With all this information in here, I have everything I need to become a registrar and wedding planner. Of course, I won't plan boring, conservative weddings like you would. Mine will be the greatest parties ever, fun and totally sexy!"
    

    
      Mia lost it. This little bitch had taken her house. Now she was taking her dream career. And she was going to do it in a way that Mia herself would hate. Candace was going to rip little Mia's dream to shreds!
    

    
      She couldn't take it anymore.
    

    
      She released the bitchy blonde's foot and stood.
    

    
      "No," she said. "No. I won't allow it. Give me my folder. Now."
    

    
      Candace giggled, standing, facing Mia.
    

    
      "Get back down on your knees, SLAVE," Candace said, eyebrow raised.
    

    
      But Mia wouldn't. This younger girl was a couple of inches taller that Mia, but she wasn't the intimidating presence of her older sister.
    

    
      "I'm not afraid of you," Mia said, trying to sound assertive.
    

    
      With a 'whooosh', Candace spun, her cheerleader leg whizzing through the air. The force of the kick creating a horrifying *crack* as it connected with Mia's face.
    

    
      The world went dark for Mia, and when she managed to force her eyes back open, she had already crumpled to her knees. Her eyes had opened just in time to see Candace's devastating foot aiming for her face once more, the excruciating strike toppling Mia over onto her side.
    

    
      With her foot, Candace rolled fallen Mia onto her back and put her foot on Mia's chest, looking at her face menacingly.
    

    
      "I own you, bitch. And thanks to you, I'm going to have access to soooo many hot grooms. You know my sister fucked the groom at that wedding you hosted, right? Yup - got the bride drunk and fucked him right next to her sleeping body in the honeymoon suite. Everytime I think about it, it turns me on. Imagine - all those brides putting their faith and trust in me on their special day. Letting me control everything. Doing as I say. And paying huge sums. While I'm planning my seduction of the groom. So, so hot."
    

    
      Mia couldn't believe Lindsey had fucked Steven. Surely Candace was making it up? And the thought of Candace tearing apart marriages before they even begun as opposed to Mia bringing couples together.... no... that simply couldn't happen.
    

    
      Mia summoned all her remaining strength and shoved her head upwards, trying to raise on her elbows.
    

    
      Candace shrieked, putting her foot to Mia's pretty face to shove her down.
    

    
      But in her fury, Mia grabbed and pulled blonde's foot making her to lose balance and fall onto her ass.
    

    
      Mia was ready to reach Candace's face and unleash furious slapping, but she underestimated athletic beauty over her and her position was too unfavorable.
    

    
      The next moment Candace slammed her foot into the poor face so hard Mia's head bumped into the floor, making her semiconscious.
    

    
      But that wasn't the end. Candace put her dancer legs into action, and Mia's eyes opened in fright as she felt Candace cross her ankles, trapping Mia's head between her powerful calves.
    

    
      Mia couldn't move. She gripped at the tanned ankles, but Candace had them locked. The blonde began to sit up, rolling Mia backwards as she laid on her side herself.
    

    
      Mia was at Candace's mercy now, and Candace took her time positioning Mia's body, until finally she had Mia's scrawny neck between her thighs.
    

    
      "Yesss, Mia, it's useless," Candace teased, as Mia clawed at her thighs. "My legs have you now."
    

    
      Mia was panicking. Her air supply was being cut off, and she could feel herself getting whiter than even usual. She believed she was going to lose her life right then and there. The last thing she'd ever experience was the silky smooth, tanned, powerful thighs of an eighteen-year-old cheerleader suffocating her.
    

    
      Her struggle began to stop, her hands no longer trying to force Candace's legs apart. All she could do was rest her dainty hands against these incredible legs as they took away her last breath.
    

    
      As her eyes closed, her arms went limp, Candace saying "night night, slave".
    

    
      Mia woke to a nightmare. She couldn't move the ass of Candace on her chest. Her eyes first took in the most bitchy smirk she'd ever seen. Candace had removed her bikini, and while her breasts had nothing on her sisters, they still dwarfed Mia's. But worse, those killer thighs had her face sandwiched, and Candace's pussy was right there, inches from her face.
    

    
      "You know I've just been sitting here," Candace grinned, "Thinking about all those clueless wives I'm going to wrap round my pretty little fingers. Thinking of their handsome husbands burying their faces between the same thighs that have your little face between them. And I have to say, little Mia, it's quite the turn-on."
    

    
      Mia was helpless as Candace shifted forward, lifting her ass a little, pressing her pussy right to Mia's face.
    

    
      "If you lick, it'll speed things up," Candace laughed, beginning to grind backwards and forwards over Mia's face.
    

    
      It was all too much for Mia. This hateful, awful blonde was riding her face, and there was nothing she could do about it. And worse, the incredibly smooth skin of Candace's thighs rubbing against her cheek was having an effect on Mia. Almost involuntarily, she found her tongue doing the unthinkable - lapping at the pussy of a girl she undoubtedly despised more than anyone in the world.
    

    
      By the time Candace was done, Mia was a mess. The blonde simply stood and presented her foot, Mia diligently putting her tongue out, allowing Candace to run her foot all over it.
    

    
      "You best be getting home to my sister," Candace grinned, "I will let her know you attempted to assault me. I can only imagine the punishment you'll get when you get home."
    

    
      Mia made her way back to Lindsey's. She was broken and violated, and absolutely petrified of what Lindsey was going to do to her when she got inside. Unfortunately for Mia, Lindsey was about to become the least of her problems.
    

    
      She entered the house, immediately throwing herself on the ground and Lindsey's feet.
    

    
      "Please, Mistress, I beg for your forgiveness. I messed up. Please, please forgive me."
    

    
      She was smothering the tops of Lindsey's bare feet with adorable little kisses.
    

    
      But as the tanned, curvy legs and beautiful feet of her Mistress moved back, they were replaced by a new set. Clearly aged, wrinkled feet clad in low heel sandals. Equally curvaceous legs, but not as tanned as Lindsey's, with clear signs of ageing. She looked up to see a body that, unlike the curvaceous Lindsey and the athletic Candace, was out of shape. This woman had breasts the size of Lindsey's, although they were beginning to sag while Lindsey's seemed to defy gravity. The woman's face was slightly wrinkled, a stern scowl on her face, framed by stylish but greying hair.
    

    
      "Slave, meet my mother, Sally."
    

    
      Mia looked up at the stern-looking woman.
    

    
      "Uh... hi, ma'am," she said politely.
    

    
      "You're right," the woman said to Lindsey. "She's completely lacking discipline."
    

    
      She produced something that had Mia's eyes open wide. A little black collar and a leash.
    

    
      "You, young lady, are just a slave," Sally said. "Given your outburst with my youngest daughter earlier, clearly you don't quite understand what being a slave is all about. And until you do, you shall be collared."
    

    
      Mia shook her head fiercely, "No, please, ma'am, I'll be good."
    

    
      If Mia thought Lindsey and Candace were ruthless, she hadn't seen anything yet.
    

    
      Sally pushed the small girl over with her leg and began to ruthlessly stomp on her chest, heel leaving bruises here and there. A moments after Mia started crying.
    

    
      "You. Assaulted. Both. My. Daughters," she barked, a stomp for every word.
    

    
      Then, she positioned her foot over Mia's pretty sobbing face and gave her one last authoritative stomp, giving her a blue eye and almost knocking poor Mia out.
    

    
      She reached down, fastening the collar to Mia's neck, and began to literally drag her by the leash to the front door.
    

    
      "Until you can learn to be the perfect slave to my wonderful daughters, you'll be staying with me," yelled the vicious sixty-year-old as she dragged Mia's body out of the front door and toward the car.
    

    
      Sally opened the trunk, scooped little Mia up and shoved her inside, slamming the lid shut.
    

    
      She hugged her laughing daughter.
    

    
      "When I return, she won't just obey your every command, she'll know how to anticipate your needs and deliver them before you even ask."
    

    
      Lindsey smiled, "Thanks, mom."
    

    
      Final Chapter
    

    
      Mia walked up the driveway toward Lindsey's front door. Her back was perfectly straight. Her walk perfected. One foot right in front of the other, little ass swaying. Part of her role was to be sexy for her superiors. She was dressed in a classic, even elegant outfit. Classic suit with a white blouse and black pointy shoes. Sally's taste is a good-looking slave, it makes it funnier than bossing around some almost naked skunk looking creature. Passerby would even say Mia looks like a layer or smth... If there wasn't a collar on her neck.
    

    
      Sally walked in front of her, leash in hand.
    

    
      Some jerk walked past, wolf-whistling. The old Mia would have been humiliated - but the new Mia took it as a compliment. She was born to be a sexy slave to her superiors.
    

    
      Lindsey looked out of her window, immediately noticing the change in little Mia. She noticed the definition in her arms and legs. The soft little princess was now flawlessly toned. Her expression had changed, too. Gone was the scared, timid little kitten. In its place was a determined and focused young woman. Lindsey watched as Mia entered, Sally entering right after her.
    

    
      Mia sunk to her knees.
    

    
      She ran her hands seductively over the chunky legs of Sally while she began to use her teeth to loosen the straps of Sally's black designer heels.
    

    
      She lifted the ageing woman's leg, working her shoe off with her teeth, before licking the sole of the shoe. She repeated the action on Sally's other foot. Finally, she kissed the tops of Sally's feet, then looked up at her.
    

    
      "Thank you, my lady, for allowing me to touch your lovely legs. To lick your shoes. To kiss your wonderful feet."
    

    
      "My my," Lindsey said with a smirk.
    

    
      It had been a difficult month for Mia.
    

    
      Sally was a strict and frightfully vicious woman. But she'd done wonders with the slave. It had taken some severe beatings. Mia had been taken over Sally's lap and spanked like a little girl. She'd had her face stomped. She'd been smothered to within an inch of her life by Sally's ageing but still powerful thighs. And she's not only survived, she'd grown. She was a better young woman and ready to be the slave of Mistress Lindsey's dreams.
    

    
      "Show Mistress your strength, girl. Carpet - now."
    

    
      Mia smiled. Yes, smiled, as she laid on her back.
    

    
      She felt the foot she missed so much cover her face. The other stepping between her breasts. The weight of the blonde goddess hurts as before, but Mia wouldn't cry out or groan. No. Her body was now trained to take such weight.
    

    
      Sally joined, one foot crushing Mia's stomach, the other right on her crotch. It hurt a lot, but it wouldn't break Mia. She'd undergone rigorous workout programs under Sally's command, and despite her small size, she was now completely toned, her body hardened.
    

    
      Done walking all over her, Sally was ready for Mia to demonstrate some of her other newly learned skills.
    

    
      "Little Mia, as we know, was obsessed with the sanctity of marriage. She told me she was disgusted when Candace told her you slept with Steven right next to Grace on their wedding day," Sally laughed, Lindsey smirking.
    

    
      "As part of her training, she had to part ways with her little marriage fantasy. To graduate, she was required to seduce Mark, my neighbour. Happily married to his wife Carol for twenty-two years. Watch."
    

    
      She showed Candace her phone, little Mia leading the older married man into Sally's spare bedroom, where the camera had been set up. Lindsey was impressed, watching Mia perform a seductive dance that might even rival the abilities of her little sister Candace, who had danced for years as a head cheerleader. Mia was nowhere near as beautiful as Candace, but her sultry dance had the married Mark hustling out of his clothes, Mia soon riding him, Mark moaning her name.
    

    
      "That's not even the best part," Sally laughed. She'd set it up so that Carol would come over, looking for her husband, and Sally had sent Carol to the bedroom to catch her husband in the act with Mia.
    

    
      Mia had casually gotten up off her husband, the much older and larger Carol calling her all sorts of names.
    

    
      But Mia's new found strength had her grabbing Carol's hair and effortlessly dragging her to the ground.
    

    
      She laid a foot on Carol's poor face, but she wouldn't stop there. She laid kick after kick into the older woman until she started begging to stop. Giving a couple more face kicks, Mia placed a foot over her face, tossing her light brown hair back.
    

    
      "You can run tell someone if you want," Mia said confidently. "Tell them that an eighteen-year-old seduced your husband and then kicked your fat old ass."
    

    
      She removed her foot from Carol's face, staring down at her.
    

    
      "Your husband, when I snap my pretty fingers, will come running to me like the puppy dog he is, bitch. Stay out of my way and I might let you keep him."
    

    
      Mia had arrogantly sauntered out of the room.
    

    
      "Not JUST the perfect maid anymore," Sally laughed. "She's now seductive, tough and even more obedient than ever. Like a devastating weapon so tiny you can keep it in your pocket."
    

    
      Lindsey was clapping her hands excitedly, dreaming up all kinds of possibilities. But she also had a slight concern. For now, she knew she could control Mia because of the hundreds of thousands of dollars Mia still owed her. But she was now a little worried that the new Mia would find a way out of her mess and seek revenge. This wasn't the innocent, timid little girl who'd been so easily manipulated and threatened months ago.
    

    
      But Mia, as Sally had promised, was now trained to anticipate her Mistresses' thoughts, concerns and commands.
    

    
      She crawled over, placing her hands on Lindsey's ankles.
    

    
      "Mistress," she said softly, no sign of the aggression she'd shown with Carol, "May I speak freely?"
    

    
      "You may," Lindsey said, intrigued.
    

    
      "I am hopelessly in love with you, Mistress. I have been since that day in the bathtub. I don't resent what you did to me. In fact, I thank you, and I have a gift to show my appreciation. My lady has it in her bag."
    

    
      Sally grinned, handing her daughter Mia's gift.
    

    
      Lindsey couldn't stop laughing as she read the document. Mia had made a submission that she didn't feel Lindsay had extracted enough from her that day in court. She had done her research, discovering that some assault cases had netted the victim up to five million dollars, and she'd signed a declaration to pay Lindsey that amount.
    

    
      "I'll never pay it, of course," Mia said, "But it also means I'll never be free. If I ever displease you, you can take that document to the judge and I will surely be imprisoned."
    

    
      Lindsey smirked.
    

    
      "You really do love me, don't you, slave?"
    

    
      Mia nodded. "If you'll allow me, Mistress, I'd love to show you how much..."
    

    
      Sally left, grinning. She had trained Mia to be the perfect seductress, with tongue skills that could make any woman's knees weak. Sally would miss little Mia's talented tongue, but she'd done her job. Her daughters were her everything, and Lindsey would now be upstairs, a diligent, devoted little slut between her legs, giving her orgasm after orgasm, committed wholly and completely to Lindsey's pleasure.
    

    
      After bringing her Mistress to three orgasms that afternoon, little Mia was busy sensually worshipping the blondes toes when Lindsey laughed.
    

    
      "What is it, Mistress?" purred Mia.
    

    
      "That bitch Grace. She's had a problem with me on account of my treatment of you at the wedding and in court. Clearly she's come to her senses. She wants to put it behind us and renew our friendship."
    

    
      She read the text out loud for Mia.
    

    
      "Hi girl. Look, I know I've been quiet lately. Honestly, it took me a while to get over how you treated the marriage registrar. But you really did save my wedding and I know you were only looking out for me. You're my best friend, Lindsey. I love you. Can I come over tomorrow for a drink?"
    

    
      Little Mia pictured Grace. The impossibly stunning bride she'd been so enamoured with. Grace was exactly the type of woman Mia had dreamed of being.
    

    
      She began to kiss her way up Lindsey's curvy legs, and when she reached her upper thighs, she smiled up at her Mistress.
    

    
      "Your frenemy in your house. Let's get her, Mistress. Let's have the Queen Bee worshipping the woman who fucked her husband not only before the wedding, but after the wedding in her honeymoon suite."
    

    
      Lindsey ran her hands through Mia's hair as her young slave with the tireless tongue began to work on her Mistresses fourth orgasm of the afternoon.
    

    
      "I like your thinking, little slave," she purred.
    

    
      The next morning, Mia knelt before her Mistress, giving her a pedicure as they worked on their plan to ensnare Grace in Lindsey's sticky web.
    

    
      Grace hadn't seen Lindsey since the day in court, when Lindsey had sealed Mia's fate with her emotional fake performance. And when Lindsey answered the door, Grace felt that her best friend somehow looked more beautiful than ever. Grace had worn an elegant designer dress, a stunning red number with little straps, ending at her mid thigh, showing off her best asset, those long, lovely legs. Lindsey had a little white skirt on, flat white slides, and a tight black top that had her impossible cleavage on full display. Lindsey, while beautiful, had always lived in the elegant Grace's shadow - a big part of her determination to seduce the groom at Grace's wedding.
    

    
      The two hugged, and Lindsey made a point of smashing Grace's nice breasts with her own bigger ones. She needed Grace's always overflowing confidence to be at least a little dented for her plan to work. Grace definitely felt it, releasing herself from the hug just to stop Lindsey's superior breasts from using her own as a shelf to rest on.
    

    
      But as soon as they entered, Grace's warm facial expression changed. There was Mia, sat on the floor at the foot of the couch, in her little maid outfit, head bowed, palms on the ground facing up. She had a terrified look on her face.
    

    
      "Lindsey," Grace whined, "Is this necessary?"
    

    
      Lindsey laughed, "Yes hun, it is. Soon, she'll finally repay her debt for slapping your wonderful groom and ruining your wedding, as well as for assaulting my foot."
    

    
      Grace sighed, "She didn't really assault your foot, Lindsey."
    

    
      Lindsey giggled, "Well, she plead guilty to it, remember? Anywayyyyy...."
    

    
      The blonde sauntered over to Mia, lifting her leg, presenting the bottom of her slide, snapping her fingers, "Lick, bitch."
    

    
      Grace watched in horror as poor Mia extended her tongue, pressing it to the heel of Lindsey's slide and running it right up to the toe. She repeated the motion over and over again, her tongue slowly moving over the bottom of the shoe, little Mia whimpering with each lick.
    

    
      Grace had seen enough. "Stop it. Right now!" she demanded. She was a dominant woman herself, but she hated seeing someone as helpless as the timid Mia being humiliated by a powerful woman like Lindsey.
    

    
      Lindsey simply laughed.
    

    
      "Alright, alright. Why don't you head out the back by the pool, Grace, and I'll join you in a minute?"
    

    
      Grace stomped out of the room, heading outside, standing by Lindsey's swimming pool, shaking her head. She had to find a way to get Lindsey to ease up on Mia.
    

    
      She turned to face the house when she heard Lindsey's voice singing "come along, little slave".
    

    
      Even Grace was bedazzled by the sight. Her best friend had changed into a tiny white bikini that left nothing to the imagination. Lindsey's body had never looked better, her golden skin on full display, blonde hair bouncing around her shoulders, breasts impossible not to stare at. And Lindsey looked all the more powerful with the maid outfit wearing Mia crawling right beside her, nuzzling Lindsey's perfectly curvaceous leg with her face, black collar on, leash in Lindsey's manicured fingers.
    

    
      Lindsey made a show of strutting around the yard, Mia crawling, and Grace was completely stunned into silence. If she was honest, for the first time in her life, she felt envious and even somewhat intimidated. She'd always considered herself the most beautiful of her friends, but it was hard to deny that Lindsey's bikini body was flawless, and she exuded extreme confidence and power as she walked around the pool.
    

    
      Suddenly, Mia cried "oh no!".
    

    
      The sound of a car out the front had Mia getting up from her knees, Lindsey giggling as she released the leash. Mia tore towards the house, a panicked look on her little face. Grace followed in hot pursuit to see what all the fuss was about.
    

    
      She watched Mia run out the front door towards the car that had pulled up, where she threw herself down on the ground, laying on her back. Her feet were positioned at the car door, head towards the house, as the car door opened. And out stepped Sally, Lindsey's mother. Right onto Mia's thin legs. Grace watched, her jaw open, as Sally walked her black wedges right up Mia's legs, onto her stomach. The big older woman paused to press her foot over Mia's left breast before placing her other foot on Mia's face. Right there, out in public, she dragged her shoe back and forth, Mia's tongue out, Sally using her as a human doormat. Grace barely held a cry, seeing a far bigger woman crushing tiny Mia. Grace felt sick seeing Mia's tongue collecting dirt from Sally's shoe soles. Injustice of the scene was unbearable.
    

    
      As Sally finally stepped off Mia, the young girl with tears in her eyes quickly handed her leash up to the grey-haired beast, getting onto all fours again and crawling after her as she headed to the house.
    

    
      "Hello, Grace," Sally smiled like nothing extraordinary happened before hugging her bikini-clad daughter.
    

    
      Sally had always hated Grace, because she felt Lindsey herself was the better woman. She couldn't stand that Grace was always the center of attention, and had always wished her daughter could find a way to emerge from Grace's shadow.
    

    
      Grace's legs turned into a jelly. Still feeling sick, she managed to utter just soft quiet "Good morning, Sally".
    

    
      Sally handed the leash to Lindsey, the three women heading back to the pool area, Mia crawling right next to Lindsey, constantly sobbing.
    

    
      Grace just couldn't take it anymore. What they had done to Mia was completely over the top. It gave her strength to put herself together partially, but her words didn't sound really intimidating.
    

    
      "You're a bitch, Lindsey. I'm leaving, and I'll make you pay for what you've done to Mia."
    

    
      But as Grace reached the back door to head back into the house, she heard a long, anguished cry from Mia. She turned to see BOTH Lindsey and Sally standing on her!
    

    
      Sally had her feet on Mia's stomach, while Lindsey had one foot on Mia's face, the other on her chest. Lindsey did a slow, sexy dance as she posed on Mia, swaying her hips provocatively, a big beautiful smile on her face.
    

    
      Grace's mind worked overtime. She felt responsible since it was her wedding and her best friend that had gotten Mia into this mess. She just had to save the skinny girl. Somehow...
    

    
      She stared at Lindsey's foot as the dancing blonde goddess twizzled it on Mia's face. At that moment, Grace remembered something she'd forgotten all about. That morning in the honeymoon suite when she'd woken up to see Lindsey's foot in her face. She remembered how Lindsey had sleepily extended her leg. The feeling came back to her... the silkiest skin she'd ever touched covering her face. She remembered the way she'd breathed it in, not able to bring herself to remove the 'sleeping' woman's foot, letting it rest there for seven or eight seconds that seemed like seven or eight minutes. Grace hadn't thought twice about it... But now, looking at that beautiful foot... Maybe there WAS a way to save Mia, or at least limit the pain she must be feeling under those two women.
    

    
      "This isn't fair," Grace said softly, her strength leaving her. "If you're both so intent on walking over someone... Lindsey... you can uh..." her last words came out as a whisper, "You can walk all over me instead."
    

    
      Little Mia found it hard not to smile. Grace was falling right into their trap. But she focused. She had to keep up her act, making Grace feel sorry for her.
    

    
      Lindsey also had to compose herself. She simply couldn't wait to have Grace at her feet... But she couldn't rush this. This was her opportunity to ensnare Grace in her web, and she needed to play her cards carefully.
    

    
      "Oh Grace," the blonde smiled, "I don't want to walk on you. You're not the one that still owes me a massive debt. I'm only walking all over little Mia because she's yet to pay me my money. She still owes me $350,000"
    

    
      Money? This was ALL about money?? Grace knew Mia would never be able to pay her debts. And so, the words tumbled from her mouth.
    

    
      "I'll pay her debt."
    

    
      Lindsey's eyes were sparkling. The great Grace was within her grasp.
    

    
      She finally stepped off Mia, strutting towards Grace.
    

    
      "Even you don't have $350,000 sitting around," she challenged.
    

    
      "True," Grace said, "But I could make a significant down payment."
    

    
      Lindsey circled her best friend, breasts heaving in her tiny bikini.
    

    
      "Open up your account. Let's see if we can make a deal."
    

    
      Grace's hand was shaking as she took out her phone and opened her banking app.
    

    
      Lindsey opened her hand, wiggling her fingers.
    

    
      "Hand it to me."
    

    
      Grace dropped her phone into her best friend's hand.
    

    
      "$230,000... Not a bad down payment," Lindsey smiled.
    

    
      "Oh, wait - no... I didn't mean I'd give you that much up front! That's everything I own."
    

    
      Lindsey smiled. A beautiful yet evil smile that made Grace feel uneasy.
    

    
      "Ok," Lindsey said, "I'll take $50,000 to start with. But to show me you're sincere about paying the rest over time, you're going to do something for me. Get down, on your knees, and kiss - my - feet."
    

    
      Grace felt she was losing control of the situation. Her friend seemed different... And Grace suddenly found herself not trusting Lindsey.
    

    
      But Lindsey was so close to winning, and she wasn't about to let the Queen Bee slip through her clutches. She raised her foot slightly, running it along Grace's calf, and Grace felt her body shudder. That memory of Lindsey's foot on her face was now right at the front of Grace's mind.
    

    
      "On your knees, Grace," the busty blonde said firmly but calmly.
    

    
      Grace was shaking a little as she began to lower herself. The slow descent to her knees had her eyes taking in every impossible curve on Lindsey's incredible body.
    

    
      "It's ok to tell me how beautiful I am," the bikini-clad blonde purred as Grace's knees hit the ground.
    

    
      Grace was simply overawed. The woman who she had considered the best friend all these years towered over her, her bikini body drawing unstoppable envy from her, her ego swelling as a result of her kneeling frenemy.
    

    
      "You're really beautiful, Lindsey," Grace breathed, blue eyes starting to tear up.
    

    
      Sally looked on. Was Grace going to do it? Was the high and mighty Queen Bee going to fall from grace by lowering her lips to Lindsey's feet? They both smirked as they got their answer.
    

    
      With her flawlessly manicured fingers on Lindsey's calves to steady herself, she ever so slowly bowed her head, bringing her full, pouty lips to the top of Lindsey's left foot.
    

    
      There was silence as her lips grazed the blonde's foot, Sally still casually standing on Mia's body and giving her daughter a look that said "Finish Her!"
    

    
      As Grace separated her lips from the top of Lindsey's left foot, Lindsey raised her right, bringing it down firmly on the back of Grace's head and pushing her lips right back into her left foot.
    

    
      "You stop kissing my foot when I say so."
    

    
      Grace bristled, preparing herself to move away from her best friend's feet and put an end to this. But her body wouldn't obey her mind. Lindsey was beautiful. Powerful. And her feet... Oh, how Grace hated to admit it... Her feet were simply irresistible.
    

    
      A sigh of defeat escaped Grace's lips as her soft little kiss morphed into a series of long, deep kisses, Grace's palms resting on the floor near blonde's feet like she's praying her God.
    

    
      With each kiss, Grace's resistance faded. Much to Lindsey's delight.
    

    
      As Grace lovingly worshipped Lindsey's feet, the blonde was slowly moving her with her big powerful legs, Grace's body offering no resistance as she found herself on her back. She looked up at the statuesque woman standing over her, breathing heavily, Lindsey still with Grace's phone in her hand.
    

    
      "Almost mine, Grace," Lindsey thought with a smirk. She slowly put her foot on Grace's face... Who didn't show slightest resistance, the blonde knew she had taken Grace's throne. It was time to make sure Grace would never recover.
    

    
      "Ughhhh," Grace cried as Lindsey stepped full weight on her face, moving to her breasts.
    

    
      The pain was incredible, the spell that Lindsey's pretty feet had on Grace broken.
    

    
      The brunette cried out, thrashing her legs, trying to throw Lindsey off of her.
    

    
      Sally was ready, stepping on both Grace's thighs, the woman pinned to the ground by the 4 feet of the bigger women.
    

    
      "Get the fuck off me, you bitches!" Grace screamed, her face twisted in agony while Lindsey smugly smiled down at her. She just walked on the gorgeous face of her mighty friend like it's some kind of stepping stone, something that was hard to imagine five minutes ago. And now she casually stands full weight on her bust. Feeling powerful as never before, Lindsey went for a kill.
    

    
      "Didn't you ever wonder why Mia slapped your husband at the ceremony?" she asked slyly.
    

    
      Grace cried out, her beautiful breasts beginning to give way under Lindsey's weight.
    

    
      "She caught me fucking him," Lindsey said proudly, "In the coat room just 10 minutes before your grand entrance."
    

    
      For a moment, Grace forgot her physical pain, emotional anguish taking over. Her best friend and her husband, 10 minutes before her wedding??
    

    
      "N...no... I don't believe that," she croaked.
    

    
      "It's true."
    

    
      Grace looked up to see little Mia looking down at her.
    

    
      "At the time, I was so upset that one of your bridesmaids would do that, and so upset at your husband, and so I just instinctively slapped him."
    

    
      Mia smiled at Lindsey.
    

    
      "But now, I realise the truth. I mean, look at you both. You're a beta bitch and she's a goddess, crushing you beneath her gorgeous feet."
    

    
      Lindsey blew her slave a kiss.
    

    
      "My breasts seduced your husband, Grace, and now my feet are destroying your breasts."
    

    
      At that moment, Grace's breasts completely gave way, the brunette screaming as her perky, full breasts succumbed to Lindsey. At the same time, Sally's wedges were hurting Grace's flesh mercilessly.
    

    
      "Shhh," Mia giggled, bringing her foot firmly to Grace's face, smothering her screams. The next moment Mia suddenly removed her foot from the defeated brunette's face and sheepishly looked at Lindsey.
    

    
      "My Mistress, I'm sorry, I should've asked you first whether I can step on your property..."
    

    
      Lindsey erupted into laughter, Grace appalled was at a loss of words. "No worries Mia. She's beyond you, you're my slave and she's... I haven't decided yet, something like a doormat. Anyway, you may freely walk on her."
    

    
      Lindsey gave Mia an assuring wink. With a smile, Mia raised her foot, then brought it down with a quick, sharp stomp onto the face of the woman who had been trying to save her.
    

    
      Grace was completely dazed by the foot stomp, unable to move even as Sally and Lindsey dismounted her. Crushed, stomped and emotionally assaulted, she was simply broken. But she wouldn't have much time to rest. Lindsey sat down with a thud on Grace's chest, bending her legs so the soles of her feet sandwiched Grace's gorgeous face.
    

    
      "I wasn't done with hubby after the coat room," she smirked.
    

    
      She kept pressing her toes into Grace's face as her soles pressed into Grace's cheeks as she delighted in telling her story.
    

    
      How she'd rubbed his cock with her foot while Grace had gone on and on with her speech about how great her friend was.
    

    
      How she'd played the victim to get Grace to invite her back to the honeymoon suite.
    

    
      How she'd gotten the bride drunk until she passed out.
    

    
      How she'd worn Grace's wedding lingerie and stomped all over her dress.
    

    
      How Grace's husband had been unable to resist, worshipping her feet, her legs, pleasuring her with his tongue while the bride slept.
    

    
      How they'd made love, the groom offering to leave his wife for Lindsey right there on his wedding night.
    

    
      "Oh, and that little graze of your face with my foot when you woke up? Yeah. That was just to give you a little taste, just to put the beauty of my feet into the back of your mind, ready for me to call upon at just the right time."
    

    
      Grace was crying now. Lindsey enjoyed feeling the sobbing face under her feet, no sign of regret in her eyes.
    

    
      "Now, back to business," Lindsey said, turning serious. "I'm taking your $220,000, Grace. Do you have a problem with that?"
    

    
      Grace had been comprehensively and completely played. Lindsey had had her husband. She'd caused irreparable damage to Grace's wonderful breasts. She'd had Grace lovingly making out with her feet. She'd turned Mia from a scared little girl to a strong, determined slave who would kill for her Mistress. Grace wouldn't and frankly couldn't fight her former best friend.
    

    
      "No Lindsey," she sobbed from beneath the foot on her face, and with a few presses on the phone, Lindsey stripped away her entire life savings.
    

    
      "Collar my bitch," Lindsey barked, her mother all too ready to snap a black collar matching Mia's around Grace's neck.
    

    
      Lindsay rose and harshly yanked the leash.
    

    
      "Crawl, slave."
    

    
      And so Lindsey and Sally headed toward the house. Lindsey had the biggest grin ever on her face as the newly broken Grace crawled behind her.
    

    
      "Your money is a good start, Grace," Lindsey laughed, "But it's not enough. I'm taking it all. Your husband. Your big, perfect house, your hot little car. And what's even sexier is - you're going to help me do it. You're going to lose everything you ever had to me - your Mistress."
    

    
      As Grace watched Lindsey's bikini-clad ass sway as she walked into the house, she knew her former best friend was right.
    

    
      "Yes, Mistress," she whispered.
    

    
      Epilogue: 12 months later.
    

    
      "You are simply THE most beautiful bride I have ever seen, Mistress," Mia purred, softly kissing Lindsey's hand. "And that engagement ring looks so much better on you than her." She followed up her hand kissing with a kiss on the ring that had once sparkled on Grace's finger.
    

    
      "Biiiitch, let's go, it's time to get started."
    

    
      It was Candace, Lindsey's little sister, and Mia ran over to her, singing "of course, Princess!".
    

    
      Part of Mia's role as Lindsey's slave was to make up with Candace after their altercation. Mia never did like Candace, but she was a slave and Candace a Princess, and she needed to treat her accordingly.
    

    
      Candace had the perfect punishment for Mia. Mia would be her 'wedding assistant'. Instead of creating weddings of elegance and beauty like she'd always dreamed, Mia would be creating Candace-style weddings full of alcohol, revealing outfits and promiscuity. And this particular wedding was definitely Candace-style!
    

    
      For starters, the bride's dress wasn't the stunning gown Grace had worn. It was a short white low cut dress which showed off all the blonde's hypnotically curvaceous features.
    

    
      Candace herself wore a little black number, long athletic legs drawing the attention of every man and woman who glanced at her.
    

    
      Guests were encouraged to come "stripper-tastic" - the sluttier the better - most complying with the bride's wishes.
    

    
      The red carpet was all laid out, and between the red carpet and the spot where the bride would meet her groom lay Grace - the only one conservatively dressed.
    

    
      She wore a red business pants, hiding her beautiful legs and matching red blouse without cleavage along with her black collar, waiting to be a part of the bride's red carpet.
    

    
      Many people were puzzled seeing a gorgeous woman serving as part of a carpet, but Sally never felt tired explaining yet to another couple of guests.
    

    
      "Grace is just proving to be a great friend! She felt Lindsey may feel a bit uncomfortable marrying her former husband and to make up for it she offered utmost support by paying for the whole wedding with her own money and being a part of bride's carpet. I know it sounds bizarre, but after some consideration me and Lindsey agreed to her request," Sally would shrug smiling.
    

    
      Mia stood at the front, calling the audience to attention, ready to start proceedings.
    

    
      "Introducing your marriage registrar," Mia said, "The sexy, stunning, incredible Princess Candace."
    

    
      Mia sunk to her knees as Candace made her entrance and started to speak. Mia started humbly kissing her feet.
    

    
      The audience didn't know where to look. At the entrance the bride would soon burst through? At the ex-wife of the groom in her red suit laying on the floor? At the erotic scene of Mia kissing the sexiest set of legs the guests had ever seen? Or at the groom who seemed like a shadow of that confident man he used to be before?
    

    
      With Grace as her broken slave, Lindsey had simply taken Steven apart. He'd dreamt longingly of Lindsey ever since his wedding day, when she had first seduced him. He never could get the blonde off his mind, and had been secretly in love with her right throughout his short marriage to Grace. When he saw what Lindsey had done to his wife, Steven was putty in Lindsey's hands. They'd dated for a short while - but Lindsey had plans for him. She'd enslave the love-sick man just as she had his wife. She'd take him for everything, including the house he and Grace had called home. By now, Lindsey was enjoying the company of a number of different men and women in Grace's marital bed with Steven's full blessing. Lindsay was his world, and her happiness was all that mattered.
    

    
      And here she was, smiling as she sauntered sexily down the aisle.
    

    
      Grace braced. She'd been instructed that "carpet doesn't make a sound, bitch".
    

    
      And so, she ensured she didn't yelp as the bride in her towering white heels, supported by one of her maids, began to walk up her legs, onto her stomach and then on her chest. Just for fun, the bridesmaid pierced her heel into Grace's hand, raising her pain to the highest level.
    

    
      Lindsey couldn't resist pausing with her foot on Grace's face, slipping the heel of her stiletto into Grace's mouth, the toe of the shoe on Grace's forehead.
    

    
      Once she finally stepped off, Grace knew her role. A quick kiss on each of Lindsey's feet before crawling to the front row, right where Sally was sitting. Grace sprawled along the row with her face near Sally's seat, who put off her shoes and planted sweaty feet on the face to cool down. The woman sitting beside Sally with amusement put her shoe clad feet on Grace's body.
    

    
      As the wedding proceeded, Sally ordered Grace to stretch out her tongue and rubbed her wrinkled foot on it, causing the woman beside to giggle.
    

    
      "Sally, isn't this Greg's and Monica's daughter diligently refreshing your feet? I think she is, but I'm not quite sure. Your feet covered almost the whole her face," the woman chuckled.
    

    
      "That's exactly her. That's a pity her parents haven't come. Their faces could have served as nice footrests too," both women burst into laughter.
    

    
      Finally, it was time for the vows. Candace grinned.
    

    
      "Do you, Steven, take Lindsey to be your lawfully wedded wife? To serve her every command as your mistress? To spend every minute of your existence serving her as her bitch?"
    

    
      "I do."
    

    
      "Do you, Lindsey, take Steven to be your lawfully wedded husband? To treat him like the pathetic loser with the talented tongue that he is? To emasculate him, and to take other men and women in front of him? To use him up and spit him out, making him nothing but your little bitch?"
    

    
      "I do!"
    

    
      "I now pronounce you man and wife, slave and mistress. You may kiss the bride."
    

    
      Steven crawled to Lindsey, kissing each of her feet as the crowd clapped.
    

    
      The reception was a total party, and Mia and Grace were to serve as waitresses. Their tops were removed. Grace was self-conscious of her breasts, they hadn't sat quite the same since Lindsey had destroyed them a year ago, but she forced a smile on her face as she and Mia served the bride and her guests.
    

    
      Finally, the party was over.
    

    
      "You invited me to your honeymoon suite on your wedding day, Grace. It's only fair I do the same to you."
    

    
      This was heaven for Lindsey. Steven, on his knees, began to strip Lindsey of her wedding dress as his ex-wife once again serving as furniture for her, this time as a shoe shelf having Lindsey's shoes on her chest and seeing the scene from the side. Lindsey wore Grace's wedding lingerie once more - and if Grace was honest, she had to admit that she could see why Steven had been unable to resist her in it on their wedding night.
    

    
      Soon, Lindsey was laying back, smiling.
    

    
      "Mmmmmm," she purred.
    

    
      Life was good. She'd taken everything from Grace and Steven. She had her subby hubby between her legs, his talented tongue working its magic, while once elegant and admirable Grace was reduced to a mere shelf for her shoes.
    

    
      "Such lucky slaves, aren't you?" she purred.
    

    
      Both replied together, but only Steven sounded happy.
    

    
      "Yes, Mistress."
    

    
      THE END
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