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The cold wind bit into Rose's exposed skin like a thousand tiny needles. The young Irish girl wanted nothing more than to tuck her pretty blonde hair into a woolly hat and pull a thick winter coat tightly around her. Unfortunately, she possessed neither; nor was she able to slip on a pair of gloves, a scarf, a jumper, or even so much as a pair of tights to help combat the chilly autumn night.

Instead, despite the plummeting temperature, she was clad only in a tiny pink mini-skirt, nine-inch stiletto heels and a top so small and tight across her enormous breasts, it may as well have just been a bra. This was the outfit her boss Evelyn, the woman who'd seduced and blackmailed her way into total control of Rose's life, had picked out for her to wear this evening. To Evelyn's credit she was right that it looked sexy as hell! It was just unfortunate for Rose that it also made her look like a cheap prostitute; and left her shivering as the cold soaked into her bones.

Rounding the corner, Rose felt her spirits raise as she spied the brightly illuminated sign of 'The Lounge Cocktail Bar'; her destination for the evening. God, she couldn't wait to get out of the cold. Of course, she knew whatever was waiting for her in that bar would be some kind of cruel humiliation, but these days her entire life was little more than a very long, degrading nightmare; at least in there it would be a warm one!

Three months had passed since during a company funded medical examination, the Nurse (suspiciously an old friend of Evelyn's) had diagnosed her with 'Repressed Homosexual Tendencies.' During that time her life, which had already been turned upside down by Evelyn's blackmail, had spiralled out of all control.

The Nurse had prescribed a vast range of treatments to help Rose embrace her sexuality and stop repressing her supposed lesbian fantasies, chief among which was to keep her heavily medicated with an incredibly powerful aphrodisiac, which not only vastly increased her libido, but made her body so sensitive to physical touch that even a gentle stroke of her arm could get her panties wet with desire. It meant that Rose lived in a state of pretty much permanent sexual arousal; no matter what was done to her, no matter how badly she was tormented or humiliated, she remained as horny as a bitch in heat.

Unfortunately for Rose, living life in a state-of perpetual arousal brought with it more problems than just endless sexual frustration. As she'd been warned during her diagnosis, the powerful aphrodisiac wreaked havoc on her brain chemistry; with a fog of unquenchable lust clouding her mind, each day she found it harder and harder to think for herself. 

Rose's once sharp intellect had completely deserted her, to the point she struggled to hold even the simplest conversations or grasp the most basic concepts; her favourite books and films, even those she'd enjoyed hundreds of times before, had suddenly become impossible for her to follow or understand. In the space of a few months she'd gone from a smart, capable young woman to a stupid bimbo unable to concentrate on anything other than her own sexual gratification, just as Evelyn had promised she would.

Another cornerstone of her treatment was to ensure the high self-esteem and personal pride that led to her feeling so ashamed of herself was stamped out of her completely. The best way to do this was apparently to make sure Rose was subjected to a life of complete and utter degradation; humiliated and abused at every opportunity until she would embrace her desires no matter how shameful or perverted they may seem. For this Evelyn had enlisted the help of the other girls in the office, who needed little convincing to help make Rose's life as miserable as possible.

Since that day, alongside her role as Evelyn's household servant and living sex doll out of work, she had spent her hours in the office as little more than a toy for her colleagues to play with for their own amusement. Whereas work used to be her one refuge from a life of torment at Evelyn's hands, now it was little more than an eight-hour period of organised abuse.

Every torment that had been discussed during Rose's examination had come to pass. A huge portion of her time at work was now spent tenderly rubbing, sniffing and kissing her colleagues' feet. She spent more time with those feet than she had any lover. Amber in particular seemed to enjoy this; the excitable nineteen-year-old had developed a real love for the sight of her former friend knelt beneath her desk, sucking delicately on her toes or deeply sniffing her sweaty socks.

Her colleague Jess, a woman with the look of a rock-chick and the heart of a playground bully, also enjoyed having her feet worshipped, though appeared to get more of a kick out of treating Rose like an inanimate object. Sometimes she'd be a foot stool, others Jess's personal drinks holder, but more often than that not her role was that of a human ashtray. At a click of the mean-girl's fingers, Rose would be expected to kneel by her side, mouth open and tongue out ready to receive her ash. 

Jess would leisurely drag on her cigarette, inhaling the thick smoke and blowing it in Rose's face, before casually flicking the bitter ash into her open mouth. Once the cigarette had been smoked out of existence, Jess would lean in, spit a wad of saliva onto Rose's tongue and use it to stub out the smouldering tip, before laughing as she forced Rose to chew and swallow the foul-tasting butt. 

As the architect of her misery, Evelyn was relishing every aspect of Rose's humiliation, though none more so than her almost constant sexual abuse. She had made it clear to the girls early on that Rose's body was theirs to use however they desired; at any given moment all they'd have to do is force her pretty little head between their legs, and Rose would have no choice but to service them with her tongue.  All of the women in the office took advantage of this regularly, but no one did so more often, or with as much vigour as Evelyn. Barely a day would pass without Rose spending at least an hour with her head up her boss's skirt, thick thighs wrapped around her head and her mouth buried in the older woman's pussy.

Though sniffing socks, sucking toes and licking pussy took up much of Rose's time, the other women still managed to find plenty of opportunities to further her humiliation. They'd tie her in bondage for hours at a time, spank her bottom or torture her nipples for their own amusement, make her sit for hours watching the most depraved pornography imaginable; anything they could dream of that might make Rose's life miserable, they would enact without hesitation. 

All this of course was sandwiched between doing her actual work, which since she was now too stupid to do anything which required thought, now consisted of menial tasks like making coffee, heavy lifting and general cleaning around the office. It was a far cry from the role and lifestyle of a high-flying journalist Rose had imagined when she flew over from Ireland to make her name in the big city.

Though it had to be said, regardless of the misery heaped on her by the constant drugging, humiliation and sexual abuse, by far the worst aspect of Rose's 'treatment' was the hormone therapy. Small white pills she was made to swallow twice a day, that through somehow altering her fat distribution, had caused her body to change beyond all recognition.

Within a few days of taking that first pill, Rose had noticed her bra felt a little tight; within a week it was practically bursting at the seams as it struggled to stop her rapidly expanding breasts from spilling out. Now her once pleasant, perky breasts had more than doubled in size, leaving her with a pair of enormous bouncing monsters clinging to her chest. She'd had to throw out every bra she owned twice now to accommodate her huge new bosoms, yet still their worrying growth showed no sign of slowing down.

Rose soon realised the growth wasn't exclusive to her breasts either. Not long after her first upgrade to C cups, she noticed a slight but definite swelling of her buttocks. She'd always been quite slender, but as she looked at her reflection in the bathroom mirror, she couldn't help but think her bum looked strangely round and peachy. Then as the days and weeks rolled by, there was little doubt about it; her ass too was growing at a rate of knots. Her butt cheeks had ballooned into two huge mounds of flesh that jiggled with every step she took, and swallowed even her largest panties as though they were a thong.

The blackmail, drugging and humiliation were horrendous torments in their own right, but it was these changes being made to her body that truly broke Rose's spirit. It was devastating to stare into the mirror and barely recognise the big-titted, fat arsed freak looking back at her. Some nights she'd cry herself to sleep; terrified by the way these cruel women were making permanent alterations to her body, seemingly for their own amusement. Worst of all, if Nurse Scott was to be believed, her tits and ass were yet to reach even half their final size! God, what kind of monster was she going to become?

Rose shook her head. It was best not to think for too long on such depressing notions; hell, these days it was easier not to think about anything at all. She would just have to keep pushing through, and hope at some point she could find a way out. Until then, it was best to just focus on whatever tiny positives she could; such as the fact she'd reached her destination, and could at least get out of the bitter night air.

The warm glow of the trendy cocktail bar enveloped her as she pushed her way through the door and stepped inside. Despite everything, Rose felt her mood lift as she surveyed the bustling bar. She was out of the cold, and spending an evening doing something other than scrubbing Evelyn's floors on her hands and knees. Sure, her slutty attire was attracting more than one lecherous look from the bar's male clientele, but compared to her usual humiliation this was a walk in the park.

"Over here darling!"

Evelyn's well spoken English accent cut through the hum of conversation and drew Rose's attention to a corner booth, in which her three colleagues sat with drinks in hand and mischievous grins on their lips. Each of them was immaculately presented; done up to the nines and looking beautiful in dresses tight enough to display their best assets, but that covered enough flesh to just about remain respectable. Trying to ignore how cheap and tasteless she looked in comparison, Rose hurried across and slid down beside Amber, into the only vacant seat remaining.

"Hi," Rose squeaked, grimacing at the horribly high tone she'd found creeping into her voice since she began inhaling harsh, medicinal fumes on a daily basis.

"Hey hun! Excited for your big night?" Amber asked excitedly, slapping a hand onto Rose's knee and giving it a friendly squeeze. 

Wait, what did she mean 'your big night?', was the first thought that flashed through Rose's head, though with Amber's hand still resting on her bare leg, creeping almost imperceptibly up her thigh, it wasn't a question she was able to focus on for long.

"I-I erm, sorry what..." 

Rose was interrupted by the arrival of a handsome young waiter. Tall, muscular and olive skinned, he was exactly the kind of man that would once have sent her heart fluttering; it should be him that had her hot under the collar, Rose thought with despair, not the wandering hands of a nineteen year old girl!

"Good evening madam," the man smiled politely. "Would you like to browse our cocktail menu?"

Stammering her agreement, Rose took and opened the leather bound menu, then felt panic swell within her as she tried to take in the dizzying array of options on offer. There were so many strange sounding drinks and ingredients; and though she'd been drinking cocktails for years, for the life of her, she couldn't remember what she liked. Oh God, how had her wits deserted her to the point she couldn't even understand a cocktail menu for Christ sake?!

"Oh darling are you struggling?" Evelyn asked, her voice dripping with condescension. "Would it be easier if I just ordered for you? I know how hard you find it making decisions for yourself."

Though her cheeks burned red at the woman's patronising tone, Rose knew she was getting nowhere by herself, and gratefully nodded in acceptance.

"No problem," Evelyn looked up and smiled at the waiter. "She'll have a Long Island Iced Tea, with triple measures of every spirit, and a shot of absinthe thrown in for good measure. But hold the ice, she can just drink it warm."

If the waiter was at all surprised at such a strong drink order, he hid it well, nodding and striding across to the bar with a professional haste. He returned a few moments later and presented Rose with a tall glass of lukewarm brown liquid. It paled in comparison to the other women's colourful, vibrant concoctions, all of which were adorned with large cubes of ice and slices of fresh fruit; though given no-one had yet spat in it, Rose supposed it was a step up for her usual office beverages.

"Well, here's to a night out none of us will ever forget," Jess raised her glass with a wolfish grin.

"Oh I'll drink to that, " Evelyn said knowingly, as she and Amber raised their glasses in unison 

Timidly, Rose brought her glass up to the others and the four of them clinked together to toast what would apparently be an 'unforgettable' night. If Rose had been paying attention, she might have noticed the sly glances the others shot each other across the table, but instead was a little preoccupied by the river of fire that her supercharged cocktail had set in her throat. God, she gagged, it was like drinking bloody petrol!

For the next thirty minutes or so, Rose sat sipping on her disgusting cocktail as the women around her laughed and merrily chatted away. However as the potent alcohol began to take effect, she felt herself begin to relax and for possibly the first time since her ordeal began, actually enjoy herself. 

Sure, in her current state she struggled to meaningfully contribute to the discussion (by the time she could think of anything to say, the conversation had long moved on), but here she was sitting with these women as though they were equals. Perhaps the worst of her troubles were over, she allowed herself to dream; perhaps over these last weeks of suffering she'd proved that she could embrace her apparent lesbian desires, and would be able to return to a life that somewhat resembled normality. For the first time in months Rose had a smile on her face; though a looming presence at her shoulder soon wiped it clean off.

"Hey girls!" a shrill, familiar voice called out excitedly.

A look of horror etched on her face, Rose turned her head only to have her worst fears confirmed. Behind her stood the platinum blonde barbie doll that had ruined her career, stolen her boyfriend and was ultimately responsible for the mess she found herself in today.

"Rose, sweetie, you look gorgeous!" Jennifer whooped. "I bet there's not a man or woman in this bar that doesn't want to drag you into a dark corner and fuck your brains out!"

"I-I-I- uh, t-thanks I erm..."

Rose was utterly lost for words. What on earth was that woman doing here? She may have had to spend every Sunday out shopping with her, but the harlot had never crossed over into her workplace! They were two worlds Rose had very much hoped to keep separate, yet as seemed to be her luck, fate apparently had other ideas.

"Come on Rose, aren't you going to introduce your friend?" Evelyn asked mockingly. "Ladies, I'd like you to meet Jennifer. You remember, the old friend of Rose's I was telling you about."

"Oh yes, I remember hearing all about that," Jess smiled knowingly. "So lovely to finally meet you."

Dumbfounded Rose stared around the table; even in her current feeble state of mind, she could tell this was a set up. She had no idea why Evelyn had contrived to bring Jennifer into their little group, but she was certain no good could come of it.

"Well don't just sit there Rose," Evelyn tutted. "Scoot along and make some room for your friend."

"B-but," Rose looked in confusion at the tightly packed four person booth. "There's no room."

"Of course there's room!" Evelyn gave an exaggerated roll of the eyes, as though she couldn't believe Rose was being so stupid. "You'll just have to sit on the floor."

"T-the floor?"

"Yes, just under the table here; it's dark and hidden, and you'll be right beside our feet. You'll love it down there!"

"I erm, well I..." Rose thought frantically through her clouded mind for a way out. "W-what about my drink?"

She gestured pleadingly to the half full cocktail glass. It was a poor attempt, but best she could muster on the spot.

"Oh yeah, you wouldn't want to spill it would you?" Jennifer conceded. "Here, let me help you out."

Before Rose knew what was happening, the woman she despised more than any other reached across her shoulders, brought the glass to her lips and tipped until it was practically upright. The harsh liquid spilled down her cheeks and flooded her mouth, burning as it hit the back of her throat; she coughed loudly and would have sprayed the vile cocktail from her mouth, if Jennifer hadn't already clamped her hand across it.

"Ummmmh!" Rose moaned into the damp palm of her nemesis, squirming as she felt the potent spirit trickle down her neck.

"Ah ah, no breathing until you've finished your drink," Jennifer giggled.

Utilising every ounce of self control she possessed, Rose slowly forced herself to swallow the harsh liquid, wincing as it burned her throat on the way down. 

Glug, glug, glug

The moment Jennifer relinquished her grasp Rose heaved, coughing and spluttering like she'd just been pulled from the ocean.

"Oh look, you've spilled it everywhere you clumsy little slut," Jennifer laughed, reaching down and rubbing the spilled liquid across her chest and into her exposed cleavage.

Rose flushed with shame as Jennifer's groping of her breasts stirred an undeniable tingle of desire in her loins.

"There you go, no more silly worries to stop you taking your rightful pace on the floor now is there?"

Though she looked frantically around the table for support, there was none to be found. Her three companions looked expectantly at her, as if it were a foregone conclusion she'd be moving under the table and the notion she wouldn't want to hadn't even occurred to them.

Sighing and letting go of any trace of dignity she might have remaining, Rose reluctantly slid her enormous bottom forwards, clambered awkwardly down into the cramped space beneath the table and did her best to settle between the legs of her colleagues. She tried to ignore the worm of despair wriggling away in her stomach as she took into her new surroundings. Though the bar had been immaculate, it was clear this seldom seen spot hadn't been cleaned in some time. Dried chewing gum adorned the tabletop above her head, and the smell of stale booze filled the dark, dingy space around her. With her tiny mini-skirt riding up her ass, she could feel the unwashed, sticky floorboards clinging uncomfortably to her thick buttocks.

What tiny space Rose had shrunk even further as Jennifer took the booth's final seat. Four pairs of deliciously smooth legs now pressed on her from all sides; she couldn't so much as shift her position without rubbing up against one of their calves or nuzzling her head into someone's thigh.

"That's better," Jennifer sighed contentedly, then peered down beneath the rim of the table with amusement sparkling in her eyes. "Comfy?"

"I'm uh, I'm..." Rose swallowed nervously, her head swimming from the powerful cocktail. "I'm alright..."

"Good. You actually look quite sweet sat on the floor like a sad little puppy," Jennifer grinned. "Speaking of which, I've been wearing these shoes all day and the soles are absolutely filthy. Since you're down there anyway, you'd really be helping me out if you could just give them a lick clean."

Jennifer crossed her legs so that one stiletto clad foot dangled a few inches from Rose's face; close enough that even in the dark conditions the crust of dirt and muck that had accumulated across its white sole was obvious to see.

"W-what? Here?" Rose stammered, fear clutching at her chest.

As used to humiliation as she may be, the thought of having to lick Jennifer's shoes in a public restaurant was mortifying! 

"Come now, where are your manners?" Evelyn asked sternly. "Jennifer's our guest, she's come all the way here to spend some time with you, so I think doing her this little favour is really the least you can do."

It was hard to believe that just a few minutes ago Rose felt able to dream that her torment might come to an end. Now that positivity had evaporated, as she found herself on the brink of yet another personal low point. Cleaning mud from the shoes of a woman she despised with her tongue, just feet away from the prying eyes of a restaurant full of strangers.

Yet what could she do? Evelyn could ruin her with the click of a button. Knowing she had no choice in the matter, Rose closed her eyes, unfurled her tongue and like an obedient dog, began to gently lick the filthy sole of Jennifer's shoe.

"There you go, that's better isn't it? Life's so much easier when you just do as you're told," Evelyn spoke almost kindly, reaching down and patronisingly patting Rose on the head.

"That's it, don't be shy, really get that tongue in there," Jennifer encouraged, pressing her shoe down on the probing tongue. "I've got to say I'm really glad to see you've finally found your place in life. You were never cut out for a career like mine."

A familiar, simmering hatred boiled away in Rose's heart. Not content with taking everything from her, Jennifer never missed a chance to rub it in her face. Rose was smarter and had worked harder than Jennifer on every day of that internship; yet somehow the cruel woman was living the life she'd always dreamed of, while Rose was down here licking the dirt from her shoes.

"Oh yeah," Amber interjected. "You used to work with Rose at the magazine right?"

"That's right, we were on the same internship. You wouldn't believe what a stuck up little bitch she used to be! Thought she was so much better than the rest of us. At least, she did until I brought her down a peg or two," Jennifer smirked.

Rose shuddered with revulsion as clumps of ground in dirt came away against her tongue.

"Yeah I hear you put her in her place," Jess smiled, casually sipping her martini. "Didn't you like, steal her job or something?"

"Well... yeah I suppose I did!" Jennifer giggled. "But I mean just look at her..."

All four women shifted their gaze down and grinned at the sight of Rose still hunched, lapping pathetically Jennifer's dirty soles.

"Can you imagine that little boot-licker as a successful journalist?"

A single sad tear leaked down Rose's face as a chorus of laughter sounded above her.

"Oh God no!" Amber practically shrieked in amusement. "I mean, she can barely sniff my sweaty gym-shoes without touching herself!"

"I know right! She's actually really lucky I saved her from that, she'd have never coped with a proper job," Jennifer chuckled, before tilting her foot and looking down with distaste. "Oh honey, make sure you pay attention, you're totally missing my heel."

"S-sorry," Rose sobbed, taking the sharp, 6 inch heel in her mouth and sucking it like a lover's cock.

"Stupid slut can't even lick a shoe clean," Evelyn shook her head in exasperation. "Yes, I think Rose has a lot to thank you for; why, without you she'd probably still be living a lie. Trapped in a relationship with some big, muscular man, not kissing women's feet or sniffing ladies bottoms like the horny little lesbian we know she is."

The whole table nodded and murmured in agreement.

"Hmm yes, I think a bit of gratitude is in order. Go on Rose, thank your friend for everything she's done for you."

"T-thank you Jennifer," Rose stammered through a mouthful of shoe. It was hard to tell which was more devastating, being made to thank someone for ruining her life, or the fact she was practically deep-throating the woman's heel as she did so.

"Aww you're welcome sweetie!" Jennifer cooed; crossing her legs so that her other, if anything dirtier, stiletto took the place of the first. "Now don't forget the other foot."

As Rose busied herself licking the sole Jennifer's second shoe, the conversation above her continued as if she weren't there. The other women perused the cocktail menu, ordered another round and enthusiastically compared their chosen drinks, laughing together as they recalled previous drunken escapades; all the while paying Rose no mind, as if her sitting beneath the table licking dirty shoes was a totally normal, unremarkable part of the evening.

Eventually Jennifer pulled her feet away, and Rose was finally able to give her tongue a break. She grimaced and smacked her lips in a futile attempt to get the vile taste of street filth out of her mouth, but it was no use. Noticing this, Evelyn looked down in amusement.

"Rose darling, if you'd like a drink you only need to ask."

"Oh, er, yes please," Rose said nervously.

"No problem, we were about to order another round anyway."

Evelyn lifted the dregs of her cosmopolitan to her lips and tipped the contents of the glass into her mouth, before swilling it around and spitting it back into the glass.

"There you go, drink up," she laughed as she offered Rose the murky, backwashed liquid; now probably more saliva than booze.

Knowing she had little choice in the matter, Rose did her best to swallow her revulsion and appear grateful as she brought her lips to the glass and forced the drink down. To her shame, part of her actually felt grateful for the gesture. Disgusting as it was, the spit filled cocktail was undoubtedly an improvement on the bottom of Jennifer's shoes! She shook her head; how low had she sunk that she could possibly be thankful for being made to drink spit?

"T-thank you," she sniffled quietly.

"You're very welcome my dear," Evelyn grinned. "And that's not all... I actually have a little surprise for you."

"You do?" Rose asked nervously.

"Oh yes, I think you're going to rather like it," Evelyn reached down, slipped off her bright red designer heels and held her bare foot out to Rose's face, wiggling her toes impishly. "Why don't you give my feet a little sniff and see what you think?"

Filled with a sense of dread but too frightened to resist, Rose pressed her nose between two of Evelyn's toes and inhaled deeply. Instantly she knew something was different; the usual musky, sweaty smell of feet was very much present, but there was definitely some else... something familiar... something almost medicinal.

Alarm bells rang in her head as Rose realised what this was. Her initial suspicions were quickly confirmed as she felt a familiar warmth spread through her chest and morph into a tingling pleasure that crackled through every inch of her body. Her breathing became ragged as the insatiable lust that now lived within her bubbled up to the surface and consumed her every thought. As Rose looked up and met Evelyn's eyes, the women shared a knowing look."

"Yes, you can feel it can't you?" Evelyn brushed her big toe sensually against Rose's cheek. "You see, I was speaking to my friend Nurse Scott the other day, you remember Nurse Scott don't you?"

"Y-yeah," Rose replied dreamily, her eyes transfixed on Evelyn's sweaty foot.

"Of course you do, you did seem to rather enjoy having your nose pushed up her big, round bottom didn't you," Evelyn chuckled. "Well you see, Nurse Scott was telling me all about this technique they've developed which has allowed them to distil special medication like yours into a handy body cream."

"B-body cream?"

Unable to help herself, Rose leaned forwards and took another great sniff of Evelyn's foot.

"That's right! Now I believe it's designed for small amounts to be rubbed into the face and gently inhaled over a long period of time, but I couldn't help but wonder if we might be able to up the dosage and use it a little more creatively that that; and I'm delighted the say that Nurse Scott agreed."

"Uhmm hmmm," Rose mumbled an incomprehensible reply into Evelyn's wrinkled sole.

"So, what we've done is created this high-strength body cream which is just oozing with your special medication. I've been rubbing it into my feet all week, so they're positively soaked in the stuff. Of course, it only works over a short distance, but with you spending so much time grovelling at my feet, I'm sure it will work wonders on you."

"Wow, that's amazing!" Jess nodded with approval. "So your feet are like her medicine now?"

"Well she'll still be taking her usual doses of course, but yes my feet will be a fun way to make sure the slut's as heavily medicated as possible. Why, before long I imagine she'll be so horny she won't even remember her name!"

Some tiny part of Rose's brain must have clung on to its sanity, as the frightened girl moaned fearfully into her boss's foot.

"Oh hush down there you," Evelyn chided. "Why don't you just lie down and enjoy my feet like a good little bimbo."

Though the poor girl was terrified and smarting with humiliation, the powerful drugs consumed her mind with a desire that pushed all thoughts of self-preservation away. She obediently shuffled backward until she lay prone with her back against the sticky floor, and shuddered with arousal as Evelyn's foot came to rest across her face.

"Aww look how happy she is with your foot covering her nose like that," Amber cooed, kicking off her own heels before placing one foot across Rose's forehead and resting the other against one of her humongous breasts.

Again Rose couldn't help but let out a gasp of arousal, which of course to the other women was red rag to a bull. Sharing a sly glance, they quickly followed suit; with Jess slapping one foot on the breast across from Amber's and one on Rose's soft belly, while Jennifer pushed both of hers between the poor girl's girls so that cold soles pressed against her pussy. Smiling at the others' enthusiasm, Evelyn lifted her free leg and firmly planted it at the centre of Rose's chest, pinning her helplessly to the floor.

With lungfuls of medicinal fumes being inhaled with each breath against Evelyn's foot, Rose felt herself slip away; finally losing all control and allowing the desire to swallow her entirely. She was led on a sticky floor and staring up at a table encrusted with filth with her scantily clad body utterly covered by women's feet; yet at that moment there was nowhere else on Earth she'd rather be!

"Yes she does look rather content, doesn't she?" Evelyn chuckled. "Which is good, because rubbing that lotion into our feet will become one of her daily tasks from now on. I trust there won't be any objections?"

"N-nooo..." Rose replied dreamily. So many beautiful feet... how could she object?

"Good girl. Now we're going to order another round, you just lie there quietly and enjoy our feet like the horny little bimbo you are."

Rose didn't need telling twice. With drugs coursing through her veins and a wetness growing between her legs, the young Irish girl surrendered to animalistic desire, and stared with wonder at the world of feet into which she'd sunk. Above her conversation flowed and the night continued, yet there was only room in her head for thoughts of painted toes, wrinkled soles and the pungent smell of sweaty feet.

The rest of the evening passed as a complete blur. 

The waiter appeared with a tray of drinks, which the women eagerly took and toasted to the perfect evening.

Rose puckered her lips and kissed Evelyn's heel like a long lost lover.

Jess fondly reminisced about a girl she used to bully in school, as the others eagerly listened on.

Rose sucked greedily as Amber slipped a toe between her lips.

The women laughed as Evelyn described how easily she first seduced Rose.

Rose groaned as Jess and Amber began to pinch and squeeze her nipples between their toes.

Jennifer babbled excitedly about the celebrities she met at a recent fashion shoot

Rose felt sparks fly to every corner of her body as Jennifer gently ground the arch of one foot against her clit, while sliding the other between her huge round buttocks.

This whirlwind of feet went on and on for what felt like hours. The frenzy threatened to overwhelm her. It was impossible to tell whose toe she was sucking or whose sweaty scent filled her nostrils. All she could do was keep kissing, licking and sniffing anything that came her way; eyes rolling in her head as toes pinched her nipples and buried their way deeper and deeper between her legs.

Eventually the spell was broken as one by one, the feet reluctantly lifted away and slunk back into their designer shoes. Rose was left in a daze, lying on her back like a beached whale as her head spun and some part of her cried out for more feet. God, she thought bleakly, how had her life come to this?

"Oh my God that is so fucking funny," Amber giggled as the women looked down in amusement. "I can't believe she's so obsessed with our feet! It's kind of cute but like, there must be something seriously wrong with her."

"Oh absolutely, you can't look at her as a normal person like you and I. She's just lucky we managed to uncover her perversions and help her to manage them before she did anything stupid like build herself a normal life," Evelyn agreed. "Now ladies, as fun as this has been, I feel we should move on to somewhere slightly less respectable before the little slut's moans cause even more of a scene."

As the women clambered over her prone form to exit the booth, Rose found herself struck with a sudden bolt of fear. What did Evelyn mean, cause a scene? How loudly had she been moaning? In all honesty she'd been so lost in the moment it was hard to remember, she'd practically forgotten she was in public! Could anyone else have heard her?

Tentatively, Rose shuffled along the sticky floorboards and dragged herself from beneath the booth like a rat emerging from the gutter. A quick glance around the bar made it clear she was getting some odd looks from her fellow patrons; though she supposed it was to be expected given she had clearly been sitting under a table. Oh God, had they all just heard her orgasmiclly moaning to her companions feet? Utterly mortified at the prospect, Rose's cheeks flushed red with shame; she fixed her eyes to the floor, marching through the busy bar and out the door as fast as her legs would carry her.

Stepping back into the cold night air was like walking into a freezer, though Rose couldn't help but think it was a small price to pay to escape the judgemental stares she'd left behind. Looking up, she noticed that the other women had clad themselves in warm coats they must have collected from the cloakroom as they left and couldn't help but despair at the injustice of it all. Trying to ignore the pang of jealousy she felt in her chest, Rose wrapped her arms across her large bosoms, dug her hands into her exposed pits and, shivering in the bitter darkness, did her best to ward off the chill.

For ten unbearable minutes, Rose trudged with chattering teeth after the group of tipsy, giggling women, hoping fruitlessly each time they passed a bar that it might be their destination. To her surprise, when they finally stopped their relentless march through the cold, they stopped not at a bar, pub or indeed any drinking establishment, but instead a small commercial building devoid of any life at all. It was hard to make out in the gloom, but it looked like some kind of hair or nail salon that had closed for the evening.

"Right ladies," Evelyn announced with an exaggerated clap, her smile merry with drink. "Now we will shortly be arriving at our final destination where we can really let our hair down, but first, Jess has arranged a lovely little surprise for us."

"I certainly have," Jess grinned, slipping a set of keys from her pockets and working them into the lock of the building's sturdy metal door. "I'd like to invite you all to enjoy an evening in the Devil's Playground..."

Jess turned the keys, pulled the door open and flicked a switch which illuminated a sight straight out of Rose's nightmares. The numerous depictions of flaming skulls, demonic creatures and occult imagery alone were unnerving to say the least; but what really struck fear in her heart was the sign above their their heads, which read in blood red letters:

"The Devil's Playground Tattoo Parlour."

"Oh. My. God!" Amber squealed, bringing her hands to her mouth with glee. "This place is so fucking cool!"

"I know right, my cousin runs the place" Jess explained as she ushered them inside. "I was telling her all about the fun we've been having at work lately and she said if we ever wanted a change of scenery, this place is ours whenever we want it."

"And it was when Jess mentioned this little conversation to me last week, that I had the idea of our girls night out," Evelyn interjected.

"Yep, and now here we are," Jess said as she slammed the solid metal door shut behind them. "All she wanted for payment was some naked photos of Rose so she can see what all the fuss is about!"

"Oh I have no doubt the little slut would be happy to oblige," Jennifer laughed.

"Yeah that's what I figured. Now come on  girl's, make yourself comfortable."

Though she was back in the warm, ice still ran through Rose's veins. As the others stripped off their coats and examined the parlour with interest, Rose's eyes darted around the room fearfully. What were they doing here? There was one explanation, but that was madness... surely they wouldn't..."

"Alright, let's get this party started shall we?" Evelyn turned her mischievous eyes to Rose and motioned to a padded leather bench. "Come on darling, get those clothes off and your sexy little bottom up here."

"W-what?" Rose gulped. "I-I don't understand."

"Ugh I will literally never get over how stupid she is," Jennifer rolled her eyes.

"Oh Rose you silly girl, don't you see? We're here for you," Evelyn explained as if talking to a child. "Remember how Nurse Scott said we need to objectify you? To make you feel like a walking sex doll? Well, we're going to make a few little modifications to your body that will really help you with that."

"M-modifications?" Rose stammered, her heart thudding in her chest. "N-no please, y-you can't..."

The voice in the back of Rose's head that for so many weeks had been drowned out by a flood of drugs and hormone therapy suddenly found a new strength, and screamed at her to turn and run for the door. Fuck the Nurse's orders and fuck Evelyn's blackmail; she could release that video and ruin her life if wanted, but anything was better than this! Making permanent alterations to her body? That was madness! It was abuse! Damn the consequences, she had to get out, and she had to do it now.

Yet whether it was because of her medication or the sheer terror coursing through her bones, something kept Rose rooted right where she was. As Evelyn stalked towards her like a leopard, her eyes sparking with a menace that almost dared her to resist, the frightened girl merely stared with her body trembling uncontrollably.

"Hey... I know you're scared, but this needs to happen," Evelyn sympathised. "Don't worry, I'll make it all real easy for you."

Reaching into the small, leather handbag at her waist, Evelyn produced a familiar brown vial of liquid and a bundle of white material. Rose flinched as her cruel tormentor sidled up behind her so closely that she could feel the older woman's crotch gently rub against her enormous buttocks; though she made no attempt to move away. Strong arms enveloped her as Evelyn brought the bottle and bundle together below her face, tipping until the white material became soaked with powerful medication. Up close she saw that it wasn't just a handful of white cloth, but a pair of what looked like very well worn panties!

"Now ladies remember what Nurse Scott told us," Evelyn addressed the room. "With mental conditioning of this severity there are always going to be wobbles as the patient adjusts. And what did the Nurse say was always the best way to combat this?"

"More drugs!" Jess and Amber parroted back eagerly.

"That's right," Evelyn beamed. "More drugs... So come on darling, take a nice deep sniff of my panties, and I promise you'll soon see this is all for the best."

"I-I-I-," Rose blabbered, the last remnants of her self preservation trying desperately to resist. Yet it was to no avail, as the moment Evelyn clamped those wet panties over her nose, she instinctively inhaled, and felt any fleeting resistance melt away as the aphrodisiac smothered her in its warm embrace.

"That's it, good girl... keep sniffing those panties."

Rose's eyes rolled to the back of her head and her body practically collapsed into Evelyn's arms, overwhelmed by pleasure. Wait, hadn't she been terrified just a minute ago? She felt like she had, but for the life of her couldn't remember why. Oh well, it didn't matter anyway, not anymore. All that mattered were the panties against her nose, and how good she felt when she sniffed them.

"Do you see now my darling? Do you understand?" Evelyn breathed sensually into her ear. "Your body doesn't belong to you anymore, it belongs to us, and we're going to do whatever we want to it."

"Mmmmm," Rose moaned, nodding dreamily in agreement.

"Good girl."

The drug soaked panties were lifted away and Rose felt a possessive arm wrap itself around her waist, guiding her back to the other women, who watched with hungry eyes as she was helped up onto the bench.

"Now as I was saying, let's get those clothes off shall we?" Evelyn asked gently, giving Rose's leg a playful squeeze that had the young girl gasping with desire.

What scant clothing Rose had been allowed to wear was soon stripped away. The tiny mini-skirt was pulled down her legs, shirt whipped off over her head and stilettos slipped from her feet; though there was no need to remove any underwear, since that wasn't something she'd been permitted to wear in the first place. The scared, dazed girl was soon left sat naked, somehow feeling more exposed and vulnerable than ever.

"Alright now there's plenty of fun ways we're going to be decorating your body," Evelyn explained. "But I think we're going to start by getting some ink into that pale, pasty skin of yours."

"I-ink?"

"Well we are in a tattoo parlour after all," Evelyn chuckled. "Yes, I think a little tramp stamp above your bottom will do nicely."

"I've been working on a design for the last few days that I think will really suit you," Jess said with a knowing grin. 

Rose watched wide-eyed as Jess prepared the tattoo gun, her focus particularly captivated by the wicked looking needle at its tip. She'd never been more terrified in all her life; though with her mind clouded by drugs and sexual desire, she could no more stand up to these women than she could control the weather. It was easier to just surrender to drug's alluring pull; staring at Evelyn's thick, muscular legs or admiring the way Jennifer's skin-tight white dress clung to her body's curves, and letting the arousal slowly wash the fear away.

"Hey, how are you doing?" Amber asked sincerely, stepping forward and gently taking Rose's hand. "You look a little scared."

"I-I guess I am a bit," Rose admitted.

"Aww sweetie that's okay, maybe I can help take your mind off things."

The pretty nineteen year old slid her free hand onto Rose's knee, pushed her legs apart and stepped confidently between them. Any objections to being permanently tattooed evaporated as the intimate presence of her beautiful young friend brought a swell of arousal to Rose's chest.

"Maybe if you take your tattoo like a good girl, you might get a little reward," Amber whispered sensually, leaning in so close Rose could feel her hot breath against her lips.

"O-okay..." Rose stuttered, all thoughts now utterly consumed by the sight of Amber's ruby red lips so agonisingly close to her own.

A jarring buzzing sound cut the air behind her as Jess fired up the tattoo gun. Rose let out a gasp of fear, but her whimpering was quietened as Amber raised a quick finger to her lips.

"Shhh, just let it happen. Focus on me... nothing matters but how good this feels."

Amber let her finger fall and brought her head in those last few tantalising inches, locking their lips together in a delicate kiss. Too overwhelmed with desire to even know what she was doing, Rose acted on impulse, parting her lips and quivering with lust as the young, mixed race girl's tongue slid into her mouth to dance with her own.

Behind her, Evelyn and Jennifer chattered in eager anticipation as Jess wiped disinfectant across the small of Rose's back, just above the exaggerated curve of her buttocks, and brought the gun into position. With a look of sadistic glee plastered across her face, the cruel bully joyfully set about her work; plunging the needle into Rose's pale flesh and grinning as it permanently stained her skin a garlish baby pink.

As the needle's touch lit a fire of excruciating pain across Rose's back, the poor girl began to whimper pathetically into her beautiful young friend's mouth, but Amber knew just how to quiet her. She aggressively pushed her tongue down Rose's throat, knowing in her heavily drugged state arousal would soon sweep any resistance away. 

Amber's plan worked perfectly; as soon as she sensed a moment's hesitation, she ramped up her sexual onslaught and blew it away. When she felt Rose instinctively shift away from the needle's assault, she slid a hand up the length of her thigh to caress and squeeze her enormous buttocks. As Rose's body began to tremble in pain, she slipped a hand up her top, sensually pinching and rubbing her hard nipples. As tears began to leak from the poor girl's eyes, she rocked her hips gently forward and began to sensually grind between her bare legs. 

"Oh baby that feels so good doesn't it?" Amber whispered breathlessly between kisses. "Look how nice it feels when you do as you're told."

"Mmmm," Rose moaned softly.

"Yeah, that's right, just give in and accept what's happening to you. Don't you worry about what we're doing to your body... you just focus on how good it feels when I put my tongue in your mouth."

The searing pain at her back faded into a dull ache as Rose lost herself in Amber's embrace. A part of her knew how fucked up this was, allowing these women to pump her full of drugs and make permanent alterations to her body for their own amusement, but at that moment she was so consumed by animalistic lust she just couldn't bring herself to care.

When Jess was finally satisfied with her work, the harsh buzz came to an abrupt halt, and the tattoo gun returned to its holster. Rose let out a sad whimper as Amber pulled away from their tender embrace with a wicked grin that suggested Rose's tender, caring treatment was very much a temporary respite from her usual humiliating torments.

"My goodness, Jess you've outdone yourself, it's spectacular!" Evelyn marvelled, tracing a finger referentially across Rose's freshly tattooed flesh.

"Thank you, that's so kind of you to say," Jess beamed, as Amber eagerly made her way around the table to join the others in admiring the bully's handiwork.

"Oh Rose it's perfect," Evelyn slapped her shoulder playfully. "Come on, why don't you take a look."

The four immaculately dressed women helped their naked victim down from the bench and led her to the full body mirror hanging on the opposite wall, covering her eyes and chattering excitedly like schoolgirls leading their friend to a surprise party. When Jennifer finally pulled back her hands and Rose saw in the mirror's reflection what had been done to her, something within her broke. Whatever small part of her soul that clung to the hope she could ever return to the nice, respectable girl she'd been before finally died.

A cartoonish image of a big breasted blonde girl now adorned the small of her back. Rose knew instantly that the girl was modelled on her, and had to admit Jess had captured her likeness perfectly. The girl was skimpily dressed and with her hair tied in cute pig-tails, looked very much the picture of the 'sexy schoolgirls' she saw in the hours of lesbian pornography Evelyn made her watch. Her confused, vacant expression and rosy red cheeks only added to the pornstar aesthetic. 

Worse than the hideous caricature however, were the bright pink letters that completed the tramp stamp below; permanently etched into her pale skin in striking, bright pink letters.
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As Rose stared in open mouthed horror, struggling to accept what had been done to her, the other women enthusiastically congratulated Jess on her fantastic job, pointing and laughing at the girl's huge breasts and confused expression. Tears ran from Rose's eyes and streamed silently down her cheeks as she realised there was no coming back from this. Evelyn had promised her this would be temporary, but seeing the way the cruel woman was permanently altering her body, she was starting to realise that too had been just another lie she'd used to lure her into this life of abuse in which she was now helplessly trapped.

"Well, what do you think?" Evelyn asked, grinning like a Cheshire cat. "Don't you just think it suits you perfectly?"

"Y-yes Mistress," Rose sniffled, knowing no other answer would be accepted.

"Excellent, in that case you'll be glad to hear I've booked you an appointment next week for another; you'll be our tattooed little bimbo in no time."

Before Rose could even think to protest, Evelyn slapped her on the ass and gave her wobbling cheeks a playful squeeze.

"Now, I think a celebration is in order don't you ladies?" 

"Yes!" Jess hollered, retrieving a large bottle of champagne from the parlours fridge and decanting it into four waiting flutes. Evelyn, Amber and Jennifer took a flute each, then turned to Rose in amusement.

"Oh dear," Amber chuckled. "Looks like we're one short."

"Hmm I think there's another out back but the ditzy slut would probably just break it," Jess shrugged.

"Yeah, the horny bitch would probably be too busy thinking about our tits and drop it all over the floor," Jennifer agreed, taking the bottle from Jess's hand and examining it thoughtfully. "Perhaps a little tramp like her might feel more at home drinking from the bottle anyway?"

The others murmured in agreement 

"I-I don't..." Rose began, but was interrupted as Jennifer forced the bottle to her lips and tilted it vertically above her head. She tried to move, but the other women sprang into action. Jess and Amber crowded her on either side so she couldn't back away, while Evelyn cupped her chin, pinched her nose and tilted her head back forcefully. 

Though Rose made an admirable attempt to glug down the fizzing, bubbly liquid that cascaded into her mouth, she quickly realised she was fighting a losing battle. The pressure built and built until champagne bubbled from the corners of her cheeks; then finally just as it felt like her cheeks were going to burst, a violent cough sent white foam exploding from her nose and gushing out her mouth, onto her naked body. Rose collapsed onto the hard wooden floor, coughing and spluttering like someone who'd just been pulled from the sea as the women around her fell about in fits of laughter.

"Come on slut, drunk up!" Jennifer hooted, holding the bottle in place and pouring its contents over the nude, shivering girl below. For what felt like an age Rose lay gasping like a fish on the floor, sticky liquid pooling between her huge breasts and the sound of clinking glasses floating above her head.

"Ugh look at her, so fucking pathetic," Jess sneered down at her, proding the tip of her shoe against Rose's squidgy buttock with distaste. "She's like a disgusting bug I just want to squash under my shoe."

"Now, now Jess, there will be plenty of time for that once we've really broken her, but for now we need to help guide the silly little bimbo into her new life," Evelyn bent down and spoke almost kindly. "Look at you, such a mucky pup! How about we get you cleaned up hey?"

"O-okay," Rose sniffled.

As Evelyn helped her to her feet, a distant part of Rose's brain felt a twinge of alarm at the suggestion there would be 'plenty of time' to 'crush her like a bug' later; but with drink and drugs clouding her mind, it was hard to think about anything but how nice it was that Evelyn was looking after her.

Rose was taken to a padded chair in the corner of the studio, which bore a striking resemblance to the dentist's chair she'd been strapped in for her examination with Nurse Scott all those weeks ago. She sat down and, again much like during her examination, had her wrists and elbows strapped to the arms of the chair with thick, leather belts. Once she might have questioned whether this was really necessary, but not anymore. She may not understand why she was being strapped down, but she was just a silly bimbo; Evelyn was an intelligent woman and if she thought restraint was needed, she was probably right.

"Amber, be a darling and clean her up while we prepare will you?" 

Rose didn't have time to wonder what she was being prepared for, as within moments her young friend loomed over her armed with a packet of wet wipes and a playful grin. Amber scrubbed Rose's sticky skin clean, leaving it wet and glistening beneath the spotlight above. She seemed to pay extra attention to her champagne soaked breasts, almost hypnotically rubbing them round and round, over and over again; even pinching her nipples and lifting them so she could wipe down every crease and crevice.

Of course Rose was in heaven; the sensual, intimate rubbing of her huge bosoms had her gripping the arms of the chair to stop herself groaning with pleasure. So preoccupied was she by the delicious tingling between her legs, she didn't notice Jess taking a seat beside her until the bully turned tattoo artist began to noisily clatter about, placing a series of items onto the small metal table attached to her chair. For a moment Rose watched with confusion as a bottle of rubbing alcohol, a wad of cotton wool and a series of small metal rings were neatly lined up beside her; then her stomach dropped as they were joined by a wicked looking bundle of three inch steel needles.

"W-w-what..." Rose trembled, subconsciously struggling in her restraints.

"Oh calm down, you're always such a drama queen," Evelyn rolled her eyes impatiently. "These are just the bits and pieces we need for your new piercings."

"My piercings?" Rose asked in alarm.

"Yes, that's right. You didn't think we'd stop at the tattoo did you?"

It was clear from Rose's horrified, dumbfounded expression that was exactly what she'd been thinking.

"Silly girl, we're not going to stop modifying your body until we're satisfied you look like the sex-obsessed little lesbian we all know you are. And believe me, there's a lot we're going to have to do to you before that happens!"

"No! P-please..." Rose pleaded, before Evelyn cut her off.

"Now now, remember what we talked about? It's not your choice what happens to you anymore is it?" Evelyn clapped a hand possessively on each of her shoulders. "What are you?"

"A... a stupid bimbo."

"That's right, well done!" Evelyn praised condescendingly, as if speaking to a child, before reaching down and bringing a familiar pair of dirty, drug-soaked underwear to Rose's face. "And bimbos don't need to worry about thinking for themselves now do they?"

"N-no..."

"No... so how about you just sniff my panties like a good girl, while we decorate that body of yours any way we see fit."

Not giving her a chance to refuse, Evelyn clamped the wet panties tightly around her nose and mouth.

"Mmmmph!" Rose cried, though already she could feel the drugs taking hold once more. Even the gentle touch of Jess dabbing alcohol soaked cotton wool around her nipples had worms of arousal burrowing their way into her chest.

"Personally I wouldn't bother wasting disinfectant on you, but I was outvoted," Jess sneered. "I guess it would be a pain in the ass if they got infected and we had to drag you to hospital, but it would have been so funny seeing those big udders of yours all red and swollen!"

Torn between primal fear and animalistic lust, Rose could barely believe what was happening to her. How could she possibly be at the mercy of such a cruel woman, yet somehow so horny that the gentle rubbing of her nipple had her practically humping the air like a bitch on heat. 

"Hey, is there anything I can do to help?" Jennifer asked eagerly.

"Yeah that would be great," Jess smiled. "Do you think you could hold her tit still? Those fat things will be wobbling all over the place once she starts squirming."

"No problem!" Jennifer beamed, grabbing and squeezing Rose's breast so that it bulged comically.

"Mmmm, mmmm," Rose whined into Evelyn's filthy panties.

The sight of Jess plucking a needle from the bundle and rolling it teasingly between her fingers turned Rose's eyes to saucers, transfixed on the sharp implement as the bully pinched her nipple and pressed the tip against the dark skin of her areola. The restrained girl's breathing grew heavy, her chest rising and falling like a jackhammer as even through drug-induced arousal, panic began to take hold.

"Now I could apply something to numb the pain but you know... watching you suffer is just too much fun," Jess flashed her a wicked grin, then pushed the needle into her skin.

"MMMMMMMPH!"

An inhuman scream erupted from Rose's mouth. Evelyn muffled the worst of it, squeezing the poor girl's face so hard she could barely breathe.

"That's it... I know it hurts, but remember pain is good for you," Evelyn whispered soothingly. "We need to hurt you to get rid of that silly self esteem of yours."

Beneath the dirty panties that covered her face, Rose whimpered and sobbed pathetically; wincing at every touch as Jess pulled the needle through her breast, fastened a metal ring into the piercing and mopped up the blood leaking from her flesh.

"Oh sweetie you're shaking like a leaf," Amber leaned over her, speaking sympathetically. "Maybe I can help take your mind off things..."

Without breaking eye contact, Amber slowly lowered her head to Rose's bosom, and took the newly pierced nipple in her mouth. Like a baby at its Mother's teat, the pretty young girl sucked hungrily at Rose's breast, her tongue playfully flicking at the steel ring. Reluctant moans began to float from beneath Evelyn's hands, as Amber's probing tongue sent sparks fizzing through her body. 

With her every breath coming through drug soaked panties, the slightest touch would have had Rose wet between the legs, so to have such a beautiful young woman suckling on her tit drove her positively wild with arousal. Consumed by lust, Rose gripped the arms of the chair and arched her back helplessly. Though she could feel Jennifer and Jess turning their attentions to her unpierced nipple, she couldn't bring herself to care. What did it matter what they did to her when it felt this good?

"See, bimbos don't need to worry about what's happening to them," Evelyn cooed. "You just sit back and enjoy how nice it feels when we play with your big fat tits... while we do whatever we want to your sexy little body."

Jess took that as her cue to push the second needle through Rose's flesh. Though the stabbing pain shot through her breast and brought tears to her eyes, this time Rose didn't cry out; instead scrunching her eyes shut and focusing on the tender kiss of Amber's lips around her hard nipple.

When the second nipple was pierced and adorned with its steel ring, Evelyn finally relinquished her grip, removed the dirty panties and with a patronising pat on the cheek, told Rose what a good girl she'd been. The young Irish girl was left bewildered, staring at her new body jewelry without quite being able to believe they were real.

"Alright Rose, we're almost done here, there's just one last little modification we need to make before we can relax and enjoy our girls night out," Evelyn smiled. "Now how about you give my bum a little sniff, while I tell you all about it."

Without waiting for an answer, Evelyn pulled a lever built into the side of the chair, causing it to shoot back to an almost horizontal position. Rose's heart jumped in fright, but her focus was quickly stolen as Evelyn swung a leg over her head and practically sat on her chest. As the older woman wore no underwear, her bare pussy rubbed against Rose's chest, while her large bottom loomed ominously just inches from her face.

Knowing what was expected of her, Rose lifted her head until her nose was nestled snugly between the older woman's butt cheeks and sniffed deeply. The musty scent of Evelyn's ass flooded her nostrils; a rush of excitement rushed through her drug-fogged brain. Fuck, that ass was so beautiful... she just wanted to push her face into it and hide from the world that treated her so cruelly.

"There you go... good little ass sniffer. Why don't you give it a kiss?"

Not needing a second invitation, Rose pursed her lips and gently began to peck at Evelyn's ass, showering it with tender kisses.

"Alright, where was I?" Evelyn pondered aloud, teasingly tracing a finger around the lips of Rose's exposed pussy. "Ah that's right, your last little modification."

The tell-tale clang of implements sounding from the foot of the chair told Rose that Jess was preparing something beside her feet, though from her rather compromised position, it was impossible for her to tell what.

"I've been talking with Nurse Scott about your treatment and while she's delighted by the way your medication has had such an effect on your libido, we couldn't help but think that perhaps there's more we could be doing to help you achieve your full potential."

Rose forced herself to ignore the worm of fear in her belly and focus on kissing the bottom engulfing her face. 

"You see, as much fun as it is seeing you squeal on the end of my cock every night, being able to enjoy all those orgasms just isn't healthy for you," Evelyn said sympathetically. "We need to make sure you spend each day as worked up and horny as you can possibly be; you need to be so sexually frustrated that you can't think of anything but satisfying your lust, and I'm afraid if we keep allowing to to cum whenever you want, that's just not going to happen is it?"

Evelyn's wandering finger made its way to Rose's clit, and began to circle it gently.

"So we've decided that from now on, you're going to be going into chastity for us!"

"Ch-chastity?" Rose moaned, the older woman's touch building the most delicious pleasure between her legs.

"That's right, from now on we'll be severely restricting your orgasms. No more pleasure for you, just endless edging, over and over again until you're a horny dribbling wreck who will do whatever we tell her without question," Evelyn smiled down at her as though this was the best news she could hope for. "But don't worry, you will still spend just as much time pleasuring us and enjoying our bodies with that little mouth of yours. Speaking of which..."

Evelyn leaned forward and arched her back so that her cheeks spread open.

"Why don't you get that tongue in there and give it a good lick?"

Rose knew she should be disgusted, but all she could at that moment was sheer, unquenchable lust. Without hesitation, she rolled out her tongue and licked greedily between Evelyn's huge, round cheeks; quivering with arousal as her tongue probed the older woman's asshole.

"Good little slut... see, bimbos don't need to worry about their own pleasure, do they? Why, as long as you're busy licking my bottom, I bet all your wants and needs just melt away don't they?"

"Hmmm," Rose murmured in agreement, too busy burrowing her tongue into Evelyn's ass to think of anything else.

"Excellent, in that case I trust you'll have no issue with us piercing those pussy lips and sealing them shut for the foreseeable future."

Rose's heart stopped in her chest. Had she heard that right? Sealing her pussy shut? This wasn't a run of the mill tattoo or piercing... it was barbaric; like something from a horror film! Despite everything, Rose knew instantly this was beyond the pale, she had to speak out and put a stop to it. But as if sensing this spark of rebellion, Evelyn chose that moment to shift back so that she sat straight on Rose's face; her thick ass cheeks entirely smothering the poor girl's nose and mouth.

"Alright ladies," Evelyn grinned. "Let's get started!"

"HMMMM, HMMMM!"

With Evelyn's muscular ass pressing down on her face and her arms securely strapped to the chair, Rose could do nothing but moan and struggle helplessly as panic began to take hold. She kicked out instinctively with her legs, but Amber and Jennifer soon put a stop to that; grabbing one each, pulling them apart and pinning them to the side of the chair. 

The two women watched in morbid fascination as Jess pinched the lips of Rose's pussy together just below the cliterous, carefully worked a needle into position and viciously pushed it into her skin. The sharp length of steel speared through both lips, skewering them comically together, before being withdrawn to make way for a small metal ring which held the two folds of skin together.

"MMMMMMPH!!"

Even muffled by Evelyn's thick buttocks, Rose's shriek of agony pierced the ears of the women who held her down. Unseen tears leaked from her eyes and she jerked wildly against her restraints; yet both her tormentors and the leather belts holding her down were too strong. All she could do was lie there and take the pain, screaming again as Jess pushed a second needle through her lips.

"That's alright darling, you can scream if it helps... you look so sexy when you're in pain... go on, scream as we stitch that pussy shut so no-one can use it but us!" Evelyn went on excitedly, reaching down and pulling on Rose's freshly pierced nipples. " But I didn't tell you to stop licking did I? Come on, I want to feel that tongue in my ass right NOW!"

Evelyn gave her victim's nipples a vicious tug to emphasise her point. Horny and obedient even through the agony between her legs, Rose pushed out her tongue as best she could and burrowed it deep in the older woman's ass.

"Ohhhh fuck yes thats it, you lick my ass as I ruin your body..." Evelyn groaned orgasmiclly, clearly aroused feeling the younger girl's tongue against her rim. "Ohh we're going to fuck you up so badly... drugging you, bringing you to the edge and denying you over and over again until you're so horny you'll lose your mind!"

Though she still cried out in agony as Jess pushed needle after needle through her skin, Rose couldn't help but enjoy the heavenly sensations brought about by Evelyn's assault on her nipples. She was caught in a strange place between intense suffering and delicious pleasure, with no choice but to lie there and take it all, unable to so much as breathe with Evelyn's bottom smothering her face.

"Oh God yes! Yes you pathetic little slut get that tongue in there... stick that tongue up my ass you stupid fucking bimbo!" Evelyn groaned with pleasure, furiously rubbing her clit as went.

The pain between Rose's was excruciating, and had her bucking and writhing each time the needle pierced her skin. The longer she led there, the more her oxygen starved body began to turn on her; aching and groaning in protest at its mistreatment. Stars swam before her eyes and a demon clawed manically at her chest; God, her lungs were on fire... she needed air so badly... oh fuck she was suffocating!!

Just as Rose was on the verge of passing out, the bottom was lifted away. For the most glorious of moments, Rose was able to suck down two or three lungfuls of delicious air, before Evelyn pushed her ass back down to smother her once again, rocking her hips and grinding her asshole against the poor girl's face as she loudly brought herself to climax. The older woman's orgasmic cries were the last thing Rose heard, before the sweaty ass hugging her face finally pushed her into unconsciousness.

***
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Rose's senses returned one by one as she slowly drifted back to reality. At first she was aware only of a dull ache between her legs and at the tip of each breast; though soon murmurs of excited chatter reached her ears, bringing memories of her ordeal flooding back. She swallowed and winced at the dryness in her mouth; oh God, she realised, she could still taste Evelyn's ass on her tongue. Groggily, the young Irish girl forced open her heavy eyes and as her vision cleared, she found herself greeted by the sight of four women gazing admiringly between her legs, as though marvelling at a work of priceless art.

"Oh, look who's finally awake!" Amber called as she noticed Rose staring at them blankly.

"Ah, finally decided to join the have you?" Evelyn smirked. "Well I am pleased to tell you that your little procedure was a complete success. Care to take a look?"

The women parted enough for Jess to crouch between them and angled a mirror for Rose to see; like some kind of warped trip to the barbers.

"So..." the bully asked innocently. "What do you think?"

The sight was a horror. Rose audibly gasped as the macabre mess between her legs was finally revealed to her. The lips of her pussy had been grotesquely squashed and stitched together, as though it were an unsightly wound that needed to heal. Up the length of it, a series of nine evenly spaced metal rings had burrowed into her skin, holding both sides tightly together with the tiniest gap which she assumed would at least allow her to urinate. Despite everything that had been done to her, she'd never before felt like more of a monstrous freak than she did now.

"I-i-it's..."

"Perfect, I know," Evelyn said dismissively. "Now there'll be no more pleasure for you; just an endless cycle of teasing and torment until you're so worked up you won't even know who you are."

"Just as the doctor ordered!" Jennifer joked.

"Precisely. Oh, and I haven't even got to the best part," Evelyn looked down and tapped the screen of her smartwatch. "You see, each ring contains a Bluetooth microchip which allows me to control them remotely. So if I want to get you all hot and bothered, I can just do this..."

Evelyn gave her watch another tap, and in an instant the rings which kept her in chastity sprung into life. Emitting a barely audible buzz, they sent gentle waves of electricity dancing between Rose's legs, tickling her pussy and exciting her cliterous so that a current of sheer ecstasy flowed through her body. The delicious pressure that usually accompanied an orgasm began to build within her; yet maddeningly it seemed to however at the edge, hinting at an explosion of pleasure to come, though stopping just short of it.

"And if you're a naughty girl who doesn't do as she's told... it can do this."

At the third touch of the watch, the heavenly tingling of her groin suddenly morphed into a spear of sharp pain as a powerful electric shock tore through her.

"AHHHHHHH!!!!" Rose screamed, her body jerking against her restraints as a hot iron of agony burned between her legs. 

"Oh my God, this is going to be so much fun!" Jess rubbed her hands in anticipation.

"PLEASE, PLEASE STOP!" Rose begged, wailing like a banshee.

For once Evelyn obliged, casually flicking a finger at her wrist to disarm the device. Rose's body sagged with relief, though her eyes remained wild as she lay panting like a terrified puppy.

"But I'm sure we won't need to do that too often now will we?"

"N-no! No I'll be good, I-I promise!" Rose babbled, shaking her head manically.

"Good girl," Evelyn flashed a patronising smile, then turned to address the other women. "Now, don't you think it's time we really get this party started?"

The room cheered in agreement.

"Alright then, time to hit the club," Evelyn grinned, then paused and looked at Rose thoughtfully. "Although now that I think about it, I'm not sure how Rose here can afford to buy any drinks there; not with her next month's wages tied up in tattoos."

Wait, so not only had her body been tattooed and pierced against her will, but she was going to have to pay for all this?! Rose smarted at the thought, though with her pussy still stinging from the earlier shock, she dared not voice her objection.

"That's alright, she'll just have to preload won't she?" Jess opened a cupboard and pulled out a bottle of vodka. "This ought to get the slut ready for a night on the town."

Before Rose could react, Jess had unscrewed the bottle-cap, forced the glass neck between her lips and tipped the powerful liquor into her mouth. Rose's throat burned as it was flooded by the harsh liquid; she would have wretched it straight back out if Jennifer and Amber didn't clamp their hands around her nose and mouth, sealing the agony inside. 

"GLUUUURGH!" Rose's garbled cries filled the room. This was far from the first time she'd been force-fed alcohol, but it had never been never been anything this strong! A whole bottle of 45% proof trying to force its way down her gullet; this was pure hell! Her eyes and cheeks bulged, her face turned bright red and her whole body shook with exertion; until a gentle buzzing returned between her legs. Suddenly she felt herself calm, like someone had pulled a plug, the tension drained from her body and her struggles died with it. Though her mouth was still on fire, those wonderful sensations fizzing from her pussy somehow pushed that from her mind. Rose laid back and allowed herself to surrender to the pleasure; vodka flowed freely down her throat and into her belly. Why resist? She thought. What did a little pain matter when she felt this good?

By the time Jess decided she'd drunk her fill, almost half the bottle had been drained, and Rose was so filled with drink and drugs she could barely think, let alone make any decisions of her own. It was impossible for her to focus on anything but the delicious sensation between her legs; she knew it was Evelyn who made her feel this way... Evelyn made her feel good... she needed to do as Evelyn said if she wanted this feeling to stay.

The rest of the night was something of a blur for Rose. She could certainly recall mindlessly obeying as the women undid her bonds, hastily dressed her and led her across town, then down a neon lit passageway into some kind of underground nightclub, but everything got a little fuzzy after that. The next day she found herself with only flashes of memories; a jumble of blurry recollections that told the story of a night of debauchery which thrilled and terrified her in equal measure. 

One moment she was bent over the bar, as Evelyn showed off her body to an attractive red-headed woman she'd never met. "Look at this fat ass," Evelyn had laughed, slapping her wobbly cheeks playfully and pointing out her recent tattoo. Then next thing she knew, she was led on the sticky floor beneath a table, looking up at Evelyn and Amber enjoying a conversation, as that very same redhead's filthy shoe filled her mouth.

Somehow she then found herself knelt on the hard concrete floor of the smoking area; mouth open as Jennifer and Jess casually flicked their cigarette ash on her tongue. When they were done, the pair simply discarded their butts in Rose's mouth as though it was their personal waste bin, and watched with amusement as she gagged and wretched when made to swallow them.

The next thing she knew was on the dance floor, swaying rhythmically to the heavy techno music as the room span and colourful lights swirled above her head. Strong hands wrapped themselves around her waist, and Rose turned to see Evelyn sidling up behind her, leering hungrily. The older woman began to dance up against her, grinding her crotch against Rose's thick buttocks as she slipped a hand between her legs to teasingly rub her stitched up pussy. Rose groaned lustfully, much to the amusement of Amber who, seeing this, moved in with a cheeky grin and kissed her open lips. Oh fuck... despite everything she'd endured that evening, Rose was in heaven.

Memories of the pulsing music and raucous dance floor blurred into one hot, sweaty mess. Suddenly it wasn't Amber that Rose was kissing, but a complete stranger. A much older, cruel looking woman with a dangerous glint in her eye was pushing her tongue down Rose's throat like she owned it. Another stranger was dancing behind her, laughing hysterically as she groped and squeezed her jiggly ass cheeks. A third woman pulled down Rose's top so her enormous breasts spilled out for all to see. Some part of her knew this wasn't right, that she should put a stop to it, but the poor girl was so pumped full of drink and drugs she just didn't have it in her to resist. Instead she allowed herself to be passed around the dance floor like a piece of meat, as stranger after stranger used her body for their own amusement.

At one point, a towering olive skinned woman with the ripped physique of a bodybuilder and a shaved head pushed her way through the crowd, took a handful of Rose's soft blonde hair and dragged her head between her legs. Knowing exactly what was expected of her, Rose's tongue darted out and lapped furiously at the Amazonian woman's clit. As she vigorously brought the woman to orgasm with her tongue, the delicious buzz between her legs almost imperceptibly rose in intensity. Rose didn't know it, but this was to be a key part of her conditioning. Her impressionable, drug-addled mind was being taught that licking pussy meant pleasure. It was a message that was to be reinforced again and again until without even realising it, not only would Rose come to lose her objection to the task, part of her would crave it.

Later, as Rose found herself sucking greedily on the breast of the most obese woman she'd ever seen, she glanced up to see the muscular Amazon sat at a table with Evelyn, sipping a cocktail and smiling as she slipped her a large wad of cash. Even in her current state, something about this struck Rose as odd; why was this stranger giving Evelyn money? But as was often the case these days, her fuzzy mind just couldn't quite put it together. Not that she had much time to think about it, as just moments later the immensely fat woman turned away from her, bent over and groaned lustfully as her friend pushed Rose's face straight between her huge, sweaty ass cheeks.

Eventually, the crowd of promiscuous strangers melted away and Rose found herself back in Evelyn's arms once more. To her surprise, after the carousel of strange women, she was actually relieved to see her.

"Darling you look a little worse for wear! How about we go and freshen up?" Evelyn shouted over the booming music.

Nodding in agreement, Rose allowed Evelyn to guide her off the crowded dance floor, through the scattered tables where Amber and Jess sat drunkenly pounding shots of tequila and into the nightclub's facilities. Stepping into the brightly lit, whitewashed room was sobering after the mayhem of the club, and was thankfully empty, so there were no prying eyes as Rose staggered across to the sinks and splashed cold water on her exhausted face.

The refreshing chill was desperately needed, and had her whole body sagging with relief; though her joy lived only as long as it took to catch sight of her reflection in the mirror! To describe her as a mess would be a severe understatement. Rose could barely recognise the bedraggled woman staring back at her; with smeared lipstick, bags under her eyes and fat tits spilling out of ill fitting clothes, this creature looked every bit the sex obsessed slut Evelyn kept insisting she was. Even her skin was a state; blotchy and shimmering as the light caught the sheen of spilled alcohol and bodily fluids that clung to her. Leering over her shoulder, Evelyn's victorious smile was impossible to miss.

"Having fun?" her tormentor grinned, slyly tapping at the screen of her smartwatch.

"Y-yes..." Rose stammered, gripping the edge of the sink as the heavenly vibrations between her legs grew impossible to ignore.

"Good... it's so nice to see you embrace your sexuality like this," Evelyn leaned in and planted a tender kiss on Rose's neck. "I can't believe you ever thought you were capable of living a normal life. Aren't you lucky you met me before you had a chance?"

Evelyn pushed closer, grinding her hips forcefully against Rose's thick buttocks, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from her young victim.

"But you know, we're not quite done yet... I think deep down there's a part of you that still thinks that you're a person; that hasn't entirely lost its self respect," Evelyn breathed sensually against Rose's neck. "Well don't worry, we'll soon take care of that."

Rose groaned orgasmiclly as the older woman's hands began to roam freely around her body. Oh fuck, this was too much...

"Because that's what you want isn't it? For us to stamp out all that silly self esteem that holds you back from all this pleasure?"

"Yes... yes I want it..." Rose panted, so horny and worked up she barely knew what she was saying.

"Well that is good to hear... because I think you'll find it rather difficult to respect yourself once we start using you as our human toilet!"

"W-what!!" Rose's heart stilled in her chest as she was gripped by a primal fear. Surely she hadn't heard that right? Evelyn wouldn't do that to her... she couldn't... it was inhuman!

"You heard me, from now on, we'll be using that little mouth of yours as our own personal toilet. And what's more, you're going to beg for us to do it!" 

"N-no..." Rose whimpered.

"Yes... because deep down, you know this is what you deserve, don't you?"

One of Evelyn's hands wandered down and gave Rose's buttock a playful squeeze.

"No, I-I don't..."

"Oh but I think you do... just look at you," Evelyn pushed harder against her, so that Rose could feel the older woman's breasts pressing against her back. "Look at what you've done tonight... look at what you let those women do to you."

Evelyn's hand snaked around Rose's body, lifted her skirt and began to gently fondle the metal rings that ran through the lips of her pussy.

"You're not a person... you're just a stupid bimbo," Evelyn hissed in her ear. "A filthy slut who doesn't deserve to be respected or treated with human decency."

As Evelyn spoke, she rubbed at the piercings harder and harder; massaging the vibrating rings against Rose's swollen cliterous. Rose's body buckled and she let out a deep groan as she was introduced to a whole new world of pleasure. Consumed by arousal, she could almost feel the last dregs of her humanity drain away.

"Yeeeesssss..." Rose whispered, finally surrendering to her desire.

"You're nothing but a pathetic, worthless little whore, aren't you?"

"Y-yes..."

"Then say it! Look yourself in the eye and say what you are!"

"I-I'm worthless," Rose sobbed, staring wildeyed at her dishevelled reflection. "A w-worthless pathetic slut."

Evelyn forcefully grabbed a handful of Rose's blonde hair and roughly pushed her face against the mirror.

"What are you?!" She barked menacingly.

"A whore... a slut... a AHHHHH FUCK!" Rose cried out in ecstasy as Evelyn ground her pierced pussy hard against the sink. "A-a stupid bimbo who deserves everything that's happening to her!"

"That's right! And I bet a filthy little bimbo like you would do anything to cum right now, wouldn't you?"

"Yes! Oh yes please! I-I'll do anything just please, let me cum..." Rose pleaded, her eyes rolling as the most incredible pleasure built between her legs.

"Even if said you'd have to be a toilet? To let me piss in that disgusting little mouth of yours?"

"Yes! Yes I'll be your toilet... I'll do anything!"

"Then beg! Beg for me to treat you like the toilet you are!"

"Please! Please Mistress ... please let me be your toilet! I-I know it's what I deserve... and it's what I want as well. Please, I want it so badly, I need it... I need to be your toilet please!" Rose begged desperately; not quite believing the words spewing from her mouth, but far too turned on to stop herself.

"Well how could I say no to such an eager little toilet?" Evelyn laughed. "Very well then, get on your knees and open that pretty little mouth."

Obediently, Rose dropped to her knees on the filthy tiles of the bathroom floor. She looked up at Evelyn who towered over her like a skyscraper, and timidly let her mouth fall open.

"Legs apart," Evelyn ordered brusquely.

Rose did as she was told, planting her hands on the grimey tiles for balance, and shuffling her knees outward to spread her thighs. Once she was in position, Evelyn planted a stiletto clad foot beneath Rose's bottom and angled her leg so that her muscular calf pushed up against Rose's newly pierced pussy.

"Alright then little toilet," Evelyn smirked. "I'm going to crank up those rings to full blast and all you have to do is hump my leg like a horny puppy."

At a tap of Evelyn's watch, the delicious waves of pleasure between her legs became a tsunami. An indescribable lust took hold of Rose's very being, and had her rocking her hips as she humped at Evelyn's leg like a woman possessed. 

"Oh yes... oh yes... oh yes..." Rose moaned as she humped, her body shaking as the most beautiful pressure built and built between her legs.

So lost was Rose in this world of arousal, she barely noticed as Evelyn cupped her chin and guided her head up between her thighs. Nor did she protest as the older woman slipped her panties aside, and sealed Rose's lips around her already wet pussy. No, Rose had far more important things on her mond as she humped and humped at Evelyn's legs until, with her huge breasts and buttocks wobbling up and down like jelly, her body exploded with the most earth-shatteringly powerful orgasm of her life; at the very moment a stream of hot piss hit the the back of her throat.

Forcing herself to gulp down vile, salty urine with her body still being rocked by orgasmic pleasure was an experience Rose would never forget. She was stuck in some bizarre limbo between heaven and hell; finally sating her lust while simultaneously suffering through the most degrading moment of her life. With Evelyn's vice-like grip holding her head in place, it was a position Rose was forced to maintain; trying to suppress shudders of revulsion as she drank mouthful after mouthful of Evelyn's piss, until the stream became a trickle, and eventually died out. Once Evelyn was done, she released her grasp and allowed her human toilet to collapse; panting and heaving on the floor.

As Rose lay with her cheek pressed to the cold, damp tiles, the reality of what she'd just done finally dawned on her. She'd been so horny and worked up, she'd not only allowed her boss to use her as a human toilet, but she'd begged the woman to do it to her! All for the prize of being allowed to kneel on the dirty bathroom floor and hump her leg! Oh God, what was wrong with her?

"Now I hope you enjoyed that my little slut, because it will be the last time you cum for a very long time," Evelyn chuckled, casually washing her hands as though nothing had happened.

To Rose's immense shame, the fact she'd be denied such pleasure again was probably the most upsetting thing she'd heard all night! Though she didn't have long to dwell on it, as the approaching click-clack of heels on tile suddenly reminded Rose that they were in public, and left her very aware that she was led on the bathroom floor with her skirt pulled up over her ass and her tits spilling from her tiny top.

"Ah, the tart finally accepted her place I see," Jennifer remarked with amusement as she rounded the corner and took in the scene.

"Oh yes, as we suspected she was no trouble at all," Evelyn replied, adjusting her makeup in the mirror.

"Good, because I've been holding this in all night..."

Rose watched with horror as Jennifer strode purposefully toward her, swung a leg over her head and dropped so that she sat on her chest. She shuffled forward until her pussy hung over Rose's face, then prised open the poor girl's lips and unleashed a torrent of piss into her mouth.

"GLUUUURGH..." Rose garbled pathetically, but had no choice but to swallow every drop or she'd end up drowning in it. Having Evelyn piss in her mouth was bad enough, but this was a million times worse. There were no heavenly vibrations or sensual teasing to distract her now; no, there was nothing Rose could do but stare up from between Jennifer's legs and, with tears flowing freely down her cheeks, feel the burning humiliation as the platinum blonde barbie doll who'd taken everything from her used her mouth as her own personal toilet. The victorious smile plastered across Jennifer's face suggested she knew exactly how Rose felt, and was loving every second of it. 

"Right, well as lovely as this has been, I think it's time for us to move on," Evelyn said as Jennifer climbed to her feet, leaving Rose on the floor gagging on the dregs of her piss. As Rose made to get up, Evelyn pushed her back down with a firm hand to the shoulder. "Oh not you darling, I promised your new friends back there that you'd stay and have fun with them."

"W-what?" Rose squeaked despairingly.

"Well I just thought it would be good for you to get a chance to keep exploring your sexuality," Evelyn shrugged. "I suppose you're probably pretty tired, but it's only what... 5 hours until this place closes? I'm sure you'll manage."

Rose could only lie on the cold floor and stare in disbelief as Evelyn and Jennifer walked away without so much as a glance back at her. Bewildered, Rose looked around the empty bathroom, unsure which way to turn now that her 'friends' had abandoned her. She supposed she could just sneak out the window, but if Evelyn found out she dreaded to think what she'd do to her! Plus in her current state, even if she did manage to escape undetected, she wasn't even sure she'd be able to find her way home. But the idea of returning to that pack of lecherous women on the dance floor was not one she wanted to think about.

As it turned out, the decision was quickly made for her, as the enormously fat woman she'd been dancing with earlier drunkenly stumbled into the bathroom; her eyes lighting up as she saw Rose lying abandoned and vulnerable. 

"Ah, there's my little ass licker..." the obese woman slurred. "Come on, get that tongue ready, I've worked up a right sweat out there."

The woman squatted over Rose's face, pulled her obscenely tight dress over the immense mass of her fleshy buttocks and gave them a playful slap. Rose stared bewildered at the vast, wobbling buttocks that practically engulfed her, transfixed by the pool of sweat that pooled between them. Somehow, deep within her drug-clouded mind, that worm of arousal began to wriggle once more. Surrendering once again to her shameful desire, Rose did as she was told, unfurling her tongue and mindlessly burying it between the woman's huge, sweaty butt cheeks; like the slutty little bimbo she was quickly becoming.
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