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"Rose Quinn... the nurse is ready for you."

The receptionist's cool, clinical voice sounded across the whitewashed waiting room,  snatching Rose's attention from the absent minded daydream she'd fallen into. It took a few moments for her to realise it was her the pretty young girl at the desk was addressing. Wait a minute, a small voice in her head cried out; Rose Quinn... wasn't that her name?

"Huh?" Rose grunted, staring slack-jawed until a strong arm wrapped itself around her waist and gripped her hip just a little too tight to be friendly. 

"Come on dear, it's time for your check up," Evelyn's voice was warm and reassuring, though her eyes shone with a sadistic pleasure that was anything but.

"O-okay," Rose replied dreamily, allowing Evelyn to guide her up out the waiting room chair and over toward a large white door marked 'examination room'; shaking her head as she went in a fruitless attempt to clear the fog that clouded her brain and muddied her thoughts seemingly more and more each day. 

She knew it was those damn drugs they had her on, yet her hazy mind couldn't seem to refuse when piled with more. Every time Evelyn told her to sniff her little brown bottle, swallow down a handful of pills or even inhale the medicated skin cream from her feet, Rose would do so without question; she was trapped in an endless, miserable cycle that left her constantly confused, robbed her of her wits and left her vulnerable to all kinds of manipulation... a state which Evelyn and her cronies had exploited mercilessly.

The examination room door swung open at their approach, and a familiar face appeared to welcome them.

"Evelyn, Rose, how lovely to see you! Do come in," Michelle greeted them with a professional smile, gestured inside and pushed the door shut behind them.

The nurse looked just as she had that fateful day almost 6 long months ago, during which she'd diagnosed Rose as a repressed homosexual, and turned her entire life upside down. The aggressive treatment she'd prescribed had helped transform Evelyn's blackmail into total control over Rose's life, and the endless abuse she'd received since had turned her into a totally different person. No longer a smart, confident aspiring journalist; Rose had become little more than a brainless bimbo, constantly horny, easily manipulated and virtually unable to think for herself. 

Even now, with the terrifying prospect of a second appointment with the woman who had already done her so much harm on the horizon, Rose was far too transfixed by the nurse's deliciously curvy body to worry about her own wellbeing. Rather than concern herself with what was going to happen to her, let alone consider making a bid for escape, Rose found herself staring lustfully at Michelle's jiggling cleavage, and admiring the way her traditional white nurse's smock hugged her wide hips, straining to contain her enormous round bottom.

"Evelyn darling, it's been too long," Michelle exalted, embracing her old friend before turning and smirking at Rose. "And you... my goodness, what a transformation!"

Michelle stalked towards her like a panther, and before Rose could even think to react, grabbed the startled girl's thick bottom with one hand, snaked the other around the back of her head and pulled her in so their lips locked together. With the potent aphrodisiac flowing through her veins, Rose quickly found herself whimpering with desire as the attractive older woman's tongue explored her mouth, probing deeply without a care as to whether Rose wanted it or not.

The kiss lasted just a few moments, though it left Rose so weak at the knees, she feared she might fall as Michelle broke away. Fortunately, the nurse had pulled Rose's body so tightly into her own, the two of them were practically wrapped together, and she was just about able to avoid collapsing to the floor.

"What a good little lesbian," Michele purred with a look of victory etched across her dark face. "I can already tell you've come a long way since our last appointment. Now, how about you get those clothes off and we can check just how far you've come."

Obediently, Rose did as she was told; kicking off her nine inch heels and stripping away the tight fitting top and mini skirt Evelyn had her wearing, and leaving them in a heap on the floor. She flushed red with shame as she saw the nurse's eyes dart down to the freakishly large breasts that hung and bounced from her chest. Their growth rapidly accelerated by the cocktail of hormones she'd been forced to ingest, they were easily four or five times the size they had been when Michelle had first seen them all those months ago. It never failed to remind Rose what a freak she was becoming; some days she could barely look at herself in the mirror.

“Right, let’s get started shall we?” Michelle said with a smile, scooping up a tape measure from the counter and unfurling it purposefully. 

The nurse quickly set about examining her young patient as though the poor girl were little more than a piece of meat. She wrapped the tape measure around each of Rose’s breasts in turn, scribbled down a number on a form beside her, then pinching each nipple, she stretched those huge tits out as far as they could possibly go, and noted down their measurements too. Next, she slapped each of them down on a set of scales, paying no attention to Rose’s grunts of discontent, and recorded their weight on her form.

“Wow, your progress has been truly remarkable,” Michelle commented, sounding genuinely impressed with herself. “The hormones have certainly been doing their job! I imagine you may be experiencing some significant discomfort carting these fat udders around on your chest?”

“W-well yes, my back hurts most of the time actually,” Rose blushed, shocked at hearing a doctor describe her breasts in such a way. “Is there something I can do to stop it...”

“Of course, I could prescribe you some painkillers that would clear it up right away, but I think that back pain will be a perfect reminder of your lovely new tits, so it’s best we just leave you to suffer,” Michelle waved dismissively. “Now, bend over; let’s get a look at those chunky cheeks of yours shall we?”

Without waiting for Rose to comply, Michelle wrapped a hand around the back of her neck and roughly forced the young girl down over the examination table. She pinched, prodded and playfully slapped Rose’s wobbly ass cheeks as she clinically took their measurements, even going so far as to pull them apart to record the distance between them. Rose took the humiliation in silence, knowing there was nothing she could do to stop it.

"Hmm yes... very fuckable," the nurse murmured contently to herself. 

Finally she slipped the tape beneath Rose's prone belly, wrapped it around her waist and took a last series of measurements around the younger girl's hips and midriff.

"There we go, lovely. I can see the corset training is working wonders too; she's fast becoming the perfect little sex doll isn't she?" Michelle flashed Evelyn a satisfied smile.

"Oh yes, we've certainly enjoyed seeing just how tight we can lace those corsets," Evelyn smirked. "It undoubtedly causes the poor dear a great deal of discomfort and difficulty breathing, which can be particularly frustrating if she passes out before she's finished cleaning my house, but when I see how it's crushed that pretty little waist of hers down, I have no doubt it's most certainly worth it."

"Oh absolutely," Michelle nodded in agreement, manoeuvring her way around the table and stepping over Rose's neck so the younger girl's head was sandwiched between her sturdy legs. Squeezing her thick thighs together to muffle her wriggling patient's gasp of surprise, the nurse leaned forward, using poor Rose's shoulders as her own personal table, and casually began to trace her finger around the brightly coloured tattoo at the small of her back.

"And this... this I love!" She effused, running the tip of her finger up and down the image of a confused, slutty bimbo that was forever etched into the pale skin. 

"Oh it's beautiful isn't it?" Evelyn agreed. "We've been hard at work decorating that little body of hers in a way that truly befits her new position. Look..."

Michelle marvelled as Evelyn went through the catalogue of tattoos she'd forced upon her young victim; running her hands teasingly over each one as she went. There was the 'property of Evelyn' stamp on her flabby right buttock, the crudely drawn 'office slut' across her belly (one of Jess's drunken doodles after a recent night on the town), various playful love hearts and naked women dotted across her body and most strikingly of all, a full face portrait of Evelyn running up her thigh captioned 'My Wonderful Mistress.' Then of course there were her new piercings, three of  each ear and one in her nostril now joined those in her breasts, which both women agreed undoubtedly helped to strip away any remnants of humanity which might be clinging on. To her shame, despite the fact she was being poked and fondled so degradingly, the very touch of these two beautiful older women had Rose growing wet between the legs; she moaned softly into Michelle's thighs and prayed neither of her tormentors noticed.

"And you have more modifications planned?" Michelle asked from above.

"Oh absolutely! We're getting that septum pierced at the earliest opportunity, and have plenty more ink to sink into that delectable skin!"

"Well I must say I'm excited to see the results! Speaking of which..." Michelle stepped away and addressed Rose directly. "I think it's time we got you in that chair, don't you? I'm dying to get a look at this new chastity piercing I've heard so much about!"

Knowing what was expected of her, Rose gingerly pushed herself up from the table, and made her way across to the gynaecological chair sitting ominously in the corner of the examination room. Resigned to her fate, she clambered up and shuffled her naked bum onto the padded, reclining seat (cringing at the way her fat cheeks spilled over the edge of it) before spreading her legs and raising her feet up into the stirrups. She offered no resistance as Michelle methodically circled the chair, fastening straps around her wrists, elbows, chest, belly and ankles until she was stuck fast, legs splayed open and completely at the nurse's mercy.

"Alright, how about we get a look between those pretty little legs of yours?" Michelle smiled, pulling on her latex gloves with an exaggerated snap. The nurse stepped between Rose’s forcibly spread legs and crouched to examine the crown jewel of Rose’s degrading new body modifications; her chastity piercing.

Of everything that had been done to her, it was this that kept Rose up, sobbing miserably long into the night. A series of crude piercings running up and down the length of her pussy lips, each sealed by a series of metal rings that were essentially stitching her pussy together. Her pussy was now totally off limits to her; no matter how horny or excited the powerful aphrodisiac forced her to become, Rose was completely unable to pleasure herself. The constant arousal had been maddening before, but now without the release of even an occasional orgasm, it was fast becoming more than the poor girl could bear. The constant build up of sexual frustration consumed her entire being; God, some days she’d do just about anything just a few moments of relief! But though Evelyn would bring her to the edge over and over again, teasing her for hours at a time, the older woman was yet to grant her even a solitary orgasm. 

“Wow, that truly is a work of art,” Michelle marvelled, running her gloved finger reverentially across the stitched lips of Rose’s pussy.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Evelyn remarked almost proudly.

“And it’s been working? The chastity?”

“Oh yes; the poor thing’s so pent up these days, even the slightest stimulation is enough to turn her into a dribbling wreck!”

“Excellent! This confused, vulnerable state is just what she needs to help her truly accept her repressed sexuality,” Michelle nodded contently. “It sounds like it’s working just as we anticipated, but I think it prudent to run a few tests just to be sure.”

Opening a drawer beside her Michelle pulled out a small black box, adorned with an array of dials and buttons. A cluster of wires sprouted from its top, each of which was connected to an individual medical pad. The Nurse peeled the protective layer of plastic from each pad and carefully set about sticking them to various vulnerable spots across her patient’s tightly bound body. By the time she was done, Rose had a pad clinging to each of her thighs, the bottom of each foot, and more under her arms and across her exposed belly. Two were stuck to each of her enormous buttocks and breasts (with one slapped directly over each nipple) and one was even placed between the legs; right against the metal rings of her piercing.

“Alright, let’s just make sure it’s all in working order,” Michelle spoke professionally, though her eyes glittered with amusement as she flicked a switch on the slide of the black box to spark the device into life.

A green light appeared below Michelle’s thumb, and shortly after a low hum filled the air as the device sent gentle pulses of electricity flickering through the pads and into Rose’s body.

“Ohhhh,” the bound girl breathed deeply, her body tensing as the soft current crackled across her bare skin. The sensation was strange at first, but as the electrical jolts massaged her beasts, pulsed through her buttocks and buzzed away between her legs, Rose quickly found herself biting her lip; trembling with arousal.

“Okay, stimulation is being delivered without issue, and now...” Michelle hit another button, and a series of high pitched beeps began to squawk from the black box’s speakers.

Beep... beep... beep...

“Monitoring of vital signs is online, we’re good to go,” Michelle beamed. “Alright then, so first of all we need to monitor how our little patient reacts to those lesbian desires of hers being indulged. Evelyn, would you like to do the honours?”

“Oh absolutely!: Evelyn leered as she stepped between Rose’s widely spread legs and snaked her hips forward so her groin pressed up against the trembling girl’s pierced pussy. She snaked one hand down to sink into Rose’s chunky ass cheek, as the other gently circled the young girl’s nipple, and leant in to tenderly kiss her neck.

“Ohhhhhhh....” a helpless groan of desire snuck through Rose’s lips. 

This was all too much for the poor girl. As much as she detested the touch of the woman who had ruined her life, there was no doubting it drove her wild. The firm grip on her buttocks, the hulking frame grinding against her pussy, the warmth of the cruel woman's breath against her cheek; all assaulting her in tandem with those delicious electrical pulses and the powerful cocktail of narcotics already flooding her system... oh God the arousal was consuming her!

"That's it... give in..." Evelyn whispered into her ear sensually. "This is all a silly little bimbo like you needs isn't it? A big, strong woman to use her like the little slut she is?"

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

The rapidly quickening heart-rate monitor answered for her. Rose couldn't deny it, that wasn't exactly what she wanted. Oh lord, she wanted it so badly. She wanted to feel that sweet release; for Evelyn to hold her down and fuck her like a bitch in heat. She knew she shouldn't; on some level she understood she only felt this way because of the aphrodisiac coursing through her system, but when it felt this fucking good she just couldn't bring herself to care.

"Ohhhhh God YES!" Rose moaned breathlessly. "Yes Mistress... yes this is all I need, all I care about... oh God it feels so good."

"Wonderful! Her vital signs are positively rocketing; this is exactly the kind of progress I was hoping to see," Michelle noted with satisfaction. 

“Yes the little tart certainly seems to be embracing her sexuality doesn’t she?” Evelyn grinned, pinching Rose’s nipple and twisting viciously.

“AHHHH FUCK,” Rose cried out in a mixture of shock and desire; her enforced hormone therapy leaving her breasts so sensitive that even this painful torment felt like a tiny orgasm in her chest. Though of course, it did nothing to alleviate the pent up frustration building between her legs.

“Indeed she is, though perhaps a little too enthusiastically. I think perhaps for the benefit of our other patients, we may need to quieten her down a touch,” Michelle chuckled, kicking off her shoes, reaching up beneath her nurse’s blouse and beginning to work the rim of her white nylon pantyhose down over her enormous, round bottom. Once they came loose, she peeled them from her shapely legs and off of her sweaty feet, scrunched them up into a ball and unceremoniously set about stuffing them into Rose’s open mouth.

“Hmmmphh!” Rose moaned fruitlessly, as the large bundle of nylon forced its way into every crevice; spilling out over her lips and puffing out her cheeks like a hamster as it infested her tongue with the taste of Michelle’s stale sweat.

Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.

The ever quickening electronic beat of the heart rate monitor continued to blare in the background; laying bare Rose’s shameful excitement at this treatment for all to see.

“There we go, now you can indulge those filthy desires of yours until your heart’s content,” Michelle smiled sweetly, nodding to Rose’s comically stuffed face. “Now you may find those taste a little pungent, I’ve been wearing them for days! But I suppose that’s probably a good thing considering your condition.”

Now stood at Rose’s side, Michelle absent-mindedly rested one hand on her naked patient’s belly, while gently fingering her free breast with the other. Ignoring the way each touch had Rose whining helplessly into her nylon gag, she turned her attention to Evelyn.

“Alright darling, well I can see you’re taking excellent care of our little patient here. All that pride and self esteem that was holding her back just seems to have been washed away,” Michelle began. “I take it the public humiliation has been a success?”

“It certainly has!” Evelyn beamed, continuing to molest Rose at will. “She’s spent hours sniffing her colleagues feet, being made to eat the contents of their ashtrays, dressing like a whore whenever she leaves the house; she really has taken to the abuse like a natural. But you know, I think more than anything, it was becoming a human toilet that broke her.”

“A human toilet you say? At this early stage? My, you’ve moved quickly with this one!”

“Oh yes, in all honesty she’s so pathetic, it just seemed like the natural thing to do to her,” Evelyn shrugged. “The silly bimbo accepted it so readily the first time we tried it, that toilet duties have now become a key part of her role in the office. Whenever one of the girl’s needs to go, they simply call over Rose here and piss straight into her mouth. I’m not sure it’s healthy for someone to consume quite such a volume of human waste, but being degraded in such a way has really helped to stamp out that pesky personality of hers, and besides being such a ditzy airhead these days, it's not like she can contribute much else to the team is it?”

Rose whimpered pathetically. Somehow hearing Evelyn say it out loud brought home just how far she’d fallen. 

“No I suppose not,” Michelle agreed. “And Rose, tell me, how does it feel being a human toilet? Is it something you enjoy? Do you think it’s been good for you?”

Rose wanted to shake her head desperately; being demoted to the ‘office toilet’ was by far the most vile, disgusting thing that had ever happened to her! But before she could so much as move a muscle, Michelle’s hand snaked down to her little black box and flicked a dial which sent the electrical pulses zapping at her up to another level.

“HMMMMPHHH!!” Rose’s muffled cries filled the room; her back arched and whole body jerked helplessly against her restraints and waves of pleasure assaulted her.

“Sounds like a yes to me!” Evelyn cruelly laughed.

“Indeed it does,” Michelle agreed. “I’m so glad you both agree this has been such a beneficial experience. In fact, since being used as a toilet seems to have been so good for you, I’m going to strongly recommend this is something to be done as frequently as possible.”

“Yes nurse? How so?”

“Well I just happen to know the owner of a local fetish club that caters for ladies with particularly... unusual tastes. If you’d like I could arrange for Rose here to be employed once a week as one of their human urinals? I can think of little better way to crush what remains of her spirit than to be chained naked for hours in a nightclub toilet, with hundreds of women queuing up to use that pretty mouth of hers as their own personal toilet?”

“Why, that sounds perfect!”

“Excellent, I will ensure it is arranged; and I think given all your hard work caring for this little bimbo, that we arrange for the wages to be paid directly into your account.” 

Rose writhed and jerked in her chair, hearing every word but just too damn horny to resist her fate. She could feel the most delicious pressure building between her legs; if the chance to finally orgasm after months of building came, she would pay any price.

“Wonderful! I’m sure it will be exactly what the slut needs,” Evelyn beamed. “Now, Is there anything else you suggest?”

“Well nothing major; as I said I’m very happy with how she’s progressing. I would suggest increasing the potency of her drug and hormone intake to ensure she doesn’t build any kind of natural resistance.”

Michelle reached down, cupped one of Rose’s gigantic tits in her gloved hand and smiled approvingly. 

“As for the body growth, well that’s going even better than expected! I think perhaps we should give them another month or so to expand naturally; by our next check up they should just about be as big as biologically possible, and we can start to explore some surgical options to really nail the bimbo, sex doll aesthetic that Rose needs to embrace.

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.

The thundering of Rose's heart sent the monitor racing faster than ever as the poor girl lost all control. Her hands gripped the arm of the chair hard enough to turn white and she groaned unintelligibly into Michelle's sweaty pantyhose like a lunatic; oh God she was so close... she was so close to that sweet relief she could almost taste it...

"Other than that, just make sure you keep up the frequent public humiliation, move ahead with the additional tattoo and piercings as planned and of course continue with the enforced chastity to keep the patient as sexually frustrated as possible," Michelle rounded off happily. "Speaking of which..."

To Rose's horror, the nurse reached back to the black box and with the press of a button, snatched her chance of blissful release away from her. 

"Mmmmnn hmmm hmmm," Rose whined in distress, eyes pleading for the electrics to be turned back on, though the hope was evidently in vain.

"Good thinking nurse, we don't want the little tart getting carried away now do we?" Evelyn laughed, giving Rose a playful slap on the thighs.

"Absolutely not," Michelle peered down and couldn't suppress a smile at the look of pained desperation etched on Rose's face. Putting a comforting hand on her patient's shoulder, the nurse went on in her reassuring, clinical tone. "Now now don't give me that look, I know it's hard, but you need to remember that chastity is good for you. If you want to get better, you need to let us keep you nicely locked up and frustrated. Look at the way you're embracing those naughty lesbian desires of yours since we began your treatment; no more hiding or repressing, just a horny bimbo desperate to be touched and used, just as you were always meant to be! You don't want to risk all this progress, do you?"

Some deeply ingrained part of her cried out that returning to the person she’d been before all this started was precisely what she wanted, but unfortunately for poor Rose, it was far too deeply buried beneath narcotics and arousal for her to hear it. Instead she looked up at the two beautiful, busty women towering above, her eyes lingering on their grinning red lips, bulging breasts and wide, curvaceous hips, and timidly shook her head, mewing defeatedly into her sweaty nylon gag.

“Good girl,” Michelle gave her a final reassuring squeeze of the shoulder, before snapping off her latex gloves and adding to the notes she’d been taking earlier.

“And don’t you worry,” Evelyn added, stepping out from between Rose’s legs and pinching her tightly stuffed cheeks together as best she could considering the pantyhose that filled them. “I’ll make sure you don’t get a moment's peace until you’re a worked up, dribbling wreck that cares about nothing but sucking tits, kissing ass and being used and abused like the filthy little bimbo she is.”

With those words ringing in her ears, Rose laid back and tried to squash the rising tide of fear growing in her belly, as the two women removed the electrical pads and undid her restraints. Without Evelyn’s touch and the ungodly pleasure of those electric pulses to distract her, the reality of the additional treatments Michelle has prescribed began to dawn on her; stronger drugs... human urinals... something about surgery... oh God, what were they going to do to her?!

“Why Rose darling, you’re looking awfully pale,” Evelyn said with mock concern as Rose pushed herself unsteadily to her feet. “Perhaps you need a little dose of your medicine before we get going? It's been a trying day for you after all.”

Without waiting for a response, Evelyn reached into her bag, pulled out a drug soaked rag she'd prepared earlier and clamped it roughly over Rose’s nose and mouth. The young girl gasped and struggled a little at first, though within seconds the powerful fumes invaded her nostrils and got to work dulling her mind. ‘What was I just worrying about?’ Rose wondered dreamily, before deciding it didn’t matter; she could feel Evelyn’s hand groping her naked ass... it felt so good... that was all she needed to think about.

Acting virtually on auto-pilot, Rose redressed herself in the skimpy outfit she’d worn in, gave nurse Michelle a long, wet kiss goodbye and allowed Evelyn to guide her to the door.

“Now before we go I just need to have a quick chat with the nurse about a few ideas I’ve had for your treatment going forwards,” Evelyn explained as she softly guided the dazed Rose out into the corridor. “Nothing for you to worry your pretty little head about of course. How about you go and wait with the nice lady at reception? If you’re a good girl, maybe she’ll let you lick the bottom of her shoes? You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Y-yeah... sure,” Rose replied absent-mindedly, before trotting obediently over to the desk, where the pretty young receptionist waited with a look of sadistic amusement plastered across her face. 

..............................................................................
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It was a bitterly cold winter night; a thin layer of snow carpeted the ground and the world outside the Victorian townhouse seemed unnaturally still, as though even the birds and insects had decided braving the sub zero temperatures wasn't worth their time. Inside however, the red brick fireplace roared with life; its crackling flames pumping out heat and filling the cavernous living with a warm, comforting glow.

Basking in its warmth, Evelyn reclined comfortably on the sofa, sipping on a delicious glass of full-bodied red wine and smiling indulgently as she tapped away at her laptop. Wearing a loose fitting blue kimono and nothing but a pair of white silk panties beneath, the glamorous woman was a picture of contentment. On the floor beside her, a hunched, naked figure knelt prostrated; her large, jiggly ass raised high in the air and her face almost touching the ground, as she softly laid kiss after kiss against the wrinkled soles of Evelyn’s feet.

Rose had been kneeling in that position for well over an hour now. Her knees screamed in protest, but so enthralled was she by the task at hand, she barely noticed the dull ache throbbing away beneath her. Spending so long with her nose pressed up against those feet, that Rose herself had so diligently rubbed with the special ‘medicinal’ body cream Michelle had prescribed, aphrodisiac laced fumes filling her nostrils with each breath, had turned Rose’s mind to mush. Her every thought was clouded by an intense desire for the older woman’s feet... God she loved them... she loved the sweaty taste that played on her lips each time she smooched them against Evelyn’s skin... it didn’t matter that she was in pain... all that mattered was kissing those beautiful, sexy feet.

Kiss, kiss, kiss.

Above her Evelyn continued to tap away, occasionally smirking or snorting with derision. Rose was dimly aware that what Evelyn was doing was bad news for her, but it was hard to remember why when she was so busy kissing feet. Evelyn’s feet needed her whole attention, anything else would just have to wait.

Kiss, kiss, kiss.

"Ahh, seeing this certainly brings back some memories," Evelyn sighed wistfully, gazing into the laptop's artificial glow. "I really can't believe quite how far you've come."

Rose's cheeks burned with shame. She didn't like thinking about her old life; hazy and jumbled though it was in her mind, she knew if she really concentrated, she could recall a time when another woman’s feet weren’t her primary concern, when she’d been a happy, confident young woman with a great career ahead of her. If she allowed herself to dwell on such thoughts for too long, she knew the crushing despair would begin to creep in. No, it was far easier to concentrate on kissing Evelyn’s feet, after all as Evelyn never failed to remind her, kissing and sniffing women’s feet was all a silly bimbo like her needed to focus on; anything else would be too much for her stupid, airhead brain to handle. Kissing feet kept the sad thoughts away; so that’s exactly what Rose continued to do.

Kiss, kiss, kiss.

Clearly noticing and enjoying Rose’s discomfort, a sadistic grin appeared on Evelyn’s face.  

“What’s the matter, don’t you remember? It was only six months ago, six months to this very day in fact; surely even a ditzy slut like you can’t have forgotten already?” Evelyn spun the laptop around so Rose could see the excited, confident young woman whose face filled the screen. It was her almost a year ago, when she’d first moved to London, secured her dream job and had the whole world at her feet. “Incredible isn’t it? You look like a totally different person!”

A hollow sadness clawed at Rose’s chest as Evelyn flicked through the extensive gallery of photos plastered across her old social media account. There she was, diploma in hand and beaming with delight on her graduation day, on holiday with her family last summer, enjoying a birthday meal with her ex-boyfriend. God she looked so happy, Rose hadn’t smiled like that in months; her bottom lips began to quiver, and a tear rolled down her cheek as she mewed pathetically into the ball of Evelyn’s foot.

“Oh don’t look so sad, you know this is all for the best,” Evelyn shook her head ruefully, turning the screen back to her and resuming her typing. “Hey, why don’t you give my toes a little suck? That always cheers you up doesn’t it?”

Sniffling, Rose did as she was told, taking the older woman’s big toe in her mouth and sucking like a baby at its Mother’s teat. As her tongue lapped sensually against the chubby digit and the taste of Evelyn’s foot filled her mouth, she could already feel the sadness slipping away. Yes.. that’s better... this is all I need, Rose thought idly.

“Remarkable... who would have believed that under the surface of this nice, respectable looking woman, was such a depraved little pervert?” Evelyn shrugged. “Good job we managed to put a stop to that, and bring out the real you, isn’t it?”

“Yeshh Mishtresshh,” Rose garbled, as Evelyn pushed two more toes between the young girl's lips.

“Well I’m glad you agree, because as of...” Evelyn clicked twice more and paused for effect, before pounding her finger down on the mouse dramatically. “Now... all traces of that silly little girl have been entirely erased from existence.”

Rose’s eyes darted upward, but she made no move to stop; the confusion and worry swirling in her belly very much secondary to the joy of tasting toes in her mouth. 

“That’s right, while you’ve been busy kissing my feet, I’ve been using those passwords I had you write down for me to delete all of your old social media accounts,” Evelyn explained excitedly. “I’ve also contacted every company you’ve worked for, and had any article, web page or blog post you’ve ever put your name to permanently removed. Perhaps it’s overkill, but I just felt that it would be best to remove any slim chance you had of reviving that so-called career of yours. Even the tiniest flicker of hope might make it harder to truly resign yourself to life as a bimbo, so it’s best I take that away from you.”

Trying her utmost to bury the rising tide of panic in her chest, Rose quickened her pace, sucking on Evelyn’s toes with more urgency than ever.

“Yes... I’ve practically scrubbed you from existence my dear! I’ve ended your phone contract, deleted your email account, unsubscribed from every service and mailing list you’ve ever signed up to... hell, I’ve even cancelled your library card! All these silly relics of your ‘normal’ life are just distractions you don’t need; now you can focus all your energy on what really matters... being the best little bimbo you can be!”

Evelyn slipped her toe from between Rose’s lips, placed it under her chin and forced the younger girl to look up and meet her gaze.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it? To stay here with me as I teach you how good it feels to indulge those lesbian desires? To be used by a beautiful woman?”

As she spoke, Evelyn raised her other foot and gently pressed her toes to Rose’s huge, hanging bosom; the light touch alone enough to have the poor girl quiver with desire.

“Y-yes Mistress...” Rose panted breathlessly.

“Good girl. In that case..." Evelyn leaned back, pushed the laptop to one side and slapped her knee invitingly. "How about you come sit on my lap. I think we need to have a little talk."

Robotically, as if in a trance, Rose clambered to her feet and shuffled onto the older woman's lap. The moment she sat, Evelyn wrapped one arm around Rose's waist, pulling the young blonde in tightly enough that her thick bottom pressed down on her groin, while the other snapped up to roughly grab Rose's huge breast; her fingers digging in and kneading the soft skin like dough.

"Ohhhh..." Rose let out a groan of delight. With the aphrodisiac flowing through her veins, it felt like Evelyn was reaching into her chest and stuffing it full of pure ecstacy.

"There you go..  See how good it feels when you just give in?" Evelyn asked knowingly, rolling the young girl's nipple between her thumb and forefinger and smiling as the groans grew louder.

"Ohhhh y-yes!"

"I know it must be scary sometimes, so far from home... feeling so isolated from all your friends and family... but that's okay, isolation is good for you..." Evelyn squeezed and pulled harder at Rose's breast, knowing it would drive out any hint of resistance to her words. "We need to keep you as lonely and isolated as possible... just let you focus on being a slutty little bimbo without any distractions. You understand, don't you?"

"Y-yessss... yes M-mistress I-I understand," Rose stammered between moans, barely aware of what she was saying.

“That's good to hear; it will make everything so much easier once we finally cut that family of yours out of your life once and for all.”

Rose froze; the jolt of shock finally enough to cut through the arousal shrouding her mind. What had Evelyn said? Surely that couldn't be right?

“M-my family?” She stammered. 

“What, you didn't think you'd be able to keep seeing them did you? Oh you silly thing,” Evelyn shook her head in amusement, rubbing Rose's buttock almost tenderly. “You must realise your parents would never understand what we've done to you? They'd probably call the police... try to take you away back to your old, repressed life... treat you with the kind of kindness and respect that had you so confused about who you were.”

Deep within her, Rose felt a spark of something she hadn't for so long she'd almost forgotten what it was. Resistance.

“B-but you promised! You promised that if I did what you said, you wouldn't show them that video...”

“And I won't! Oh darling I don't want to ruin their memory of you, why, I'm sure they'd be heartbroken if they saw what you've become.”

A pang of guilt shot through Rose’s chest as she realised the truth of those words. Seeing this moment of weakness, Evelyn pounced, cupping the panicked young girl's cheek with a motherly affection.

“So you see, it'll be better for everyone if you just... disappear,” Evelyn smiled warmly, wiping away a tear as it leaked down Rose's cheek. “Now I know it's hard to understand, so how about this... I'll help to teach you that this is what's best for you, and if by the end of this evening you don't agree, I'll let you do whatever you want.”

“R-really? You mean it?” 

“Absolutely. I'll delete that video, flush away the drugs, pay to have those tattoos lasered away, whatever you want. Does that sound fair?”

If Rose had her full wits about her, the confident grin plastered across Evelyn’s face may have given her pause, but with her mind clouded and hazy with arousal, not to mention the older woman's hands still roaming her body, she agreed without hesitation.

“Y-yeah, okay... that sounds fair.”

“Excellent, in that case I'd like you to follow me up to my bedroom; we'll get you nice and comfy, then have a little chat and get this all straightened out.”

Obediently, Rose climbed down from Evelyn’s lap and still naked, fell in behind the older woman. As she was led from the room and the winding, wooden staircase, Rose's eyes lingered hungrily on Evelyn’s long, shapely legs, enjoying the way they ran up to her round, peachy... No! Rose shook her head, trying her best to drive such thoughts from her head. It was exactly this kind of thinking that got her into this in the first place. 

“Lie down on the bed and make yourself comfortable,” Evelyn instructed as they entered the finely appointed bedroom. “I just need to fetch a few things to help you get nice and relaxed before our little chat.”

Despite her nerves, Rose couldn’t help but enjoy the way she sank into the decadently soft mattress as she shuffled into position. Comfort wasn’t a luxury she was often provided these days, and while this wasn’t her first time on the mattress, she was more used to having her face ground into it as Evelyn’s strap-on fucked her raw than she was actually enjoying it.

Returning with a bundle of coarse, black rope in her arms, Evelyn clambered up onto the bed, swung a leg over Rose’s midriff and mounted her young charge so that her thick, muscular buttocks sat flush against her belly. She uncoiled a length of the rope and wrapped it one, two, three times around one of Rose’s dainty wrists, before setting about tying it securely to the bedpost.

“W-What are you...” Rose began.

“Oh hush you, stop your worrying,” Evelyn spoke over her. “I’m just helping you get comfortable for our lesson.”

As if that were all the explanation required, Evelyn continued her work, knotting the rope around each of Rose’s wrists and ankles until she was lying spread-eagle, with a limb stretched out to each corner of the bed and her naked body on full display. It was far from the most compromising bondage Rose had been subjected to over the last few months, but something about the openness and vulnerability of the position set the clawing sense of unease in Rose’s chest into overdrive.

“There we go, nice and snug,” Evelyn grunted as she pulled tight the final knot around Rose’s ankle. “All safe and cozy for our little chat...”

Opening her bedside drawer, Evelyn withdrew a familiar looking brown bottle. This time though, the label was bright red, and plastered with so many warning labels, there was barely room for the company logo. 

Oh fuck, Rose thought with horror, so that was Evelyn’s game. A whiff of that, and she knew she would be putty in the cruel woman’s hands.

“That’s right, as Michelle promised, your new, high dosage medicine is here just in time for tonight's celebration,” Evelyn chuckled at Rose’s fearful expression. “Oh don’t you worry, I told you, how tonight goes is entirely up to you. If you don’t want to take your medicine, I won’t make you.”

With a knowing grin on her face, Evelyn reached beneath her kimono, worked free her soft silk panties and slid them down her bare legs. Taking care not to spill a drop of the potent substance within, she unscrewed the bottle cap, brought the gusset of the panties to the lid and tipped the bottle to soak the white material.

“Now knowing what a pussy hungry little bimbo you are, I have little doubt you’ll be sniffing my panties as soon as you get the chance. But as I say, that will be entirely up to you... for now, let's just leave them here.”

Evelyn placed the panties to one side with an ominous pat, then leaned forward and snuggled in beside Rose’s naked, bound body, leaving a leg casually draped across her stomach and resting a hand delicately on her exposed breast.

“Now... how about we start this little chat by talking about you...” Evelyn spoke sensually, her usually harsh voice dripping with honey. “You see, the fact you don't seem to understand the need to cut yourself off from your old life makes me wonder whether you really appreciate the depth of your problems.”

Evelyn nonchalantly began to trace her finger across Rose's breast, circling the nipple as she spoke.

I mean, you can't possibly believe that you're a normal, functioning member of society, can you? A regular, mentally stable person who should be treated with respect?”

“I-I-I-...” Rose was floundering. She knew what she wanted to say, even through her hazy, confused mind she knew she deserved to be treated with respect; that before all this she’d had a normal life, promising career and loving family. But somehow, the words just wouldn’t come; it was like she was so used to Evelyn’s abuse, on some level she felt she deserved it. 

“I-I used to be...”

“Come now, we both know that’s not true is it? I mean, after all, wasn’t it your despair and anxiety that led you to me in the first place? Weren’t you pushing that pretty face of yours between my legs before I even had to threaten you with that video?”

“Well... yes but...”

“And do you think normal people end up living the kind of life you’ve been over the last six months? Do you think normal people get off by sniffing ladies' bottoms? Would they spend hours kissing their colleagues feet? Would they let someone feed them cigarette ash, or use their mouth as a toilet?”

“Erm... n-no but...”

“Of course they don’t!” Evelyn exalted, squeezing Rose’s nipple and smiling as she was rewarded with an excited yelp. “And yet every one of these things has happened to you... because you’re not normal. You’re just a silly little airheaded bimbo, so consumed by arousal you can barely function.”

Evelyn shifted position, freeing her spare hand and letting it wander up to caress Rose’s inner thigh. The younger girl froze as electric sparks of arousal seemed to shoot across her skin. God, the touch of the older woman’s hand felt so fucking good it scared her. 

“And I’m afraid stupid bimbos like you don’t deserve to be treated like a normal person. They deserve to be used and humiliated; to be treated like shit and made to kiss the feet of superior women like me because that’s all their good for,” Evelyn moved in, whispering sensually in Rose’s ear as she inched her hand further and further up the trembling girl’s thigh. “But you know, it’s not all bad being a silly little bimbo...”

Evelyn’s hand finally slid up into Rose’s groin, and fingered the metal piercings it found there playfully.

“Because when silly little bimbos are good girls, and just surrender to all those depraved desires of theirs, they get to feel a pleasure deeper than anything they could have possibly imagined.” 

Rose quivered as she realised what Evelyn was insinuating. For months she'd been pumped full of drugs that sent her libido through the roof, edged and teased without mercy until the frustration was so powerful it consumed her, yet granted not a single orgasm. How many times had she begged to cum? Pleaded and promised she'd do anything for just that moment of release? Could that opportunity have finally arrived?

No! She couldn't think like that; it was exactly what Evelyn wanted! Rose did her best to steel herself against the tide of temptation she could already feel rising within her. It wouldn't be easy, but Rose knew she could resist, her whole future depended on it.

“How long has it been... hmm? How long since you had any release from all that frustration? Weeks... Months... oh you poor dear, you must be ready to burst,” Evelyn slowly manoeuvred the top-most ring free from Rose's pierced lips, and gently rubbed a single finger against the edge of Rose's now exposed clit.

The resulting jolt of lust hit Rose like a freight train; her body jerked against her restraints as if she'd been shot, and a guttural moan burst from her chest.

“Ohhhhhh,” Rose cried, unable to control the wave of desire that threatened to fill her up.

“Oh I know, it must be so hard,’ Evelyn sympathised. “But darling you're so close... all you have to do is give these panties a little sniff, and that release you've been craving will finally be yours...”

Pinching the panties between her thumb and forefinger, Evelyn dangled them tantalisingly over Rose's head. The young blonde stared at them with something between fear and desire; she'd been dreaming of this moment for months... she knew she shouldn't, but fuck she just wanted it so badly...

“Go on, just one little sniff... give in, let me show you how goooood being a bimbo can feel...”

Rose's fingers gouged into the soft, white bed sheets as she clung on to them for dear life. Those panties were calling to her, imploring her to give in. Rose knew that to surrender would be the end of her, it would prove Evelyn right, it would be proof once and for all that Rose was everything she and Michelle claimed; a stupid bimbo, more concerned about what went on between her legs than she was with even her own wellbeing. It would prove they were right to do this to her, to treat her like this, and it genuinely scared her how close she was to giving in regardless.

Yet still a part of her held on; some tiny shred of the person she used to be that had laid dormant for months, and now kept her from making a decision she knew would condemn her to a lifetime of misery. Rose narrowed her eyes, and summoning every ounce of her strength, prepared to shoot Evelyn down and put an end to this madness once and for all! However, as if sensing this last spasm of resistance, Evelyn brought a second finger to Rose's already swollen clit, applying just enough pressure to send any hope Rose had of redemption crumbling away beneath a surge of desire.

“Oh God!” She groaned like an animal. “Oh God, I-I-I...”

“You what? Want to give in? Want to admit your nothing but a fucking bimbo, desparate to sniff my panties?”

“Yes! Yes Mistress, I-I want it... oh God I want it so bad! Please... please I need it! I need it more than anything!” Rose pleaded, finally surrendering to the desire that raged within her since the day Evelyn had pierced and bolted her pussy shut.

“Oh really? More than anything?” Evelyn raised an eyebrow, grinning victoriously. “That's odd because just a moment ago you seemed to think your precious family somehow meant more to you than indulging your perversions...”

“N-no, p-please... please I need it!”

“Hmmm,” Evelyn mused, scrunching up her face in exaggerated concentration. “I mean you do sound pretty genuine, but after your earlier behaviour I'm just not sure I believe you.”

“I-I'm sorry Mistress, I didn't mean it, I-I just got confused.”

“So you do understand then?”

Evelyn leaned in so close Rose could feel the heat of her breath against her lips.

“You understand why we need to cut you off? To take you away from your family once and for all? Let you focus on nothing but being the slutty bimbo you are?”

“Yes! Yes I understand, I-I,” Rose’s voice broke with emotion. She couldn't believe what she was about to say. For as long as she could remember her family had meant the world to her, but these last months had ground her down into a shadow of the person she once was. Evelyn was right, no normal person would ever agree to such a thing, let alone let anyone treat her the way she had been over these past months. But she wasn't a normal person, she was a bimbo... a stupid airhead who would agree to anything to satisfy her perverted desires. With a final sad sob, Rose let go of the person she had been, swallowed nervously and went on. “I'm a bimbo... a stupid bimbo... and this is the life I deserve.”

“Good girl! I knew you'd come round in the end.”

To mark Rose’s final surrender, Evelyn brought her face down those last few inches until their lips locked together, and pushed her tongue into the bound girl's mouth. Beneath her, Rose returned the kiss eagerly, her naked body shuddering with pleasure as she finally gave in to the lust.

“In that case, how about you give my panties a little sniff... show me what a good bimbo you are...” Evelyn purred, breaking away from the kiss and clamping the drug soaked down over Rose's nose and mouth.

The second Rose inhaled that heady mix of medicinal fumes and the scent of Evelyn’s sex, it was clear this new drug was a different animal to her previous medication. Rose’s eyes shot open as if she'd been struck by lightning and her body instinctively fought back against the potent narcotic suddenly flooding her system. Her small frame bucked and struggled for all it was worth, but the coarse rope held her tightly in place, while Evelyn’s vice-like grip kept the panties right where they were.

“HMMM! Hmmm! hmmmmm...”

As the powerful fumes took effect, Rose's struggles soon began to subside. The fierce battle against her restraints became a pathetic wriggle and then died off altogether, before her eyes rolled into the back of her head as she melted into the soft mattress. By the time Evelyn pulled the panties away, a goofy, lopsided smile played across Rose's lips, and her eyes seemed to float lazily around the room.

“What a good little panty sniffer...” Evelyn chuckled 

“Yeeeeaaaah,” Rose sighed back dreamily. So content was she in her cocoon of blissful euphoria, she could barely muster the strength to speak. If her usual medication clouded her mind, this new concoction pretty much obliterated it. There was nothing left, no thoughts, feelings or personality; no room for anything but the deep, animalistic lust that flowed through her veins and burned between her legs.

“Now, how about I show you how good being a bimbo can feel... and we'll get back to that little chat of ours.”

Leaving one hand between Rose's legs to one by one remove the metal piercings, Evelyn brought the other up to untie the sash of her kimono, before sensually peeling it from her shoulders. Below her, Rose looked up with open mouthed awe, visibly trembling with excitement as the older woman's statuesque body was revealed.

As the final piercing was removed and the kimono slithered down to the bedroom floor, Evelyn finally pounced on her restrained victim; swinging a leg over to mount her once more, and bringing her large frame down to bear on Rose's trembling body. The two women came together in a mass of writhing, naked flesh. With each limb tied wide apart, Rose's small, frail body was swallowed beneath Evelyn’s broad shoulders, thick buttocks and muscular thighs, as the older woman ravished her; kissing at her neck, pawing at her breasts and slipping two fingers into her wet, open pussy.

“Ohhhh fuuuuck...” Rose groaned, losing herself in pleasure.

“There you go,” Evelyn breathed lustilly, massaging Rose's clit with her thumb. “See how good it feels being a bimbo? How happy you are when you just give in and accept what's happening to you?”

“Ohhh yes... yes M-mistress it feels soooo gooood...”

Evelyn had to bite her lip to keep from crying out herself. Feeling the little tart squirming so helplessly beneath her, completely at her mercy, and knowing what she was about to do to her... fuck, it was almost too much! She was so close now, so close to the moment she'd been dreaming of since that sweet, innocent girl first walked into her office. Now just to hammer shut the final nail in the poor girl's coffin, and she would be hers forever. Swept up in the moment, Evelyn pulled Rose's face into her breast, and grinned as unprompted the young girl took her nipple in her mouth and sucked at it hungrily.

“Yes! Oh yes that's it, suck my tits you little slut!” Evelyn moaned lustfully, her nipple growing hard against Rose's eager tongue. 

“Suck my tits as I ruin your life. That's right, this is your life now, so lonely and isolated, no friends or family... just a lifetime of sex and suffering for my little bimbo...”

“Mmmmmpphhh,” Rose moaned into Evelyn's breast, accepting everything she was told, caring only for the soft flesh filling her mouth.

“But that's alright, isn't it?’ Evelyn dug her fingers into Rose's mane of blonde hair and tugged it back forcefully so she was forced to look her in the eye. “Because stupid bimbos don't need friends or family, do they?”

“N-no Mistress...”

“No, all you need is to be used and abused like the slut you are.”

Without waiting for a response, Evelyn forced Rose's face back into the soft pillow of her breasts, reaching across to the bedside table as she did, retrieving and activating her vibrator before pushing it between Rose’s legs.

“MMUUUMM FUUUURRRK YHHMMM!” Rose shrieked like a banshee, her cries muffled by Evelyn's bosom, overwhelmed by the flames of desire that now consumed her. 

Shuffling back so that her hips were level with Rose's, Evelyn slid her pussy onto the vibrator so that the two of them shared the delicious waves of pleasure it emitted; then slowly began to rock her hips back and forth, using the young Irish girl as her very own sex toy. 

“That's it little bimbo, you just enjoy everything that's happening to you, tomorrow we'll start taking everything away from you...”

“Hhhmmmpphh,” Rose moaned into her fleshy prison, lost in a world of sheer ecstasy.

“I think we'll start by making a little appointment with the bank,” Evelyn went on, grinding her hips between Rose’s legs with deliberate long, slow slides. “After all our shopping trips I doubt you have much in the way of savings, but I think we should sign those silly accounts over to me all the same. It's not like you'll be using them any more; I fear looking after you own finances will be just too much for your ditzy little head to cope with.”

Though Rose could hear every word, the waves of arousal assaulting her body made it impossible to focus. She simply accepted what Evelyn was telling her; doing as she was told made her feel so good, why would she ever want to think for herself?

“Then we’ll have you sit down and write a letter of resignation. It’s important you start to think of yourself less as a person who offers anything of value to the world, and more as an object for others to enjoy. You’re like a walking sex doll; no personality, thoughts or feelings, just a fat sexy ass, huge pair of tits and an eager little mouth. You don’t need a job; you’re a stupid bimbo whose only purpose is to be used, not paid as if you’re of some kind of worth.”

Evelyn groaned as she began to grind her pussy harder and harder between Rose’s legs, sending vibrations thundering through the pair of them.

“Oh fuuuck... you won’t be able to pay your rent, but don’t worry, you can just move in here,” Evelyn’s voice became ragged as her excitement grew with each word. “Every day you’ll be rubbing my feet... kissing my ass... licking my pussy... or just suffering for my amusement! Oh yes... I’m going to make sure you spend every waking moment indulging those perverted desires of yours; I promise you won’t get a moment's peace!”

“Mmmpphh! Mmmmpppphh!” Rose's chest heaved and her head nodded furiously. Images of Evelyn’s delicious feet and thick, round ass filled her head, spurred on by the most wonderful vibrations pulsing through her body. This was the life she wanted... the life she deserved. 

“Oh fuck look what I've done to you... look what I've turned you into...” Evelyn groaned orgasmically, rocking her hips faster and faster as she rode the struggling, bound girl beneath her into oblivion. Rose began to struggle for air, but Evelyn just grabbed the back of her head and forced her even deeper into soft tits, as the poor girl's suffering just fuelled her arousal. “Oh God I'm going to fuck you up so badly! You're mine now; my little bimbo... and I'm going to make sure the rest of your life is filled with nothing but humiliation and abuse...”

“MMMPPPHHH!” Rose screamed into the mounds of soft flesh smothering her face. She was running out of air; her lungs burned and white spots danced before her eyes, yet this wasn't a scream of desperation. It was one of primal lust. So consumed was she with the heavenly vibrations rocking her restrained body, the fact she was slowly suffocating was a mere inconvenience.

“Oh yes... that's it... bimbos don't need to breath... they just suffer and suffer until they cum...,” Evelyn moaned between breaths, the delicious pressure building between her legs with every thrust. “Go on... cum for me... cum as I take everything from you like the stupid fucking bimbo you are...”

At those words, their legs locked together and joined at the pussy, the two women erupted with a simultaneous orgasm that sent shockwaves of euphoria reverberating through the pair of them. Crying out like a woman possessed, Evelyn squeezed Rose so tightly the oxygen starved girl was on the verge of passing out! Not that she cared at all; Rose was far too busy drowning in white hot pleasure to worry what was happening to her. She simply lay bucking against the immense mass of Evelyn’s Amazonian body, losing her mind in the grip of orgasmic delirium.

It was hard to say how long Rose lay basking, semi-conscious in her post orgasm bliss. In a perverse way, after months of uncertainty, anxiety and sadness stretching back long before Evelyn arrived on the scene, she finally felt like she was where she belonged. It was hard to think too deeply in the grip of such powerful narcotics; all she knew was that before her life had been full of anxiety, but Evelyn had taught her she didn't need to worry anymore. She was just a silly bimbo, and all she needed to concern herself with was rubbing women's feet, worshipping their bodies and debasing herself for their amusement. Being a bimbo was easier... being a bimbo was better... being a bimbo made her happy...

Rose barely noticed Evelyn had gone; it was only when the mattress dipped as the woman's imposing frame reappeared beside her that she returned to some kind of lucidity. As Evelyn leaned back across her, Rose thought (or more accurately hoped) for a moment that she was in for another ravishing; but instead of mounting her, the still naked Evelyn picked apart the knotted rope at her wrist, and set about freeing her from her bind.

Once the final rope had been untied, Rose gingerly set about wriggling free and propping herself upright, keen to see what Evelyn wanted from her. Even in Rose's confused state, she knew their relationship had changed forever, and figured now would be a good time to take stock and discuss some ground rules as to what their life together would look like moving forwards. 

It quickly became clear however that Evelyn had no intention of discussing anything with her. Before Rose could so much as open her mouth, strong hands grabbed at her elbow and waist, then without a word flipped her over so she lay on her belly. Her wrists were then pulled together at the crest of her buttocks, and bound tightly together with the very rope from which she had just been freed.

“W-what?” Rose mumbled in a state of confusion.

“Shhhh no more talking,” Evelyn hushed her. “You've already accepted what you are; just lie back and let it happen like a good, brainless bimbo...”

Her spirit and personality now firmly crushed from existence, Rose did as she was told; lying still as Evelyn tied lengths of rope around her ankles, knees and elbows, before bringing her wrists and ankles together and binding her like a hog. When she was done, Evelyn let out a contented sigh, swung her leg over and reclined naked on the bed ahead of her helplessly bound victim; leaving Rose nestled snugly between her legs, staring straight up at her exposed pussy, cheeks sandwiched between her meaty thighs.

“Look at you; right where you were always meant to be,” Evelyn peered down the length of her bare body with a fond smile, before pulling up the duvet and wiggling her hips playfully as she snuggled beneath it. “Now, we'll have a busy day dismantling what's left of your old life tomorrow, so I'm going to make sure I get a nice, early night.”

Rose's world was plunged into darkness as the duvet was pulled across; the air around her quickly grew thick with her hot breath and the scent of Evelyn’s sweat. It was an oppressive atmosphere beneath those sheets, but the thought of spending a night in Evelyn’s bed had already awakened a flicker of excitement in her chest.

“As for you... well I suppose I'll have to have a think about permanent sleeping arrangements going forwards. We could maybe swing by the pet store on our way to the bank tomorrow and pick you up a little cage to sleep in? Or perhaps you can just kneel beside my bed, kiss my feet through the night until you collapse from exhaustion?” Evelyn shrugged, then reached across and switched out the light. “Either way I don't suppose it matters too much. A bit of sleep deprivation might do you good; leave you all tired and confused, my perfect ditzy little airhead.”

Evelyn shuffled forward so that her pussy rubbed up on Rose's nose, while the crest of her ass nestled snugly around the young girl's chin.

“For tonight, you can just snuggle down between my thighs like a good bimbo,” Evelyn went on dreamily. “You can give my pussy a little kiss while you're there... you could even stay up kissing it all night if you want?”

Rose could feel how Evelyn enjoyed this idea, as the older woman's pussy grew wet against her face.

“Actually, why don't you do that? Stay up all night kissing my pussy... if you put your mind to it, you could probably work that tongue down into my ass as well.”

Once the thought of being made to stay awake all night, intimately servicing another woman would have been Rose's worst nightmare. Now though, she puckered her lips and pressed them to Evelyn’s pussy without a second thought. The only thing in the world that mattered to her was keeping Evelyn happy, in the hope that she might feed Rose's insatiable sexual desire; she would endure any amount of exhaustion, humiliation or suffering for such a prize.

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“That's it, this is your life now,” Evelyn mumbled sleepily as she began to drift off. “Nothing but abuse for my little bimbo...”

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“... so much to do... need to book your surgery... get a nice tattoo to celebrate...”

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“... work on your figure too... maybe put you on a starvation diet... hungry little bimbo...”

Kiss, kiss, kiss

Kiss, kiss, kiss

Kiss, kiss, kiss

Kiss, kiss, kiss

Oblivious to Evelyn’s dreamy mumbling, Rose stretched out her tongue and was pleased to find she was able to reach down into Evelyn's asshole, which she lapped at hungrily. She kept up this relentless campaign of kissing and licking between her new owner’s legs for hours, still at it as the dim fingers of dawn clawed their way across the morning sky... without a single thought entering her pretty little head.
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