
Chapter One

“Ah, isn't it wonderful?” Evelyn asked with a smile of satisfaction. “Every trace of your silly old life, all packed up and gone forever.” 

She slipped an arm around Rose's waist and gave it a possessive squeeze, before gesturing to the space around them. 

“All nice and empty, just like your pretty little head.” 

As Rose looked around at the empty husk of the studio flat that had been her home for the past year, she could see what Evelyn meant. The place had been stripped completely bare; every photo taken down, every item of furniture sold and every personal item boxed up and packed away. Even with her mind as murky and clouded as it was now, she could feel a sense of what she'd lost. 

When she'd first taken the plunge to move to the big city from her rural home back in Ireland, this place had been so full of life; so teeming with optimism and excitement, as she wondered what adventures her new life would hold. But that was a long time ago. Before she'd met Evelyn, and her world had crashed down around her ears. 

It had been a month since the night Evelyn had hammered the final nail into Rose's life as a once promising young journalist. The cruel woman had dangled the carrot of escape from her depraved existence; all Rose had to do was resist the pull of her debased urges for one evening, and she'd finally be free. But after months with her pussy pierced shut in chastity, being edged over and over again with a powerful aphrodisiac flooding her system, her desire was just too strong to resist. Losing her mind in a frenzy of lust, she'd let Evelyn ravage her, pushing her over the edge into the most mind-blowing orgasm of her life, practically hammering that final nail into the coffin herself. If there had been any doubt left in her mind that Evelyn was right, and she was nothing but a stupid, sex-crazed bimbo, it had now been well and truly crushed. 

The next morning, Rose, exhausted after spending the night hogtied between Evelyn's legs, submitted the four weeks notice to vacate her flat, and resigned from her job at Phobos Financial with immediate effect. The latter was a formality of course, given Evelyn owned the business, but the older woman seemed to enjoy watching Rose officially sign her life away, so it was done anyway. 

In the weeks since, Rose had packed up everything she owned, and thrown away or sold everything that couldn't fit in a cardboard box, with all the proceeds going to Evelyn of course. Now, on the final day of her lease, she spent the morning loading what remained of her worldly possessions into Evelyn's car, ready to be transported to their new home. 

"Now, I know this must all be very confusing for you," Evelyn went on, her tone thick with condescension. "All this change must be hard for an airhead like you to understand. Am I right?” 

"I-I guess so..." Rose mumbled in response.  

It was true, this was all very confusing for the poor girl. On some level she knew she should be sad at everything that had been taken away from her, but on another, she'd come to accept that this was who she was; a brainless bimbo. Surely she should be happy to finally be living the life she was always meant to lead? That's what Evelyn always told her anyway, and Evelyn was far smarter than a ditzy airhead like her. 

"Aww that's alright, it must be hard being so stupid," Evelyn said, her eyes alight with sadistic joy. “But you don't have to worry about any of that anymore; I'll be doing all the thinking for you from now on. Speaking of which…” 

Evelyn glanced at her watch. 

“I think we'd better get going if we're going to make our appointment on time.” 

Rose's heart sank at the mention of today's other task. If her night at Evelyn's had hammered the final nail into the coffin of her old life, this appointment would be what finally buried it. Still, her days of doing anything but blindly obeying every word that came out of Evelyn's mouth were long gone, so she simply nodded in meek agreement. Casting one final look over her shoulder at the flat that had once promised so much, Rose slipped the keys in the letter box, and followed Evelyn to the car. 

The sleek black SUV pulled away from the small block of flats, winding its way through the leafy suburban streets en-route to the city. As the quaint suburbs gave way to the concrete jungle, they soon pulled up outside a well-kept Georgian townhouse, which, according to the sign beside the door, housed the offices of 'Lambert and Chaplow Solicitors - Legal experts you can trust.' Evelyn calmly killed the engine, then looked at Rose with excitement etched across her face. 

"Well, here we are," she grinned. "Are you ready for the first day of the rest of your life?" 

"Y-yeah, I think so..." Rose replied nervously. 

"Oh darling, you look petrified!" Evelyn chuckled, reaching across and giving Rose a reassuring squeeze of the knee. '"Don't worry, I know how worked up you get, so I made sure to bring a little something to help with the nerves.” 

Flicking open the glove box, Evelyn rummaged around inside and pulled out a very familiar brown bottle; Rose's medicine. The new and improved, extra strong dosage Nurse Michelle had prescribed a few short weeks ago, that she knew from personal experience would warp her mind and consume her with lust to such a degree, there was nothing she wouldn't agree to. 

"Alright, here you go," Evelyn purred in a sultry whisper as she unscrewed the lid and filled the pipette with the clear liquid within. Slowly and deliberately, she undid one, then a second button on her shirt, unwrapping her immense breasts, before letting droplets of the clear liquid fall invitingly across her chest. "Come on, you rest that pretty little head of yours in my nice, soft bosom, and I promise all your worries will disappear…” 

Watching as a single droplet trickled like a bead of sweat down the valley of Evelyn's hulking cleavage, Rose licked her lips with anticipation. She could already feel desire pulling at her, fueled by the hour she'd spent rubbing her medicine laced body oil into Evelyn's feet that morning. Needing no second invitation, Rose leaned across and buried her face into Evelyn's enormous breasts; shivering with pleasure as her cheeks were squashed between the warm pillows of flesh, and inhaling deeply. 

As Evelyn promised, the second those medicinal fumes flooded Rose's nostrils, all her anxiety simply melted away. The most wonderful, blissful warmth grew in her chest, and soon flowed out through the rest of her body. It was suddenly hard to remember what she was ever worried about, when giving in to her bimbo desires felt this fucking good. 

Then, as ever, something even stronger cut through the comforting blanket of warmth that had enveloped her. Lust. A lust as powerful and all-consuming as anything Rose had ever known. She nuzzled her head into the warm, fleshy prison of Evelyn's tits, breathing in more delicious fumes by the second, and gasped at the fire it lit between her legs. 

“Please…” she whimpered into Evelyn's breast; so desperate to indulge the desire consuming her, but knowing she needed Evelyn's permission to do so  

“Oh, go on then,” Evelyn said with a wry smile, as if she'd had no hand in creating the weak-willed, sex obsessed bimbo Rose had become. “Kiss.” 

Awash with gratitude for the woman who had done this to her, Rose puckered her lips and pressed them tenderly against the soft squidgy skin of Evelyn's bosom. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss

Rose pecked kiss after adoring kiss across Evelyn's immense breast, losing herself in her arousal. As she reached the fabric of the older woman's shirt, Evelyn raised a hand, undid another button and let her tit spill free. Then, grabbing a fistful of Rose's golden hair with one hand, and cupping her loose, jiggling breast with the other, she brought her nipple to Rose's lips, and stuffed it between them. 

Well practiced in serving Evelyn's desires by now, Rose knew exactly what her tormentor wanted. Opening her mouth to allow the huge breast to slide inside, she began to suck it hungrily, licking playfully against Evelyn's nipple as she went; delighting in the way the other woman's nipple stiffened against her tongue. She was immediately rewarded with a groan of pleasure from above. 

“That’s it, you suck my tits like a good little bimbo,” Evelyn bit her lip with pleasure, tightening her grip on the back of Rose’s head.  

As she spoke, Evelyn’s free hand wandered down between Rose’s legs, slipped beneath the pretty bimbo's panties and gently began to rub up and down her pierced pussy lips, casually fingering the metal rings that stitched them together. With shots of arousal firing through her body, Rose sucked at the heaving breast filling her mouth with renewed vigour, harder and hungrier by the second, groaning with pleasure as she did. 

“Ohhh yes… there you go… get yourself nice and worked up for me; the more horny and stupid you become, the easier this will all be for you to accept,” Evelyn leaned down and whispered alluringly in Rose’s ear. “You know, if we didn’t have an appointment to keep, I’d take you right here in the car. I’d ram that fat, slutty ass of yours against the steering wheel, and rub my pussy against that pretty little piercing as you gasp for air beneath my fucking tits!” 

With that, Evelyn released her grip on Rose’s head, and pushed the bewildered bimbo back into her seat, discarding her as if she were nothing but a toy. 

“But we really do need to get going, we don’t want to keep Miss Lambert waiting now, do we? You know how fond she is of you.” 

Without waiting for a response, Evelyn pushed open the car door, then paced from the car and down the paved front path of the impressive property; a rather shell-shocked Rose, her whole body still tingling with unfulfilled pleasure, scrambled out the car after her. Making her way through the sturdy-looking front door, Evelyn led the way down a short hallway toward a small but perfectly kept reception desk, the click-clack of heels against the tiled floor echoing with each step. 

“Good afternoon, I'm here with Rose Quinn, we have an appointment with Miss Lambert,” Evelyn said as she reached the desk. 

“No problem, let me take a look,” the pretty olive-skinned receptionist replied professionally, tapping away at her keyboard. “Ah yes, Miss Lambert is expecting you. Would you like me to show you up?" 

"No, thank you dear, I know the way; Lucille and I are old friends." 

The two women made their way up a narrow staircase, then followed the corridor above to a nondescript wooden door that would have filled Rose's belly with dread, if she weren't so distracted by the overwhelming sense of arousal flowing through her veins. It was hard to concentrate on trivial matters like what was about to happen to her, when her head was filled with nothing but the image of Evelyn's round, bulging breasts, and her immense longing to squeeze her head between them once more. 

Not bothering to knock, Evelyn pushed open the door and led the two of them inside. The office they stepped into was impressive to say the least; it's considerable size, soft carpet underfoot and walls adorned with framed legal certificates and shelves of leather bound books giving off a real sense of grandeur. What caught Rose's eye however wasn't the tasteful interior decoration, but the sight of the immensely large woman, sitting like an emperor behind her polished oak desk; her eyes sizing up Rose like a lion might a gazelle. 

"Lucille, how wonderful to see you," Evelyn greeted the woman warmly. 

"A pleasure as always, my dear," the huge, mousy-haired woman stood and embraced Evelyn with affection, before turning to Rose with a sadistic glint in her eye. "And Rose, as ever I'm delighted to see you." 

Moving with surprising grace for a woman of such size, she stepped across to where Rose stood and wrapped her arms around the startled younger woman; snaking one around her waist to hold her in place, while the other pulled up her mini-skirt and pawed possessively at her ass. 

"Ohhhh," Rose groaned with reluctant arousal as she felt herself practically sink into the woman’s flabby belly. She hated the way that even this morbidly obese woman's body drove her so wild with desire she could barely think straight. God, did she really have so little self control? Apparently so. 

It wasn't the first time Rose had come to this realisation; Miss Lambert’s body was one she'd become very familiar with over the past few months. They'd first met on the dancefloor in an underground night club, near the end of a girl's night out that had seen poor Rose's humiliation fall to whole new depths.  

After Evelyn and the others had practically force-fed her a bottle of vodka (along with multiple doses of her special medicine), Rose had been pushed to the dance-floor and left to the mercy of the pack of predatory women who seemed to fill it. One moment she'd been swaying rhythmically to the music, the next a pair of strong hands had grabbed her head, and forced her face between the largest, sweatiest pair of buttocks she'd ever seen. Within less than an hour, the woman to whom those buttocks belonged had her on her knees in the bathroom, lips open and pressed against her pussy, as she filled her mouth with piss. The lady in question was, of course, Miss Lambert. 

Since that night, Rose had been used and abused by Evelyn's cruel friends on countless occasions, but none had taken quite such a liking to her as Miss Lambert. Quite often the woman seemed to invent some excuse to drop by the office unannounced, dropping off some legal papers or attending a meeting with their HR team, and always made sure to seek Rose out for some 'fun.'  

Rose's thoughts snapped back to the present as a plump hand grabbed at her hair and viciously pulled her head back, so that she was forced to look the fat woman in the eye. 

"And how is my favourite little worthless slut today? Still too stupid and horny to live a normal life?" 

"Y-yes Miss Lambert," Rose replied meekly, making sure to address her by her full title as she'd been told. The last time she'd copied Evelyn in calling her 'Lucille,' the huge woman had strapped her to a bench and spanked her ass until it practically glowed. 

"Glad to hear it," Miss Lambert grinned wickedly, then finally released her and motioned to the desk. "In that case, shall we begin?” 

There was only one chair laid out in front of the desk, which Evelyn immediately took, leaving Rose with no choice but to sit on her lap. Miss Lambert meanwhile squeezed herself in behind the desk, opened her top drawer and pulled out a bundle of three files, each neatly held together by a paperclip, which she then laid out in front of her. 

“Alright, now Rose, the first thing I have to ask is, do you know why we're all here today?” Miss Lambert began, her voice even and neutral, even as her eyes sparked with amusement. 

“I-I think so…” Rose stammered nervously. 

“Alright then, why don't you tell me?” 

“I-I-I…” Rose tried to find the words to answer, but as she felt Evelyn's muscular thighs shift beneath her ass, it was just so hard to concentrate. What was it Evelyn had said last night? “I need someone to look after me.” 

“Yes, in a manner of speaking, I suppose you're right,” Miss Lambert smirked, before going on. “Rose, we're here today because your behaviour over the last few months has proved, as far as I'm concerned, beyond any reasonable doubt, that you just aren't well enough to make decisions for yourself anymore.” 

After a brief pause to allow her message to sink in, Miss Lambert continued. 

“Now, here I have your medical notes, as well as my own legal recommendations,” she pointed a chubby finger at the larger two of the three files in turn. “Both of which agree unequivocally that your perverted desires and obsession with sexual gratification are so all-consuming and deeply ingrained that it just isn't, nor will it ever, be possible for you to live a normal life.” 

Across Rose's shoulder, Evelyn nodded along in agreement. 

"Now, I know Evelyn here has made remarkable progress in stamping out that harmful sense of self-worth that was causing you all these problems, and helping you become the empty headed bimbo you really are, but both Nurse Michelle and myself are concerned that while there is even the slightest chance you could return to your old life, you will never fully be able to embrace your new one," Miss Lambert flicked open the third smaller file, and pointed to the small stack of paper within. "Which is why I've prepared this..." 

Rose's brow creased with worry as she looked down at the neatly typed legal documents. Her head was so crammed full of the image of her kissing Evelyn's magnificent breasts, and sucking on her lovely hard nipples; there was no way a helpless bimbo like her could ever hope to take in all those big, complicated words. But it was alright, Evelyn would help her understand; she always did. 

"This is what's called a 'Power of Attorney.' Now, I wouldn't expect an airheaded little slut like you to understand what that means, but don't worry, Evelyn and I are here to tell you all about it," Miss Lambert explained, as if she could read Rose's mind. 

"That's right," Evelyn agreed, her voice dripping with condescension. "Come on, let's get a closer look, shall we?" 

The moment the two of them stood from the chair, Rose felt Evelyn's strong hand wrap itself around the back of her neck, and gently guide her down until she found herself sprawled across the desk, bent over as if presenting herself for a spanking. Acting as if this were a completely normal way of conducting legal business, Miss Lambert leaned forward so that her gargantuan cleavage hung just inches from Rose's face, and calmly began to explain. 

"So what we're going to do today is have you sign over Power of Attorney to Evelyn, which will essentially give her complete, legally binding control over every single aspect of your life; including your financial affairs.” 

A grin of malice briefly broke through Miss Lambert’s mask of professionalism.  

“As of tomorrow morning, any bank account in your name will be closed, and you will be unable to open another without Evelyn's express permission, which will of course never be granted.” 

"Doesn’t that sound wonderful?" Evelyn purred, sliding her groin up snug against Rose's ass, as she leaned with her whole body weight on the poor girl's back, pinning her uncomfortably to the hard wooden desk. “Never having to worry about money ever again… because you won’t be allowed any. You’ll be completely dependent on me for each and every little thing; You wouldn’t be able to return to your old life even if you wanted to, not if you want any food in that belly, or a roof over your head.” 

“Any funds you currently hold will be placed into a trust, used exclusively to finance the extensive list of surgical procedures Nurse Michelle has planned for you,” Miss Lambert went on gleefully, her huge tits jiggling with every word. “I believe you are to be scheduled for a significant breast enlargement, a brazilian butt lift and a full facial reconstruction, and that’s just over the next six months. And the best part? Once you sign over Power of Attorney, we won’t need your permission for any of it! Evelyn will have full authority over your medical care, and so will have the power to force you to undergo any treatment or procedure she desires, whether you like it or not.” 

"Oh Rose, you must be so excited! No need to struggle to get your silly bimbo head around complicated medical procedures so you can give your permission. We can just send you off, and the surgeons will do whatever I want to you," Evelyn poured the words in her ear like honey, slipping a finger teasingly between Rose’s thick buttocks as she did. "I bet you can't wait to get on that operating table, can you? By the time we're done with you, you'll be like a real-life sex doll!” 

“Ahhhh,” A groan of excitement escaped Rose's lips as she felt Evelyn's finger glide between her ass cheeks, probing playfully at her hole. With the powerful medication still flooding through her system, every touch felt like a bolt from heaven. 

Feeling a strong hand on her shoulder, Rose suddenly found herself levered upright, with Evelyn's statuesque, Amazonian body wrapped so tightly to her back, it felt as if she were being smothered. To her rear, Evelyn must have craftily accessed her phone, as the next thing Rose knew, the remote control metal rings that stitched shut her pussy sprung into life; buzzing away with a soft hum as they vibrated in unison, sending pulses of pleasure reverberating through Rose's vulnerable body. 

"Fuuuuuck," Rose gasped, her voice thick with desire.  

"There you go... see how nice it feels when you just give in? Can you imagine feeling like this all the time?" Evelyn nuzzled her head in so close, Rose could feel her breath hot and wet against her skin as she whispered alluringly. "One little signature, and this could be your life forever.” 

Her eyes alight with excitement, Evelyn snaked an arm around Rose's waist, slipped her hand between her legs and pushed down hard on the neat row of vibrating metal rings that sealed Rose's pussy. She grinned, as her touch sent a primal moan of desire bursting from her young victim's lips. 

"That's right, one quick signature is all we need, and that empty little head of yours will never have to worry about thinking for itself ever again," Miss Lambert smiled pleasantly, sliding the document toward Rose and gently placing a pen in her hand. "Once we have that, it will be a simple matter of filing a motion to have you declared mentally incompetent, and then you can withdraw from the rest of the world entirely. There will be a hearing of course, but between Nurse Michelle's extensive medical reports, and the testimony of your colleagues as to the extent of your depraved behaviour in the workplace, I have little doubt the judge will rule in our favour." 

Miss Lambert waved her hand dismissively. 

"Once you are declared mentally incompetent, there will be no going back. You will no longer be a human being with any rights whatsoever. For all intents and purposes, you will exist only on paper; legally belonging to Evelyn, to do with as she pleases.” 

Somewhere, drowning beneath the tidal wave of lust that had crashed down on top of her, the ghost of the girl Rose used to be cried out at her to stop; to finally see sense and put an end to this madness. But with those strong fingers playing her permanently locked pussy like a violin, Rose was too far gone to hear. 

"Go on Rose, sign it... sign your life away," Evelyn nibbled Rose's earlobe as she breathed sultry whispers into the poor girl's ear. Reaching up with her free hand, she cupped and grabbed the blonde bimbo's comically huge tit; pale flesh bulging through her fingers as she squeezed. "Come on, you know it's for the best. You don't deserve a normal life, you're nothing but a stupid fucking bimbo, so horny and depraved you've let me ruin your life just to feel my touch between your legs. Sign it, sign your life away to me like the ditzy bimbo you are..." 

As Evelyn tugged off Rose's bra, pinched her nipple and rolled it impishly between her fingers, it all became too much for the poor bimbo to take. Her body trembled, her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Evelyn was right, she was just a bimbo, a horny bimbo that loved every second of what was happening to her. Surrendering to the whim of the overwhelming desire that threatened to consume her, Rose put the pen to paper, and roughly scrawled her name. 

"Ohhh yes! What a good bimbo... such a horny little slut you'll sign your life away without a second thought," Evelyn leaned in close and whispered sensually into Rose's ear. "You're mine now, you understand? I own you. You belong to me; I can do whatever I want with you, and there's nothing you can do to stop me." 

As she spoke, Evelyn rubbed harder and harder at Rose's chastity piercing, grinding her crotch against her ass with such vigour she was practically humping the poor girl.  

"Oh God, oh God, oh God!" Rose panted, driven wild by Evelyn's teasing. 

"And don't you worry, I'm going to make sure the rest of your life consists of nothing but being used and abused over and over again, like the bimbo you are," Evelyn's excitement reached fever pitch. "Why, I bet even now, even after everything we've just taken from you, the only thought rattling around in that pretty head of yours is how desperate you are to cum. Am I right?" 

"Yes! Oh God, yes!" Rose babbled incoherently. Evelyn was right, it was as if her whole body was on fire; consumed by the delicious pressure that had built between her legs. She was so close, so close to the release she craved with every fibre of her being... 

"Well, THAT'S... TOO... BAD..." Evelyn shrieked with glee, marking every word with a hard slap between Rose’s legs, sending waves of equal parts pain and pleasure shooting through her body. "Because bimbos like you don't get to cum. Bimbos just get brought to the edge over and over without release, until their minds turn to mush." 

Evelyn pivoted Rose away from the desk and roughly kicked out the back of her legs, sending her tumbling down to her knees. 

"Not to worry though, I'll make sure that between me, my friends, and frankly anyone I allow to use you, you'll be giving others so much pleasure, it will more than make up for your own lack of it. Speaking of which, don't you think you should thank Miss Lambert properly for all her help today?" 

"Y-yeah, of course..." Rose stammered, such a dribbling, horny wreck she barely knew what was going on. 

"What a wonderful idea," Miss Lambert grinned sadistically, pulling up her dress, slipping her panties from her immense waist and plonking her feet on the desk with a meaty thump, so that her legs were spread, wide and inviting. 

Her eyes shining with malice, Evelyn pulled Rose's hair into a ponytail and used it to guide her like a dog on lead, forcing Rose to scramble along on all fours across the office floor, until she knelt between the fat woman's open legs. 

“Open wide little bimbo, time for a taste of your new life,” Evelyn smirked, grabbing a fistful of Rose's hair, and shoving her face first into the fleshy abyss of Miss Lambert’s pussy. 

“MMMMMPPHHH!” Rose let out a muffled cry, a stab of panic breaking through her horny haze as her face sank into the huge mound of flesh between the fat woman's legs.  

“Mmmmm yes, there you go,” Miss Lambert bit her lip with anticipation. “Why don't you start at my ass, and work your way up?” 

Having accepted she was nothing more than a toy for these two cruel women's amusement, Rose offered no resistance as Miss Lambert leaned back in her chair, and Evelyn maneuvered her head down to the fat woman's ass. A gentle push was all it took for the two huge, sweaty buttocks to slip apart and swallow poor Rose's face like some great monster. 

Knowing what was required of her, Rose pushed out her tongue, trying not to gag as the foul taste of the woman's damp, sweaty ass invaded her mouth, and forced it as deeply as she could between Miss Lambert’s cheeks. After a few moments of wriggling and worming her tongue between the thick walls of flesh that pressed down from all sides, her taste buds finally managed to find their way to the wrinkled asshole within. With the delicate care of a smitten lover, she gently began to massage the tight ring with the very tip of her tongue. Moans sounded from above her, as Miss Lambert's hole quivered with delight at her every touch. 

“Ohhh yes that's it, clean my ass you filthy little slut,” Miss Lambert breathed heavily. 

With her nose and mouth smothered entirely by Miss Lambert’s gargantuan buttocks, Rose knew from experience that if she wanted to breathe, she had to drive the woman so wild, she'd be unable to resist pulling her head back up to her pussy. Ramping up the pressure by the second, she dragged her tongue up and down, sliding it across the fat woman's asshole until, to her great relief, the moans began to increase in volume. As Rose predicted, it wasn't long before Miss Lambert could resist no more. 

“Fuuuuck, that's so fucking good! Come on… get that bimbo tongue up here…” 

Manhandling Rose's head as if her mouth really was nothing but a sex toy, Evelyn tugged the young bimbo back from Miss Lambert’s ass and, giving her barely a second to suck down a much needed breath, plunged her face back into the older woman's now dripping wet pussy. Rose recoiled with disgust as she felt the fat woman's juices coating her cheeks, but didn't hesitate to get her tongue back to work; licking hungrily at her plump pussy lips, before pressing her lips against her clit, and kissing it like the lover she'd now never have. 

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck yes!” Miss Lambert cried out in ecstasy, her huge chest heaving up and down as she lost herself to pleasure.  

Reaching down with a chubby arm, she took over Evelyn's hold of Rose's hair, and with surprising strength pulled her in tight between her legs, gyrating her hips as she ground her pussy against the young bimbo's face.  

“That's it, keep going you filthy fucking whore! You're not coming up for air until I cum on your face,” Miss Lambert spat with venom, wrapping her meaty thighs around Rose's head and squeezing like she was trying to burst it. 

Already starved for air, and now with Miss Lambert’s huge, fatty thighs crushing her head, Rose quickly began to struggle. Her whole world had become nothing but thick, wobbly flesh, pressing in on her from all sides. A dull burn began to take hold in her chest, but she knew there was no point trying to resist; the only way through was to keep lapping her tongue against the fat woman's clit like her life depended on it. Who knew, perhaps it did? 

“That's it… fuck yes that's right, keep licking you little bimbo, this is your life now. Licking pussy is all you're good for!” 

Between her tormentor’s plump legs, Rose’s suffering and excitement somehow seemed to be rising in tandem. Her oxygen starved body ached for breath, her head felt like it was about to pop and she had the most obese woman she’d ever seen clinging to her face like a limpet, yet the only thing she could focus on was how insatiably horny she was; how incredible those metal rings pierced through her pussy lips felt as they buzzed away without mercy between her legs, pushing her to the edge of the orgasm she so craved, yet holding it agonisingly out of reach. What the fuck was wrong with her? 

Soon the world began to blur, and dark spots appeared across Rose’s vision, yet like the good little sex toy she was, she focused every last ounce of her energy on ensuring her tongue continued its relentless pursuit of Miss Lambert’s pleasure; licking passionately at the fat woman’s clit as she drove her towards ecstasy. Finally, her eyes rolling to the back of her head as she ground her pussy harder and harder against Rose's face, the cruel lawyer could hold back no more, and wailed like a banshee as an explosive orgasm ripped through her immense body. It was the last thing Rose heard before she slipped into unconsciousness.  




Chapter Two

The roaring bonfire of her old life threw out a pleasant heat that warded off the worst of the early evening chill. It was hard not to feel a pang of sadness as she watched the flames licking at years of treasured memories; her framed university degree, the collection of antique postcards she'd begun when she was just 4 years old, the smiling faces of her friends and family back home, peering from a hundred rapidly disintegrating photographs... though given her nakedness, she probably felt more grateful for the warmth than anything. 

It had been less than two hours since Rose had come round, curled naked in the foetal position on Miss Lambert’s office floor. Once her eyes fluttered open, she'd feebly raised her head to see Evelyn and her immensely large friend stood towering over her, two mountains of flesh and cruelty, grinning like wolves. 

"Wakey wakey," Miss Lambert had giggled, prodding Rose's breast with a chubby toe. 

Rose had tried to rise, but Evelyn's sharp voice stopped her in her tracks. 

"Now Rose, don't you have something to say to Miss Lambert?" She asked knowingly. "Since she was good enough to help you sign your life away? And to put that little mouth of yours to appropriate work?" 

"O-of course, t-thank you Miss Lambert," Rose stammered, bending down to plant a kiss on each of the obese woman's feet in turn. "Thank you for using me as I deserve." 

With the papers signed and Miss Lambert finally satisfied, though promising she'd be seeing Rose again very soon, Evelyn had her hastily dress, then led her, head still spinning, back down the stairs, through reception and out to the car. Rose did her best to adjust her top and act naturally as they passed the pretty receptionist, though the look on the young woman's face suggested she knew very well what Rose had just been subjected to. 

As soon as they arrived back at Evelyn's (well, now hers as well she supposed) home, the older woman had her strip naked once more, then, her huge enhanced tits swinging through the air, unload her few remaining possessions for the car, and stack them neatly on the patio. There was a rickety wooden chair and a roll mat for sleeping on the floor (the only items of furniture Evelyn had allowed her to keep since she'd handed in her notice) but mostly it was just a few boxes of sentimental pieces, photographs and trinkets she'd collected over the years, so the task didn't take long. 

With all Rose's belongings arranged right where she wanted them, Evelyn then appeared holding a small, red jerry can, with a cruel smile playing on her lips. Slowly and deliberately, she unscrewed the plastic lid, and began to douse Rose's worldly possessions in a clear liquid that, to her horror, Rose could immediately smell as gasoline.  

After the pile of Rose's memories was thoroughly drenched, Evelyn put aside the jerry can, and sidled up as close as she could behind Rose, so that her crotch rubbed gently up against the younger girl's thick buttocks, and wrapped her arms tightly around her. Then, as the sun began to dip beyond the horizon and darkness crept in, she casually reached into her pocket, pulled out a box of matches and lit one just inches from Rose's face. 

"Go on, I think you should do the honours," Evelyn whispered sensually in her ear. At no point did she bother to elaborate on what she wanted Rose to do. No, her intentions were clear; Rose was going to burn away any trace of the life she'd led before, and she was expected to do so without question. 

Any shred of resistance to the idea was smothered in the crib as Evelyn let a hand snake down to Rose's waist and around to her fat, round ass cheek, which she gave a firm squeeze. That alone was enough to send a shivering of desire up Rose's spine. ‘Don't think, just do as you’re told, like a good bimbo,’ a voice sounded from the back of her head. Surrendering to the voice, Rose emptied her head, tossed the match onto the pile, and watched as her life went up in flames.

Now the two of them stood there, their bodies entwined as they basked in the warm glow of the fire; it was a scene that could almost be described as romantic, if Rose wasn't naked and trembling, as a fully clothed Evelyn's hands pawed at her bimbofied body. 

“There you go, every little trace of your old life just burning away, in a few minutes everything you've ever known will be nothing more than a pile of ash. You must be excited?” Evelyn slid her hands up Rose's belly to her comically huge breasts, where she pinched the younger woman's nipples and began to roll them teasingly between her thumb and forefingers. “No more need to pretend, just a life full of nothing but being used and abused, like the useless bimbo you are…” 

"Ohhhh God, yessss," Rose moaned, agreeing to anything as a bolt of pleasure speared each of her breasts. 

"Good, I can't wait to get started," Evelyn breathed, giving each nipple a gentle tug. "Oh, and before I forget, I did pick up one last thing from yours for the pyre..." 

Reaching down to her pocket, Evelyn pulled out some kind of small book, and held it out for Rose to see. As she squinted in the firelight, she could just about make out a glint of gold on burgandy, and realised what it was; her passport. 

"Rose Quinn," Evelyn worked the passport open and read mockingly. "Look at that photo, she almost looks like a normal, intelligent young woman, doesn't she? I certainly don't think that person exists anymore, do you?" 

"N-no," Rose mewled pathetically. 

"No. So, I think you'll agree it's best that this goes on the fire with the rest?” 

"Y-yes M-Mistress." 

"Good girl. In that case," she slipped the document into Rose's open hand. "I think you should be the one to do it. This is all your fault after all, if you weren't such a perverted little whore, I wouldn't have had to do this to you, would I?" 

"N-no Mistress." 

"Exactly. So I think it's only fitting that you hammer the final nail into this coffin, and wipe away the last trace of your existence." 

As ever, Rose did as she was told, hesitating for just a moment, before feeding the passport into the fire. 

“That's it, good little bimbo. That's every bit of your old life gone forever. Rose Quinn's now nothing but a name on a piece of paper, hidden away in some mental health facility that doesn't even exist. Nurse Michelle is an expert, you know? She's hidden you so deep in a paper trail, transferred from pillar to post so many times, no-one's ever going to be able to find you. You're mine, mine forever.” 

It was impossible not to feel the fear clawing at her stomach as she watched the passport curl and burn to incineration with the rest of it. Even if she ever did manage to escape, she had no ID, no documents to prove who she really was; hell, she was as likely to be deported as rescued. Not that she supposed it mattered anyway, not now she'd signed her life away. Evelyn was right, she wasn't a person anymore, just a name on a piece of paper, a brainless airhead; what use did she have for a passport anyway? 

“I know it's scary, but it's for the best,” Evelyn went on, playing Rose's nipples like a violin. “Can you imagine what your family would think if they saw you now? How disappointed they'd be?” 

Stood baked in the night air, her hormone enhanced breasts and buttocks wobbling as she trembled with excitement at Evelyn's touch, her gaudy array of tattoos and body piercings exposed for all to see, Rose knew in her heart the cruel woman was right. Her conservative, Catholic family would be ashamed of what she'd become, they'd probably disown her at a single look. It was best for everyone they don't find, let her disappear into the system, and remember her as the bright young woman she'd once been, not the ditsy, blonde bimbo she'd become. 

“Yes Mistress, I understand, this is what's best for me,” she replied sadly. 

“It certainly is,” Evelyn let go, spun Rose around to face her and stepped back from her naked young victim. “In that case, perhaps you should thank me. Show me how grateful you are for doing this to you. For isolating you, taking you away from your family and friends, so they never have to see how pathetic you've become.” 

“Y-yes Mistress, of course,” Rose dropped to her knees, prostrated herself on the ground and pushed her lips gently against Evelyn's the tip of Evelyn's thigh-high leather boot.  

Kiss

“Thank you Mistress, thank you for doing this to me.” 

“Come on, you can do better than that,” Evelyn launched a vicious kick into Rose's soft belly. “What are you thankful for? Tell me, and thank me properly.” 

“Oooofff!” Rose gasped as her ribs exploded with pain and the air was forced from her lungs. Though through grim experience, she quickly recovered her wits, and threw her lips against Evelyn's ankle, desperately hoping she could kiss her way to salvation. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“T-thank you for showing me what I am,” she whimpered, showering Evelyn's boot with kiss after kiss. “Thank you for teaching me I'm nothing but a stupid bimbo, a-a weak horny mess that just needs a stronger woman to control me…” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“There you go, grovel harder, show me what a pathetic little slut you truly are,” Evelyn taunted. 

“T-thank you for teaching me I'm so worthless, I-I used to think I deserved to be treated with respect, but you taught me I was wrong… I need to be abused… and tormented… I-it's what I deserve…” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

Rose brought her parade of kisses up the leather that cradled Evelyn's calf. 

“Thank you for hurting me, I know it's the only way I'll learn.” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“That's much better, just the kind of behaviour I expect from my little bimbo,” Evelyn paused, smiling wistfully. “It's amusing to think of you being ‘normal.’ You must feel rather silly for ever thinking such a thing.” 

“Yes Mistress, s-so silly. I'm not normal, I'm stupid, I'm worthless, I'm pathetic, and I deserve to be nowhere but here, k-kissing your boots.” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“Good little bimbo, you certainly seem to be learning your place. I just hope you remember this over the coming months. When your body is screaming with pain, or you feel like you might die of humiliation, just remember this moment, or I assure you, I'll have you flogged until you do.” 

Evelyn bent down, grabbed a fistful of Rose's soft, blonde hair and dragged her head up until she was on her knees, her head at waist height and forced to stare up at her tormenter. 

“Your body belongs to me now after all, and I shall do whatever I want to it. Do you understand?” 

“Yes Mistress,” Rose mewled pathetically. 

“Good. Speaking of which,” with her free hand Evelyn unbuckled her trousers, and slowly unzipped her fly. “Open wide…” 

Shuddering with revulsion, but knowing what was expected of her, Rose let her mouth fall open, and offered no resistance as the strong hands gripping the back of her head guided her face up between Evelyn's thick, statuesque legs. Her chin nestled snugly in the open fly, and once Evelyn hooked her panties out the way, Rose let her lips form a perfect seal around the older woman's pussy, and braced herself for the sick humiliation to come. 

Sure enough, within moments a jet of Evelyn’s hot, sour piss flooded Rose’s mouth, squirting to the back of her throat and flowing over her tongue. The taste was utterly vile, though Rose made sure to spill a drop, and forced herself swallow the disgusting liquid without retching. Of all the countless humiliation’s Evelyn inflicted on her, having her mouth used as a toilet was by far the worst; the act that repulsed her, and filled her with self loathing more than any other. Yet, what could she do? Hadn’t she herself begged Evelyn to use her mouth as a toilet just a few short months ago? So consumed by her perverted desires, she not only agreed but pleaded for it? Evelyn was right, this was what she deserved. 

Once Rose had gulped down every drop of Evelyn's piss, and gently licked her pussy clean as she'd been taught, Evelyn released her grip, and let her fall to her knees on the soft grass. 

"Alright, I think I've made my point," Evelyn smirked, pointing to the still smouldering pyre of Rose's worldly possessions.  "We'll leave that to burn itself out, it's time to properly introduce you to your new life.” 

Rose scrambled after her Amazonian tormentor as Evelyn led the way back down the garden path, and into the grand townhouse that would be Rose's new home, her thigh-high boots click-clacking ominously against the concrete with each step. As the impressive set of double doors opened like the jaws of some great beast and swallowed Rose whole, she suddenly couldn't help but wonder how long it would be before she felt fresh air on her skin again. 

Though it was nominally her 'new' home, Rose had spent a great deal of time in this house over the past few months, and was bombarded by a cascade of memories as the two women snaked through the kitchen and past the open living room door. Being bent and spanked over the kitchen counter with a wooden spoon, being made to clean the downstairs bathroom with her tongue, that very first drunken encounter on Evelyn's sofa that had ended with her head between the older woman's legs..  

"Here we are," Evelyn announced, stopping beside a door squeezed just beneath the staircase. "Welcome to your new home." 

Rose frowned; this rickety old door just led down to Evelyn's barely used basement. There was nothing down there but dust and an old washing machine. Though, there was something different about it. Looking closer, she saw that the flimsy wooden door had been replaced by a thick sheet of steel, and painted the same shade of white as the wall beside it. If you weren't looking for it, you'd barely even notice it was there. 

"Ready to take a look?" Evelyn asked as she reached between her plump breasts and plucked out a key, attached to a chain around her neck. 

Without waiting for an answer, Evelyn worked the key into the lock, and turned it with a thick metal thud. The door then swung open, and at Evelyn's instruction, Rose stepped down into the pitch black void, shivering as her bare feet landed on a cold metal step. As she warily descended into darkness so thick it felt like it might smother her, she began to notice another difference; the smell. Gone was the musty, stale scent that had filled her nostrils when she'd last been down here, and in its place, something new… fresher, almost clinical… 

As Rose reached the foot of the stairs, she heard the click of a light switch sound behind her, and the room burst into life. The first thing she noticed was that it was pink; very, very pink. The walls, the hard tiled floor, the ceiling, all painted a garish, bright neon pink, as if a barbie doll had just exploded in there. 

The only colour which provided any contrast to be pastel pink hell-scape was black, which could be found in the metal frames of the alarming array of bondage themed equipment (all of which to her shame she'd become very familiar with over her many nights of the town with Evelyn) which were the only items of furniture which seemed to have been brought down. There was a St Andrews Cross, a spanking bench, a metal chair with an enormous dildo built into the seat, and even some kind of gynecological examination table, all padded with pink leather to match the room around them. 

Taking in the sight with horror, Rose turned her attention to the walls, which were adorned with all manner of whips, floggers and canes, with shelves and shelves of smaller implements, some of which Rose could scarcely guess what use they might serve (though she feared it wouldn't be long before she found out). The only wall which was free of such things was the one directly facing the metal chair, which was taken up almost entirely by a huge, flat screen TV.  

"Well, what do you think?" Evelyn held out her arms excitedly, as if Rose would be nothing but thrilled to see what she'd done. "I've given the place a bit of a spruce up, as I'm sure you can tell. Couldn't have you living in that dusty old room now, could I? Only the best for my little bimbo!" 

Evelyn paced eagerly through the basement, the sound of her heels against the tiled floor deafening in the small space. 

"Of course, I spared no expense, all top of the range equipment, everything a depraved bimbo like you could ever need to indulge in all those filthy urges of yours," Evelyn went on as she approached the television. "And, for the limited free time I'll allow you between doing my chores, servicing me sexually and all the fun games we'll play together, I've even been kind enough to install some entertainment." 

A knowing smile playing on her lips, Evelyn reached up, and pressed a button on the side of the television. The screen immediately lit up with a video of a young, tattooed blonde woman, tied naked and spread eagle on the floor, clamps attached to her comically huge breasts, and her face contorted with pain as a woman with dyed blue hair and leather work boots stamped on her over and over again. Around them, a crowd of women stood watching, sipping drinks and chatting animatedly, obviously enjoying the spectacle. Rose's eyes widened in recognition, that young woman was her, and the woman doing the stomping was her (now-ex) colleague Jess. This was taken just a few weeks ago, on their latest 'girl's night out.’ 

“Only the one channel I'm afraid,” Evelyn laughed. “But I've been in touch with the fetish club and had them send hours of footage over from our recent visits, and it's also pre-loaded with all manner of bizarre, lesbian videos from the stranger corners of the internet, so you'll have plenty to keep you entertained.  

Leaving the video playing, Evelyn walked back to where Rose stood, gazing around the room in slack-jawed disbelief. 

“I do hope you like what I've done with the place? It's your new home after all, you'll be spending almost all your time down here from now on,” Evelyn said, malice sparkling in her eyes. “Just think, every waking moment you're not doing my chores upstairs, you'll be down here in your little bimbo hole. Locked away from the rest of the world, either strapped into one of your new toys…” 

Evelyn slapped the side of the cross jovially, then nodded to the metal chair. 

“Or sitting right here, a nice fat dildo filling your ass, as you watch hours and hours of the most depraved videos you can imagine. Nothing to distract you, not a single thought passing through that empty head as you enjoy all those filthy, lesbian urges of yours, over and over for the rest of your lonely little life.” 

Wrapping an arm around Rose's waist, Evelyn pulled the naked girl into her, squeezing her ass and pinching her nipple playfully. 

“Does that sound good?” she asked, her eyebrow raised in amusement. 

“Yes Mistress, j-just what I need,” Rose replied meekly, knowing it would be the only acceptable answer. 

“Good girl.” 

Rose yelped as Evelyn gave her a hard slap on the ass, before releasing her, and motioning back toward the staircase. 

“Oh, and before I forget, let me show you where you'll be sleeping.” 

For a moment Rose blinked with confusion. Then, a cold stone of dread settled in her stomach as her gaze fell upon a small metal cage nestled beneath the stairs. Oh God, surely she didn't mean… 

“That's right!” Evelyn grinned, as if reading her thoughts. “A nice, snug cage to make sure that even sleep isn't an escape from my control.” 

Evelyn gently hooked her hands around Rose's hips, and moved in so close, the younger woman could feel her breath hot against her ear. 

“Not that I imagine you'll be getting a great deal of sleep in there, I suspect it may not be particularly comfortable,” she whispered sensually. “But that's alright, I don't want you to be comfortable. I don't want you to feel happy, content or peaceful ever again.” 

A whimper of fear and desire escaped Rose's lips, the two emotions entwined, fighting for control of her. The cage was so small, it couldn't have been more than two or three feet in length on each side; if she could even fit inside at all, she'd have to be squashed in so tight she wouldn't be able to move a muscle. Every moment she spent in there would be agony, how was she ever meant to sleep? Yet as Evelyn tightened her grip on her hips, and leaned in to plant a kiss on her slender neck, Rose could already feel herself growing weak at the knees, and a familiar fog of arousal began to cloud her mind. 

"You see, with your condition, I just think it would be irresponsible to let you focus on anything but indulging those perverted desires of yours,” Evelyn slipped a hand between Rose's legs, and idly began to finger the metal rings that pierced her pussy shut. “So we're going to need to make sure everything you do outside of that, all those annoying little jobs like eating and sleeping that you need to survive, are as unpleasant for you as possible.” 

“Ohhh yes Mistress,” Rose moaned, Evelyn's wandering hand filling her with lust. 

"You're going to be crammed in that tiny cage for every night, your arms and legs crushed beneath your body, your fat, fleshy buttocks and freakish tits bulging through the bars, every part of you screaming with pain," Evelyn's voice grew more excited with every word. "By the time I get down here in the morning, you'll be begging me to let you out, and get started with whatever torment I have planned for you." 

Rose's heart pounded in her chest like a frightened rabbit's; though whether it was terror at the nights of agony ahead of her, or excitement as Evelyn's fingers brushed the lips of her pussy, she didn't know. 

"Now I'd love to stuff you inside and let you try out your new bed for a few hours, but I've got so much more to show you."  

Letting her go, Evelyn stepped behind the cage and pulled a discreetly positioned handle built into the wall, which saw virtually the entire thing slide away, to reveal a hidden room beneath the stairs. Running down each side of the room were metal rails, from which a dazzling array of colourful outfits hung, so tightly packed in, you could barely see the wall behind them. Body hugging latex, revealing maid uniforms and outrageously small corsets stretched the length of the room, at the back of which were a set of perspex drawers packed with all manner of crotchless underwear, strappy bras, extreme heels, gags, hoods, boots, and more Rose couldn't quite make out. In the corner, a full body mirror stood proudly, reflecting the image of a naked, bewildered bimbo, and the cruel woman leering over her shoulder. 

"It's your very own walk-in wardrobe," Evelyn clapped her hands with glee. "Your days of wearing normal clothes are long gone, from now on I'm going to make sure you don't spend a moment looking anything other than the filthy whore you are. You might give people a bit of a fright when we take you out in public, but I think their disgusted sneers will be a good reminder of what a vile creature you really are.” 

With a hand possessively gripping her buttocks, Evelyn led Rose into the hidden room, where she cracked open one of the drawers and began to rummage around inside. 

“Now, how about we try a little something on?” Evelyn sifted thoughtfully through the packed drawer. “Hmmm so much to choose from… ah, that'll do nicely.” 

She pulled out a large black bra, the cups of which in particular were truly enormous; though Rose figured considering the size of the melons on her chest, they needed to be. When Evelyn turned the garment over in her hands however, Rose's blood turned to ice as she realised the true reason for the bra's immense proportions. The inner lining of each cup was covered not in a layer of comfortable, supportive padding, but a thick cluster of sharp metal spikes, glinting menacingly under the bright wardrobe lights. 

"Now this little beauty is one of my favourites; 150 titanium spikes sewn into each breast, with an adjustable strap to ensure it can be clasped as tightly as possible for maximum effect," Evelyn explained excitedly, as if Rose would be every bit as thrilled as she was by the bra's features. "The perfect addition to your new wardrobe. Here, let me help you try it on." 

"I-I-I..." Rose stammered, but what could she say? She'd literally signed her life over to this cruel woman. So she said nothing, keeping quiet like a good bimbo, and watching with eyes full of terror as Evelyn wrapped the bra around her bare chest.  

Her strong hands clasping each cup, Evelyn tucked the bra's under wire beneath the hulking mass of Rose's enormous breasts, and delicately guided the metal studded material into place, shaping it around the two huge fleshy globes until it cradled them snugly. Rose grimaced with discomfort as the sharp points kissed her skin. 

“Darling, you look stunning, I'm sure the other ladies will be green with envy when they see you in this,” Evelyn laughed sarcastically as she slipped the straps over Rose’s shoulders, and set about fastening the clasp behind her back. 

The bra tightened around Rose’s chest as Evelyn delicately worked the straps into place, and clasped it shut between her shoulders; her discomfort increasing as a blanket of stinging needles hugged each breast. 

“Alright…” Evelyn nodded with satisfaction at her handiwork, then met Rose's eyes in the mirror as she prepared to adjust the strap. “Let's make this a little more interesting, shall we?” 

With the flourish of a master of her craft, Evelyn gave the adjustable strap and almighty tug, and closed the black lace into a tight circle, squeezing Rose's chest like a vice so that metal spikes dug viciously into her soft, fleshy tits. 

“AHHHHH!” Rose screeched like a banshee as what felt like a thousand needles of hot pain stabbed into her breasts. 

“There you go… nice… and… tight…” With each word Evelyn pulled the strap taught, sending wails of agony bursting from Rose's lips as the vice constricted around her. 

When the strap was drawn as tightly closed as it possibly could be, Evelyn finally buckled it shut to keep it in place, then brought up her hands, cupped Rose's metal-studded breasts and squeezed with as much power as she could muster. 

“OOOWWWWWEEEEEW!” An inhuman cry filled the room as Rose doubled over in agony. 

“Oh fuck yes! That's it bitch, you scream as loud as you want,” Evelyn breathed hungrily in her ear. "This room is completely soundproof, no matter how much racket you make, no-one's ever going know you're down here. So don't hold back, make some noise for me, you know I love to hear you scream." 

Evelyn gave Rose's tits another cruel squeeze, sending tears streaming down the young bimbo's bright red face as she cried out in agony. 

“That's it, cry for slut, cry for me,” Evelyn pushed out her hot, wet tongue and licked the tears from Rose's cheek. “Fuck, you really are mine now…” 

As she spoke Evelyn slipped a hand between Rose's legs, pressed her fingers down on the stitched up lips of her pussy and began to grind her crotch against the bimbo's huge, wobbly buttocks. Rose gasped as the pressure between her legs brought her drug-fuelled urges simmering back to the surface; her miserable sobs became laced gentle moans of desire, and without even realise, she began to wiggle her own hips, humping the hand of her cruel tormentor. 

"You filthy slut! Even now you just can't help yourself: see, you deserve to be treated like this. Deep down, you want it," Evelyn brought her free hand to the scruff of Rose's neck, and pushed her hard against the mirror. "Well I'm glad you enjoy such suffering and humiliation, as that's all your life is going to consist of from now on.” 

“Haaaahh!” Rose whimpered as her tits were squashed against the glass, pushing the wall of spikes yet deeper into her soft flesh, though her pathetic mewing only seemed to spur Evelyn on. 

“And you know what? You're such a horny little slut, you're going to be begging me for it, aren't you?” 

Pivoting away from her squirming victim, Evelyn raised an arm, and brought her hand down hard across Rose's flabby buttocks. 

SLAP 

“Go on, tell me what you want. Beg me. Beg me to make you suffer.” 

SLAP 

SLAP 

SLAP 

Between the stabbing at her tits and the flurry of blows raining down on her ass, Rose's body was screaming in pain, yet each strike had her rocking her hips and rolling her pierced pussy against the cupped hand which held her in place, and all she could think was how she wanted more. 

“Please… please hurt me Mistress… I-I want it… I want you to make me suffer…” she babbled, biting her lips as sparks of pleasure danced between her legs. 

“Yeah? That's really what you want?” 

SLAP 

SLAP 

SLAP 

“Ahhh yes! Yes Mistress, I-I want it so bad… please, oh God please!” 

“Well in that case, maybe I should find you something else to wear?” 

SLAP 

“Something to make your little ensemble even more uncomfortable?” 

SLAP 

“Yes please Mistress,” Rose gasped as pleasure blossomed with every blow. The thought of anything more uncomfortable than this was unbearable, but she just couldn't stop herself. 

"Well then, let's see what we can find, shall we?" Evelyn grinned, gave Rose's ruby red bottom one final smack, and let her go, as she turned her attention to the racks of clothes hanging around them. 

There were a few options Evelyn seemed to consider; an obscenely tight latex body-suit, some kind of grotesque gas mask, a corset with a waist so tiny Rose would barely be able to breathe... yet all were returned to their hangers, until eventually inspiration seemed to strike, and Evelyn's eyes lit up with excitement. 

"Oh yes, that will do nicely," she beamed, pulling out a long, white garment and holding it out for Rose to see. "The perfect match for your lovely new bra." 

Hanging from Evelyn's hands was an oddly familiar jacket of the most brilliant white canvas, with unusually long sleeves and a series of straps and buckles running the length of it. There was something strange about the arms of it, as if they were inside out, and didn't appear to have any opening for her hands... 

Rose's blood turned cold as she suddenly realised why the jacket seemed so familiar. She'd seen many just like on TV and in movies, usually worn by some kind of madman or lunatic being dragged kicking and screaming into a sinister asylum; it was a straight-jacket! 

"It's a little house-warming gift from Nurse Michelle; isn't she thoughtful?" Evelyn grinned sadistically. "Medical grade, straight from the hospital. It's been strength tested against men three times your size, so once it's on, you'll have no chance of escape." 

With a cold precision, Evelyn freed the jacket from its hanger, neatly placed the hook back on the rail and set about unfolding the bundle of canvas and buckles into some kind of order. 

"Alright, get in," Evelyn ordered, holding the jacket proudly aloft. 

Long past the point of resistance, Rose did her best to swallow her nerves, and stepped into the thick canvas jacket. She worked her arms into the jacket's long sleeves, though still had to ball her fingers into fists for them to fit properly, then held as still as she could as Evelyn fastened the buckles that ran up the length of her back, sealing her inside.  

With the straight-jacket now firmly wrapped around her, Evelyn had Rose cross her arms, and wrenched the sleeve-straps tight behind her back. As each was buckled in place with a brutal snap, the thick canvas drew in closer and closer around her, squeezing the air from her lungs and somehow pushing the wall of needles even deeper into her tits. 

"Yes, that's perfect," Evelyn nodded as she pulled the last strap shut, ignoring Rose's helpless sobs of despair. "You're like my little doll. A mindless doll for me to play with, and dress up however I want.” 

Evelyn's hand snaked up, grabbed Rose's hair and viscously tugged her head back, so she could hiss in her ear. 

“You just better hope I don't get carried away and play too hard… or you might just get broken!”  

Sadistic laughter echoed through the basement as Evelyn released her grip, and returned to the many drawers of toys stacked against the wall. 

“Now, speaking of dressing you up, I think my little doll could use a few accessories; just to really complete the look, you know?” 

Rose stood awkwardly as Evelyn perused her selection of 'accessories.' The suffocating embrace of the straight-jacket meant the top half of her body could barely move; she daren't so much as take a step for fear she'd topple over! All she could do was watch as Evelyn's keen eyes scanned the contents of the drawers, wondering what fresh hell her Mistress had in store for her. 

It quickly became apparent that 'fresh hell' would take the form of a remarkably lifelike, eight inch silicone cock, mounted on a circular base with a black plastic strap protruding from each side, and a hole in the tip for which purpose Rose could only guess. For a moment, Rose's thoughts turned to the piercings between her legs, and she felt a jolt of excitement as she wondered just where that cock might be going. Her hopes were immediately dashed however, as she realised Evelyn had other ideas. 

"Open wide," the older woman commanded, pointing the tip of the cock at Rose's lips, almost in accusation. 

Obediently, Rose let her mouth fall open, and shuddered as Evelyn pushed the girthy phallus roughly between her lips. 

"Huuunnnngghh!" Rose's cry was muffled as the cock filled her mouth and slid halfway down her throat. It stretched her jaw open painfully, and left her absurdly grateful for the many evenings Evelyn had spent 'training' her to eliminate her gag reflex; the damn thing was so big she felt like she was going to choke on it! 

“Okay, I think we're just about there,” Evelyn said as she fastened the cock-gag behind Rose's head. “Now, how would you like to see my pièce de résistance? The cherry on the top of your little slice of bimbo heaven?” 

“Mmm hmm,” Rose nodded, her mouth already watering as the enormous phallic intruder squashed her tongue. 

"Well then, come this way." 

The two of them left the cramped confines of the wardrobe and returned to the main basement, where Evelyn led them to the empty centre of the room, smirked as she saw the look of confusion in Rose's eyes, and gave her smartwatch an exaggerated tap. A mechanical hiss filled the air, and to Rose's shock, two rows of neon pink tiles seemed to break away from the rest, rising an inch or so from the basement floor. 

"Of everything I've built for you down here, this is most certainly my favourite piece," Evelyn effused, crouching down, slipping her fingers into the small gap and levering the tiles open like a trap door, before excitedly exclaiming. "Ta-da! I call it, 'The Oubliette.’ 

Rose swallowed nervously as she peered down into the small dark pit. It wasn't entirely empty; three tubes protruded from the black concrete floor, while a series of thick, leather belts were bolted at evenly spaced intervals up the length of it. 

"Do you know what an oubliette is?" Evelyn asked, snapping Rose from her muddled thoughts. 

Rose shook her head, the fat phallic gag in her mouth making any attempt at speech impossible. The term seemed familiar, perhaps the bright, educated young woman she'd once been would have answered without hesitation, but the horny airhead she'd become could barely remember her own name, let alone recall whatever this thing was. 

"Of course, I forget what a stupid bimbo you are sometimes. Probably too busy thinking about licking my ass, or sucking my toes to think for yourself, aren't you?" Evelyn shook her head wryly. "Well, an oubliette is a very special type of prison cell Lords and Ladies used hundreds of years ago to lock away their most deplorable prisoners; a little hole in the ground, the perfect spot for those with no place in civil society to be buried and forgotten. And this my dear... is yours.” 

Cold dread crept up Rose's spine as she looked down into the suspiciously human-sized pit, and suddenly realised it was for her. 

“Of course, this is a rather more modern take on the concept, as you'll soon be discovering for yourself,” Evelyn chuckled, then gave the edge of the oubliette a hearty slap. “Come on, what are you waiting for, get in.” 

Just imagining herself crawling down into the cramped darkness made Rose's skin crawl; she could almost feel the walls closing in around her at the mere thought of it. She knew she had little choice in the matter, yet even so, some final flicker of rebellion, the ghost of her self-preservation, made her hesitate, begging Evelyn with her eyes not to go through with this. 

"Oh not this again," Evelyn sighed, pushing herself to her feet. "I thought we were past you trying to use that empty little head to think for yourself." 

Shaking her head as if Rose were being ridiculous, Evelyn slipped a hand to her pocket, and drew out a familiar brown bottle. She then unbuttoned her trousers, and eased them down just enough that her thick, round buttocks spilled from above them, before unscrewing the bottle, and pouring a trickle of the clear liquid within onto the small of her back. Rose watched as the medicine she knew was meant for her flowed down Evelyn's back, and trickled down the crack of her ass. 

"Alright, come on then," she huffed impatiently. "Let's get that little face of yours up my bottom; we both know it's the best way to bring out the brainless bimbo you really are.”  

With the straight-jacket pinning her arms to her sides, Rose was helpless to resist as Evelyn's powerful arm snaked behind her head, grabbed a fistful of her pretty blonde hair and lazily tugged it down to her waist. Rose was forced to stoop awkwardly as she was practically folded in half, before so casually she could have been rearranging cushions on a bed-spread, she held Rose's face against her meaty buttocks, and mushed it between them until the younger girl's nose sank halfway up her ass. 

"There you go; you give me ass a nice, big sniff, and I promise all your troubles will just melt away," Evelyn's hypnotic voice floated down from above. 

There was never any danger of Rose trying to resist such a command. From the moment she felt those delicious, warm buttocks envelope her cheeks, and the familiar scent of her medication tickled the back of her nostrils, she lost herself in a fit of desire; burying her nose as deep as she could, and sniffing like her life depended on it. 

Sniiiiiiffff 

“That's it, you're such a pathetic slut for my ass aren't you,” Evelyn laughed. “My big, beautiful ass makes you so weak… So easy to control… Such a stupid fucking bimbo…” 

The pressure on Rose's head intensified as Evelyn pushed harder, squashing her face so deep between her cheeks, Rose's nose rubbed up against her tightly puckered asshole.  

Sniiiiiiffff, Sniiiiiiffff

Rose kept going, huffing the powerful aphrodisiac mingled with the earthy scent of Evelyn's ass down her throat and into her lungs, where it whipped her into a frenzy of excitement that drove every thought from her head other than her desire to crawl as deeply into Evelyn's ass as she possibly could. She realised her Mistress was right, she wanted this. The tight bondage of the straight-jacket, the thick cock stuffing her mouth, even the needles stabbing into her tits; fuck, she was so horny she wanted it all. 

By the time Evelyn finally removed Rose's head from between her buttocks, the pretty blonde's eyes were glazed over, and a vacant expression dominated her face. Any trace of the girl who had been Rose Quinn was gone; this brainless bimbo was all that remained. 

"Is that better?" Evelyn asked, not bothering to conceal her obvious amusement. "Did spending some time with your face lodged in my bottom help you remember your place? That you're nothing but a silly little bimbo, too stupid to think for herself?” 

Rose nodded slowly, as if in a trance; the world around her shimmering and pulsing in flashes of vivid pink. 

"So you're going to do as you're told, like a good little bimbo?” 

"Yes Mistress," Rose replied dreamily, though of course nothing got past the thick gag but a dull murmur. 

"Good girl.” 

The fog of desire that clouded Rose's mind was so thick, she felt like she was walking through tar. If there was even enough of her left to recognise the danger she was in, it was buried far too deep for her to hear it. Her head empty of any thought but wonderful memory of Evelyn's buttocks clamped across her nose, Rose stepped down into the dark, gaping pit, and let Evelyn lower her tightly bound body like a coffin into the ground. 

It was only once Rose's back lay flat against the rock hard floor that she realised quite how oppressively small the tiny cavity actually was. Evelyn had clearly measured the cell with great precision; the walls of solid concrete were practically moulded around her, in a mercilessly tight fit. Her feet lay flat against the wall as if she were standing up, while she could feel the wall opposite pressing against the top of her head, and those at each side hugged her so tight so could barely so much as wriggle.  

Looking up, her world had shrunk down to just the thin strip of ceiling above her new cell, and the giant figure of Evelyn, towering over like a mountain reaching up to the heavens. A flicker of nervousness reappeared in her chest, though it was hard to pay it too much mind as Evelyn knelt beside her tiny hollow, and Rose's eyes drifted to the huge woman's enormous cleavage, jiggling just a few feet from her face. 

Chuckling to herself, Evelyn reached down between Rose's legs, and gently eased open one of the metal rings that stitched together the lips of her pussy. Rose groaned into her silicone gag, her body tensing with anticipation, but if she thought this meant a release from her chastity, she was to be sorely disappointed. Instead, she felt her lips lightly prised apart, before being hit with a sharp pinching sensation. 

“Mmmm!” she yelped. 

“Oh no need to worry darling, that's just a catheter,’ Evelyn explained casually. “We don't want you to have a little accident while you're down here, do we? It might be a little while before you get the chance to use the bathroom again…” 

Rose knew she should be worried at Evelyn's cryptic words, but before she could think too much into them, the older woman gave her pierced pussy a playful slap, and her thoughts were very quickly elsewhere. For a moment Evelyn disappeared from view; Rose led back and listened as her Mistress's heels rapped against the tiled floor, before she returned holding some kind of bottle, the contents of which she squeezed into her hand. 

“You might feel a little something here too,” Evelyn smirked knowingly, as she bent and reached down to Rose's ass. 

As the older woman's fingers slid between her buttocks, Rose felt a slick, cool liquid being spread between her cheeks. Evelyn's fingers withdrew, and were soon replaced by the head of what felt like some kind of thick, rubber plug, that glided between her well-lubed cheeks, and began to slide up her back passage. It wasn't an entirely new sensation for her, Evelyn had made her wear a butt plug to the office so many times it had practically part of her uniform, but as the rubber intruder slithered deeper inside her,  it quickly became apparent this was far larger than anything Rose had taken before. 

“OHHMMMMPHH!” Rose cried out in alarm, though Evelyn quickly silenced her by whipping her free hand to the base of the bimbo's gag, and pushing down; forcing the thick rubber cock to the back of Rose's throat, and turning her cry into a garbled choke. 

With Rose squirming beneath her, Evelyn continued to feed the plug into the bound girl's ass. Rose's body jerked as the huge mass of rubber stretched her open, and pushed its way through her tightly clenched asshole.   

“I haven't really tested that tight little bimbo bottom of yours yet, have I?” Evelyn asked, absent-mindedly running her fingers across Rose's ass cheek as she examined her handiwork. “Well, that ends now my dear; a good bimbo needs all her holes ready and waiting for her Mistress to use, that tight little ass won't do at all. From now on I'll have that bottom plugged 24/7; make sure it's stretched nice and wide so we can have some real fun with it…” 

Her heart pounding in her chest, Rose wondered despairingly how she could ever be expected to take anything bigger. Now that the plug was nestled snugly between her cheeks, it didn't hurt as such, but it certainly wasn't comfortable. It felt alien, an unwelcome intruder living so deep inside her, she could almost feel it in her guts.  

“Alright, feet up and ankles together,” Evelyn ordered. 

Acting on auto-pilot, Rose obeyed, raising her feet in the air as best she could. Nodding with satisfaction, Evelyn picked up from beside her a long strip of black, glossy material, which with a flick of the wrist, snapped open to become some kind of sack. Holding Rose’s ankles firmly together, Evelyn worked the strange, rubbery material over the poor girl’s feet, then slowly began to pull it down her legs. Inch by inch the black latex swallowed Rose’s body like some great serpent, its hungry mouth slipping down the length of her claves, over her knees and devouring both her meaty thighs and thick buttocks alike, not stopping until its jaws were clenched around her waist. 

“Now, don't worry if that feels a little loose, we'll soon change that,” Evelyn said with a wink. 

How on earth could it be too loose? Rose wondered to herself; the latex practically clung to her skin. Her question was soon answered, as Evelyn connected some kind of pipe to the very top of the sack and seemed to screw it in place, before a moment later, a loud mechanical roar that reminded Rose of a vacuum cleaner filled the room, and the air was dramatically sucked from the bag. In an instant, the thick latex morphed around her legs, squeezing them so tight she couldn’t so much as wiggle her toes, and invading every nook and cranny. Rose felt like a piece of meat, vacuum packed and ready for sale at the butcher’s shop; as she looked down the length of her prone body, the latex had become a second skin, completely immobilising her below the waist. Between that and the straight jacket, she could barely move a muscle. 

Evelyn however was apparently still not quite satisfied, and turned her attention to the series of sturdy leather belts that were bolted to the floor of Rose’s tiny concrete cell. She wrapped the first around the restrained bimbo’s ankles, pulled it tight and buckled it shut, before repeating the act with six more up the length of her latex encased legs, four across her waist and torso, and even one around her slender neck that left her unable to look anywhere but directly above her face. The cruel woman saved the belt that encircled her breasts to last, heaving it even tighter shut than the others so that the metal spikes in her bra dug viciously into her fat, fleshy tits, engulfing them in a fresh blaze of agony. 

“MMMMPPPPHHHH!” Rose cried into her phallic gag and tried to trash her body, though it was now bound so tightly, it was more of a barely perceptible tremor. 

“Almost there,” Evelyn said to herself, sounding satisfied with her handiwork. “Just one last cherry for the top of this pretty little cake…” 

Reaching down towards Rose’s face with some kind of clear plastic tube clutched in her grasp, Evelyn lifted a flap on the base of her gag, and firmly screwed the mouth of the tube into place. 

“And there we go…” Evelyn stood tall and clapped with excitement. “Snug and secure in your little bimbo prison. How is it? Nice and tight? Why don't you give it a quick test?” 

Rose did her best to wriggle and squirm her way to at least loosen her bonds, but it just wasn't possible. Between the straight-jacket, her latex encased legs and the thick leather straps holding her down, there wasn't so much as a millimetre give; she was completely and utterly immobilised. Once she factored in the cock buckled into her mouth, the plug buried in her ass, the various tubes that seemed to have been fed into every orifice and the army of metal spikes digging into her breasts, Rose wasn't sure she'd ever felt so trapped and vulnerable in her life. 

“Perfect,” Evelyn said gleefully. “The less you can move, the more you can focus on what a pathetic little bimbo you are. I don't want anything to distract you from all the fun you'll be having down in your little hole.” 

Like a tiger stalking through the undergrowth, Evelyn slowly paced along the edge of Rose's pit, as the poor, bound bimbo could only look up in anguish. Rose had been brought so low, even the soles of Evelyn's boots tapped away above her head; she didn't think she'd ever felt so tiny and insignificant in all her life (which after the last few months was already a bar so low it barely existed). 

"Alright, now that you're not going anywhere, perhaps I should explain your little predicament," Evelyn continued, sounding like a bond villain revealing their evil plan. "You see, I didn't just build your oubliette because I enjoy the thought of tying you up and burying you under 6 inches of concrete; though admittedly it is a rather fun perk of the job." 

Evelyn chuckled sadistically. 

"No... I built this oubliette because I know that as much as I've done to stamp out every last scrap of pride and personality buried in that thick skull of yours," Evelyn bent and tapped Rose twice on the forehead with the sharp tip of her nail. "Deep down there's still a tiny piece of you that hasn't quite died. That still thinks you're a real person, who deserves a tiny crumb of respect. Now, don't you give me those innocent eyes, I know it's there, buried, but there. I see it every time you hesitate, every time you plead with me not to hurt or humiliate you…” 

Shaking her head, Evelyn sighed and rolled her eyes, as if Rose was being entirely unreasonable. 

“So I'm afraid you've left me no choice. Since you and I both know that in reality you're nothing but a filthy bimbo who deserves a lifetime of abuse, I've built this to help eradicate that last sliver of humanity once and for all.” 

Rose mewed pathetically into her gag. Even in her drug addled haze she could sense the trouble she was in; though it was far too late to do anything about it now. 

“To do that, we're going to have to really break that little brain of yours; to push you to the very edge of your sanity and keep going until you fall into the abyss. A complete mental breakdown some might call it I suppose,” Evelyn shrugged casually. “Which is exactly what this is going to give you. I've designed it specially to hold you for as long as is necessary; weeks, months, perhaps even years if I'm feeling particularly cruel.” 

Rose's eyes turned to saucers; did she really just say years?! Surely she couldn't be serious… 

“You're fitted with a catheter, so no need to let you out to use the toilet, and the nice, big tube attached to your gag will keep you fed and watered. I can give you a little demonstration if you like?” 

Slipping her phone from her pocket, Evelyn tapped the screen, and the low guttural moan of a motor reverberated from the wall beside Rose's head. With a creeping horror, the bound girl watched as a brown sludge-like substance was pushed through the clear plastic tube that was attached to her gag. As it finished its relentless march toward her face and disappeared beneath the gag's black rim, the huge cock that filled her mouth seemed to expand and pulsed against her tongue, before splurging the thick gruel into the back of her throat. Rose gagged, a stab of panic piercing her chest as the vile substance threatened to choke her, but summoning every inch of her willpower, she found she was just about able to glug it down. 

"Of course, it does mean you'll have to live off flavourless gruel, and I can't imagine choking it down like that will be particularly pleasant, that's alright, I've made sure it's filled a cocktail of drugs so powerful, you'll be far too distracted to worry about things. Plus we need to make those everyday tasks as horrible as possible to keep you from being distracted from what matters, remember? Which brings me nicely to this..." Evelyn gave the side of Rose's buttock a playful kick. “I suspect you'll find having that bottom filled with such a large plug makes defecating rather difficult; fortunately, I've thought of that too…” 

Another tap of Evelyn's screen brought a different noise, more of a gurgling that seemed to sound from beneath her. Moments later, Rose jumped with a start (or she would have were she not so tightly bound) as she was hit by a sensation unlike anything she'd felt before. An icy finger of freezing cold water probing her behind, flowing from the plug that held open her ass, as it drilled mercilessly into her back passage. 

"Hmmmm!" Rose whimpered with alarm, though Evelyn paid her no mind, going on as if she'd enthusiastically accepted her fate. 

"You see? You're all plumbed in!" The cruel woman cackled. "I've set it to automatically administer three nice, big enemas per day, so you won't need to worry about silly things like using the toilet at all.” 

The cascade of water flooding into Rose's bowels showed no signs of slowing. The poor girl could feel it building deep inside her, her guts twisted painfully as if squeezed by a cruel, icy fist. She clenched her asshole as tightly as she could, but the thick butt plug held her ass open, and left her unable to fight back as the torrent filled her up. 

"Ah yes, I should warn you, the system's set to pump you with a full 2.5 quarts, just about the maximum the average person can hold, so you're probably going to feel like you're going to burst! But don't worry, Nurse Michelle has assured me the chances of you suffering any kind of serious medical episode are very slim,” Evelyn waved a hand dismissively.  

Rose's agony reached new heights as water continued to fill her colon. An immense stomach cramp tore through her body, and she felt her belly begin to swell in size until it was squashed beneath the tightness of her straight-jacket. Just as the pressure grew so great she began to fear she might actually pop, the gurgling stopped, and while the freezing water still painfully filled her to the brim, it at least seemed to have reached capacity. 

"So you see, I can keep you down here for as long as I like," Evelyn beamed. "Just think, weeks or months at a time, bound in the darkness and pumped full of drugs, with nothing but your perverted thoughts for company; why, I imagine that alone would be enough to melt that little brain of yours. But that's far from all I've planned for you... How about I shut you away and show off my favourite part?" 

Given it wasn't as if she could reply even if she had a choice in the matter, Evelyn went ahead and gently lowered the lid of Rose's concrete coffin into place. Wrapped tightly and belted to the floor, Rose could only watch as the small window of light she had left to her shrank down to a thin strip, as if she were peeking through a letterbox. Then, with a mocking wave, Evelyn took that from her too, bringing the sky crashing down with a loud thud, to seal Rose inside her tomb. 

For a few breaths Rose was alone in the suffocating darkness. It was as if she'd ceased to exist; been cast away into a void where time stood still and the pain of her bloated belly and impaled tits were her only companions. As if to drive the point home, she was hit by another excruciating stomach cramp, that would have left her writhing in agony were she not so tightly bound.  

Yet despite her predicament, to Rose's immense shame, she could still feel that excited tingling between her legs. Perhaps it was the lingering effect of the medication she'd sniffed from Evelyn's ass, or maybe it was something in the gruel that had just been pumped down her throat, but there was undoubtedly a part of her that was turned on by all this. The helplessness, the strict bondage, the gag and the butt plug, even huge enema filling her belly and the spikes assaulting her breasts... fuck, she was so horny she'd have humped the ceiling if she could! 

A gentle hiss of static crackled from the headphones taped into her ears, snapping her thoughts back to the present. A moment later, a familiar voice seeped from the devices, piercing so deep into Rose's ear, it almost sounded as if it were coming from within her head. 

“Can you hear me?” Evelyn's voice bled through the static. “Make some noise if you can, I need to know I've got your attention.” 

“Muuurrrmmmph,” Rose grunted obediently. 

“Ah perfect, looks like it's all in working order. In that case, let's get the fun started, shall we?” 

 As if on cue, the darkness was batted away as what Rose had assumed to be a featureless slab of concrete on the underside of the tomb's lid, turned out to be some kind of screen, that burst into life just inches from her immobilised face. Suddenly a full colour image of Evelyn standing amidst a sea of neon pink tiles was beamed into her eyes. 

"Hello there," Evelyn smiled and waved at the camera, which must have been mounted somewhere on the basement ceiling. "You didn’t think I'd leave all alone down there, with nothing to keep you entertained, did you?" 

It was only now Rose saw Evelyn pacing up and down the lid of her subterranean cell that she realised just how well hidden it really was. If you didn't know it was there, you could have walked right over it, completely oblivious to the fact there was some poor soul buried beneath your feet.  

"You see, I've made sure that even when you're down there," Evelyn tapped her feet dramatically against the floor. "I've got complete control of everything that happens to you; from what you watch, to how you feel when you watch it. So, say I want to encourage those filthy, bimbo urges of yours; I could show you something like this…” 

The screen flickered, then changed to a crystal clear, close up video of a woman's peachy, round ass, swaying in time to the gentle, relaxing music that had started in her ears. The woman's face wasn't visible, but Rose knew without a doubt it was Evelyn's ass on screen; she'd spent enough time with her lips pressed against it to know every dimple, crease and curve by heart.  

“And as you watch it, I can make you feel soooo good…” 

The row of metal rings that pierced Rose's pussy lips together gently began to buzz, the vibrations sending pulses of pleasure rippling through her tightly restrained body. 

“Hmmmmmm!” Rose's deep, animalistic moan was swallowed by the silicone cock that filled her mouth. Fuck, she was horny she could barely think. 

“And while you're all weak and vulnerable, I can play whatever messages I want to sink into that thick skull of yours on a loop, over and over for days at a time, until you accept them without even thinking.” 

“Just a bimbo… nothing but a filthy little slut… you don't deserve respect…” Evelyn's gentle voice whispered through the speakers, layered through some kind of hypnotic filter. “You're in so much pain… but you don't care… it's what you deserve… all that matters is slipping your tongue between my beautiful cheeks…” 

The screen almost seemed to shimmer as the heavenly voice wormed its way into Rose's brain. Rose could only stare dumbstruck at the perfect ass, as if in a trance; God it was so close it felt like it might swallow her… hell, maybe that was what she wanted. 

“Or of course, I could show you something less appropriate… something I’d rather you forget…” 

Evelyn’s ass melted away, and was replaced by the image of a smiling, intelligent young woman, snugly curled up in an armchair and reading a leather bound book by an open fire. It was her, Rose realised, or at least, the person she used to be. Evelyn said she’d deleted all traces of her, though clearly she’d kept a few for her own purposes. Just as Rose realised what she was looking at, the rings between her legs stopped vibrating, and instead hit her with a sharp, painful electric shock. 

“Nnnnnuuurrr!” she yelped. 

“And then I can make you suffer! A nice, painful reminder to help train your mind away from such useless relics of the past.” 

The picture then changed again, now displaying a family photo, the last they’d taken before Rose had made the move to her new life in the city. For the first time in weeks she looked at the image of her well-dressed, grinning parents, so prim and proper; God, what would they think if they could see her now. Then next to them, her and her younger sister Katy, her sweet innocent sister. Rose only hoped she’d turn out to be less of a disappointment; at least her parents might have one daughter that wasn’t a filthy pervert. As if sensing her mood, the rings hit her with another shock, then another, each more powerful than the last. Unable to move, Rose could do nothing but tense her body, and pray for the waves of agony rushing through her to stop. 

“An hour or two of this, and I’m certain you’ll never want to see your family's faces ever again,” Evelyn’s voice chuckled in her ear. “Why, I bet you’re already desperate to get back to my ass, aren’t you? My nice, safe ass, where you can forget about all your troubles, and indulge those perverted desires of yours until your hearts content…” 

“MMMM! MMMM! MMMM!” Rose’s muffled sobs were thick with pleading desperation.  

“Well, if you insist…” 

To Rose’s relief, her family disappeared, and Evelyn’s stunning ass returned to the screen. The pain faded away, and was replaced once more by the delicious vibrations that drove her so wild. 

“There, that’s better isn’t it? Much more appropriate for my pathetic little bimbo. But remember, this is just the start, you’re going to learn so many valuable lessons down there in the dark…” 

Evelyn’s ass became the soles of her feet, the older woman’s toes wiggling in time to the hypnotic music. 

"So weak for my feet, aren't you little bimbo? You just want to kiss them... lick them... suck my toes..." 

"Hmmmmm," Rose hummed with lust into her gag as her body blazed with pleasure. 

The camera angle changed; Evelyn's foot was still the focus of its gaze, but now she was down on the floor, looking up the length of her Mistress's thick, pale legs, to her powerful, naked body above. Evelyn towered over her, sneering with disgust, as she brought her foot down and ground it against the screen, as if squashing a bug. From Rose's perspective, it was as if she were being trampled into the dirt. 

"Such a worthless slut... you deserve to be treated like this... to be humiliated and degraded like the little bitch you are..." 

Now the screen flicked to another video from the fetish club; Rose was hanging upside-down from the ceiling, shackled by her ankles with her arms hanging uselessly like a ragdolls, as the immaculately dressed human-barbie Jennifer cracked a whip across her back, sending her spinning through the air. 

"Pain is good for you... your suffering gives others pleasure... you need to be beaten and abused... it's what a bimbo like you deserves…” 

Rose watched in a trance as the scenes of sex, suffering and humiliation melted together before her eyes, as Evelyn's hypnotic voice poured into her ear like honey, telling her what to think, what to feel; all as her clit was pulverised by the intense vibrations, and the most delicious pleasure rippled through her body. 

"And since those rings are set to keep you right on the edge, but never quite tipping you over, you'll just have to watch with constant, never-ending frustration; so horny and pent up, yet denied over and over," Evelyn's voice spoke back over the prerecorded loop. “Even a few hours will be unbearably maddening… how will you cope when you're locked down there for days or weeks? Why, I imagine it will turn that bimbo brain of yours to mush. Which is, of course, exactly what we want…” 

As the image on screen morphed to Evelyn seductively squeezing her bare tits, Rose twisted and bucked as best she could in her bonds, desperate to find just enough give to rub her pussy against something, anything, to grant her the relief she craved; yet it was to no avail. The layers of leather, latex and canvas that cocooned around her held fast, mercilessly forcing her to watch on as her body was tormented by desire. 

“Just you, these videos and my sexy voice for weeks at a time, never cumming, just mind-washing that little brain until you're nothing but a living sex toy for me to abuse,” Evelyn went on excitedly. “The only break from the endless frustration will be agonising pain, enormous enemas and gruel being forced down your throat. Unless I decide to force something else down that little tube of yours… perhaps I could just connect it to my toilet? Let you live down there on nothing but my waste?” 

Some part of Rose knew she should be terrified at Evelyn's words, but at that very moment, her enema-filled stomach twisted with another almighty cramp, just as the screen beamed a video of her digging her tongue into Nurse Michelle's huge, black ass into her eyes. Groaning into her gag as she was caught in a limbo of pain and pleasure, it was impossible to focus on anything so trivial as her own wellbeing. 

“But there'll be plenty of time for all that later. For now I need to get going, I'm meeting the girls for cocktails at eight, and I mustn’t be late; they will be itching to hear all about your meeting with Miss Lambert today!” Evelyn chuckled. “And you've got a busy evening of suffering to prepare for. Well, I say evening, but of course, it will be far longer than that. What shall we say, two weeks for your first stint? Or perhaps three if I'm feeling particularly naughty…” 

With that, the static shut off entirely, and Rose was left with just Evelyn's prerecorded voice echoing in her ears, and a river of frustration and agony washing through her body. Within half an hour, the tube that ran into her butt plug finally drained the huge enema that filled her so uncomfortably, which made the bind a little more bearable. However by the time the second enema began to fill her up a few hours later, the bondage, pain and relentless edging was already taking its toll, and whatever scraps of the person she'd once been remained, were already being washed away. 




Chapter Three

One year later… 

The soft mood lighting, gentle tinkling of a piano and vibrant hum of well-dressed women talking animatedly between sips of their chosen beverages leant the space an air of sophistication that wouldn't be out of place in a five star hotel, or one of the city's swankier cocktail bars. A closer look however revealed all was not quite as it seemed.  

The women that packed the room may have been dressed to impress, but few wore fine silks or ballroom gowns; instead, leather, latex and thigh-high boots seemed to be the order of the day. Some of the women idly twirled riding crops between their fingers or let their hands drift to whips holstered to their belts, while the piano player was no suited musician, but a naked oriental looking girl, with tears rolling down her cheeks and vicious clamps attached to her nipples, whose stool appeared to come built in with an enormous silicone cock, upon which she sat impaled. 

Amidst all this, a young woman with bright blonde hair and a vacant expression on her face wandered seemingly without direction. The only clothes she wore were a pair of outrageously high-heeled neon-pink boots which ran almost to her knees, a black leather armbinder that clasped her hands helplessly behind her back up to the elbow, and a tiny pink thong, that covered nothing, and if anything only drew attention to her comically huge buttocks that jiggled wildly with every step. 

Around her midriff was a thin belt, attached to which was one side of a large serving tray, which jutted out in front of her. The opposite two corners of the tray were held up by a pair of chains that ran from each corner up to the woman's gargantuan fake tits, where they were held on by metal bars pierced through each of her nipples. The heavy tray was laden with a dozen full flutes of champagne, and clearly pulled horribly at the woman's breasts, stretching them painfully. 

This was the woman that had once been known as Rose Quinn, but no-one had called her that in a long time. She didn't even really think of herself as Rose anymore, on those occasions any thoughts at all passed through her ditzy head. After all, she wasn't a person, she was a thing; a bimbo, a slut, a whore... an object to be used for the amusement of her betters. What use did she have for a name? 

Losing her sense of self was far from the only change Rose had undergone over the past year. Her body too had been transformed beyond all recognition. Her hormone enhanced breasts and buttocks had already been a sight to behold, but with the help of the surgeon's knife and an obscene quantity of silicone, they really were now freakishly proportioned. With two immense balloons of flesh clinging to her chest, an ass so thick you could balance a plate on it and a tiny waist crushed by countless hours squeezed into an ever shrinking array of corsets, she looked more like a sex doll than an actual person. 

The ‘sex doll’ aesthetic was very much enhanced by the rosy cheeks, ‘come to bed’ eye shadow and striking red lipstick that had been permanently tattooed across her face. It had been a gift from her ex-colleague, and aspiring tattoo artist Jess, who to help celebrate six months since her final surrender to life as a bimbo, had strapped her to a chair and used her face as her own personal canvas. 

Rose knew she couldn't complain about these changes; after all, she was nothing but a worthless, perverted slut… it was only right she looked like one. That was just one of the many lessons she'd learned during the many days and weeks she'd spent over the last year buried in the oubliette; her own little underground hell. Each time in excruciatingly tight bondage, pumped full of enemas, force-fed through whatever creative gag Evelyn had stuffed in her mouth and constantly edged as porn was beamed into her eyes and Evelyn's voice poured filth into her ears; melting her mind until it accepted every word without question. 

You're not a person… You don't deserve respect… suffering is good for you… such a horny little bimbo… you'd do anything just to suck my toes… you want to be abused… it turns you on… this is all your fault…  

All valuable lessons that had wormed their way into Rose's brain, and been accepted as fact. She hated being shut down there, but she knew it was what she needed; what she deserved. 

When she wasn't locked in the oubliette, Rose's life followed a fairly predictable routine. As Evelyn had promised, she spent each night locked in a cage so small, it almost made the oubliette seem spacious. By the time morning came she'd be desperate to climb out and stretch her legs, though she invariably had to wait for Evelyn to amuse herself tormenting the flesh that bulged through the bars of the tiny cage before she was finally granted release. 

Once she was finally free, Rose would then spend the day waiting on Evelyn hand and foot; scrubbing her house from top to bottom, cooking her dinner, doing her laundry, and just about any other chore that could be dreamed up. Evelyn no longer had to lift a finger; she lived a life of luxury, and put her newfound free time to good use, dreaming up all kinds of inventive games to play with her little pet bimbo each evening. 

During the rare moments between her regimented schedule of housework, twisted kinky games and the many hours she spent with her head buried between Evelyn's legs that Rose got some time to herself, her torment continued unabated. She'd be locked down in the basement, shackled to a cross, or tied to a chair with an enormous dildo filling her ass, with nothing to do but pass the time watching endless reruns of her own abuse of the flat screen television installed on the wall. 

The only time she ever left Evelyn's house was during her frequent visits to the local fetish club, where instead of being used and abused by Evelyn alone, she'd spent the night as the plaything for a whole host of kinky, frequently sadistic women. This was heaven for a brainless bimbo like her of course; it was what she wanted, what she needed (as a little voice in her head never failed to remind her whenever the constant pain or soul crushing humiliation threatened to overwhelm her). Though even so, the nights Nurse Michelle had arranged for her to serve as one of the clubs 'human urinals' were a struggle to get through; being chained to the pipework as a never-ending carrousel of women use your mouth as a public toilet was enough to break even a depraved creature like her. 

Tonight was one such night, and a special one at that, as Evelyn had spent the day gleefully reminding her. The one year anniversary of the day she'd officially signed her life away, and embraced her new life as a worthless bimbo; and Evelyn had promised they'd celebrate in style. The moment Rose had arrived, she'd been stripped naked, and made to lie across the entrance of the venue, with the words 'Welcome Mat' scrawled across her belly in thick, black permanent marker.  

As they arrived for the evening's entertainment, each woman had eagerly taken their chance to make use of the club's human doormat, stepping onto her stomach and literally trampling her underfoot, as they methodically wiped their shoes clean on her thighs, tits and most frequently of all, tongue. The worst of it had been the arrival of Miss Lambert, who'd grinned sadistically as she squashed Rose beneath the immense weight of her huge body. 

Once the bulk of the guests were inside, Rose was permitted a brief break to brush her teeth (given her mouth would doubtless soon be in use servicing the many women in attendance) and wipe the muddy boot prints from her pale skin, before she was hastily dressed in her current outfit, with her arms tightly bound behind her back and the heavy serving tray threaded painfully through her pierced nipples. 

"Alright, now you get out there and make the rounds; serve these pretty ladies a few drinks," Evelyn had said as she loaded the tray with champagne flutes, each adding to the agonising weight pulling at Rose's tits. "Oh, and I know how you struggle to concentrate with that ditzy airhead of yours, so to help you focus, I thought we'd play a little game. How about we say, for every drop of champagne you spill, you'll be punished with an hour in the oubliette… Good luck!" 

With those parting words, Evelyn gave her thick buttocks a firm yet playful spank; the shock of which was enough to send half a day's worth of punishment spilling over the glass rims before she even started. 

It quickly became apparent that avoiding spillages all-together would be an impossible task. Her tits were just so grotesquely big and bouncy, that even with the heavy weight stretching them out, they wobbled and heaved uncontrollably with virtually every step. It didn't help that everywhere Rose looked was another scantily clad woman, or stunning Goddess’ with latex hugging them in all the right places; it was more than a little distracting for the perpetually horny bimbo, whose urges (thanks to countless hours, days and weeks of brainwashing in the oubliette) now consumed her even without a drop of medication needed. 

"I'll take two over here." 

A sharp, insistent voice cut through Rose's hazy thoughts, and brought her back to the present. Rose turned, and immediately spotted Jennifer; the platinum blonde bombshell that had pushed over the first domino that led Rose down her descent into bimbohood. 

The past two years had been far kinder to Jennifer than they had Rose. The smoking hot blonde had leveraged her affair with the company's managing director to land herself a position as editor on a best-selling fashion magazine, with a huge paypacket and company car to boot. Such a meteoric rise had garnered plenty of attention; just last week she'd been featured on the cover of ‘Young Entrepreneur’ magazine, who had written a four page spread on fashion's hottest up and coming journalist. Of course she'd made sure to drop by Evelyn's the next day to tell Rose all about it, reading the article aloud, as the girl whose career she'd destroyed sucked diligently on her toes. 

Beside Jennifer stood another of Rose's ex-colleague's, the heavily tattooed Jess, who with her bright pink hair and rock-chick leathers, definitely stood out among the sea of latex and fetish-wear that filled the rest of the room. Jess had always been the cruelest, most sadistic of Evelyn's cronies, and Rose's enforced ‘retirement’ had done nothing to dent her enthusiasm for making the bimbo's life as unpleasant as possible.  

“O-of course…” Rose stammered, shuffling across to the two of them in her nine-inch heels, and sighing with relief as she made it without adding to the shallow pool of spilled champagne in the bottom of the tray.  

With her arms sealed so tightly behind her back, the best Rose could do was arch her shoulders and lean back, wincing as the tray stretched and pulled at her nipples, in an attempt to offer the tray out to them. The two women each took a flute, clinked them together and sipped deeply, before turning to Rose with malice in their eyes. 

“It's a great turn out, right?” Jennifer grinned. “All these beautiful women turning up just for you, what a popular little bimbo! You must be super excited, huh?” 

“Y-yes, so excited,” Rose agreed meekly. 

“I bet… such a perfect day to celebrate how far you've come,” Jennifer's smirk didn't bother to conceal her amusement at the two women's obvious reversal in fortunes. “How about a little drink to mark the occasion.” 

Jennifer picked up a third flute from the tray, tipped the contents into her mouth, then tilted back her head, gargled the champagne in the back of her throat and spat the mixture back into the glass. 

"What a lovely idea," Jess smirked, leaning across and spitting a large glob of saliva into the flute, before raising her glass mockingly. "Cheers!" 

"Open," Jennifer ordered, bringing the glass to Rose's face. 

Doing as she was told, Rose let her jaw fall open, as Jennifer pushed the glass to her lips, and tipped the disgusting, spit swilled mixture into her mouth. Rose shuddered as she gulped down the vile liquid, though she didn't utter a word of complaint. It wasn't a bimbo's place to question what was done to her; she'd have drank an entire bottle of it they told her to. Plus, it was hardly the worst thing she'd been made to drink for their amusement, was it? “Oh my God, it's dribbling all down your face,” Jennifer laughed, as her rough pour sent trails of the sticky mixture trickling from the corners of Rose's mouth. “Probably best you don't go too mad I suppose, especially given that little game I hear you and Evelyn are playing.” 

As she spoke, Jennifer snaked a hand around Rose's hip, wrapped her palm around her bottom and gave her fat buttock a hard squeeze. 

“Gahhh,” Rose yelped, her body jerking with the sudden excitement, wobbling the tray hanging from her breasts and bringing the champagne perilously close to spilling from its vessels. 

“Wouldn't it just be awful if you got all hot and flustered, and made things even harder for yourself?” Jennifer leaned in close, whispering sensually into Rose's ear as she pawed at her backside. “Especially given you're such a stupid, ditzy bimbo… soooo easily distracted, aren't you?” 

Jennifer slipped a finger between Rose's ass cheeks, and gently began to probe, rubbing up and down, stroking the tiny string of fabric nestled between them. Rose whimpered with arousal and her whole body trembled, to her horror, spilling a small river of champagne down the side of each glass. 

"Yeah, and it's got to be even harder since it's hanging on to these fat udders!" Jess cackled, giving Rose's enormous breasts two hard slaps, as if appraising a prize heffer. 

Rose could only watch in dismay as great waves of champagne crashed over the rims of their flutes, adding to the rapidly growing pool at the bottom of the tray. 

"Anyway, we'd better leave you to it, enjoy the party," Jennifer winked, her eyes shining with amusement as she eyed the spillages. "I hear Evelyn's got you a very special present to celebrate." 

"Yeah, have fun bitch," Jess drained her glass and picked up another, which she then, staring Rose in the eye, proceeded to pour in its entirety into the bottom of the tray. "Oops, looks like you had another little accident; you should really be more careful." 

Both women burst into hysterics as they lost themselves on the crowded dancefloor, leaving Rose staring in horror at the tray that was now so full of spilled champagne, it was threatening to overflow. If she was being punished for every drop, there was enough in there to lock her up for months in there, she thought miserably. 

For the next half hour or so, Rose resumed her aimless milling around the club, serving drinks to her betters, who leered or groped at her as they pleased. There were a few more spillages, particularly when serving the more ‘handsy’ women in attendance, but nothing quite like her ordeal with her two old colleagues. 

Whenever enough flutes had been taken to ease the harsh stretching of her pierced nipples, the venue's ‘house slaves’ would appear at her side to fill the tray anew with fresh, full glasses. It was as if they could somehow sense the very moment she felt a sliver of relief from the pain, and were there to pounce immediately. The look of relish on the faces of these beautiful, naked women as they watched Rose wince with every flute they piled on suggested it was a task they thoroughly enjoyed; though whether that was because they were here willingly, or just relieved to see someone else suffering in their place was hard to tell. Judging from the patchwork of scars and bruises covering much of their bodies, Rose suspected it may be the latter. 

“Hey babe! Great party, right?” a cheerful voice called out to her, before Amber's slender figure appeared through the crowd. 

Before her transformation, Amber had been someone Rose considered a friend; certainly the closest she'd had since Jennifer had pushed her out of her dream career. Such a kind sweet girl, who had always greeted her with a smile in the morning, and never failed to lift her spirits when she was down. Even now, she was the only person who showed her anything close to genuine kindness. Of course, she had accepted her position of the office bimbo without question, and certainly made sure to treat her like the ditzy, depraved pervert she was; but at least she did it with a friendly face, and something that approached empathy. 

“Yeah, really great, isn't it?” Rose forced a smile. 

"You must be so pleased all these people wanted to come out and celebrate your big day with you," Amber grinned, then turned her attention to Rose's chest, where her breasts were straining under the weight of the tray. "Oh wow, what is this they've got you in?" 

Fascination etched on her pretty face, the mixed race girl bent to give the huge tits a closer examination. 

"Christ, I can't believe they can stretch so far!" Amber giggled, giving Rose's fleshy breast a gentle squeeze with one hand, while sensually rubbing a finger around her sensitive, painfully stretched nipple with the other. "Like, that must seriously fucking hurt... good job shit like this turns you on, right? A horny little slut like you must love getting her titties stretched?" 

"Ohhhh yessss," Rose groaned, her breasts throbbing with arousal at Amber's touch. 

“God, you are such a fucking pervert,” Amber chuckled wryly as she stepped in front of Rose, casually rested her arms around the bimbo's shoulders and leaned in so close they could almost have been mistaken for lovers. Her eyes flicked down to the pool of spilled champagne, and she raised an eyebrow with amusement. “Looks like you've got plenty more punishment ahead of you too.” 

“I-I know,” Rose replied, her cheeks flushing red even through her permanent tattoo. Though whether it was through embarrassment or the fact Amber's deliciously plump lips were hovering not far from her own, she wasn't sure. “It's what I deserve…” 

“Oh of course it is; but it's still got to be hard, right? Buried all alone in that tiny little hole… all tied up and edged without relief… it must be so frustrating for you…” 

“Y-yeah, I guess it's hard sometimes,” Rose swallowed nervously, not sure what Amber was getting at. 

“Well, I was thinking…” Amber leaned in so close, Rose could feel her breath hot against her lips. “Maybe I could see if I could make things a bit easier for you?” 

“E-easier?” Rose couldn't believe her ears. Was Amber really offering to help? What could she do? Talk Evelyn out of it? Convince her cruel Mistress to at least take it easy on her?  

“Yeah, definitely,” Amber effused. “Like, if I ask nicely, I bet Evelyn would let me tape one of my dirty gym socks over your nose before she locks you in. I mean, think how much more fun it will be for all those weeks you'll be stuck down there if you can sniff my sweaty feet the whole time!” 

For the briefest of moments, Rose felt a pang of disappointment as she realised her ‘friend’ had no intention of helping to ease her suffering, but within an instant it was swallowed by a swell of excitement, as memories of Amber's delicious feet flooded her brain. She thought of the countless hours she spent beneath her desk, the mixed race beauty's soles clamped over her nose and mouth as she worked… the lunch breaks she'd been left locked in a cupboard with her shoes tied around her face… the nights at the club where Amber had whipped off her heels and had Rose shower her feet in kisses, sucking her toes and licking the sweat from between them as a crowd of strangers watched on… 

“Ohh yes… y-yes please, I-I'd love it,” Rose babbled, as usual the bimbo's arousal entirely clouding any thought of self preservation. The thought of inhaling nothing but the scent of Amber's sweaty socks for weeks at a time was just what she wanted… it would make everything so much easier… Amber really was the best friend she could possibly ask for. 

“I thought you might,” Amber smiled. “Well then, let me see what I can do.” 

Perhaps as a reward for her agreement, Amber brought her head forward those last few millimeters, and planted a gentle kiss on Rose's lips. 

“Hmmmmm,” Rose groaned into Amber's hungry mouth, so overcome with pleasure her knees buckled beneath her. Thankfully she managed to stay on her feet, but even so, more champagne spilled into the pool below. 

“Oh dear, looks like that's another few hours with my socks for you,” Amber winked playfully, before a mischievous look crossed her face. “But maybe you'd like that? Maybe…” 

She plucked a flute from the tray, and held it at an angle, so the liquid within was perilously close to flowing down into the tray. 

“...I should just pour this whole glass down into the tray? Give you a few extra weeks sniffing my sweaty socks? I bet you'd really like that, wouldn't you?” 

“Y-yes,” Rose breathed, speaking the words without even thinking. 

“Go on then, ask me nicely.” 

“Please…” Rose begged, unconsciously inching her lips back towards her beautiful, smiling friend. 

“Well, if you insist…” Amber whispered playfully, then gave Rose the kiss she craved. Their lips came together, deeper and more passionate than before. Amber slipped her tongue into Rose's mouth, letting it explore as the blonde bimbo whimpered with delight, before turning over the glass; pouring its contents out into the practically overflowing tray. 

When the two women finally broke apart, Rose's gaze fell to the deep pool of liquid swimming in the bottom of the tray, but she was far too consumed with desire to care about the punishment it would bring. Whatever torment was to come, it was a price worth paying. 

“Thank you,” she stammered, trembling with desire. 

“Oh you're welcome babe,” Amber smirked, before turning and motioning for Rose to follow. “Now come on, Evelyn wants to see you.” 

Tottering along in her nine inch heels, Rose followed Amber through the throng of latex-clad women, her eyes glued to the girl's round peachy bottom that swayed seductively from side to side with each step. Before she knew it, they'd reached the raised circular platform at the centre of the floor, which acted as the venue's stage. Usually it was occupied by one of the house slaves, or occasionally Rose herself, tied in some kind of merciless bondage; a centrepiece of suffering for the club's patrons to admire as they enjoyed their night of debauchery. Now though, it was home only to the towering figure of Evelyn, looking more of an Amazon than ever in her platform boots, and figure hugging, black latex cat-suit. 

“There she is, the bimbo of the ball!” Evelyn called excitedly as she spotted Rose awkwardly stepping up onto the stage. “How are you getting on? Have you managed to serve without any spillages?” 

Evelyn glanced down to the tray hanging from Rose's tits, and broke out in an amused grin. 

“Oh dear… looks like someone got a little over excited at the sight of all these beautiful women and couldn't control herself, doesn't it?” 

“S-sorry,” Rose stuttered. 

“It's okay, you can't help it; a silly bimbo like you is always going to get all hot and flustered when in the presence of such pretty ladies, it's only natural.” 

Somehow, Rose felt almost soothed by Evelyn's words. Of course she'd failed the task, she was a stupid, ditzy bimbo; she deserved to fail, and to endure whatever punishment that came with it. 

“Hmm I'd say that's a good three months worth of spillages in there, perhaps four… I suppose we'll have to measure it out and see,” Evelyn speculated, before summoning one of the house slaves, and instructing her to unclip the tray, pour the spilled champagne into a measuring jug, and then find ‘the fattest titted slut she can, and strap her in to replace Rose as the evening's unfortunate waitress.  

Rose breathed a sigh of relief now that she'd, quite literally, got a weight off her chest. Her mammoth tits may have still smarted and throbbed with pain, but at least it no longer felt like someone was trying to rip them off! Though there was something about the glint in Evelyn's eye that suggested her relief may prove to be short lived. 

Clink, clink, clink, clink, clink 

The vibrant hum of conversation that filled the room gradually faded, and a hush descended on the crowd as Evelyn rapped a spoon against her glass. All eyes fell on the statuesque beauty, whose imposing presence dominated the stage; though many cast hungry glances at the scantily clad bimbo stood beside her.  

"Good evening, and welcome everybody to a very special celebration," Evelyn's voice boomed across the space. "One year ago today, this ditzy bimbo you see beside me finally accepted she was too much of a deranged pervert to pretend to live a normal life for a moment more, and permanently signed herself over to my control. I know a lot of you are familiar with Rose here, and have witnessed her journey to bimbohood first hand; though I do see a few new faces out there. Don't worry, I promise you'll have the chance to get intimately acquainted with the slut shortly." 

A ripple of laughter spread through the onlookers. 

"Now, when I first met Rose here, she wasn't quite the perfect, busty bimbo you see today," Evelyn paused for effect. "Some of you may find this hard to believe, but she was actually a well presented, professional young woman. An aspiring journalist no less!" 

A series of exaggerated gasps and exclamations of disbelief echoed across the room. 

“I know, I know, it's shocking, but it's true. So uptight and prudish, dressed in nice, smart business attire, full of a sense of confidence and self worth that, I think we can all see looking at her now, was most certainly not deserved,” Evelyn chuckled along with the rest of them. “At least, that was the Rose that she presented to the rest of the world; but fortunately, I knew better. From the moment the little whore walked through my door and applied for a job at my firm, I could tell that beneath her respectable mask, there was a depraved slut just waiting to be abused.” 

Evelyn held out a hand, motioning to a figure in the crowd. 

"Lucky for Rose here, my good friend Michelle is a medical professional, and was able to make sure she got all the help she needed," Evelyn paused as Michelle raised an arm and smiled in acknowledgement. "It's taken a lot of hard work, but between the two of us, and of course Rose's hard working colleagues, we've been able to stamp out that undeserved sense of self esteem and personal pride that was holding her back... and just look at her now!" 

To the delight of the watching women, Evelyn stepped behind Rose, grabbed her enormous breasts and squeezed them with all her might. 

"Ohhhhh!" Rose moaned as the assault on her already sore and sensitive tits sent a bolt of pleasure shooting straight to her pierced pussy. 

"Transformed into the perfect bimbo! With these grotesquely big fake tits," Evelyn spun her around and groped her ass, tugging her tiny g-string into a painful wedgie as she did. "And this wonderfully spankable ass, just begging for me to abuse it..." 

SMACK  

SMACK 

SMACK 

As if to illustrate her point, Evelyn brought her hand down hard on Rose's buttocks, eliciting a yelp of pain from the poor girl and a chorus of whoops and hollers from the excited onlookers, as they watched the bimbo's freakishly huge cheeks jiggle with each blow. 

"Oh, and let's not forget the piece de resistance, her delicious little pussy, all pierced shut so she doesn't get a moment's relief from her perverted urges," Evelyn slid a hand between Rose's legs, and spread them so everyone could see her macabre chastity piercing. "That's right, no release, just a lifetime of denial, so worked up and frustrated she'll never be able to focus on anything but being the desperate, horny fucking bimbo she is!" 

As she spoke, Evelyn gently rubbed Rose's pierced pussy lips, and breathed lustfully in her ear. 

"Not a single thought passing through that empty head but kissing my ass, sucking my toes or licking my pussy... all for a taste of a pleasure I'll never let you have..." 

"Oh fuuuuuckkkk!" Rose groaned, her whole body alive with pleasure as Evelyn publicly molested her. 

“Now she's nothing more than a living, breathing sex toy… and don't you think it's about time we played with her?” Evelyn boomed, to rapturous applause, then whispered in Rose's ear. "And don't you worry my stupid little bimbo; I'll make sure you enjoy every moment of your abuse." 

At some unseen signal, the rings pierced through Rose's pussy lips began to vibrate. 

"Ohhhh fuuuuuckkkk!" Rose groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head as ecstasy pulsed between her legs. 

"That's it you filthy slut; moan like the whore you are!" Evelyn gave Rose a final, hard slap on the ass, and pushed the helpless bimbo into the arms of the baying mob. 

For the next few hours, Rose was swept away in a whirlwind of lust. As music blared and drinks flowed across the dance floor, the ditzy blonde was passed around and used like a piece of meat. Everything became a blur as she was lost in a sea of bodies; hands wandered between her legs, her tits and ass were groped with neither permission nor mercy, lips of women she didn't even recognise met hers as tongues greedily explored her mouth. Rose's body was a plaything for these women, a toy to be used for their pleasure, before being discarded without a second thought. 

One moment Rose found herself sandwiched between the hulking bodies of Miss Lambert and another equally huge woman as they danced and grinded up against each other, their mountains of flabby flesh pressed in on her naked body from all sides, squeezing the air from her lungs. The next, Evelyn's powerful hand pushed her face so deep between Michelle's thick, round ass cheeks, the Nurse's puckered asshole clung to her nose like a limpet, as Jess, Jennifer and anyone else who felt particularly sadistic took turns thrashing her buttocks with the club's vast array of brutal crops, floggers and canes. At one point, a stunning red-head was so taken by the size of her freakishly huge breasts, she had Rose down on all fours, mooing like a cow as she pretended to milk her; squeezing and tugging on her nipples as the watching crowd exploded with raucous laughter. 

There was a time when such public humiliation would have mortified poor Rose; left her curled up in a ball on the floor wishing the ground would swallow her up. But not any more. She knew now this was how she deserved to be treated; a pathetic bimbo like her could expect nothing less. In fact, with her chastity piercing buzzing away across her pussy and every touch driving her horny body wild, she welcomed it.  Every grope, every spank, every time her head was shoved between another stranger's legs and her tongue lapped at their clit until they screamed with ecstasy; all threw fuel on the fire raging between her legs. This was heaven for a bimbo like her; it was what she craved. 

This orgy of lust went on for so long, time seemed to lose all meaning. Eventually the rapturous crowd broke away into smaller groups; some of the women sat chatting with friends over a cocktail or three, slumped exhausted in their seats after hours hedonistic indulgence, while those whose sadistic appetites had not quite been slaked cornered whichever poor house slave that crossed their path, and led them to one of the club's many adjoining play rooms to end the evening with some more intimate torment. 

Rose remained in place, staggering around the dancefloor on feet that ached so much they felt like they might fall off at any moment. She was utterly exhausted, and wanted nothing more than to collapse in a heap where she stood, but she knew that to stop for even a moment without permission would see her punished so severely, her current pain would be nothing but a minor irritation in comparison. 

"Having fun?" Evelyn murmured in Rose's ear, wrapping her hands possessively around Rose's hips and she sidled up to her from behind. 

"Y-yes Mistress," Rose panted, trying with everything she had to sound enthusiastic despite her exhaustion. 

"Right answer," she chuckled. “But don’t worry, the best part of the evening’s yet to come…” 

To her rear, Rose felt Evelyn’s hand snake down to the small of her back, before strong fingers slipped between her fat, bimbo buttocks, worked their way around the thick plug that had been nestled between them all evening, and pulled it free with a resounding plop. If Rose thought this meant a break for her aching bottom, this notion was quickly dispelled, as she felt something even bigger nudge its way between her cheeks. 

A quick glance over her shoulder revealed the intruder to be the most enormous black strap-on dildo Rose had ever laid eyes on; the head of which was already burying its way into her huge rump, while its monstrously thick, black shaft spanned across to Evelyn’s crotch, where it was firmly anchored in place. 

“Ohhhhh!” Rose whimpered as the colossal appendage slowly slithered up her ass, painfully pushing its way through her sphincter. Her cries were soon silenced however, as Evelyn clamped a powerful hand across her mouth like a vice. 

“Shhhh don’t fight it…” Evelyn murmured in her ear. “Just open that bottom and take it like a good little bimbo…” 

Rose whined pathetically into Evelyn’s palm, but offered no resistance as the cruel woman pushed with her hips, forcing the huge cock deeper and deeper, until it filled the bimbo’s ass to such a degree that she could almost feel it in her guts. 

“How do you like your new present?” Evelyn asked mockingly, grabbing Rose by the hips and grinding up against her. 

“I-I love it Mistress…” Rose stammered weakly. 

“I’m glad to hear it, I was going to wait until we got home to introduce you to your new toy, but I figured taking you here in public would be a good reminder that you can’t say no anymore… I own that fat bimbo ass of yours, and I’ll use it wherever and whenever I please…” 

“Ohhhhhh!” Rose groaned as the immense intruder wiggled inside her. She wished she could say she hated every second of it, but she just didn’t. Feeling the strap on filling her ass and knowing Evelyn’s curvaceous, powerful body was slowly pushing it into her as the vibrations still buzzed gently between her legs was enough to drive her wild with desire. She really was a filthy bimbo; this was what she deserved. “I-I know… t-thank you.” 

“Don’t thank me, it’s a gift from the girls, though I’ll be sure to tell them how much you appreciate their generosity,” Evelyn sniggered. “In fact, why don’t we go and find them, so you can thank them yourself.” 

Keeping the huge silicone cock still impaled in Rose’s ass, Evelyn slowly guided her across the length of the dance floor, and toward an intimate booth table, hidden discreetly in the corner of the club.Clustered around the table, sipping on neat cocktails and looking a little worse for wear after a night of sheer hedonism and indulgence, were the four women who along with the cruel woman that led her, were the chief architects of Rose’s downfall; Jennifer, Jess, Amber and Nurse Michelle. 

"Ah, there's the filthy little whore," Jess slurred as she saw them arrive. It was immediately clear she was the drunkest of the four, which given her casual cruelty when sober, set off a pang of worry in Rose’s chest. 

“Evening ladies,” Evelyn grinned as she reached the table, and promptly pushed Rose down until she bent across it, giving the others a prime view of the strap-on protruding from Rose’s fleshy buttocks. “I believe your favourite little bimbo has something to say to you all.; 

“T-thank you for my present,” Rose said as eagerly as she could, struggling not to wince as she felt her huge tits sticking to the drink soaked table. “I-I love it.” 

“Oh you’re very welcome my dear,” Michelle replied, tilting her glass in acknowledgement. “Though it was for the two of you really, I have little doubt Evelyn will enjoy it every bit as much as you will.” 

“I don’t doubt it,” an amused voice chuckled behind her. 

“I just can’t believe she can fit that fucking monster in her ass!” Amber laughed. “I can barely get my hands around the damn thing.” 

A chorus of laughter rang out around the table. 

“Of course she can, fucking slut loves this shit,” Jess drawled as she reached across the table and slapped Rose playfully across the face. “Don’t you?” 

“O-of course… I love it…” Rose mewed timidly. 

“See? She’s a fucking pervert; she’ll take anything we give her. Whether it’s a cock in the ass, or a slap in the face,” Jess threw out an arm and slapped the bewildered blonde’s rosy cheek again, harder this time. 

SLAP 

“She’ll just take it.” 

SLAP 

“Won’t you?” 

SLAP 

“Because she’s a brainless, slutty bimbo.” 

SLAP 

“Too fucking stupid and horny to say no.” 

SLAP 

“I-I know… I’m sorry,” Rose whimpered, dazed by the barrage of vicious slaps to the face. 

“Oh she’ll take it alright,” Evelyn grabbed Rose’s neck and pushed her face into the sticky tabletop. “She’ll let me fuck her as long and hard as I want, and the only words out that bimbo mouth will be her begging me to take her harder.” 

As she spoke, Evelyn pulled the silicone monster briefly free from Rose’s struggling ass, then plunged it back in, deeper than ever. The pressure had the poor bimbo feeling like she was being split in two, yet it also ground her vibrating piercing into the hard wooden table below, sending a jolt of pleasure fizzing through her aching body. 

“Oh fuck yes!” Rose cried, surrendering to the urges the past year had etched into the fabric of her being. “Yes, that's all I want… please Mistress… please I need it!” 

“Don’t you worry little slut, there will be plenty of time for that, I assure you,” Evelyn laughed. “But first, we have another little present for you to enjoy.” 

“You do?” Rose asked hazily, her voice thin as the painful stretching of her ass and the heavenly vibration between her legs drowned her thoughts. 

“Absolutley,” Nurse Michelle’s cool, collected tone cut through the fog drifting around Rose’s brain. “Miss Lambert and I have been working on this for a while, and tonight seemed like the perfect opportunity to make it official.” 

Reaching into her handbag, Michelle pulled out a crisp, white sheet of paper, and placed it neatly on the table in front of her. Rose was far too overwhelmed to take in anything but the two words printed in bold at the head of the official looking document; words that despite everything going on, were enough to strike fear into the poor girl's heart. 

DEATH CERTIFICATE 

“You see, as deep as we may have buried in you the system, it’s never possible to completely eradicate the existence of a living, breathing person. Unlikely as it may be, there’s always a chance that five, ten, twenty years from now, the wrong person might ask the right question, and threaten all the hard work we’ve put into you,” Michelle explained casually, as if it were some routine medical issue. “So we thought in the long term it would be easier if we arranged for you to disappear entirely. I mean, at this point you’re nothing more than a name on a piece of paper anyway, what difference would it really make if we just struck that name out? Let the world forget you ever existed in the first place?” 

“Isn’t that wonderful?” Evelyn reached across Rose’s shoulder, cupped her chin and pinched her cheeks from behind, as she bent down and breathed hot in her ear. “Rose Quinn is officially dead and buried; you really are nothing but a nameless bimbo now!” 

Rose tried to process what was happening to her, but as much as she did her best to focus through the hazy cloud or her broken mind, the only thought rattling around her empty head was just how fucking incredible it felt as Evelyn slowly began to rock her hips, pumping away at Rose’s ass with the enormous silicone cock and grinding her pussy harder and harder against the table. 

“Oh yes.. so good… so good…” orgasmic moans escaped Rose’s lips, as her mind slipped ever closer from sanity.  

“I’m so glad you think so, we went to a lot of trouble to ensure your death was as convincing as possible. Why, we even had a little funeral for you!” Evelyn chuckled cruelly. “It was quite the sight, I must say; lovely mahogany casket, beautiful floral tributes, even a string quartet.” 

“Ohhh God!” Rose gripped the table as Evelyn picked up the pace, spurred on by her own description of Rose’s demise.  

“There were questions asked of course, but Michelle here had all the answers they needed. She was there to explain how unwell you became, how she’d arranged to have you sectioned for your own good, but you tragically fled into the snow one winter’s night, and almost certainly froze to death. Such a shame they never found a body, but Miss Lambert was able to work her magic, and convince a judge to sign the certificate regardless.” 

“Your Mom was so upset, but don’t worry, I was there to comfort her,” Amber said reassuringly, as if she weren’t part of the reason for the poor woman’s distress in the first place. 

“Yes, and then there was that little sister of yours, now she really is a pretty young thing isn't she?” 

Evelyn grabbed a fistfull of Rose’s bright blonde hair and viscously tugged her head back, sending a yelp of pain flying from the poor bimbo’s lips. 

“I just hope for your parents sake she doesn’t turn out to be a filthy little slut like her bimbo big sister!” the cruel woman hissed in her ear; pounding Rose’s ass harder by the second so that her humungous tits jiggled beneath her like an immense plate of jelly. 

“GAAAHHHHHHH FUUUUCCCKK!” Rose groaned in ecstasy, arching her back and thrusting her hips back against the monster cock drilling into her ass.  

“You know, maybe we should put the precious little thing to the test? Just to make sure your sick perversions don’t run in the family?” Evelyn asked innocently, her bright red lips curling with amusement. “I mean, she’s eighteen now after all, I’d imagine Jennifer could arrange for her to get an internship at the magazine; couldn’t you?” 

“Oh yes, we’re always on the look out for fresh meat,” Jennifer grinned, sipping her cocktail ominously. 

“And I’m sure that under Jennifer’s strict… supervision… we could identify any potential degeneracies, and ensure they’re treated appropriately; right Michelle?” 

“Absolutley,” Michelle replied with her usual neutral professionalism. “Why, at her age, we wouldn’t have to be quite so forceful as we were with poor Rose here. We could simply give her a little nudge here and there, see how she relates to certain stimuli, and act accordingly. If, God forbid, we notice any of the same perversions in the sister, we may even be able to treat them before they become a major issue; and if not…” 

Michelle shrugged, and allowed herself a smug smirk. 

“Well, there are ways we could deal with that too.” 

A sliver of fear wormed its way around Rose’s chest; some deep buried part of her screamed out for her to intervene, that perhaps it was too late for her, but she might be able to save her sister from succumbing to the same fate, if only she could find it in herself to act. Maybe the girl she’d once been would have found a way to hear it, but as Evelyn had proven beyond all doubt, Rose Quinn was dead, and the sex-mad bimbo that she’d become had time for nothing but the heavenly pressure building between her legs as Evelyn fucked her to madness. 

“And I’m sure you understand,” Evelyn went on, knowingly. “If we do find out she’s a filthy slut just like her bimbo of a sister… she’d deserve the same treatment as you… wouldn’t she?” 

“Y-yessss,” Rose hissed through gritted teeth, horrified at herself even as she said it, but knowing she was too horny to do anything but agree. 

“She’d deserve to suffer… to be humiliated and degraded beyond her wildest dreams…” 

“Yes! Oh fuck yes!” Rose moaned as the cock drilled deeper and deeper into her ass, pushing her vibrating piercing into her excited, swollen clit. 

“Tell me!” Evelyn snapped. “I want to hear you say it!” 

“She’d deserve it… m-my sister… she’d deserve to suffer just like me!” Rose babbled mindlessly, caring only about the pleasure surging through her body. 

“Such a filthy bimbo,” Evelyn laughed. “So horny she’d sell her own sister down the river just to indulge her perverted desires. I wonder how desperately this ditzy fucking airhead wants to cum?” 

“Oh God, I want to cum so bad! Please, please it’s been so long,” Rose begged. “Please let me cum!” 

“Well, what do we think ladies,” Evelyn gleefully addressed the group. “Should we give the stupid slut her wish?” 

“Fuck no!” Jess drunkenly slurred. “That slut doesn’t deserve relief, we should beat her ass bloody just for asking.” 

“Aww come on, look how desperate she is,” said the soft hearted Amber. “I think you should at least give her a chance to prove how much she wants it.” 

“Hmmm alright, I’ll tell you what, since it’s your special day, and you’ve been such a good little bimbo for me,” Evelyn leaned forward so her hulking body pressed down hard on Rose’s smaller frame. “If you can convince Jennifer here to give your sister a job, so that we can run our fun little ‘experiments’ on her, I’ll let you cum right here on the table.” 

Her eyes alight with excitement, Jennifer drained her glass and pushed it to one side, looking at Rose expectantly. 

“Please,” Rose mewed pathetically. “Please, g-give my sister the job.” 

“Are you sure?” Jennifer asked innocently. “I mean, I’m going to do literally everything I can to make sure she ends up like you. Like, I’d probably treat her so badly, she’ll end up going mad even if she’s totally normal to start with.” 

“I-I’m sure, I-I just need it so bad, please I need to cum, you can do what you want to her, I just need to cum,” Rose pleaded, a single tear dropping down her cheek as the last vestige of her humanity drained away. She really was the mindless slut Evelyn said she was. 

“Well, if you really want it,” Jennifer smiled sadistically, standing and scooting her bottom onto the table, before lifting her skirt and pulling down her panties so that her tight, well toned buttocks lay just a few inches from Rose’s face. “You can kiss my fucking ass, and beg me for it.” 

A red mist descended across Rose’s already clouded mind. Even if her ass weren’t full of silicone and there wasn’t a fire of delight burning between her legs, the sight of the platinum blonde barbie’s delicious round cheeks would have been impossible for the horny to resist. As it was, Rose was like a moth to a flame. Wriggling in Evelyn’s grasp and dragging her fat tits across the sticky table, Rose pushed her lips against the ass cheek of the woman who’d set this horrendous descent in motion, and kissed like her life depended on it. 

Kiss 

“Please,” Rose whispered, her body shivering with pleasure as the scent of Jennifer’s ass filled her nostrils. “Y-you can do whatever you want with my sister, just please let me cum.” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

Rose showered Jennifer’s ass with kisses, begging and pleading as she went. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss Evelyn’s thick cock still slid mercilessly in and out her struggling asshole, working with the vibrating rings between her legs to keep her on the edge, but not quite grant her the release she craved. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“Oh you’re going to have to do better than that,” Jennifer laughed, reaching down and pulling her cheeks apart. “Come on bitch, get that tongue in there, prove to me how bad you want it!” 

So horny her eyes were practically rolling into the back of her head, Rose did as she was told; pushing her head between Jennifer’s cheeks and plunging her tongue into the cruel woman’s tight hole. 

“Please… please…” Rose mumbled between licks, and she lapped her tongue up and down Jennifer’s tightly clenched asshole. “I’if she’s like me she deserves it, s-she deserves to suffer, please, please, please, OH FUCK, PLEASE!” 

Rose’s whole body was shaking as the need to cum consumed her. Overcome with desperation, she pushed her face as hard as she could into Jennifer’s ass, so that it smothered her nose and mouth, depriving her of air, but filling her chest with an arousal so powerful it drowned out the world around her. 

“Oh yes, yes that’s it, take it you slut,” Evelyn moaned behind her, her voice tinged with a primal lust that suggested she was enjoying this every bit as much as her victim. As her pumping reached a crescendo, it was finally enough to tip Rose over the edge, into oblivion. “Ohhhh you stupid fucking bimbo, I’ve fucked you up so badly, haven’t I? I’ve ruined your fucking life you stupid slut, and now I’m going to do the same to your fucking sis… your sis… your… OH FUCK YES!” 

As the woman who’d taken everything from her cried out in ecstasy, Rose’s dam finally broke, and her body exploded with the most wondrous orgasm of her life. She let out a primal scream into the ass that smothered her face, and surrendered to mind-bending pleasure that coursed through every inch of her. In that moment she knew nothing but sheer, unadulterated euphoria, that flooded every fibre of her being. From the cock boring into her ass, to the ass wrapped around her face, and the lifetime of abuse she knew was ahead of her, at that moment, there was nothing Rose would change. There wasn’t a single trace of the person she’d once been remaining, nothing but a brainless, sex-crazed bimbo remained; Rose’s descent was truly complete. 

Thank you for reading! 
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