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Prologue 

 

The late-summer sun shone brilliantly in the cloudless sky, bathing the street in a warm, pleasant glow that seemed to suggest anything was possible. Birdsong filled the air and butterflies fluttered with casual grace through sunlight that glittered invitingly from the small brook, as it effortlessly wound its way through the idyllic New York suburb. It was hard not to look at the world through a veneer of cheerful optimism on such a beautiful summer day; however as Laura Dunbar pulled up onto the driveway in her battered, dirt-crusted SUV, she was certainly giving it a good go. 

Turning the key and killing the engine, Laura let out a great groan of exasperation. She was completely and utterly exhausted. It wasn't just the early start that had done it, though dragging herself out of bed at the crack of dawn to drive the twins halfway across the country certainly hadn't helped. No, tiring as the journey had been, she suspected the 22 years of single motherhood prior was the true culprit. Laura loved her kids more than anything in the world, but there was no doubt the years had taken their toll. 

Still, with Ben and Stacey now both 18 years old and as of today, officially off studying at University for the next three years, Laura was finally looking forward to some well earned peace and quiet. Sure it had been an emotional goodbye as she'd helped them move into their new dorms and waved goodbye at the campus gate, but with every mile that passed on the drive home, that feeling of relief she'd been burying for the last few months grew stronger and stronger. After so many years focusing entirely on her children, she finally had her life back to herself, and frankly she couldn't wait to start living it. 

Casting a final withering look to the back seat, strewn with weeks worth of discarded fast food packaging and empty cans of fizzy drink that Ben had promised to clear before they left but conveniently ‘forgotten’ until it was to late, and shaking her head with frustration, Laura opened the door and stepped out into the afternoon sunshine. 

“Good morning!” A sickeningly sweet, sing-song voice sounded across the garden fence. 

Oh God, here we go, Laura thought, struggling not to roll her eyes. Jenny Jenkins, the perfect neighbour with the perfect life. Having no children of her own, Jenny had all the time in the world to devote to maintaining her beautiful house; with its pristine white-washed walls, neatly mowed lawn and immaculately kept shrubbery. Why by comparison, Laura's messy, weed infested garden and drab exterior was positively a stain on the neighbourhood; something Jenny never failed to remind her of with a well placed barbed comment or two. 

“Morning,” Laura replied with a smile so forced she thought it might fall off. 

“Kids finally flown the nest then? Aww it's so sad isn't it?” 

“Yep.” 

“But hey, look at the brightside, you might finally have time to work on that garden of yours!” Jenny chirped so happily, it almost sounded genuine. 

“Yeah maybe,” Laura said through gritted teeth as she marched past overflowing rubbish bins into the house. 

“See you later hon-” Jenny's farewell was lost as Laura slammed the door shut, smiling with relief that she longer had to put up with the bitches ‘so cheerful it had to be fake’ neighbourly chat.  

Pausing in the hallway to toss her keys onto the mantlepiece, kick off her well-worn converse trainers and strip away her loose-fitting hoodie, Laura then made her way through into the living room and promptly collapsed into the embrace of her favourite arm-chair. Ahh she sighed blissfully, enjoying the way her body sank into the thick cushions, that was better; no more surly teenagers stomping around the house, or cries of ‘Mom!’ beckoning her from upstairs. Just peace, quiet and all the time in the world to relax… 

Far sooner than she'd have liked, Laura's moment of tranquillity was shattered by the jarring jingle of her phone. Slipping the cracked handset out the pocket of her beaten-up jeans, she punched in her pass-code, and brought up her messages to see who had dared disturb her peaceful solitude. 

Of course, it was Melony, Laura thought with a weary shake of the head. Her eldest daughter, her beautiful blonde baby girl; 22 years old and in her final year of university in the city. A girl who somehow had endless funds in her account when it came to partying with her friends or buying the latest designer clothes, yet came hat in hand to her Mother practically every week when she'd run out of money for her food shop, or needed a new textbook for her course. 

Sure enough, it seemed the University had a field trip approaching and (through no fault of her own of course) Melony was $20 short of the Museum admission fee. Laura briefly considered refusing, perhaps teaching her daughter some much needed financial responsibility, but deep down she knew she couldn't do it. As much grief as she may have caused her over the years, Melony was the apple of her eye; Laura was never going to let her go without. 

With an air of resignation, Laura logged into her online banking, and promptly sent across the $20. That done, she spent a few moments idly browsing social media out of boredom, then on a whim scanned through her email inbox on the off chance she'd received anything more interesting than free trials or unwanted adverts for companies she'd virtually forgotten existed. To her surprise, one particular email quickly caught her eye. 

From: isabelle.johnson@communitycarers.org Subject: Successful application 

Laura couldn't believe it; Community Carers… she'd sent off that application months ago, and even then she hadn't thought for a second she'd actually get anywhere! It had just been so sickening having to watch all those online adverts that incessantly popped up on her Facebook feed; smug, smiling college kids mowing some old person's lawn or collecting the shopping for an overly grateful woman in a wheelchair… it was so unfair! Laura had spent the last 22 years slaving away to raise her kids, going without just about any luxury or time to herself; where was her help?  

One evening, after a few too many glasses of red, Laura had drunkenly filled out the application, more to prove a point than anything. She'd never even expected to hear back, let alone be told her application had been successful! Biting her lip in anticipation, Laura clicked the email, and began to read. 

Good afternoon Mrs Dunbar, 

I am delighted to inform you that your application for assistance from one of our Volunteer Community Carers has been successful!  

We were incredibly sorry to hear about your accident, and of course understand how distressing it must be to suffer such a debilitating injury. We hope your recovery is progressing well, and would be more than happy if our organisation can play a role in helping get you back on your feet. 

Debilitating injury… well she had always been a bit of a drama queen after a few drinks, Laura chuckled to herself. Of course her little stumble in the garden had hurt for a few days, who knows, her ankle may even have been lightly sprained! But it was probably fair to say she may have somewhat exaggerated the severity of the incident and its impact on her day to day life when she filled in the application. Still, why let something so trivial as the truth get in the way of an easy life?

You have been matched with Amira, a lovely young woman and one of our newest volunteers, who is eager to get started and will be available to assist you two days a week for the next six weeks. Click the link below to view Amira's profile, where you will find all the necessary contact details to arrange your first meeting. 

Additionally, though we're sure it wouldn't be an issue for you, please remember that our carers are volunteers who selflessly dedicate their time and effort to help others. We expect all interactions to be conducted with mutual respect and kindness. Any form of abusive behaviour, whether physical or verbal, will not be tolerated. 

Thank you for allowing us the opportunity to assist you. We sincerely hope that our service will provide you with the necessary support you need during this difficult period, and look forward to seeing the positive impact Amira's support will have on your journey to recovery. 

Kind Regards, 

Isabelle 

 

Holy shit, this was actually happening; Laura could feel the excitement growing within her. After so many years doing everything herself, cooking, cleaning and caring for three kids with barely a word of thanks, finally someone was going to be looking after her. At long last she could relax and sit back with her feet up as someone else took some responsibility around the house for a change. Sure, it was only two days a week, but two was a hell of a lot better than the zero she was used to! 

A click to the link below brought up a list of personal details, along with a photo of a beautiful young woman, immaculately presented in her smart shirt and striking blue Hijab; pale brown skin shining with a youthful glow, fiercely intelligent hazel eyes and a beaming smile that almost seemed to mock Laura's cynical view of the world.  

“Wow, aren't you a pretty little thing…” Laura muttered with more than a hint of jealousy as she scanned through the details. Amira Benali… 22 years old… American… Moroccan heritage… studying politics… Ah, there it was… phone number. Eager to get started, Laura punched in the number, and quickly sent her introductions. 

Hi Amira, this is Laura Dunbar, Community Carers gave me your details to arrange a date/time for you to come round and give me some help? Are you free tomorrow? Around 11:00?

A minute passed… then two… Laura rapped her fingers against the armchair impatiently. Christ, how long did it take to reply to a message? Finally (after almost FIVE minutes had passed, Laura noted disapprovingly), her phone buzzed with a response. 

Hi Laura, it's so great to hear from you! Yes, they said we'd been matched so I've been expecting you to get in touch. You'll be the first person I get to help, so I'm very much looking forward to meeting you. 

I'm not technically supposed to start until next week, but I'm happy to come along and meet you tomorrow so we can get to know each other before my volunteering properly begins. Maybe a quick cup of tea or something would be good? I do have lunch plans with a friend though, so it might have to be more like 15:00 if that works for you? 

Ugh, 15:00? Laura's lip curled with distaste. Did this smug little madam really think she had nothing better to do all day than to sit and wait for her and her friends to stuff their pretty young faces? No, that wouldn’t do at all. 

No, 11:00 works better for me, so I'd rather we stick to the original plan. You can always have lunch with your friend another day can't you? 

For a few panicked moments, Laura worried she'd gone too far. As much as Amira's entitled attitude rubbed her up the wrong way, she really did want the help. Just the thought of having to deal with the day's old pile of dirty dishes in the sink filled her with dread. Then, just as Laura considered sending a slightly less demanding follow up message, her phone pinged once more. 

Yeah, sure. I can rearrange. Sorry I probably wasn't thinking how hard this all must be for you. It would be lovely to get to know you before I start properly next week. 11:00 works great for me. What's the address?

Laura stared at her phone in disbelief as she re-read Amira's message. She wasn't used to this; having someone, anyone, not only listen to her, but actively doing as she told them to. It was such a small thing, but in that moment it felt monumental. A spark of excitement flickered in her chest; this feeling wasn't just satisfying, it was intoxicating! Swept up by a thrill she didn't quite understand, Laura quickly composed another message. 

Perfect, the address is 18 Vinewood Crescent. Although now that I think about it, it might be better to start earlier, so you should probably just come for 09:00. Oh, and can you drop by Jameson’s Deli on the way and pick me up some breakfast? I'll have a New Yorker bagel, with extra meat, extra cheese and extra pickles, and a large latte with vanilla syrup and one and a half sugars. Thanks! 

This time Laura waited for the response filled not with fear, but with hunger; a primal sort of hunger she didn't know she possessed. It was possible she misjudged the situation, but she was confident that wasn't the case. Any lingering doubts were then quickly extinguished, when Amira's swift response came across almost immediately. 

Yeah sure, no problem. See you tomorrow x

A wicked grin spread slowly across Laura's face. Oh yes, things were going to change around here… and she had a feeling she was going to rather enjoy it. 




Chapter One

 

Amira was dragged from her slumber by an ear-splitting screech that tore through the morning's peaceful silence. Instinctively, she threw out an arm and groggily swatted at her bedside table, until through more luck than judgement, she finally made contact with the alarm clock, and silenced its annoying wail. 

Through bleary eyes she peered at the clock's dim, digital display. 06:30; shit, how had she let herself get talked into this? All week she'd been looking forward to sleeping in and enjoying a leisurely lunch with Nadia, yet here she was cancelling at the last minute and dragging herself up at the crack of dawn to fetch breakfast for someone she'd never met! All because she was too damn nice to say no to that rude, demanding… 

No, Amira stopped herself, already feeling the guilt creeping in. What was it Community Carers had said in her induction? Put yourself in their shoes… she was being unfair, judgemental even. Imagine how stressful this must be for Laura. One day you're walking around without a care in the world and the next, you've snapped your ankle and can barely walk; freedom and independence stripped away with every day a struggle just to look after yourself. Amira had read the application, it must have been a terrible accident to have such a drastic impact on her life. All things considered, the poor woman could be forgiven for perhaps coming off as a little demanding. 

Resigning herself to her fate, Amira clambered out of bed and, rubbing her eyes sleepily, stumbled to the bathroom with the enthusiasm of a condemned man. She stripped off her modest grey pyjamas, stepped into the shower, and turned the dial to send steaming hot water cascading down her supple young body. Ahhhh, Amira sighed deeply, enjoying the way the comforting warmth soothed her stiff muscles and slowly brought her to life.  

Suddenly it didn’t seem to matter that she was up early, it may not have been the day she had planned, but it would be nice to share breakfast with the woman she was going to be spending the next six weeks caring for. Amira pictured the two of them sat chatting and laughing together, Laura welcoming and grateful for her help, her filled with the satisfaction of making a genuine difference. Plus it wasn't like she was missing out by changing her plans; her and Nadia's leisurely lunch would just have to be an early dinner instead. Yes, Amira could already feel it, today was going to be a good day. 

Steam rose from her pale, brown skin as she stepped from the shower, and wrapped a towel around her wet, soapy body. In short order, Amira dried herself off and set about getting ready for the day. As always she dressed conservatively, today slipping on a pair of denim jeans, a long sleeved blue jumper and of course her favourite white-silk Hijab, though took care to ensure her face was made up to perfection; after all, just because she was a good muslim girl, didn’t mean she couldn’t look a little sexy. She briefly considered grabbing some breakfast before she left, but thought better of it. No, she’d treat herself to something at the deli instead. Her mouth was already watering as she imagined the rich, flaky pastry and sweet fruit compote filling her mouth; sure, she’d pay for it in the gym next week (after all this tight, well toned figure didn’t look after itself), but given she’d dragged herself up this early, Amira reckoned she was due a little indulgence.  

Excited and ready for the day ahead, Amira made her way down from her neat student flat out into the soft morning sunshine and began the familiar walk across campus to the car park. Her mood, already buoyed by the pleasantly warm rays and leafy green campus grounds, was raised further as she rounded the imposing stone lecture hall and caught sight of a small cluster of tents huddled around the entrance to the University Management offices. A symbol of rebellion against the grand institute surrounding it, the site bristled with activity despite the early hour. Watching as scruffy looking students hung Palestinian flags, cooked over camp stoves and prepared the protest leaflets they'd be handing out through the day, Amira felt her heart swell with pride as she saw what her and Nadia's two woman protest had grown into over the past few months. 

“No justice, No peace!” One of the activists called out as they spotted her. 

“No justice, No peace!” Amira shouted back, grinning and raising a fist in solidarity. 

It was hard not to be smug now she was essentially a campus celebrity. Of course she didn't do this for the clout, she did it to stand up for those without a voice; to show the scumbag management of this University that they couldn't cosy up to a fascist regime to make a few bucks without facing the consequences. But she had to admit, a small part of her did enjoy the attention. 

She soon arrived in the University car park, and navigated her way through the sea of cars to her bright red Toyota Prius, gleaming in the morning sun. As always when she slid into the driver's seat, she couldn't help but smile and remember her Grandmother, who had gifted her the car on her eighteenth birthday.  

That woman had been Amira's idol growing up; somehow finding the time not only to raise a family of her own, but to become a leading voice of the local Moroccan community, organising rallies to protest discrimination and injustice even in her 80's when she should have been enjoying a quiet retirement. She was a strong, proud woman who demanded respect from everyone she met, no matter how powerful or influential they may be. When she passed away two years ago, Amira had sworn to honour her memory, and so far, she thought she was doing a pretty good job of it. 

Amira slid on her sunglasses, turned on the radio and bobbed her head as she casually made the drive across town to Jameson’s Deli. At this early hour she missed the worst of the traffic, so made good time and was soon pulling up outside the small, red bricked building that had housed Jameson’s since 1962, as the sign above the door so proudly pointed out.  

“Good morning,” A smiley young man beamed from behind the counter as Amira approached. “What can I get you?” 

“Hi, I'll take a New Yorker bagel, with extra meat, extra cheese and extra pickles, and a large latte with vanilla syrup please,” Amira replied, looking back at Laura's text to make sure she hadn't made a mistake. “Oh, and I’ll have a black coffee with one of those raspberry pastries as well.” 

“Sure, that'll be $40 please.” 

$40?! Amira's eyes widened in shock, though when she thought of all the extras Laura had added, she supposed it was probably about right. Personally she couldn't fathom spending that much on a single breakfast bagel, but at the end of the day it was Laura's money and she could spend it as she wished. At least, she assumed Laura would be paying her back for this; they'd never really discussed it, but surely she couldn't be so unreasonable as to expect Amira to just pick up the bill for her monster breakfast, could she? 

Pushing such silly doubts from her mind, Amira tapped her phone against the card reader, and within a few minutes the young man served up a colossal bagel so stuffed full of meat, cheese and pickle, it was hard to imagine how anyone would go about actually eating it. Her tiny pastry somewhat paled in comparison beside it, but Lalia scooped both up along with the coffees all the same, returned to the car, and began the short drive through the New York suburbs, to the address she'd been given. 

As she arrived and pulled up onto the curb, Amira's first impressions were decidedly mixed. The house itself was fantastic; an impressive brick facade, wide bay windows and a huge sprawling garden, it was every bit the idyllic suburban home she'd always dreamed of owning herself. However, to say it needed a lick of paint was an understatement. The walls were peeling, windows crying out for a good clean and the garden was as tired and unkempt as the battered SUV parked on the drive. It wasn't unhygienic exactly, but you could tell the person that lived here hadn't properly looked after it for a long time. Amira felt a pang of pity for the poor woman; perhaps Laura needed her help more than she thought.  

Taking care not to trip on the rusted trowel and uncoiled garden hose strewn across the path, Amira made her way up to the front porch and raised her hand to ring the doorbell, but found her finger hovering in hesitation. Now she was here, she felt herself struck by a sudden sense of apprehension. It was a gut feeling, as if some primal part of her had subconsciously sensed danger, and was screaming at her that something was wrong, even if she herself couldn’t quite see it. She knew it was just last minute nerves (which was silly really, as the mandatory volunteering program was one of the main reasons she'd chosen to study at New York State in the first place), but it was a disconcerting sensation all the same. 

“Come on, get a grip ” Amira muttered to herself, pushing her doubts aside as she hit the doorbell. “She's a 40 year old white woman who lives in the suburbs and drives an SUV, how bad could she possibly be?” 

Ding-dong 

Amira waited… and waited… and waited… but the house showed no signs of life. Frowning, she pushed the doorbell again, stepped back and scanned the windows, yet still the silence was deafening. Just as the lifeless house almost began to seem as if it were mocking her, the tell-tale thump of feet on stairs began to sound from within, and a blurry figure lumbered toward the frosted glass door. 

To say Amira was taken aback by the woman who swung open the door was an understatement. The kindly, frail woman she'd been envisaging, eagerly waiting to greet her volunteer carer with open arms and a warm smile, was nowhere to be seen. In her place stood someone who not only looked perfectly strong and healthy, but didn't appear to be in the least interested to see her. Hell, she looked like she'd literally just rolled out of bed! 

Whereas Amira had risen early and dressed smartly, eager to make a good first impression, Laura was barefoot and dressed only in a pair of crumpled pink pyjama shorts and a sleeveless white vest. Her heavy eyes and messy mop of brown hair made it obvious that despite the fact she'd engineered this early morning meet up, she hadn't bothered so much as to set an alarm to make sure she was up in time for it. Amira suppressed a shiver of annoyance at the sheer disrespect for her time; as first impressions go, this wasn't a good one. 

“Er, Laura?” Amira asked with as much pleasantness as she could muster. 

“Yeah…” Laura yawned, scratching her head casually. “You must be the helper right?” 

“Yes, Amira, from Community Carers,” Amira replied, trying her best to mask her annoyance that she hadn't even bothered to remember her name. ‘The helper…’ Did she really just call her that? 

“Great, I'll show you through.” 

Still clutching the two coffees and bagged up breakfasts, Amira stepped inside as Laura shuffled back down the hall and into the belly of the house. Despite her free hands, Laura hadn't bothered to close the front door, instead leaving Amira to awkwardly push it closed with her foot behind her, before following through to a spacious, open plan kitchen that would have been lovely, if not for the overflowing bins, food stained surfaces and stack of dirty dishes spilling from the sink. 

“You remembered the breakfast, right?” Laura asked, her tone carrying an edge of impatientance. 

“Yeah, I've got it right he…” 

“Good,” Laura interrupted, perching on a stool by the breakfast bar and reaching a hand out expectantly. “Give it here then.” 

No ‘thank you',’ no ‘I'm so grateful’ no ‘it was so nice of you to go out of your way for me’… just ‘give it here.’ Amira stared in slack-jawed disbelief. She'd cancelled her plans, dragged herself out of bed at the crack of dawn and driven for miles to pick up this woman's breakfast, and she didn't even seem to acknowledge she'd put herself out. Fuming silently, Amira held out the breakfast, which Laura snatched up eagerly. 

“Yeah, this looks pretty good,” Laura nodded, as she worked the enormous bagel from the bag. With it came Amira's fruit pastry, which Laura picked up and eyed with interest. “Aw that's sweet, you bought me dessert too.” 

Before Amira even realised what was happening, Laura brought the pastry to her lips and sank her teeth into the rich, buttery crust. 

“Mmmm, that's not bad,” Laura mumbled as she chomped her way through the treat Amira had been looking forward to all morning, flakes of pastry sticking on her cheeks. “But you know, I think two coffees is probably a bit much even for me.”  

As Amira watched on in stunned silence, Laura took a distasteful look at the black coffee she'd bought to go with her pastry, and casually tipped it down the sink. 

“W-what are you doing?!” Amira cried with exasperation, finding her voice at last. 

“What do you mean?” 

“That was my coffee! And my pastry!” 

“Oh…” Laura looked genuinely bewildered, as if Amira had done something truly bizarre in buying breakfast for herself too. “Did you not eat before you came?” 

“What? Of course I didn't! I mean, you told me to bring breakfast. What did you think I'd do? Just sit and watch you eat?” 

“No, of course not. You'll be far too busy to just sit around…” 

“I… wait…” Amira paused as Laura's words sank in. “What do you mean, busy?” 

“Well, I mean, the kitchen isn't going to clean itself is it?” Laura leaned back, stretched out her legs and gestured broadly at the filthy room around her. “That's what you're here to do right? Help me around the house?” 

Amira's mouth hung open incredulously as the penny finally dropped; Laura had no intention of getting to know her over a nice breakfast… she'd simply invited her over on the assumption she'd be willing to start her volunteering early! As if the fact she'd been kind enough to volunteer her time meant Laura was entitled to as much of it as wanted.  

“I… I don't think…” Amira stammered, so taken aback by the woman’s sheer arrogance she could barely string a sentence together. Then, as her eyes drifted down to Laura's long, bare legs stretching lazily out across the kitchen floor, another realisation hit her in the guts. “Wait a minute… where's your scar?” 

“My scar?”  

“Yeah, your scar. Community Carers showed me your application; you said you snapped your ankle so badly the bone poked out. That you were in constant pain and could barely walk from one room to the next. But there's no scar, mark or even a bruise, and you seem to be walking about fine to me. I mean, it's almost as if…” 

The silence hung between them like a fog; thick, impenetrable and suffocating, until Laura broke the tension with a sly smile. 

“Well, what can I say? I suppose I may have exaggerated a little, or maybe I’m just a quick healer,” she smirked sarcastically. 

“Oh my God; I can't believe this!” Amira scoffed, shaking her head. “You don't need my help, you just want someone to bring you breakfast and clean your house because you can be bothered to do it yourself, don't you?” 

“Oh, I don't know if i'd quite put it like…” 

“Ugh this is ridiculous! I joined this program to help someone less fortunate, someone who was genuinely struggling; not a perfectly healthy woman whose faking an injury to abuse the system,” Amira huffed, throwing up her hands in exasperation, before turning back towards the hallway. She wasn't going to stand for this nonsense. “I'm out of here, you can clean your own damn kitchen. You know, it's people like you that…” 

“People like me…” Laura sneered, darkness descending across her pretty face. “What do you mean, people like me?” 

“Er, people that abuse the system; people that take things they don't deserve at the expense of…” 

“Oh, so I don't deserve your help, is that it?” Laura spat venomously, springing from her stool and rounding on Amira with an intensity that knocked the usually unflappable young woman from her stride. “Being a single Mother and bringing up three kids is easy is it?” 

“I-I-I…” 

Amira stumbled back into the kitchen counter, instinctively gripping onto the edge as if her life depended on it. Tension crackling through the air, Laura moved in so close Amira could feel her breath, hot and threatening, against her cheek. 

“What is it? You think you're better than me or something? Too good to be cleaning up after the likes of me?” 

This sort of intimidation was usually something Amira would have shrugged off without a second thought. She'd been leading protests and standing up to authority figures since before she left school, but for the first time in her life, she felt herself shrinking in the face of a challenge. Her usual confident retort and stubborn refusal to be cowed had suddenly dried up, leaving her red-faced and stammering like a nervous school-boy. 

“N-n-no…” 

“No? So what, this is just a little misunderstanding is it?” 

“Y-yeah, that's it, just an erm, misunderstanding. I d-don't think I'm too good to clean…” 

“Well that is a relief,” Laura said, her dark expression melting away, replaced by a smug, knowing smirk that somehow increased the feeling of dread swirling in the pit of Amira's stomach. “In that case, I suppose you won't mind giving the kitchen a little once over before you go, would you?” 

Never in her life had Amira felt more like a rabbit in the headlights. There was something about Laura's presence, this imposing, confident woman standing so close she was almost smothering her, that made her feel as if she were shrinking. Amira's stomach churned and her heart thudded like a jackhammer in her chest as Laura's deep-brown eyes, gleaming with victory, almost dared her to fight back. Deep down, some remnant of her usual self was crying out for her to refuse, to stand up for herself and tell this entitled bitch where to go, but with every second that passed, Amira could feel what remained of her resolve crumbling. 

“N-no I uh, I don't mind erm… g-giving it a quick clean before I head off.” 

“Good girl,” Laura grinned, giving a Amira playful, if slightly patronising, pat on the cheek. 

The tension drained from Amira's body as Laura finally stepped back, and casually sauntered back to the breakfast bar, scooped up her bagel and took a bite as if nothing had happened.  

“Alright then, I suppose you should probably get started with the dirty dishes, the sink's looking pretty full right now,” Laura went on, munching on a mouthful of bagel. “Then you better wipe down the worktops, they are fucking filthy right now.” 

“Well, yeah, I guess I've got time to…” 

“The skirting boards will need a good scrub as well, then you can clean the cupboards, but of course you'll have to take everything out first and put it back in when you're done. Shouldn't take more than a few hours if you're quick and don't laze around taking any breaks or anything.” 

Without waiting for Amira to respond, Laura breezed past her, breakfast in one hand and coffee in the other, making for the door back to the hallway. 

“If you need me, I'm going to finish my breakfast and maybe take a nap in front of the TV. Don't worry though, if I want anything else I'll just give you a shout,” Laura called back as she paced down the hall toward the living room. “Oh, and you might want to clean out the kitchen bin too… I haven't for months and there's this sticky layer of I don't even want to know what down there.” 

With that the living room door slammed shut, and Amira was left standing alone in the dimly lit kitchen; bewildered and struggling to process what had just happened to her. Mere moments ago she had been looking forward to a nice breakfast with a new friend, now she’d somehow agreed to deep clean the woman's kitchen! Despite the fact she had clearly lied about her injury in the first place! How did this happen? What was it about Laura that robbed her of her usual confidence and swagger, turning her into some sort of spineless, stuttering simpleton? 

Amira looked longingly at the door. She could still leave; hell, she damn well should leave, she told herself angrily. She should walk out that door and never come back, put this bizarre interaction down to her shock at Laura's attitude and laugh about it at dinner with Nadia that evening. Yet something held her back. Some deep buried part of her psyche that filled her belly with anxiety and whispered at her to stay, weaving chains that kept her anchored right there in that filthy kitchen. 

It will be alright, she told herself, trying her best to believe it; she would just clean the kitchen as she promised to, and in a few hours she'd be out of here and safely on her way back to campus. Sure it wouldn't exactly be a pleasant task, but by the time she was out for dinner she'd have already put it behind her. Besides, once she told Community Carers about Laura's fraudulent application, she'd be rematched with someone who genuinely needed it; someone grateful and deserving of her time, and Amira would never have to set foot in this horrible house again. 

Sighing reluctantly as she cast her eyes across the dirty surfaces, Amira approached the overflowing sink, bent down and began to rummage through the cupboard beneath in search of cleaning products and, she sincerely hoped, rubber gloves that might at least protect her hands from the accumulated grime. As the muffled sound of the television and Laura's light laughter drifted through the walls, Amira couldn't help but steal a glance at her watch, already counting down the seconds until this ordeal was finally behind her. 




Chapter Two

 

Three hours later  

Come on, one last push and this would all be over, Amira told herself wearily; eyeing up the final stretch of uncleaned skirting board as though it were the summit of a mountain. Mopping the sweat from her brow with a bright yellow rubber glove, she dipped her sponge into the now murky brown bucket of soapy water, then began to scrub the wooden board with renewed determination, sensing the end was finally near. 

It had been a hugely tiring morning to say the least. Even having seen the state of the kitchen before she started, Amira had vastly underestimated the sheer amount of work it would take to get that room into an even halfway presentable state. It had taken a gargantuan effort, but Amira had rolled up her sleeves and set about the task with her usual ruthless efficiency. Each plate and glass had been washed clean of its crust of dried grime and buffed until it gleamed, the previously dirty surfaces had been wiped spotless and every nook and cranny she could get to had been cleaned with disinfectant.  

The worst of it by far however had unquestionably been cleaning out the kitchen bin. Just opening the lid had Amira gagging with disgust. Laura may have warned her it hadn't been cleaned in months, but nothing could have prepared her for the putrid stench that assaulted her nostrils upon removing the bin bag, and coming face to face with the sticky carpet of smeared, rotting food that covered the bin’s plastic base. It had taken over half an hour of scrubbing arm-deep in the bin with bleach and soapy water, wretching multiple times with her head forced to hover above the vile fumes for such a length of time, but eventually the bin, like the rest of the kitchen, was brought to a someway presentable state. 

There was no doubt about it, these last few feet of skirting board aside (well, that and the floor which was in dire need of a mop. But as Laura didn't seem to own one, Amira figured that was something she could do her damn self!) the kitchen was unrecognisable from its earlier grim state. The hard work had however taken its toll; Amira was totally wiped out. The monotonous, repetitive scrubbing left her every joint and muscle burning with complaint, a sheen of sticky sweat clung uncomfortably to her skin and the washing up left her hands shrivelled and rough to touch, but hey, at least the woman who'd lied to a charity and spent the day emotionally blackmailing her had a nice tidy kitchen to enjoy. 

Amira had to suppress a spike of irritation at the thought. The whole time she'd been cleaning she couldn't stop asking herself why on earth she was still doing this? Why even now didn't she down tools, walk out the door and never come back? Why was she seemingly so eager not to disappointed this middle-aged woman that she'd allow herself to be treated like this? They were questions to which Amira had no real answers, leaving her with little choice but to stew in her frustration as she scrubbed away like a household servant; watching the clock's agonisingly slow crawl and day-dreaming of the feast she and Nadia would enjoy that evening, once this ordeal was put firmly behind her. 

Fantasies of fragrant curries and delicious deserts proved a welcome distraction from the grueling monotony of cleaning, though Amira's thoughts soon snapped back to reality as she heard the padding of bare feet against hard-wood floor, and felt an ominous presence loom across her shoulder.  

“Hey, not bad!” Laura grinned as she surveyed the newly clean kitchen. “You're a good little cleaner aren't you? Yeah, I definitely think this arrangement is going to work for me.” 

To Amira's surprise, the twitch of irritation she felt at Laura's patronising tone was dwarfed by the giddy sense of pride that bloomed within her as she heard the woman's praise. Her cheeks flushed, and a shy smile crept onto her lips, before she caught herself and forced it away. This woman had spent the morning lying to and taking advantage of her, she told herself angrily, she should be taking her to task for her behaviour, not blushing like a school-girl at the tiniest hint of approval! 

If Amira thought there might be a sliver of gratitude for her efforts she was to be sorely mistaken. Instead, the hours Amira had spent cleaning apparently already forgotten, Laura casually plucked a handbag from the peg beside the kitchen door, rummaged around inside until she found a pair of sunglasses and slung the bag over her shoulder. 

Nice of her to finally change out of her pyjamas, Amira thought to herself dryly; though she couldn't help but cast admiring glances up at the older woman. It wasn't that Laura had made an effort exactly, but with her short white skirt, navy crop top and now sunglasses to complete the summery look, she just exerted a sense of casual, effortless beauty. Though Amira would never say she was attracted to another woman (she was certainly no lesbian after all), there was something she found undeniably… striking about her. Something about the bold, brash way she carried herself that made Amira feel like no matter how young and pretty she was or how much effort she put into her appearance, she'd always pale in comparison. Normally so confident and self assured, it wasn't a feeling Amira was used to, or enjoyed in the slightest. 

“Are you er, going somewhere?” Amira asked in an attempt to distract herself from such worrying thoughts. 

“Oh, yeah, I'm just going for lunch with a few of the girls,” Laura replied casually, picking up a pair of strappy sandals from beside the back door, then dropping herself into the seat at the breakfast bar closest to where Amira was crouched. “Actually, while you're down there, you can help me put these on.” 

Without waiting for a response, Laura tossed the well-worn sandals so they clattered down on the floor where Amira knelt, then extended her leg and perched her bare foot expectantly on Amira's raised knee. Her gaze flickering from Laura's foot to the worn sandals on the floor, Amira felt the realisation of what was happening set in like a cold, heavy stone in her belly. She knew she should refuse, every instinct told her this was wrong, degrading, but as she looked up the length of those long, slender legs and saw Laura towering over her like some kind of Goddess, something held her tongue.  

“Oh, you mean, erm…” she stammered, swallowing nervously as she stared into the dark void of Laura's sunglasses. A ghost of a smile played on the older woman's lips as she wiggled her toes in quiet anticipation. The atmosphere between them crackled with a strange tension, as if both women knew that do this would be crossing a line, yet were equally aware of just how inevitable it was Amira was going to go along with it anyway.  

Not quite believing what she was doing, Amira tentatively picked up one of the discarded sandals, then with trembling hands cupped the back of Laura's heel, and lifted it into the empty shoe. With the reverence of an archaeologist handling some priceless artefact, she guided the older woman's foot down into place, and gently began to wrap the straps around the soft, pale skin beneath. 

As she worked away pulling leather taught against bare skin and carefully fastening the buckles, Amira was a mess of conflicting emotion. Being raised in a Muslim household, she'd been brought up to consider feet (in particular women's feet) to be private, something that should remain covered in public at the very least. Of course, spending time with her white classmates she'd grown well used to the majority of people not doing this, but even so she never dreamed she'd ever get quite this close to another woman's feet. On one hand it felt wrong, disgusting even, but on the other, the undeniably illicit, taboo nature of it almost seemed to excite her! 

“Yeah… it is going to be soooo good to eat in a nice, clean kitchen tonight,” Laura sighed contently. “Oh that reminds me, I'd better send you the list before I go.” 

“List… What list?” Amira asked absent mindedly, struggling to focus on anything but Laura's pretty feet. 

“Oh you know, just my shopping list,” Laura explained nonchalantly, reaching into her bag to retrieve her phone.  “I mean, I'm hardly going to have time to do the weekly shop if I'm out for lunch now am I?” 

“You erm, you want me to do your shopping for you?” Amira pulled the final strap tight around Laura's ankle.  

You've done enough, a small voice cried out in the back of her head, just get out of here and get ready for your dinner with Nadia. But with everything going on Amira didn't seem quite able to take it in; she was normally so good at multitasking, but focusing on anything but the task in hand suddenly seemed almost impossible  

“Yeah, that would be great thanks,” Laura went on as if Amira had agreed enthusiastically.  

“Oh, well uh, I suppose I could but uh, I…” she began, but before she could gather her thoughts into a coherent sentence, Laura interrupted, abruptly swinging up her second foot so that it rested on Amira's lap beside the first. 

“Keep going, I don't want to be late,” she ordered, not bothering to glance up from her phone. 

Without thinking, Amira instinctively did as she was told, practically caressing Laura's free foot as she carefully worked it into the second sandal.  

“So you should probably know I've been watching like, a lot of cookery shows lately, so I've probably gone a bit overboard on the groceries. I mean, some of the shit on here I've literally never heard of,” Laura chuckled with amusement. “But don't worry, I'll be gone for a good few hours so you should have plenty of time to track everything down, even if you have to go to a few different shops to find it all.” 

Amira could feel events slipping out of control, just as they had that morning. She knew she should say something, stand up for herself, but yet again she just didn't seem to be able to. Her mind felt muddled, her thoughts clouded, and as her fingers glided across smooth skin and cool leather, the words just wouldn't come. 

“It might take a while, I doubt you'll have time to get any lunch yourself, but you should be done around the time I get back. If you finish sooner, I guess you can always wait in the car or something.” 

Though her cheeks burned at the complete lack of respect Laura showed for her time, Amira still said nothing; focusing instead on fixing the sandal across the arch of the older woman's foot. 

Beep beep 

A horn sounded from the street outside, just as Amira finished securing the second sandal in place. 

“Ah, that'll be the girls now,” Laura smiled, pushing herself to her feet and striding past her kneeling helper into the hall with her usual lack of gratitude for Amira's assistance. 

“L-Laura, wait, how am I going to pay for all…” Amira mewed after her, but with Laura's focus already on the relaxing lunch ahead, she barely noticed the simpering girl crouching in the corner of her kitchen. 

“Alright I've sent the list to your phone, you'd better hurry up and finish that kitchen so you can get started right away; I don't want you to rush the shopping and forget anything. Oh and the doors on the latch, so just close it and it'll lock behind you,” Laura called back casually, before slamming the front door shut and leaving Amira alone one more. 

Knelt on the cold, tiled floor in a state of shock, Amira tried to make sense of what had just happened. Somehow, she'd gone from being moments away from escaping this hell-hole, to agreeing to spend the afternoon doing this ungrateful bitches shopping, while she whiled away her time enjoying the exact sort of leisurely lunch Amira had rearranged to be there in the first place! How had she allowed this to happen? Had she really been so distracted by the older woman's feet she'd just agreed to whatever she was told?  

Amira sighed and slipped her phone from her pocket. Scanning through the list she'd been sent, she couldn’t help but let out an audible groan; vanilla beans, white truffles, Japanese Kobe beef…. Laura wasn't exaggerating when she said it was an extensive list! Where the hell was she going to find all this? 

Not for the first time that day, Amira wondered why she didn't just leave; but deep down she knew she didn't have it in her. No matter how she'd ended up here, she'd agreed now, and she was far too polite to go back on her word once she'd given it. A glance at the clock told her it was 12:03; if she hurried up and got going, she should be able to make her dinner plans without too much difficulty. Shaking her head in resignation, she picked up the sponges, and attacked the skirting boards with renewed vigour  




Chapter Three 

 

Later that afternoon

Arms laden with a precarious tower of groceries, Amira staggered from the car, awkwardly bumped the door closed with her hip and set about navigating the obstacle course of discarded tools and garden furniture that led up to the house. She gingerly stretched out a finger and pressed the doorbell, but as she half-expected at this stage, Laura didn't bother to answer. Instead, with great difficulty, Amira had to nudge the handle down with her elbow, open the door with her foot and slither around the door frame, before she was finally able to dump the bags on the now sparkly clean kitchen counter. 

Ahh that was better, Amira let out a great sigh of relief, wiping the sweat from her forehead. She was almost there; in a few minutes time this shopping would be put away and she'd be walking out this house for good, ready to put the whole sorry mess behind her. But before she could do anything, Amira was in dire need of a drink. It had been hot work traipsing around all afternoon to complete Laura's extensive shopping list; her clothes clung uncomfortably to her damp skin and her throat was dry as a bone. Turning on the kitchen tap, she thrust her head beneath and greedily gulped down the cold water, shivering with pleasure as it slaked her thirst. 

Feeling something close to refreshed for the first time since she walked through Laura's front door, Amira returned to the mound of shopping bags and set about the arduous task of packing the contents into the cupboards and fridge.  

“Did you get everything?” Laura asked, not bothering to say hello or indeed even look up as she casually sauntered into the kitchen, tapping away at her phone.  

“Yep, like you said it took a few shops, but I think I managed to get everything,” Amira replied with a forced smile. She knew she should be annoyed that Laura hadn't thanked her for giving up her afternoon to do her shopping, but by now it was what she'd learned to expect. Instead of complaining, she stretched with an exaggerated yawn, and added. “How was lunch?” 

“It was alright I suppose.” 

Having had no time to grab anything herself, Amira had to suppress a pang of jealousy. Time to make her move. 

“Well, I suppose that's me pretty much done then. I'll finish getting this lot away, and be on my way if you don't mind?” 

It wasn't really meant as a question, but to Amira's dismay, this wasn't something Laura seemed to appreciate. 

“Go? What do you mean go? If you leave now, who's going to cook my dinner?” 

“Y-your dinner?” 

“Well I mean, I suppose could cook it myself, but I'm terrible at that sort of thing, and it would be such a shame not to make the most of all these expensive ingredients,” Laura frowned as if genuinely considering the matter. “Plus you know, I haven't done my laundry for a few weeks and it's really built up… no, I think there's just too much to do for you to go home anytime soon.” 

“L-Laura I…” Amira's lip began to tremble as a wave of dread began to rise within her. She could see now, clear as day, that Laura wasn't going to stop. The woman had pushed her again and again, long past the breaking point of any reasonable person, yet somehow Amira seemed incapable of doing anything but giving in to her. She was beginning to fear that if she didn't grow a backbone and put a stop to this now, things were going to seriously spiral out of control. “I'm sorry… I'd stay and help if I could, but I have plans that I've already pushed back for you once today, and it's not fair on my friends if I…” 

“But it needs doing today,” Laura interrupted, frowning in confusion, as if she couldn't understand Amira's problem. “If it gets left much longer I'm not going to have any clean underwear.” 

“Well, I understand that but…” 

“And what am I going to eat tonight if you don't cook?” 

“I'm sure you can find something to…” 

“You know, I really don't understand what your problem is. You're supposed to make my life easier and all you're doing is moaning and stressing me out,” Laura complained, as if Amira fetching her breakfast, deep cleaning her kitchen and completing her extensive shopping list hadn't made her life easier in the slightest. “Do you not believe me, is that? Do  you think I'm exaggerating how much dirty laundry I have? Because I can prove it to you if you want?” 

“No, no, of course I believe you. It's just…” 

“Alright fine, come on, I'll show you!’ 

“Laura please, I don't…” Amira's words fell on deaf ears as the older woman turned on her heels and marched with purpose out into the hallway towards the stairs. 

“Come on,” Laura insisted as she reached the foot of the wooden staircase, turned and beckoned Amira forward with a patronising wiggle of the finger, as if she were a child.  

Amira sighed, her shoulders slumping in defeat as she resigned herself to seeing through this charade. She'd already learned arguing with Laura was a futile endeavour; the quickest way to get through this would be to give in (yet again), allow Laura to show her the pile of dirty laundry and agree that it did indeed need cleaning, but politely offer to do it another day, when she didn't already have plans. Not that Amira intended to ever return of course, but Laura didn't need to know that. 

Reluctantly, she followed Laura up the stairs and into the master bedroom, where she immediately saw that at the very least, Laura wasn't exaggerating the situation. The laundry basket, stuffed into the corner of the room, was piled high with dirty clothes to the point they spilled out like some kind of monstrous, overgrown plant. More were strewn messily across the bedroom floor, some gathered into something resembling a pile and others that simply lay wherever they'd been dropped. 

“Okay, so yeah, I see what you mean,” Amira conceded. “But like I said, I have plans this evening. I can't just…” 

“But look!” Laura plucked a pair of socks that must once have been white, but were so heavily soiled they had mostly turned an unpleasant shade of yellowish brown, from the top of the basket and gestured to them incredulously, as if Amira was being entirely unreasonable. “They're fucking filthy, this can't wait! You'll just have to meet your friend later.” 

“Look, I've already pushed my plans back once, I can't do it again…” 

“Ugh well just cancel then,” Laura rolled her eyes impatiently. “I mean, come on… just smell it; go on, have a little whiff of these socks and tell me whether you think they can wait to be cleaned.” 

“Laura, I'm not going to…” 

But before Amira could finish dismissing such a ridiculous notion, Laura advanced on her with surprising speed, twirling the filthy socks playfully between her fingers. 

“Oh come on, just give them a sniff and tell me what you think,” Laura rolled her eyes as if talking to a petulant child, then slipped in behind Amira, wrapping her arms gently around the younger girl as if about to give her a bear hug. As one arm fixed itself around Amira's waist, the other brought the socks up so they hovered ominously, inches from her face. 

“You don't mind,” Laura added in a sensual whisper. “Do you?” 

“W-well I-m n-not sure what you… mmmmpphh!” 

Amira's weak, stuttering protest was snuffed out as Laura slowly brought the socks down until they were clamped across her nose and mouth. Though she could feel herself beginning to panic, Amira remained frozen in place. Her body tensed, but paralysed by her utter disbelief at what was happening to her, she made little attempt to fight back as her middle-aged assailant smothered her face beneath the filthy socks, ensuring she inhaled the nauseating stench of Laura's dried-in sweaty feet with every breath. 

“There you go…” Laura breathed soothingly into her ear. “That's it… you give them a good, long sniff for me… we can even have a little lie down if you like?” 

With Laura's words pouring like honey in her ear, the powerless Amira allowed herself to be manouvered to the edge of the unmade bed where, with a gentle knock to the back of her knees, she was sent sprawling across the covers. Amira gasped as she felt the older woman come down with her, knocking the wind from her chest as her full body weight landed on her back, pinning her to the soft mattress. 

“Comfy?” Laura asked sarcastically. 

“Mmmmmph…” Amira groaned unintelligibly into her cotton face-mask. 

“Good. Now, you just lie there and sniff those filthy socks for me. Go on, deep breaths, really breathe in that smell, and tell me if you think they're clean enough to wait.” 

With Laura's body pressing down on her like a ton of bricks, Amira began to feel panic spreading through her like a virus. Her usual unflappable confidence was gone, and without it, she felt weaker and more vulnerable than ever before. Never in her life had she felt more overpowered, more overwhelmed, more completely and utterly dominated than she did at that moment. Her heart raced in her chest and her body trembled like a leaf as she felt herself begin to hyperventilate; sucking harder and harder against Laura's dirty socks, each breath deeper than the last. 

“That's it, good girl, keep going,” Laura cooed into her ear. “Keep sniffing, deep breaths, in and out… in… and out…” 

Finally broken, Amira knew she had no choice but to accept her predicament, and do as she was told. As instructed, she lay embraced between Laura and the bedsheets, breathing deeply and inhaling the pungent aroma of sweaty feet over and over again, until she could taste it in the back of her throat. The world around them may as well have stopped, as Amira's entire existence shrunk down to nothing more than the scent of those filthy socks, the whispers of encouragement from above, and the overpowering pressure of Laura's body, pressing against her own. 

Now that she'd accepted her situation, the rising tide of panic that had threatened to overwhelm her began to ebb away. Though each breath brought with it the thick stench of dried in sweat, they also gradually calmed the fingers of anxiety clawing at her chest; in a strange way, it was almost as though the smell of the dirty socks was comforting her.  

Without the fear to distract her, Amira also found herself acutely aware of just how tightly Laura's body was hugging her own. Amira may not have been quite so conservative as her parents, but she'd still been brought up in a strict, religious household, and as such, had never been in such an intimate position with anyone before, let alone a woman twice her age! She could feel Laura's powerful thighs wrapped around her hips, her breasts squashed up against her back, her groin pushing down on her ass, pinning her to the bed. Deep within her something stirred; something she didn't quite understand. A tiny spark of what felt like excitement crackling away in her chest; as if on some level a part of her found this vulnerable predicament almost thrilling. 

“So… how are they? I bet they smell pretty bad huh?” Laura asked, her voice dripping with amusement. 

“Mmm hmm,” Amira nodded sheepishly. 

“Yeah, I thought they might be, I've worn them like five times, they must be so fucking sweaty!” 

Laura giggled mischievously, and suddenly that strange spark of excitement in Amira's chest seemed to flare brighter than ever. 

“So you see? You can't very well leave them like this, can you?” Laura purred into her ear. “Or are you still not sure? If you'd like, I could leave you here for a while? Let you have a little snooze here with the socks taped across your face?” 

“Mmmmm,” Amira shook her head sharply. Whatever conflicted feelings were playing out within her, the thought of having to endure this stench much longer was more than she could bear. 

“So you'll stay then? Cancel your silly little plans with your friend and spend your evening washing my dirty laundry instead?” 

Groaning softly, Amira gave a defeated nod of the head. 

“Good,” Laura said matter-of-factly, releasing her grip of Amira's face and rolling off her perch, before standing and casually pacing from the room as if nothing untoward had taken place. “In that case you better get started right away, there's a lot of it after all! I've decided I'll be having beef bourguignon this evening, so you can cook that between loads, I'll send you the recipe in a sec. Don't worry, it'll take a good few hours, so you'll have plenty of time to get the washing done.” 

Laying dazed and confused in Laura's bed, Amira stared up at the ceiling, listening to the older woman's footsteps retreat down the stairs as the events of the past few moments played through her head. Not for the first that day a line had been crossed, and while on some level Amira knew she should be outraged, her mind was far too preoccupied to even consider standing up for herself. So many thoughts echoed through her brain; the feeling of Laura's body pressed so tight against hers… the stench of sweaty feet sticking in the back of her throat… the strange excitement that coursed through her as Laura held that sock so firmly across her face…. Amira barely registered what she was doing as she slipped her phone from her pocket and began to dial. 

“Hey Nadia… yeah I'm really sorry but somethings come up… I don't think I'm going to be able to make it tonight…” she heard herself apologetically murder into the phone, her mind so focused on feet, socks and the stench of sweaty, the words felt like they came from someone else entirely.  




Chapter Four

 

That evening… 

“Dinner's ready,” Amira called out in the most enthusiastic sing-song voice she could muster as she laid the steaming hot bowl of bourguignon on the table, beside the napkins, cutlery and glass of red wine she'd meticulously laid out, as per Laura's instruction. 

“Great, be there in a sec,” came the uninterested reply from the next room. 

Swaying wearily on her feet, Amira put a hand on the back of the nearest chair to steady herself. She couldn't remember ever feeling this physically and mentally drained before in her life. For the last few hours it had felt like she was operating on auto-pilot, as if her body had passed the point of exhaustion and could only go on by working like a mindless robot, unable to think or act for itself. 

As she spent her evening dicing vegetables into precisely 1 centimetre cubes, cooking beef to 49 degrees on the nose and stirring the rich, simmering sauce no more or less than once every 6 minutes (as per the strict instructions of the seemingly Michelin star recipe Laura had insisted upon), between washing load after load of Laura's dirty laundry, Amira found it was easier if she simply stopped thinking. Keeping her mind as empty as possible made it easier to ignore the aches and pains wrecking her body, and while it did little to stop the waves of cringe-inducing humiliation that washed over her at the thought of how she'd allowed herself to be treated, it did make them easier to bear. 

“Hey, that looks amazing!” Laura grinned as she strode into the kitchen, dragging Amira abruptly from her thoughts and back to the present. 

“T-thank you,” Amira stammered, her heart jumping at the unexpected praise. After hearing nothing but orders and entitled demands from Laura all day, this sliver of gratitude really hit her for six. In a strange way, it made her feel almost emotional, as if just that tiny drop of Laura's approval made all those hours of back-breaking work worth it. Normally she'd have chastised herself for such weakness, but she was far too exhausted for that; instead she settled for swallowing the lump in her throat, and hoping Laura didn't notice her trembling bottom lip. 

“Ohhh it smells so good,” Laura added, taking an exaggerated sniff of the bowl and placing a possessive hand on Amira's shoulder. “Yeah… eating delicious home-cooked food, in my nice tidy kitchen, no laundry to worry about over the weekend… I think I'm going to enjoy having my little helper looking after me.” 

Between the physical touch and additional praise, Amira felt herself go weak at the knees. God, what was wrong with her? Why did she so crave this woman's approval?  

“Well I er, I better get going then,” Amira said hopefully, her gaze turned to the floor to hide her flushed cheeks. Much as a part of her enjoyed Laura's praise, the bourguignon's mouth-watering aroma was a stark reminder that she'd eaten nothing all day, and was so ravenous hunger clawed at her stomach as if trying to burst free. “If you don't mind of course…” 

“Yeah of course, no worries! You've been such a good little helper, you can go if you want,” Laura waved dismissively, as if she hadn't just spent the entire day making outlandish demands to keep Amira from leaving. “But you know, I did think it might be nice if you stayed for dinner?” 

“F-for dinner?” 

Amira's stomach growled hungrily at the thought. 

“Yeah, why not? That's what you wanted isn't it? To spend some time together, get to know each other?” 

She shouldn't… she really shouldn't. She was so close to finally getting out. Every instinct she had urged her to take this opportunity; she could be led in bed, resting her aching bones and stuffing her face with a takeaway pizza in less than 40 minutes. Yet as she looked into those knowing hazel eyes and saw the amused smirk already playing on Laura's lips, she could almost feel her resolve melting away. 

“Yeah… sure, I could stay for dinner,” she replied, barely believing the words as they passed her lips. 

“Great! This is going to be so much fun,” Laura beamed, clapping Amira playfully on the arm. “It's a shame you didn't make more than one portion really, but don't worry, I'm sure I'll have some leftovers you can eat. Hey, maybe while you wait for me to finish, you can mop the kitchen floor? You know, since you didn't have time earlier.” 

Amira felt like she'd been slapped in the face. It was happening again; how could she be so stupid? The door had been open for her to leave, but a few kind words from Laura had been enough to convince her to slam it shut. Now here she was, trapped again with the woman who seemed to possess this unnatural hold over her; who could bend her to her will with little more than a condescending smirk.  

“Although now that I think about it, I don’t actually have a mop. Maybe take a look under the sink? There’s probably a sponge or something you can use,” Laura added, taking her seat at the kitchen table as if there was nothing further to discuss. 

For far from the first time that day, Amira immensely wished she could bring herself to refuse, but the words just wouldn’t come. Instead, broken and struggling to hold back tears of shame, Amira tucked her tail between her legs and retreated to the kitchen sink, where she quickly found a dirty sponge and battered old bucket. Carefully filling the bucket with warm, soapy water, she then knelt on the hard floor, dunked the sponge, and began to scrub away at the grimy, stained tiles beneath her. 

Within moments, aches and pains she’d almost managed to forget returned with a vengeance. Having already worked herself to exhaustion, Amira’s body now felt like it was falling apart. The constant, repetitive strain had her joints creaking and her muscles burning as if aflame; each and every movement sent fresh, throbbing waves up her arm, across her shoulders and down her spine. She gritted her teeth and, ignoring the way her arm trembled beneath her, tried to return to the blank, mindless headspace she’d found before… don’t think… just do as you’re told… it’s so much easier that way… 

“Mmmm this is so fucking good,” Laura raved between bites, her face glowing with pleasure as she devoured the meal before her. “You’re such a good little cook. I’m definitely going to have to find some more recipes for you to try.” 

“Thank you,” Amira breathed heavily, vigorously attacking a particularly stubborn stain. 

“Hey, why don’t you come over and try some? You’re going to need to clean under the table anyway, it’s fucking filthy down there.” 

“Uh, yeah, s-sure,” Amira blinked with surprise, her empty stomach growling at the thought of finally gaining some sustenance. Quickly, as if afraid the offer might be rescinded at any moment, Amira scooted across to the foot of Laura’s chair, and looked up like a puppy begging for scraps. 

“That’s it, you get under the table,” Laura directed her. “Don’t worry about my feet, you can just clean around them. I’ll pass you down some food in a sec” 

Obediently, Amira hunched her back and crawled beneath the kitchen table. She immediately realised Laura hadn’t been exaggerating, the tiles here were plastered with the built in grime of what must have been dropped or spilled food from years worth of family mealtimes. Her nose wrinkled with distaste as she knelt on the mucky surface, and began to clean. 

Scrubbing away beneath the table, Amira felt more trapped than ever. With just a few inches between her head and the tabletop, it was as if she were locked in some kind of cage, her very own little prison cell, with nothing for company but the grubby tiles, Laura’s beaten up old trainers and bare legs stretching up out of sight. Every so often, Amira’s eye’s would dart down to those trainers or glance at the smooth, pale calves above them, images of her and Laura entwined in bed earlier that afternoon coming unbidden into her head; sensual whispers… dirty socks… the stench of sweaty feet filling her nostrils… Thankfully, her thoughts were interrupted as from the corner of her eye, she noticed Laura’s hand snaking down, holding a fork loaded with tender beef and carrot, practically dripping in thick, red-wine sauce. 

“Here you go, give it a try,” Laura offered sweetly from above. 

So hungry she didn't even care that she was being fed on the floor like some kind of animal, Amira eagerly stretched open her mouth and went to chomp the delicious morsel from the fork, but at the last minute, Laura's hand tilted abruptly, smearing sauce on Amira's cheek and sending the parcel of food cascading down to the floor. Amira could only watch as the bundle of beef and carrot dropped onto one of Laura's faded white trainers with a splat, before rolling off onto the dirty tiled floor. 

“Oops!” Laura giggled. “Looks like you made a little mess! Better clean it up before it stains my shoes.” 

“I-I-I…” Amira stammered. How was this her fault? She'd barely touched it! Though given how today had gone, she didn't think it was a point worth arguing. “Sorry, I'll sort it out.” 

Bending even lower, Amira brought the soapy sponge to Laura's shoe ready to start scrubbing, but her hand froze as a voice from above cut through the air. 

“Ew, I don't want that filthy sponge on my shoe,” Laura sneered. “Just lick it clean with your tongue for now, that'll get the worst off.” 

“My… my tongue?” Amira asked incredulously, her lip curling at the thought. Even for Laura this was too far. Surely she had to be joking… right? 

“Yes, and you better hurry before it stains,” Laura brought her battered old trainer up to Amira's face, resting the rubber heel against her chin. 

Amira stared in horror at the slowly spreading patch of orange on the fabric that once had been white, but had now faded into more of a dingy grey. How could Laura possibly think she'd do this? No matter what strange hold this woman had over her, this was too much. There was no way she could debase herself like that; she wouldn't… she couldn't… 

“Come on… lick it clean,” Laura demanded, pointing sharply at the stain and adding with venom. “Now!” 

Towering over her like some kind of Goddess, Laura oozed an aura of power that left Amira feeling so small and worthless, it was impossible not to obey her. Though every fibre of her being screamed at her not to do it, her body seemed to act of its own accord. She slowly unfurled her tongue, and with shame so deep she wished the floor would swallow her up, ran it across the shoe’s dirty worn fabric, wincing at the unpleasant, musty taste. 

“That's it, really get in there. Make sure you get as much of it off as you can,” Laura encouraged from above, her voice dripping in amusement. 

Obediently, Amira lapped her tongue up and down, licking up the traces of sauce that clung to the dirty shoe like a starving hound. Her cheeks burned bright red as she went; God, she thought miserably, she’d never been so humiliated in her life. Yet… she couldn’t deny it, as much as she despised being treated like this, strange, confusing feelings were swirling away within her. Degrading herself like this, surrendering herself to the will of this immense, powerful woman set her heart racing. She felt like her insides were being twisted; so exposed, so vulnerable, yet so alive… 

“Yeah that should just about do it,” Laura judged, shifting her foot to inspect the stain. “You’ve got the worst of it off, you’ll just have to come back and give them a proper, deep clean tomorrow.” 

If she’d been anywhere close to her right mind, Amira would have been horrified to hear Laura so arrogantly assuming she’d be happy to return tomorrow just to clean a pair of dirty old trainers. However, it seemed being made to lick another woman’s shoes was very much the last straw for the poor girl; something inside her had broken. The final sliver of the proud, self-assured young woman she’d been that morning had finally been stamped out entirely, replaced by a whimpering, spineless creature she didn’t even recognise. Staring at those filthy trainers in a state of shock, images of her licking the dirty fabric looping through her head, its sour taste still clinging to her tongue, the thought of resisting didn’t even enter Amira’s head as she murmured her agreement. 

“Mmmm yeah, soooo good,” Laura mumbled with pleasure, the sound of her scraping the bowl filling the air. “Oh shit, I was supposed to save you some, wasn’t I?” 

Amira’s belly growled and felt so empty it may as well have been hollow; she knew she should be angry, but after suffering such complete and utter humiliation, it was hard to focus on anything but the cloud of self-loathing that threatened to consume her. 

“I mean, I guess you can lick the bowl clean if you want?” 

“T-the bowl?” Amira looked up hazily. 

“Yeah, I don’t see why not. It’ll make it easier for you to wash up too!” 

Pushing back her chair and leaning forwards, Laura placed the bowl beneath Amira’s chin as if feeding a dog, and looked on expectantly. 

“There you go, enjoy! Think of it as your little treat for cooking my dinner,” Laura grinned, then added with a wink. “It’s what you deserve…” 

Amira looked down at the bowl of scattered bourguignon scraps, then up to lock eyes with her tormentor. A silent message passed between them; this is what you deserve… That’s exactly what Laura meant. Amira deserved to be treated like this, to eat from a bowl on the floor, to work herself to exhaustion without reward, to lick Laura’s dirty trainers clean. If she went along with this, it would be as good as admitting the woman was right. But she was just so hungry, and the force of nature, middle-aged suburban mom looming over her was just so hard to refuse…  

Feeling any trace of self-respect she still possessed ebb away, Laura reluctantly brought her head down to the bowl, and began to hoover up the sparse remnants of Laura’s dinner with her tongue. To her shame, she found herself groaning with delight as the meaty garlic flavour exploded into her mouth. It may have just been the scraps, but given all she’d eaten that day was the dirt from Laura’s shoe, it was certainly a marked improvement! 

“Oh my God, you look so fucking funny,” Laura burst out in hysteric laughter. “You’re like a little puppy or something… wait, I’ve got to take some photos of this.” 

Amira heard Laura scoop up her phone and begin to tap away; part of her wanted to stop before any part of this could be recorded, but this just tasted too fucking good, and besides, she’d just found a few morsels of onion hiding around the edges. 

“Oh yeah, this is just perfect. Don’t worry, I’ll send you the pics. You can look back on them and remember how much fun we had together,” Laura giggled, pointing the phone down to where Amira knelt. “Go on, don’t hold back. Really get in there and savour the taste.” 

Slowly enough that Amira could have moved away at any time, if only she could bring herself to resist, Laura raised her foot, pressed the sole of her battered trainer (which if anything was even more worn-out and soiled than the rest of the shoe) against Amira’s cheek, and pushed her face firmly down into the porcelain.  

Though her eyes widened in alarm, Amira did nothing to prevent her fate; allowing her face to be squashed beneath Laura’s sole, still lapping away at what was left of dinner with her tongue. The strange thrill she’d experienced licking the older woman’s shoe returned with a vengeance. Unbridled excitement coursed through her veins as this immense, powerful woman, whose approval she seemed to crave with yearning she didn’t know she possessed, quite literally trampled her underfoot. She could feel her expensive silk hijab being pressed against the leftover sauce beneath her head; it would be completely ruined, covered with stains that would never come out, but she just couldn’t bring herself to care. 

“Enjoying yourself down there?” Laura asked with a knowing smirk.  

“Mmmm hmmm,” Amira grunted back, her tongue still busy scouring the bowl. 

“Glad to hear it. Yes… I think this little arrangement is going to work for us both,” Laura leaned back in her chair, her foot still resting against Amira’s cheek. “Now, I know you still have plenty of cleaning left to do, but how about we take a little break? Finish up mopping the floor in the morning?” 

Amira did her best to look up at her oppressor. Though most of her field of vision consisted of the bottom of Laura’s shoe, she could just about make out the older woman smiling down at her sweetly.  

“Oww kayyy,” Amira slurred, the pressure against her cheek making it hard to garble more than a few words. 

“Good, because I’ve had such a busy day making sure you know what you’re doing, I could really do with a little lie down, you know?” 

Amira nodded, as much as she was able to. 

“So I thought maybe, before you go, we could just have a little relax together in the lounge? I can sit back and catch a movie, and you can, I don’t know, maybe give me a little foot rub or something?” 

A stolen glance at the clock told Amira it was gone 20:00; she should have been home hours ago. That was where she should be, sitting at home, relaxing, having enjoyed a delicious dinner with her friend. Not still here, knelt on the filthy kitchen floor, her body feeling like it was about to break down after such back-breaking labour, being ritually humiliated and now made to rub another woman’s feet. She wanted to go home, she wanted it more than anything in the world… 

“Yeah, sure,” she agreed meekly. “I-I’d like that.” 

“Perfect! Then follow me.” 

Laura stood and made her way through the hall and into the living room, leaving Amira to crawl out from her cramped position beneath the table, and stagger out after her, into a lounge which she soon saw was in just as sorry state as the kitchen had been when she’d arrived that morning. Piles of old magazines, a dirty, faded carpet, worn panties strewn across the floor, layers of dust coating every surface; Amira suddenly had a good idea what her next job was likely to entail. 

“You don’t mind if I slip into something a little more comfortable do you?” Laura asked, evidently at home in the mess. To Amira’s horror, before she could even think to answer, Laura went ahead and pulled down the cheap skirt she’d been wearing, kicked it away, and then whipped her top off to boot. This woman old enough to be her Mother now stood before her wearing nothing but a skimpy set of underwear! Now Amira was no prude, certainly not compared to her highly conservative parents, but this was something else. Her eyes grew wide enough to fall from her head as she gawped at Laura’s thick, round buttocks, took in her surprisingly perky cleavage and fixed her eyes on the acres of naked flesh. A storm of conflicting feelings raged within her; she’d never seen anyone in such a state of undress before, it was embarrassing just to look at her. Yet, why did she feel as though she couldn’t look away? And what was that strange tingling feeling between her legs? 

Apparently unaware of Amira’s inner turmoil, Laura casually picked up the same pair of revealing pink pyjamas she’d worn that morning from the arm of the chair, slipped the bottoms up her shapely, bare legs and pulled the tight fitting vest down to just about cover her bulging breasts. She then collapsed back onto the sofa, reclined into the sofa cushions and stretched out her legs, sighing blissfully. 

“Ahh that’s better,” she grinned, then pointed to the carpet in front of her. “Now, you kneel down and get nice and comfy, while I find a movie for us to watch.” 

That was a liberal use of the word ‘us’ considering she’d be facing away from the screen, Amira thought to herself, though of course she didn’t mention it as she knelt obediently at the foot of the sofa. Laura flicked through for a few minutes until she found a film to her liking, then thrust her feet into Amira’s lap and smiled down at her expectantly. 

Amira stared at the bare feet resting against her jeans, caught somewhere between awe and dismay. She felt just as she had when she’d been made to help put on Laura’s sandals, something that now felt like a lifetime ago. Part of her was aghast at having to touch another woman’s feet, something she’d been raised to know was wrong, a violation of someone’s privacy. Yet at the same time, the mere sight of those smooth, white arches and wrinkled soles gave her such a taboo rush. Her stomach had twisted itself in knots, though whether that was through excitement, disgust or merely extreme hunger, it was impossible to tell. 

“Alright, let’s get started shall we?” Laura grinned, picking up a bottle from the coffee table and tossing it beside her feet. “That’s body oil, make sure you use plenty as you go. I want these puppies to be nice and soft by the time we’re done.” 

Having never done anything remotely like this before, Amira didn’t know where to begin. Acting on instinct, she squeezed a small stream of oil from the bottle and let it pool in her hands, before opening them, and letting the oil drip sensually down onto Laura’s skin. Then, tentatively wrapping her hands around the older woman’s feet as if afraid they might break, she pushed her thumbs into Laura’s soft, wrinkly soles, and began to rub. 

From the moment her hands touched that bare flesh, Amira was absolutely transfixed. Her hands moved clumsily at first, sliding over the slick skin, but the longer she spent rubbing and caressing the curves and contours of those pretty feet, the more her confidence began to grow. Guided by Laura’s intermittent groans and grunts of satisfaction, she learned to dig her thumbs gently into the balls of her feet and run her fingers up and down their delicate arches before slowly circling the heel, rubbing the golden oil into every inch of soft skin as she went. 

As the minutes ticked by and time seemed to lose all meaning, the film blaring behind her became little more than white noise. The longer she focused on those supple, elegant feet, the more hypnotic they became. Outside light turned to darkness and the pitter patter of water droplets against glass began to sound as rain fell from the sky, but Amira didn’t notice a thing. Her entire world had shrunk down to just her and these two mesmerising feet; nothing else seemed to exist. Her hunger, her aching body, all the stress of her day to day life, none of it mattered; Laura’s feet were the only thing she needed to concern herself with. 

“God that feels amazing,” Laura groaned almost orgasmically. “You are such a good little foot-rubber. Oh yes, I think this is something we'll be doing a lot from now on.” 

“Thank you,” Amira blushed, not quite believing how genuinely delighted she was by the compliment. 

“Ahhh something about this just feels so right doesn't it?” Laura sighed as she sank further back into the sofa, then added nonchalantly. “You know, I've been looking you up on social media today.” 

“Oh yeah,” Amira replied dreamily, struggling to concentrate on anything but the feet in front of her. 

“Yeah, bit of a social justice warrior right? Always protesting this and that… getting all riled up at anything that offends you,” Laura didn't bother to keep the sneer from her voice. “Must get pretty stressful being so angry all the time huh?” 

“Er, yeah, I guess.” 

“So much negativity, so much worrying; I bet coming here and helping me like this is a blessed relief from all that, isn't it? Not having to think or plan; just nice simple chores to keep you busy.” 

“I erm, I suppose.” 

“Good,” Laura smirked, then with an exaggerated stretch of the leg, lifted the foot which wasn't currently receiving Amira's attention, and let it rest on the younger girl's shoulder. “In that case, I'll make sure to keep you nice and busy.” 

Amira's breath caught in her chest. That foot, that pretty foot she'd been staring at and rubbing hypnotically over and over again for what felt like hours, was so close to her face she could smell the oil she’d covered them in. 

“So anyway… now that we know each other a little better, I’ve been thinking we need to have a little chat about what happened earlier,” Laura went on, her voice slipping into a sultry whisper. “You know, the whole… overplaying my injury thing?” 

As she spoke, Laura ever so slowly let her foot creep around the edge of Amira’s hijab, until her big toe brushed up against the younger girl's cheek. 

“O-oh y-eah?” Amira stammered, every muscle in her body immediately stiffening at the touch. 

“Yeah, you see, I know you understand how much I need your help, but I rather fear other people might not see it the same way. I mean, say the charity ever found out, they’d probably take my little helper away, and I’d never see you again.” 

Laura began to trace her toe in slow, deliberate circles across Amira’s cheek. 

“And I know neither of us want that, do we?” 

“N-n-n-noooo,” Amira let out in a quivering whisper. 

“No, of course we don’t. So I thought, maybe we could keep this between us. You know, our little secret?” 

On some level Amira knew this was her last chance of escape. If the charity knew they’d put an end to this charade, they’d save Amira from herself and make sure this whole experience was nothing but a horrible day she could put behind her. But even as the thought occurred to her, she already knew it was too late. Each stroke of Laura’s toe against her face just seemed to tighten the invisible chains the woman had spent the day wrapping around her. She had been ground down and broken into a shell of her former self, and there was only ever one answer that shell was going to give. 

“Yeah, s-sure. Our l-little secret.” 

“Wonderful! I knew you wouldn’t be a problem, just like I know you won’t mind if we make a few little changes to our… arrangement.” 

“C-changes? What changes?” 

“Well, I know the agreement was originally for you to come and help me two days a week, but I mean, how much can you really get done in two days? Don’t you think you’d get a lot more done if you were to come round, say, every day?” 

Laura’s toe crept further and further across Amira’s face as she went on, until it was practically rubbing the corner of her mouth. Amira’s breath grew ragged and uneven, butterflies filled her stomach; it was like she was stuck in a pit of tar, frozen in place as things just happened around her. 

“Yeah, s-sounds good to me.” 

“And you’ll stay for as long as I need you to? Not the three hour maximum or whatever the charity’s silly rule was?” 

“Y-yes… yes I’ll do whatever you want.” 

Amira’s whole body was trembling now. She was filled with a desire she didn’t understand, but was so powerful and all consuming, she knew she’d agree to anything to indulge it. 

“And I know you don’t technically start until next week, but there’s no reason to wait, is there? You don’t mind starting right away? Coming bright and early tomorrow to finish mopping the kitchen?” 

“That’s fine, I-I’ll come back tomorrow. I’ll come round whenever you need me.” 

“Good girl, that’s the spirit!” Laura laughed gleefully. She then paused, and a strange look passed across her face; a cross between surprise and excitement, as if she couldn’t truly believe how far this had gone, and was tempted to push it further. 

“Now,” she went on, sliding her foot down so that all five toes cupped Amira’s chin, while the ball of her foot tilted back her head. “There was one last little thing I wanted to ask you.” 

“Y-yeah?” 

“Yes. You see, while you’re helping me, you’re obviously going to be running lots of errands, picking things up that I need, you know, like your little shopping trip earlier.” 

“O-okay. I don’t mind doing that.” 

“Of course you don’t, but you see, my problem is, you’re going to be spending all this money, buying me all these nice things, and I just worry that it’s going to get a bit complicated figuring out who owes who for what, you know?” 

Amira nodded robotically. 

“I mean, you must have spent like, a couple of hundred dollars already right? It’s just going to add up more and more over time, and that’s going to be really stressful to figure out,” Laura smiled almost sympathetically. “So I thought, maybe it would be easier if you just took care of all those little expenses for me?” 

“Y-you want me to just pay for it all myself?” Amira stammered, alarm bells ringing in her head despite everything else going on.  

“Yeah, it would just be so much easier right? It’s totally up to you of course. But you know…” 

Laura brought her foot from Amira’s hands up to the young girl’s face, placed the tip of her big toe between her eyes, and sensually let it slide the bridge of her nose. 

“It would make my life so much easier if you did this for me. That’s what you want isn’t it? To be my little helper? To make me happy?” 

A ragged gasp of desire sprung from Amira’s lips. Laura’s foot was now virtually all she could see; a giant foot that felt like it could stamp down and squash her, yet instead stroked and teased her playfully. The doubts were still there, but they were buried deep beneath those succulent, oily feet, that consumed her mind and made thinking feel like running through honey. 

“Yes… yes that’s what I want…” 

“So you’ll do it then? You’ll take care of all these little expenses so I don’t need to worry anymore?” 

“Yes, yes I’ll buy your shopping, and your breakfast, a-and anything else you need. Y-you don’t need to worry about paying me back.” 

“Oh yes! What a good little helper you turned out to be!” Laura exclaimed, sounding almost as if she couldn’t believe it herself. “Now, how about you seal the deal with a little kiss?” 

“A-a kiss?” Amira stuttered, not quite believing what she’d heard. 

“That’s right, you know, just to make it official.” Pushing herself upright, Laura took her foot from Amira’s chin, and held it up just a few inches from her face. “Kiss my foot, and that can be your way of committing to our new little arrangement. Like signing on the dotted line…” 

Amira stared at the elegant foot, dangling temptingly before her; the forbidden fruit. She knew if she did this, she’d be agreeing to spend the next six weeks as she had today; being taken advantage of and used as Laura’s household servant, being treated worse than most people would an animal, being degraded and humiliated seemingly for Laura’s amusement. Yet it was like Laura’s feet were calling out to her; kiss me, they whispered, you know you want to, you’ve been dreaming about it for hours.

Surrendering to her fate, Amira closed her eyes, tilted her head, and pressed her lips against the wrinkled sole of Laura’s foot, kissing it tenderly, like the lover she’d never had. The moment her lips touched the soft skin, a fire of desire seemed to ignite throughout her entire body. Her chest tingled with excitement, and the most wonderful pressure began to build between her legs. Amira shuddered with pleasure as she lost herself in her very first kiss. When she thought back on the moment in bed that evening, she would cringe with horror that it had been not with an attractive man after an afternoon of wooing in the park, but with the foot of a middle-aged woman that had spent the day abusing her; but as she knelt there with Laura’s oily foot pressed up against her lips, she knew with absolute certainty, there was no place in the world she’d rather be. Maybe Laura was right… maybe this was what she deserved. 




Chapter Five 

 

Three weeks later 

A cold wind howled and heavy droplets of rain pounded against the glass of the grand bay window behind her, but as Laura Dunbar reclined into the snug embrace of her favourite arm-chair, cocooned in the warmth being pumped out by the roaring open fire, the autumn storm couldn't have seemed further away. For the first time in as long as she could remember, Laura was completely and utterly content. With a belly full of good food, a lovely clean house to relax in, a glass of red on the go, and one of her favourite rom-coms flickering away on the TV, what more could she possibly ask for? A personal servant to see to her every whim, and rub her achy feet at the end of the day? Oh yeah… she had that too. 

Laura closed her eyes and let out a long, deep sigh, enjoying the way Amira's nimble young fingers kneaded and rubbed the ball of her foot. The pretty thing had been knelt there on the floor, working away at her feet or over an hour now, or was it two? She'd completely lost track of time.  

It was hard not to laugh as she remembered the confident, self assured young woman who'd walked through her door a little over three weeks ago. Her easy smile, the confident way she carried herself, the arrogant air of superiority that oozed from her every pore; it made Laura's skin crawl. She thought she was so special; activist, social justice warrior, benevolent volunteer… but she wasn't special, she was a cliche. A spoiled brat who thought she was so much better than everybody else; at least, she had done until she met Laura anyway. One look at the timid, simpering figure hunched at her feet, and it was pretty clear Laura had stamped the arrogance out of her entirely. 

A lazy smile playing on her lips, Laura allowed her mind to drift back to that wonderful day that changed everything. She recalled with gleeful satisfaction how easily Amira had given in to her, time and time again. God, it had been so sweet, seeing that proud, self-assured facade of hers chipped away bit by bit as Laura pushed her closer to breaking point with each demand. Then of course she'd discovered her unexpected penchant for humiliating the girl, and the excitement had just risen from there! 

It had started innocently enough, bringing the girl down a peg or two by making her sniff dirty socks from the laundry basket; but as Amira wriggled beneath her, face flushed bright red and seemingly on the verge of tears as Laura clamped the sweaty fabric across her nose and mouth, something within the older woman came alive. It was a thrill like nothing Laura had ever experienced before.  

For the last two decades, she'd worn herself down raising a brood of headstrong kids. Laura dearly loved and was immensely proud of all three of them, but so many years of being ignored, lied to, shouted at for forgetting to wash a favourite t-shirt or not buying the right brand of make-up, had started to make her feel small; unimportant even, as if unworthy of basic respect. But now, having a young woman in the house that not only listened and did as she was told, but that she could wear down… that she could make feel small, and worthless, and unimportant… God, it was such a rush! 

As day turned to night, Laura had pushed the humiliation further and further. Making Amira scrub on her hands and knees beneath the table as she ate, ‘forgetting’ to save her any food of her own, dropping food on her dirty shoes and having the bitch lick them clean; each small act of cruelty fed a hunger within her Laura hadn't even realised she possessed. For the first time in her life, Laura didn't feel like a puppet, dancing to someone else's tune. Finally, she was the one pulling the strings, and good God she was loving every second of it! 

By the end of the day she had Amira wrapped around her little finger, and over the three weeks since, Laura had only tightened her grip. She'd already convinced Amira to disregard the charity's two-day per week policy, instead offering her services daily, and Laura had since done her level best to squeeze as much time, effort and hardship out of the poor girl as possible. 

Every day she'd have her rise at the crack of dawn to fetch breakfast, making sure she arrived nice and early to start on her extensive list of chores. Amira was under strict instructions not to buy anything for herself; she was there to clean, not laze around stuffing her face after all. Laura presumed she ate something before she left the house, but ultimately it was none of her concern.  

As Laura tucked eagerly into her breakfast, Amira would get started on the task which now filled virtually all of her time; waiting on the older woman hand and foot. Whatever Laura needed to be cleaned, she'd clean. Whenever Laura asked for something, she'd make sure she got it immediately, even if that meant buying it with her own money. If Laura decided she wanted a foot rub, at a snap of the fingers she'd be knelt on the floor, a bottle of body oil in hand. After twenty-two years of doing everything herself, it was a dynamic Laura enjoyed immensely. 

Over the last three weeks the house had been transformed from an unloved, tired mess into a cozy, spotlessly clean home. Through hours of back-breaking labour, Amira had gone through room by room; clearing rubbish, disinfecting and bleaching surfaces, hoovering, washing, scrubbing and polishing every inch of every room until the place gleamed like the day it was built. Once a room was clean, Amira was expected to keep it that way, gradually adding to the ever expanding list of chores she was expected to complete daily; alongside catering to Laura's every desire of course. 

It was hard not to wonder sometimes why a clearly smart, capable young woman would allow herself to be treated like this. She was only supposed to be a volunteer, but had allowed herself to be coaxed into becoming essentially a household servant, working the equivalent of a physically demanding full time job, with no breaks, zero pay, and without a word of thanks or gratitude in return. Not only that, but she allowed herself to be treated without even the most basic human dignity; Laura would routinely humiliate, belittle and degrade her for her own amusement, yet Amira would take it without a word of defiance. Why? 

It was a question Laura had often found herself pondering of late. She quickly deduced she had some kind of unnatural hold over the girl; but where did it come from? Was Amira simply too meek and timid to say no to her? Did some part of her secretly crave to be subservient? Or did, as Laura had begun to suspect, Amira have something of a school-girl crush on her? The blushing, the stolen glances, the nervous stuttering; it was certainly possible, Laura supposed. Not that the feelings would ever be reciprocated, Laura just didn't swing that way, though she had to admit the idea that this pretty young woman lusted after her in such a way was flattering to say the least. Then of course, there was the feet thing… 

Laura had noticed it very early on. Having Amira help her into her sandals was supposed to be just another way to cement her role as Laura's little servant, but it in fact ended up revealing what might turn out to be her Achillies heel. For the moment Laura's bare foot dropped into the younger girl's lap, Amira's body had frozen, her jaw fell open dumbly and her eyes grew wide as saucers, as if seeing something truly wondrous for the first time.  

As Amira buckled those sandals in place, the effect Laura's feet had on her was impossible to miss. Every time she touched the older woman's skin, Amira's pale brown hands would tremble, her cheeks would flush and she'd unconsciously bite her lip in anticipation. Of course, Laura wasted no time in seizing upon this weakness, engineering the rest of the evening so she spent as much time at her feet as possible. Scrubbing the floor around them, licking clean her shoes, a relaxing foot rub to end the night; it quickly became apparent Laura's feet drove her to such distraction, she'd agree to pretty much anything in their presence. 

The more she thought about it, the more convinced Laura became that identifying the root of Amira’s submission was the key to deepening her control; to really dig her claws in, and shape this twisted bond between them into something unbreakable. Sure, the girl was dancing to her tune now, but what about when the six week volunteering period was over? How about when Amira’s University assignments began to pile up? When she wanted to start a career? Or when friends and family began to ask questions? Would Laura’s hold over her stand those kinds of tests? She suspected not; at least, not yet… 

Laura’s life had become immeasurably better in just about every way since trapping Amira under her spell, and she very much intended to keep it that way. To ensure that happened, Laura knew she needed to put her theories to the test; to figure out how best to push her, further and further into submission until she was in so deep, it would be impossible to turn back. The first step, she’d decided, was to extend her influence and control beyond these four walls, and into Amira’s day to day life, ensuring that the poor girl would feel Laura's presence looming over her at all times, even when she wasn’t physically there. Feeling a buzz of primal excitement coursing through her, Laura smiled; after days of careful planning, it was time to put her plan into action.  

“Ahhh, that feels so good…” Laura let out an exaggerated sigh of contentment, pleased to see Amira’s face light up at the sound of it. God, she was so predictable. After endless hours of slaving away without a hint of gratitude, the faintest whiff of praise was enough to make the bitch putty in her hands. 

“Thank you,” Amira replied in little more than a nervous whisper, blushing at the unexpected compliment. 

“Hmmm but you know…” Laura paused as if in consideration. “You might have overdone it a little on the body oil.” 

“O-oh, I'm sorry…”  

A look of panic etched across her pretty face, Amira rubbed at Laura's slick feet with renewed vigour. 

“Ugh your hands are too oily, you're just making it worse,” Laura complained. “Here, hold still.” 

Before Amira had time to react, Laura lifted her foot to the younger girl's face and pushed her wrinkled sole across her cheek, smearing a thick layer of oil over her soft skin. Predictably, Amira seized up, not quite able to believe what had just happened to her. 

“Ah, that's better. You don't mind, do you? Using your face is just so much easier than finding a towel,” Laura grinned, lifting her other foot and rubbing it against Amira’s face as if permission was a given. 

“N-n-no,” Amira stammered, eyes wide and body shaking. 

“Good. Actually you might as well lie on the floor, it'll be easier for me to reach.” 

Obediently, Amira rolled over and led on the floor, face up with her back resting on the hard-wood floor. Laura immediately flopped both feet down across the poor girl's face, delighting in the way it made her squeal. 

“So anyway, I've been thinking,” Laura began, rubbing her feet slowly up and down Amira's face. “Obviously, I know I asked you to come in early and everything, but you were still over half an hour late today, and I just really don't think that's fair on me, you know?” 

“I'mmbbb suuurrrry,” Amira did her best to mumble as Laura's heel slid across her lips. 

She hadn't been late of course; Amira had arrived that morning at 7:00 on the dot, as she always did. Today however, with her evening plan in mind, Laura had berated her, claiming she'd asked her to come for 6:30. Whether Laura's gaslighting had worked or Amira was simply too wimpy to disagree, she at least appeared to have accepted her lateness as fact; which suited Laura's purposes perfectly. 

“I mean, it's just so inconsiderate of my time,” Laura struggled not to laugh at the hypocrisy. “So I think going forwards, it's probably for the best if I just know where you are at all times. In case this kind of thing happens again.” 

“W-what do you mean?” Amira asked nervously as Laura shifted her foot to give the girl a moment's respite. 

“Well, I just think I'd be a lot happier if I always knew where you are, and what you're doing, you know? In case you run late again, or I ever need you at short notice,” Laura explained, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “I've actually found a great app we can use to do it. Here, pass me your phone.” 

“M-my phone? I don't know…”  

Finally, Laura couldn't help but smirk, a spark of resistance; just what she needed to conduct her first little test. 

“Oh don't look so worried, it's just a silly app,” Laura shook her head, rolling the ball of her left foot onto Amira’s gently parted lips and letting the toes of her right creep across the younger girl's nose. “Come on, just pass it up here.” 

To Laura's delight, she could immediately feel Amira's hot breath grow ragged against her soles. She was inhaling in short, sharp bursts, getting faster by the second; her body tensed and her chest rose and fell in quick succession. It was a surprise to neither of them when Amira slipped a shaky hand into her pocket, and timidly offered up her phone. 

Snatching the device, Laura punched in the passcode (something she'd made Amira tell her weeks ago with this very moment in mind) and set about installing what Tech Heaven magazine reliably informed her was the most sophisticated, all encompassing parental control app available on the market. 

“So this app will essentially give me complete access to your phone,” Laura explained casually, playfully pinching Amira's nose between her toes. “It will allow me to track you, and see your location wherever you go. I think knowing where you are 24/7 will just be a lot easier, you know? That way if I see you're moving too far away from me, or going somewhere I might not be able to reach you, I can give you a call and make sure you don't go too far. In case I need you for anything at short notice or something. Makes sense, right?” 

As she spoke, Laura began to softly grind the ball of her foot into Amira's face; eliciting the soft moans of pleasure she was hoping for. 

“I'll also be able to see literally everything you do. I can read all your texts, emails and social media, see what apps you use and what websites you visit; I can even block any I don't like the idea of you using if I like. Anything I think might distract you, or tempt you into slacking off from your chores.” 

With each word Laura ramped up the pressure, rubbing and grinding both feet into Amira’s face more vigorously by the second as her fingers danced across the screen, eroding the girl's freedom with every tap. 

“I mean, I guess you'd have pretty much no privacy, but it's got to be worth it, right? To make my life so much easier?” 

At that, Laura slapped down both feet so her wide arches smothered Amira's nose and mouth, while covering her eyes entirely. The poor girl's world had shrunk down to nothing more than the bottom of Laura's slick, oily soles. 

“Mmmmph,” Amira nodded her head dreamily, squirming as Laura's toes wiggled impishly against her cheek.  

With the phone now under her complete control, Laura finally lifted her feet clear of Amira's face, and tossed the corrupted device down into her lap. Amira let out a great gasp of shock, before rolling onto her side and panting like a dog; her eyes glazed over as if struggling to take in what was happening to her. 

“Good girl,” Laura put on her kindest smile as she leaned forward to look down on the bewildered figure at her feet. “And hey, maybe we can get that little app installed on your laptop too? That way I could watch you through your webcam whenever I wanted; keep an eye on you to make sure you behave yourself when I'm not around.” 

The look of abject surrender etched across Amira's face was so delicious, Laura could almost taste it. Such a demand was beyond the pale, they both knew it; just as they both knew that in her dazed, vulnerable state, Amira simply didn't have it in her to refuse. 

“Yeah, I guess we can do that…” Amira murmured, her voice laced with defeat  

“Perfect. Make sure you bring your laptop with you tomorrow, and I'll install it while you clean the bathroom.” 

Her victory complete, Laura reclined back into the armchair, a content smile playing on her lips. God, it was so intoxicating; she'd never had this kind of power over anyone before. Her mind raced as the possibilities of what was to come. How far could she push her? What could she make her do next? As the autumn storm surged against the window behind her, Laura was struck by a sudden bolt of inspiration. 

“Weeeell,” she said with an exaggerated yawn, stretching her arms for effect. “That's me beat, I think I'll be hitting the hay. You'd better be off too I suppose…” 

“Yeah, sure…” Amira replied, her voice heavy with relief. 

“Oh, and do you mind leaving your car keys? I might need to borrow that car of yours tomorrow morning; I'm meeting the girls for breakfast, but mine’s low on gas, and I really can't be bothered to fill up on my way.” 

“W-what?” Amira froze like a deer in headlights. Her eyes darted to the window, where rain lashed against the glass. “B-but I didn't bring a coat…” 

“That's alright, it's only what, two or three buses back to yours? I'm sure some of the bus stops will be covered. You'll probably only be out in the rain for like, an hour tops.” 

Laura wiggled her big toe playfully against Amira's cheek, mischief dancing in her eyes. She watched as Amira looked from her foot to the window and back again; conflict between her horror at what she was being asked to do, and her obvious weakness for Laura's feet playing out across her face. 

“Well erm, I mean, I guess if you really need it…”  

“Great. You can chuck the keys on the mantelpiece on your way out,” Laura said casually, draining what remained of her wine as if there were nothing more to discuss. She then swivelled her gaze down to Amira and added. “You better get going right? I guess you'll have to get a pretty early bus if you want to get here on time tomorrow.” 

Unsteadily, Amira pushed herself up and clambered to her feet. With a look of utter bewilderment plastered across her face, as if she could scarcely believe what she was doing even as she did it, she began to make her way to the front door. As she reached the mantlepiece, Amira reluctantly slipped a quivering hand into her pockets, pulled out the small bundle of keys, and dropped them into the ceramic bowl that lay there; the jarring clink of metal as they landed, sealing her fate. 

Like a predator stalking its prey, Laura followed closely; stepping past her dumbstruck victim and opening the door to reveal the harsh elements outside. Howling wind roared through the doorway, chilling the pair of them to the bone, while forks of lightning lit up the sky and rolling thunder boomed across the city. 

Amira shot her tormentor a last pleading look, begging for mercy, but Laura was in no mood to grant it. Instead, knowing it would push the poor girl over the edge, she reached down, gave her a playful slap on the ass, and half-pushed her out into the sheets of rain. 

An ecstatic grin appeared on Laura's face as she heard Amira yelp at the water's icy touch. Within seconds the torrential downpour had Amira soaked to the skin, her ornately embroidered silk Hijab clinging to the sides of her face like a wet rag. Oh yes, Laura thought to herself happily as she watched the already drenched girl trudge miserably down the garden path and out into the street to begin her long journey home, this was definitely a feeling she could get used to. 

Closing the door and retreating back into the warm confines of the house, Laura found herself positively giddy with excitement. Tonight literally couldn't have gone any better; using Amira's apparent infatuation with her feet against her had been even easier than she thought! The girl's initial resistance had been squashed beneath her soles, and now she'd added yet another link in the chain of control she used to bind her. 

It had been a successful evening to be sure, but Laura wasn't going to allow herself to get carried away. There was still a long way to go before Amira was sufficiently broken to accept this kind of arrangement permanently. Taking away her personal privacy was a good first step, but Laura knew for the kind of total dominance she needed, she'd have to manipulate and humiliate her over and over again, slowly chipping away at her sense of self until there was nothing but a simpering, obedient little bitch remaining; a mindless nodding dog to cater to her every whim.  

Fortunately, Laura had devised a plan to do just that. She thought gleefully about the email sitting in her inbox, received from Community Carers that morning; a reminder to complete Amira's mid-term review of her volunteering period. It was, according to the email, ‘an opportunity for them to both reflect on what they'd gained from the experience, and identify any changes that may be beneficial moving forwards.’ Oh, they'd be doing things differently moving forwards alright, Laura chuckled to herself; very differently indeed. But first, she needed to do a little shopping… 




Chapter Six

One week later

There was a time when being up this early meant Amira would have been on her way to, (or indeed way back from) some kind of sit in, march or protest; fighting injustice and speaking up for those who don't have a voice of their own. Now though, as she climbed the steps up to Laura's immaculately kept porch, carrying a platter of coffee and pastries she wasn't allowed to touch and knowing yet another day of thankless work awaited her, Amira felt a long way from the popular student and rebellious firebrand that she had been proud to call herself until just a few weeks ago. 

A heavy yawn escaped Amira's lips as she rubbed her eyes blearily; fuck, she was completely and utterly burnt out. She felt like she should be used to it by now, after all she'd been living in this near zombified state of exhaustion for weeks; yet still, every morning felt like a gargantuan struggle just to get out of bed. The first week or two had been just about manageable. Given the new University term hadn't quite started yet, the long hours of ‘volunteering,’ could at least fit in around her social life; but since term started up again, any semblance of time to herself had completely dried up.  

Thankfully, Laura at least didn't seem to have a problem with her attending lectures during the day (provided she still got her 7:00 breakfast beforehand at any rate), but the woman’s demands on her time hadn't changed a bit. Which meant on days she had to attend class, she'd end up working late into the evening, barely having time to feed herself by the time she got home, before collapsing exhausted into bed, for what was likely no more than 4 or 5 hours sleep, before her 5:30 alarm. 

Her own household chores and University work then had to be crammed into her few days off (once she'd finished her volunteering of course), which left virtually no time for anything resembling a life of her own. So far she'd been able to brush off the questions and concerns of her friends and family, asking where she'd been and why she'd been so busy, but there were only so many excuses she could give, and she was starting to run out. 

Of course, it wasn't just a lack of sleep that was pushing her to exhaustion; day after day of cleaning, scrubbing, washing, cooking, and ultimately waiting on Laura hand and foot were also taking a heavy toll. After countless hours of bending, kneeling and repetitive scrubbing, a dull ache seemed to have seeped into her bones, leaving every joint creaking and every muscle burning with complaint. So much exposure to chemicals and cleaning products left her hands dry, raw and peeling, her feet throbbed with virtually every step, and each new task seemed to cause her some fresh discomfort. Hell, just last week, she'd inhaled so much soot and ash clearing out the fireplace, she'd been coughing for days. 

It wasn't just physically she was struggling either; picking up the tab for Laura's regular shopping requests meant her finances were taking a serious hit. Between the daily breakfasts, regular grocery shops and the many ‘little errands’ Laura sent her on, her bank account was being depleted at an alarming rate. Amira knew she'd be fine in the long run; her gap year spent working in a local cafe and inheritance from her Grandmother meant she had a decent level of savings in the bank. But given her parents could see any withdrawal from those accounts, unless she was prepared to answer some very awkward questions, in the meantime she'd been forced to spend as little on herself as possible, while praying she could still afford the rent at the end of the month. 

Then last week, as if her situation couldn't get any worse, Laura had downloaded that damned app on her devices, and ever since, Amira hadn't known a moment's peace. Now, Laura could track her phone 24/7, monitor practically everything she did, and even spy on her through the laptop's webcam! 

A few days ago, for the first time since all this began, she managed to squeeze a quick dinner with Nadia into her packed schedule, but on the way to the restaurant, she received a very unwanted phone call. 

“Oh I think you should stay close to home. You've got to start clearing out the shed tomorrow, and it's a serious mess in there! You're going to need to be well rested if you want to get it done in time to finish my underwear wash as well. Probably best to cancel and head back right away,” Laura had explained down the phone, her tone leaving no room for argument. 

Amira had ummed and ahhed, but ultimately, as she always did, Laura got her way. Amira had called Nadia with yet another pitiful excuse, and returned home alone to her lonely student flat. Then, to add insult to injury, as she tried to load up her favourite streaming service to at least enjoy a movie before bed, she found her internet access had been temporarily blocked. Instead of the feel-good comedy she'd been meaning to watch for ages, an error message filled the screen. 

Night mode: Activated

Warning - Your parent/guardian has activated night mode. This means all internet access has been disabled until 9:00 tomorrow morning. Time for bed, make sure to get a good night's rest. 

Dejected and feeling more patronised than ever before, Amira had no choice but to abandon her plans even for an evening alone, and go to bed. It was never explicitly said, but Amira knew this was Laura punishing her for daring to make plans of her own, to spend her time doing something other than pandering to her.  

As she lay in bed that night, Amira couldn't help but wonder how her life had come to this, and even more worryingly, why a part of her almost seemed to enjoy it. Why, despite the way she'd turned her life into a misery, did Amira go weak at the knees in Laura's presence? Why did each fresh humiliation the woman imposed on her ignite not anger, but a kind of illicit thrill, so powerful it threatened to consume her; an excitement that flowed through her veins and made her feel alive in a way she never had before? God, what the fuck was wrong with her? 

Being so exhausted, she soon drifted off, though even in sleep she seemed unable to escape Laura's control. Her dreams were filled with visions of the night last week which had changed everything. Her lying on the floor… Laura rubbing her oily feet across her face over and over again, using Amira's nose and mouth were her own personal doormat… a tidal wave of excitement she didn’t fully understand washing over her body as she agreed to everything Laura said without question. 

Amira had woken with a start, a cold sweat clinging to her skin and a strange tingling sensation between her legs. Fuck, now she couldn't even sleep without Laura invading her dreams? This was getting seriously out of hand. Thank God it was only a temporary volunteering position she'd signed up for; Amira couldn't imagine having to do this for an entire term, or heaven forbid the rest of the year! A few short weeks and this would all be over, she'd be back to having a life of her own, spending her evenings relaxing and laughing with her friends instead of working herself to death cleaning for a woman that wasn't the least bit grateful for her time. Amira was already counting down the days. 

So wrapped up was Amira in her thoughts, she barely noticed the frosted glass door until she'd almost walked into it! Fortunately she was just about with it enough to catch herself before, without bothering to knock as she knew Laura would be too lazy to answer, she awkwardly retrieved the key from beneath the welcome mat, fumbled it into the lock, and let herself in. 

As she did every morning, Amira slipped off her shoes, stored them neatly by the door and padded through to the kitchen, where as quietly as she could, she retrieved a plate and glass from the cupboard and laid them on a dining tray. She then placed the two mouth-watering pastries she'd picked up that morning on the plate, filled the glass with fresh juice she'd squeezed last night from the fridge, and decanted the take-out coffee into Laura's favourite mug, which she placed beside the rest of it, before carefully carrying the tray out into the hall, up the hard-wood stairs and across the landing to Laura's bedroom door. 

“Good morning Laura,” she whispered, knowing from bitter experience how irritable Laura could be if woken abruptly, as she gently knocked and pushed her way into the bedroom.  

“Is that my breakfast?” a groggy voice replied from beneath the mound of duvet and pillows. 

“Sure is, I picked it up fresh this morning from that new bakery on Sycamore Avenue, just like you asked.” 

She could have mentioned it added an extra twenty minutes onto her morning commute, and that she'd had to que for almost half an hour the place was so popular, but she knew Laura wouldn't thank her for it either way. Instead, as always, Amira waited holding the tray like a servant while Laura pushed herself upright, before gently placing the tray across the older woman's lap. 

“There you go,” Amira said as sweetly as she could muster. “Let me know if you need anything else, I'll be cleaning the bathroom if you need me.” 

“Yeah sure,” Laura murmured dismissively, taking a bite of the delicious flaky pastry, as Amira turned to leave the room before she actually died of jealousy. “Oh wait, actually, sit down, I need to talk to you about something.” 

Amira stopped in her tracks, suddenly feeling apprehensive. This wasn’t part of the routine; normally it was at least an hour before Laura seemed to wake up enough to acknowledge her existence. In Amira’s experience, when it came to Laura, anything new or different generally spelt trouble on the horizon. Still, knowing she had little choice in the matter, Amira tried her best to push her worries to the back of her mind, and perched nervously on the end of Laura’s bed. 

“You can come closer, I don’t bite,” Laura chuckled, bringing the juice to her lips and gulping it down greedily.  

“Oh, yeah… sure,” Amira forced a smile as she shuffled onto the large, double bed until she sat cross-legged at the edge of the mound of duvet covering Laura’s body. 

The moment she was in position, Laura kicked off the covers below her knee and thrust her bare feet into Amira’s lap. 

“That’s better; you can give me a little morning foot rub as we talk.” 

Taken aback, but well used to the situation by now, Amira instinctively did as she was told, wrapping her hands around Laura’s foot and gently pushing her strong thumbs into the older woman’s wrinkled soles.  

“Ahhh yeah… just like that… we’ll talk once I’ve finished my breakfast, you just keep rubbing and I’ll let you know when I’m ready.” 

Taking her leisurely time, Laura slowly munched her way through first one, then the second pastry, casually drained the last of her juice and sipped away at her steaming mug of coffee, as Amira watched on silently; trying and failing not to think about the way Laura’s unwashed feet were slick, almost sticky, with the sweat that had accumulated over-night. 

”Alright then,” Laura smacked her lips with satisfaction as she swallowed the last of her coffee, before picking up her tablet from the bedside table and tapping away at it casually. “So, I had an email from Community Carers last week, and apparently we have to do some kind of review or something?” 

Oh shit, Amira chided herself, the mid-term review. She'd been so preoccupied working round the clock for Laura, she'd forgotten all about it. 

“Oh yeah, the mid-term review…” 

Nodding, Laura pressed down on the screen and brought up the document. 

“That's the one. It says here we have to,” Laura cleared her throat, and began to read almost mockingly from the page. “Conduct a professional discussion to review the volunteering period to date; ensuring the arrangement is beneficial for both parties, reviewing the experiences' positive impacts and identifying areas for personal growth or development.” Laura paused, an amused smirk playing on her lips. 

“That sounds about right?” 

“Er, yeah, I guess so…” Amira replied timidly, unsure why the look on Laura's face made her feel quite so uneasy. 

“Wonderful. So, let's start with you then; how do you feel the experience of volunteering has been so far?” 

As she spoke, Laura gently raised her free foot and let it slip onto Amira's shoulder, the edge of her big toe resting idly against the younger girl's cheek. 

“I..  I… I…” Amira swallowed nervously, her words deserting her yet again. “I think it's been erm..  r-really good…” 

“I think they're looking for a little more than good Amira. How about… perfect in every way?” 

“Y-yeah, that's what I meant,” Amira stammered, unable to concentrate on anything but the soft, sweaty foot propped up against her face. 

“Great, that's what I thought. Actually, you know, I can probably just fill this in for you…” 

Without waiting for Amira's assent, Laura drummed her fingers against the touch-screen keyboard, muttering as she went. 

“Couldn't be happier… very rewarding… treated with such kindness…” 

By the time Laura finished, Amira's section of the form read like a tribute to the most wonderful undertaking of her life. Full to the brim with happy memories and valuable life lessons she'd be taking away from the experience, there would be no doubt to anyone reading it that Amira was thriving in her volunteer role, and would want nothing more than to spend the next three weeks continuing to spend as much time with Laura as possible. 

“Alright,” Laura tossed the tablet and a small stylus beside her foot on Amira's lap. “Now if you just sign that to make it official…” 

Tentatively, Amira took up the stylus between her thumb and forefinger, and let it hover above the screen. Her instinct was to do as she was told and sign it, but a long-forgotten voice in the back of her head cried out at her to stop and think about this. Signing the document would effectively rubber stamp Laura's treatment of her as acceptable. If she ever decided to grow a backbone and complain to the charity or the University that found her the placement, this review would make sure no-one believed her. It could end up being the final nail in her coffin; she had to find a way out of this…  

“Come on,” Laura encouraged her, brushing her big toe gently against her cheek. “Sign it…” With each heavenly stroke of Laura’s pretty toe, Amira could feel her will to resist draining away. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as a second toe joined the action, then a third, until soon Laura's entire foot pawed playfully at her face. Without even realising what she was doing, Amira let the nib of the stylus slowly fall to the screen below, and absent-mindedly scrawled her signature. 

“Good girl,” Laura cooed patronisingly. “Now, pass it back here, and I'll take a look at my section.” 

Amira handed the tablet back to the older woman, who scrolled down and appeared to study the page seriously; all the while keeping her feet right where they were. 

“Hmmm okay… how do I feel the experience has been for me?” Laura scrunched her face in exaggerated contemplation. “Well you've definitely been a big help around the house… and I know you're a hard little worker… and you give me all these lovely foot rubs… and pay for all my groceries… but I can't help but feel you could do more, you know?” 

Amira's jaw dropped. What the hell did she mean, do more? She'd given Laura everything! Every ounce of blood, sweat and tears she possessed she'd spent the last few weeks dedicating to nothing but waiting on her half and foot. Her brain was frazzled and her body ached like it had never ached before; she'd become a recluse from her friends and family, and struggled to get through a single day of lectures without falling asleep, yet Laura wanted more! 

“W-what do you mean?!” she asked incredulously. 

“Well I mean, if you read what you just signed off, I've been pretty much perfect on my end; as in, I couldn't have done anything better. But while you've definitely been super helpful and everything, there's definitely some room for improvement, you know?” 

Too bewildered to even respond, Amira could only listen on in open-mouthed astonishment as Laura continued; her hands still robotically working away at the older woman's foot. 

“And when I see how much better my review looks than yours, I just don't think that's fair,” Laura sighed with a sad shake of the head, as if it really pained her to say such a thing. “Then when I see this last question, ‘are you satisfied with the volunteering arrangement?’ I really think it would be dishonest of me to sign it.” 

“B-but…” Amira spluttered with alarm. “T-the volunteering is a mandatory requirement. I-if you don't sign it, I'll fail the module. They might make me retake the whole year!” 

“Ohhh yeah I did read that, and I'd hate to see that happen to you,” Laura winced with what could almost have been genuine sympathy. “But you wouldn't want me to lie, would you?” 

Yes! Amira screamed in her head. That's exactly what she wanted. After everything she'd done for her, the fact Laura would even consider not signing was an outrage! Yet at that moment, Laura's wandering toe slipped its way up Amira's face, and sensually began to rub up and down the side of her nose. 

“N-no…” Amira stammered, her resolve already crumbling away. “I uh, I j-just don't want to get held back a year… I-I can't afford the fees…" 

“Oh don't worry, I'm sure it won't come to that. You know, it would probably only take a few little adjustments to satisfy me enough to sign the form.  

“It would?” Amira blurted out, so eager to get the paper signed she didn't think to consider just what those ‘adjustments’ might be. 

“Of course! I can even help you if you like? Give you a few pointers, and show you the kind of things I mean? We could probably get that form signed off before you leave tonight if you show a bit of willing.” 

“Yeah, sure,” Amira nodded enthusiastically. “That would be amazing.” 

“Great! I just know these new rules are going to make you the perfect little helper,” Laura grinned wickedly. “And look, I even bought you a little present to get you started.” 

Wait a minute, Amira thought, rules… presents… just how long had Laura been planning this?  

“Here you go,” Laura said, reaching into her bedside drawer, pulling out a small cardboard box and tossing it in Amira's lap before she had time to think too much into it.  

Reluctantly, Amira let go of Laura's foot, picked up the package and prised open the lid. There, beneath tightly packed layers of tissue, was a sight that turned her blood to ice; a black leather collar, like something a dog might wear, hanging from which was a small metal tag, inscribed with a single word… ‘Amira.’ 

“I-I don't understand…” Amira hesitated, staring blankly at the collar as if it were from another planet.  

“It's a collar silly, to help with your training,” Laura gave an exaggerated roll of the eyes. “Come on, let's try it on.” 

Before Amira knew what was happening, Laura pulled back her legs, threw away the covers and pushed herself up onto her knees so that she towered a good few inches above the cross-legged younger woman. 

“Alright, lean forward,” Laura instructed, kneeling a few inches from where Amira sat, and plucking the collar from the box. 

For a moment Amira froze, too proud to let this go ahead, but too weak to pull away. However as Laura's hand crept over her shoulder and strong fingers gripped the back of her neck, as usual the weakness won out. Amira offered no resistance as Laura guided her head down into her chest, pulled up her hair and Hijab, and wrapped the leather collar snugly around her slender neck. 

Amira knew she should be outraged, but with her head clutched as it was at Laura's bosom, her face hovering just inches from the older woman's ample breasts, hanging freely without a bra in her tight-fitting pajama top, everything that was happening to her seemed to melt away. She was so close, the curves of cleavage felt like they could swallow her; maybe she should let them? It wouldn't take much, just a few more inches, then she could nestle her face between those round, fleshy mounds and... 

What the fuck? Amira screwed her eyes shut as she caught herself; what the hell was that? She wasn't attracted to women, where did that insane urge just come from? It's just an intrusive thought, it doesn't mean anything, she insisted to herself, willing her mind to believe it.  

“There, all done,” Laura smiled, buckling the collar securely in place and releasing Amira to admire her handiwork. “How does it feel?” 

Relieved (yet worryingly, almost disappointed) to put a little distance between her face and Laura's chest, Amira sat back and raised a hand to the leather strap now fastened snugly around her neck, fingering it gently. The collar felt alien to her, harsh and restrictive, as if another layer of her already fragile freedom had been stripped away. 

“I-it's fine I guess,” Amira replied timidly. “But… I don't get it. Why am I wearing a collar?” 

“To help you learn of course, it's a training collar! I mean, it's meant for dogs, but I figure it'll work just as well on you,” Laura shrugged, pushing herself out of bed and scooping up her phone. “Here, let's have a little demonstration.” 

With sadistic glee dancing in her eyes, Laura tapped the screen of her phone. 

Buzz 

“Ahhhh!” Amira yelped, eyes white with shock as a sharp pain stabbed at her neck. Her hands shot up to the collar, clawing at it in disbelief. “What the hell was that?” 

“An electric shock of course; it's a shock collar! Couldn't you tell? I set the voltage pretty high, but I can turn it up if it's not strong enough?” Laura asked innocently. “You know what, I think I'll turn it up, just to be safe.” 

“N-no, you don't need to…” 

Buzz

“AHHHH FUCK!” Amira cried out as a far more powerful shock jolted through her body. 

“Ah, that's more like it,” Laura grinned with satisfaction. 

“L-Laura please, you don't need to do this to me…” 

“Oh don't look so put out, it's just a little extra motivation is all. To help you be the best little helper you can be ”  

Laura reached down, and tenderly cupped Amira's quivering chin.  

“That's what you wanted isn't it? To be a good girl for me?” 

As ever, the slightest hint of affection from her tormentor was enough to have Amira melting like ice cream on a hot day. 

“Y-yeah, o-of course.” 

“Good. In that case, let's head downstairs and get started with your first lesson shall we?” 

With that, her tight fitting pyjamas hugging her body as she went, Laura led Amira from the bedroom, and back downstairs to the hallway. 

“Alright, kneel here,” Laura ordered, pointing to a spot on the floor beside the shoe rack Amira had neatly arranged just a few days ago. Wordlessly, Amira did as she was told, wincing in discomfort as her knees pressed down on the hard-wood floor. 

“So, if you want me to sign that form of yours, the first thing you’re going to need to improve is your initiative. You’re very good at doing as you’re told, but it would make my life a lot easier if you just did everything I needed without me even noticing, you know?” Laura went on, her eyes scanning the tidily presented rows of shoes, until she found what she was looking for and her face lit up. “Ah, here we go. Let me show you what I mean.” 

Reaching down to the bottom shelf of the rack, Laura plucked out a pair of well worn flip-flops, and threw them in a heap beside Amira’s knees. Looking down, Amira could immediately see they were absolutely filthy. Dried in specks of mud clung to the grooves of their soles where they’d clearly been worn in the garden through the summer, while the once vibrant green rubber on top was stained a murky brown where it had spent so long beneath Laura’s feet. 

“Now, you tidied this shoe rack, what, three or four days ago?” Laura asked, towering over the kneeling Amira and peering down in disapproval.  

“Y-yeah, Wednesday I think,” Amira replied timidly. 

“So, you would have seen the state of these when you put them away then?” 

“I… I guess so.” 

“And yet, you placed them in the shoe rack without feeling the need to clean them.” 

Yes, because I was exhausted, Amira wanted to scream. Because I've spent the last few weeks putting my entire life on hold to wait on you hand and foot with barely a moment's rest, living off a few hours of snatched sleep every night, which is apparently still not enough to meet your ridiculous standards! Is it really such a fucking surprise that I might have cut a corner or two? 

“No… sorry I-I probably wasn't thinking,” she pathetically apologised instead. 

“No, you weren't. And that's the problem,” Laura's expression softened. “But don't worry, I'm going to use that nice new collar of yours to help make sure this never happens again.” 

Standing beside her kneeling victim, Laura held out her phone in one hand, and pointed down to the dirtier of the two sandals with the other. 

“Alright then, let’s put that initiative of yours to the test shall we?” She smiled brightly. “Amira, I’d like you to clean my shoe for me please.” 

“Y-yeah, sure. I’ll erm, I’ll just grab a cloth and…” 

Amira went to stand, but was immediately stopped in tracks. 

“Oh no, perhaps you could’ve used a cloth if you’d cleaned them earlier, but there’s no time for that now. You’ll have to make do without one.” 

“B-but how am I going too…” 

Buzz

“Gaahhhh!” Amira cried, her body jerking at the painful shock. 

“Come on, use your initiative,” Laura instructed. “I want those shoes clean, and I want it done now!” 

Amira’s mind whirled; what did this crazy bitch want from her? How was she going to clean the shoe if she wasn’t allowed to get a cloth? 

Buzz 

“Oww!” 

“Hurry up, clean them,” Laura snapped, clearly growing frustrated with Amira’s reluctance. 

Buzz 

Buzz 

Buzz 

Each shock the collar delivered had Amira yelping like a dog. She tried to think, to make some sense of the situation, but the barrage of jolts to the neck made it impossible. She looked down at the filthy flip-flop, an image of her a few weeks before flashed into her head; sat below the kitchen, a dirty stain on Laura’s shoe, surely Laura didn’t mean for her to… Buzz 

Buzz 

Buzz 

Desperate for the pain to stop, Amira did the only thing she could think to, plunging her head down into the bowels of the sandal, pushing her tongue against the filthy rubber and licking like her life depended on it. Immediately it was a struggle not to gag as the foul taste of rubber made dirty by so many hours beneath sweaty feet invaded her mouth, but to Amira’s immense relief, she was finally granted a reprieve from the relentless shocks that had been tormenting her. 

“There, that wasn’t so hard was it?” Laura’s patronising tone sounded above her head. “See how easy it is to use your initiative with a little motivation?” 

“Yes Laura, I understand,” Amira replied, trying without success to ignore the flavour of sweaty feet seeping into her tongue as it probed into the grooves worn away by Laura’s toes. 

“I’m glad to hear it; though I think from now on, you should call me ‘Miss Dunbar,’ It just sounds a bit more… respectful, you know?” 

“Yes Miss Dunbar,” Amira echoed robotically, unsure how the fact she was literally licking the woman’s shoe clean wasn’t respectful enough by itself, but too scared of the collar around her neck to argue. 

“Good girl,” Laura bent down, and placed an affectionate hand at the small of Amira’s back. “So, have you learned your lesson? You’ll keep my shoes nice and clean from now on? Without having to wait for me to tell you to do it?” 

“I-I will Miss Dunbar,” Amira murmured through a tongue-full of dried dirt, suddenly very aware of just how close Laura’s hand was to the top of her buttocks. 

“Good, because going forward, every time I see so much as a speck of dirt on any of my shoes, you’ll be cleaning them with your tongue, just like this. Understand?” 

The thought of licking Laura's shoe's clean becoming a regular part of her routine sickened Amira to her stomach, but wilting as usual under the older woman's gaze, she didn't have it in her to resist. 

"Y-yes, I understand." 

"Perfect. Now, I'm going to go and have a nice, long soak in the bath, while you kneel right here and run that little tongue of yours across those sandals until they're spotless. Then, when you're done, we'll have a nice chat all about the fun new rules you'll be following from now on. Sound good?" 

"Yes Miss Dunbar," Amira parrotted back for the final time, struggling not to die of shame as she slid her tongue through a particularly dirt-crusted groove.  

"Good," Laura said, turning and making her way up the stairs, leaving Amira knelt alone on the hard floor, lapping at the dirty pair of sandals like a hungry dog; the tastes of dried in dirt and stale, sweaty feet dancing together on her tongue. 




Chapter Seven

Many hours later… 

If Amira thought she'd gotten used to the constant ache that had plagued her body for the past few weeks, today had taught her there were always new depths waiting for her to sink into. Every joint and muscle felt like they were on fire; her knees and elbows in particular felt as if someone had taken a blowtorch to them. Just that morning, she'd been certain that licking those filthy flip-flops had been her hitting rock bottom; now it felt like a fond memory. 

Not long after Amira had finished licking the last of the dirt from the battered old pair of sandals, and hastily wiped any trace of filth from the other shoes in the rack, lest she be made to lick them clean as well, Laura had emerged from the steaming bathroom in a thick, cozy bath-robe, and wasted no time in explaining the ‘fun new rules’ she'd need to follow to meet the older woman's exacting new standards. Allegedly they were a way to help improve her ‘attention to detail,’ though as far as Amira could tell, they were just another way to work her to the bone, in order to make Laura's life marginally easier. 

“You need to make sure you get to every little spot of dirt and grime that might be hiding around the house,” Laura had explained as she padded bare-foot down the stairs. “So from now on, I think it's best if you clean with a toothbrush to make sure you get into all those little nooks and crannies. It'll take you a lot longer, and probably be pretty hard work, but it will just give me peace of mind knowing everything is cleaned properly, you know?” 

Looking back, the way Laura made such excessive demands so flippantly should have set off alarm bells, but to her shame, Amira was far too distracted to notice; her eyes fixed firmly on the sight of the older woman's bare legs peeking through her loose hanging robe, bath-water still hot and glistening across their pale flesh. 

Lovely as Laura's legs were, the spark of excitement they ignited was quickly extinguished beneath a mountain of aches, pain and misery, as the tyranny of Laura's new rules began in earnest. For more than two hours Amira found herself knelt in the bathroom, inhaling the fumes from an arsenal of cleaning products as she scrubbed every inch of the place with a toothbrush; cleaning with such precision, even the most masterful craftsman would have been awed. From the grouting between each set of tiles, to the half hidden pipes behind the sink and every tucked away patch of grime along the way, none of it escaped her tenacious bristles. 

Though over the past weeks her body had grown used to hard domestic labour, this felt like it was breaking her all over again. The damn toothbrush may have been effective, but it made everything take so much longer. By the time she was done, Amira had been scrubbing so hard, for so long, her shoulder felt like it was about to drop off; and in all honesty, the bloody thing hurt so much, she'd have probably welcomed it. 

To Amira's dismay, this intense deep-clean of the bathroom was only the start of her ordeal. Fresh from the indignity of spending half an hour scrubbing away with her head stuck in Laura's toilet, she was then made to turn her toothbrush on Laura's car.  

Kneeling with her knees sinking into the sharp gravel, she painstakingly scoured the rubber tire tracks and metal hubcaps, before scrubbing her way up the bodywork, the tiny bristles barely making a dent in the stubborn grime that covered the surface. The job took her virtually the entire day; by the time Amira stumbled back to the house (hours after she'd planned to be back home making an attempt to catch up on her coursework) her hands were raw, her body felt like it was made of lead and the toothbrush was so bent and battered, it was more of a cruel joke than a cleaning tool. 

As she staggered into the kitchen like a zombie, Amira hoped her exertions would at least earn her a reprieve from her usual list of chores. Alas, as usual, her hope was in vain. Instead, she found herself cooking Laura's dinner, rubbing her feet beneath the table as she ate and helping herself to the meager leftovers from the pan as she cleaned the kitchen long into the evening. 

Then, just as Amira finally thought she could head home and rest her broken body, Laura asked if she wouldn't mind staying on another hour or two to get a couple of loads of laundry done. Of course it was technically a question, but the menacing glint in Laura's eyes, and the fact she held the tablet ominously as she spoke, suggested Amira didn't have much choice in the matter. Once she inevitably agreed, Laura took great pleasure in outlining another of the 'fun new rules' she would be expected to adhere to. 

"So, I was reading online about how much better it is for your clothes if you give them a cold wash by hand the day before you put them through the machine, and I just thought it would be a really helpful thing for you to do," Laura explained with a devilish grin, finishing the last of her wine at the kitchen table as Amira finished the washing up. "I mean, it'll only take you what... an extra half an hour per load? But I'll feel so much fresher every day. That's got to be worth it, right?” 

Looking at the clock and realising how long ago she should have left already, it most certainly didn't seem worth it as far as Amira was concerned. However, too battered and beaten to argue even if she had the will to, Amira merely nodded her head in agreement as she plunged another dirty plate into the murky bowl of soapy water. 

Which is how, a little over an hour later, Amira found herself squatting in the damp, dingy utility room, elbow deep in a bowl filled with cold water and an assortment of Laura's dirty clothes. Shivering in the cold and armed with nothing more than her hands and a bottle of liquid laundry detergent, she somehow forced her body past the point of exhaustion, scrubbing at pit-stained t-shirts, sweat soaked socks and, to Amira's immense disgust, even Laura's dirty panties. 

Well, mostly to her disgust, she admitted to herself as she finished wringing out the final soapy pair and tossing them in the laundry basket. No matter how she wrinkled her nose with distaste, it was hard to deny the strange, elicit sort of thrill that gripped her in such proximity to another woman's worn panties. 

Pushing such troubling thoughts from her head, Amira stumbled to her feet, poured the grimy water down the sink and decanted the damp laundry into the dryer, before switching it on and pacing wearily into the hall. Finally, she thought to herself, shoulders sagging with relief, she was done. Many hours later than planned, but at last she could go home and rest her aching body. If this was what Laura now expected of her on a daily basis, she had no idea how she was going to make it through the next three weeks, but at least it was just that; three weeks. Once she'd endured them, she could finally put this mess behind her once and for all. 

“Miss Dunbar,” she called, poking her head tentatively around the living room door. “I've finished the washing, and the laundry is in the dryer. I'll get it washed, folded and put away when I'm here tomorrow. Are you er, okay if I head home? Just because, I mean it's getting pretty late…” 

For a moment, Laura didn't even seem to notice her. Nestled in the thick cushions of her favourite armchair, her legs tucked beneath a soft blanket and a half eaten tub of ice cream in her hand, she was a picture of cozy luxury; far too comfortable and absorbed in the reality show flickering away on the TV to register Amira's presence. Then, just as Amira was about to repeat the question, Laura turned her head lazily in her direction. 

“Yeah of course, as long as you're sure you've finished everything?” 

Relief flooded through Amira's body. Thank God, she thought, she didn't think she had it in her to keep going much longer; if she pushed herself any more, she'd probably end up collapsing with exhaustion. It was almost time; the warm embrace of her nice soft bed was so close she could almost taste it. Then tomorrow, Laura would sign that damn form, and she could start counting down the days until her freedom. 

"Yep, all done," she said, forcing a tired smile. 

"You sure?" Laura paused ominously. "There's definitely nothing you've forgotten?" 

The mischief sparkling in the older woman's eyes gave Amira pause for thought, but she was certain there was nothing she'd missed. A swell of anxiety licked at her chest, but as she ran through the list of chores in her head, there was definitely nothing she hadn't finished. 

"Well then sure, of course you can head off." 

"Great. I'll er, I'll see you tomorrow then," Amira breathed a sigh of relief, stepped back and began to inch the door shut. 

"But before you go," Laura called out triumphantly. "I was wondering if you could tell me what these are?” 

Placing her half eaten tub of ice cream on the side, Laura reached beneath the blanket and pulled out a clearly worn, scrunched up pair of pink panties, which she let dangle loosely from her finger. 

"They're erm," Amira furrowed her brow in confusion. "They're panties..." 

"That's right, they are aren't they? A pair of my dirty panties by the looks of it," Laura's voice dripped with condescension. "And since you're sooo certain you didn't miss anything today, I was wondering if you could explain what they were doing in the bottom of my laundry hamper?” 

"I-I-I..." Amira blabbered, her mouth opening and closing like a fish. How was this happening? She was absolutely certain she'd emptied that hamper; she'd checked three times!  

"I-I'm sorry, I really thought I'd…” 

“But you clearly didn't, did you? After everything you've done today, I was literally just about to sign that little form of yours, but now…” Laura gave an exaggerated sigh. “How can I?” 

Laura shook her head sadly. 

“You know, if your heart isn't in it, maybe we should just put an end to this? I'll let the University know this isn't working out, and they can find you someone else to volunteer with next year.” 

“No!” Amira blurted out instinctively; horrified by the prospect of these weeks of suffering and humiliation being for nothing. “P-please, please don't… My parents will kill me if I fail the year. M-my heart is in it, I just made a silly mistake, that's all. I love being your little helper, you know I do. Please, let me prove it to you, I'll do anything!” 

“Hmmm, anything…” Laura pondered, a look somewhere between thoughtful and amused etched across her face. “Well, I suppose I could give you one last chance to prove that you deserve to be here… but there will have to be some changes. And not just working harder either; you're going to have to really show me you're ready to take responsibility for your mistakes.” 

“I-I can do that. Please, just give me a chance.” 

"You sure? Because you're going to have to prove to me that you deserve this opportunity..." Laura leaned forward conspiratorially, a sadistic smirk playing on her lips. "You do deserve this, you know that, right? The way I treat you... the things I make you do... you deserve it all.” 

Amira froze; something in the way Laura spoke bore through to her very soul. This was it, she realised, a slip of the mask. For the first time, Laura was bringing the truth that deep down they both knew out into the light. Laura wasn't oblivious to the unfair, unreasonable nature of their relationship; she was revelling in it. She'd instigated it from the start. Now she was flaunting it openly, almost daring Amira to challenge her.  

If there was ever a time to stand up for herself, Amira knew it was now. To give in again, to let Laura continue to trample her underfoot with their relationship laid bare like this, would be almost like admitting the abuse she'd suffered over the last few weeks was acceptable. Hell, if she didn't fight back now, maybe Laura was right; maybe she did deserve to be treated this way.  

Amira opened her mouth, willing herself to at long last put Laura in her place, but the words just wouldn't come; swallowed by a hesitation she didn't quite understand. A heady combination of fear, anxiety and the dark, unspoken desire that had plagued her for weeks pulled at her like an anchor, dragging her deeper into Laura's web of abuse. She felt like she was wading through quicksand, and every moment she spent under the older woman's fiery gaze had her seeking deeper and deeper, until she was almost submerged. By the time words finally tumbled from her mouth, any thought of rebellion had been well and truly snuffed out. 

“I… I understand,” she admitted in a barely audible whisper; a look of disbelief etched across her face, as if taken aback by her own words. “T-the way you treat me… it's what I deserve.” 

“Excellent, I'm glad to hear it,” Laura grinned triumphantly, pushing herself up from the armchair and stalking across to Amira like a cat toying with its prey. “In that case, let's have a little talk about your punishment shall we?” 

"M-my punishment?" Amira stammered, her blood turning cold. 

"That's right, your punishment. From now on, whenever you make a mistake, or act in a way I don't approve of, I'm going to make sure you're punished for it.” 

Amira listened in mute horror; a look of astonishment etched across her pretty face.  

"Oh don't look so surprised,"  Laura chuckled. "It's the only way you'll learn to truly take responsibility for your actions. Don't you think when you do something wrong, you deserve to be punished for it?" 

"I-I guess that makes sense..." 

"So you see, I'll just be treating you as you deserve to be treated, won't I?" 

Laura took a step towards her, smirking menacingly. 

"I'm going to be punishing you, because you deserve to be punished.” 

"O-okay..." was the only response Amira could muster, her trembling hand wandering subconsciously to her shock collar. 

"Oh no dear, the collar's here for encouragement, remember? No, for your punishment I was thinking something a little more... traditional.” 

Without breaking eye contact, Laura slipped her hand down to her waist, purposefully unbuckled her belt and with an almost sensual care, eased the thick strip of leather around her hips until it fell free. 

“N-no…” Amira whimpered, eyes wide with terror as she realised what Laura intended to do to her. “Please, you can't…” 

“Take off your trousers,” Laura ordered, ignoring Amira's pathetic mewing. 

This was madness, Amira thought to herself desperately; the constant humiliation and abusive treatment was one thing, but this… this was inhumane… hell, illegal even! She might let Laura walk all over her, but this was a step too far even for her. Though even as the thought of resisting rattled around her head, her hands appeared to wander down to her waist of their own accord, and before she knew what was happening, she found herself unfastening the top buttons of her jeans, and slipping them down until they pooled at her feet. 

“Now, why don't you bend over the arm of my chair, and we'll get a little look at that bottom of yours, shall we?” Laura grinned, pulling the belt into a loop and tapping it ominously against her palm. 

Amira stepped from the discarded jeans, shivering at the bareness of her legs despite the warmth of the room, and padded nervously past Laura toward the waiting arm-chair. Normally a conservative dresser, Amira had never been in such a state of undress in front of another person before. With nothing but a cheap pair of white cotton panties clothing the bottom half of her body, she felt more exposed and vulnerable than ever. Her cheeks flushed at the shame of it, even as some deep buried part of her swelled with excitement. 

As she reached the chair, Amira bent over the arm as instructed and lowered her head down into the seat below, prostrating herself across the soft fabric. The slight warmth of the cushion against her cheek was a stark reminder of the fact her face was now pressed up to the very spot that until a few moments ago, had spent the evening snugly cradling Laura's ass as she sat in front of the television. 

“Right then, let's have a look at what we're working with, shall we?” Laura chirped joyfully as she hooked two fingers beneath the hem of Amira’s panties, and tugged them roughly to the ground. 

“Gaahhhh,” Amira gasped with shock, her body growing instantly tense. What the fuck was happening? She asked herself in utter disbelief, as events spiralled out of control around her. 

“There you go, much better,” Laura chuckled ruefully, slapping a hand against Amira’s firm young buttocks, and giving one a playful squeeze. 

“No… no… no… please, it's too much… this is too much…” Amira babbled as panic spread through her chest. Laura however, as ever, took no notice; placing one hand on the back of her neck and pushing her face deeper into the cushion, while the other remained beside her bottom as the older woman absent-mindedly rubbed and traced her fingers across her fleshy buttocks. 

“You know, as a Mother, I never spanked my own,” Laura said wistfully, continuing to stroke. “I love them dearly of course, but after so many years of letting those little brats walk all over me, I must admit I do sometimes regret not taking a firmer hand with them. I've learned my lesson though… I certainly won't be making the same mistake with you.” 

“Ohhhhh fuck…” Amira groaned as her body shook at Laura's touch. This was wrong; it was sick! So why did it feeling so fucking good? Why, when she should be filled with outrage at being violated in such a way, could she seem to think of nothing but those heavenly finger-tips, dancing closer and closer to the crack of her ass with every passing second. 

“Well, on that note, let's get started shall we?” 

With a flick of the wrist, Laura cracked the leather belt in the air like a whip; the thunderous snap sending Amira jumping out her skin. 

“Hmmm what shall we say… 10 lashes? Does that sound like a fair punishment?” 

Amira wanted to refuse, but at that moment, Laura grabbed her ass and squeezed like she was trying to burst it. Thick flesh bulged between the older woman's fingers as Amira grew weak at the knees; only the chair below her stopped her from collapsing all together. She'd never been touched like this before, it was all too much for the poor girl. 

“Ohhh, yes…” she moaned, not quite able to believe the words that sprung from her mouth. 

“Good. You can count as we go, and thank me for each one. Thank me for teaching you this valuable lesson.” 

As she spoke, Laura brought the belt up to Amira's bottom, letting it dangle so the black leather tickled her soft, virgin skin. Amira trembled, her hands gripping the soft fabric for dear life; every part of her wanted to flee, but this strange combination of fear and excitement kept her shackled in place, helpless to resist what was to come. 

Laura pulled her arm back, and forcefully slapped the belt across Amira's deliciously peachy ass, turning the skin a bright, angry red. 

SMACK 

“ O-one…” Amira cried out, her eyes bulging at the sudden slash of hot pain across her pale brown cheeks. ‘T-thank you,” she added hastily. 

“Good girl,” Laura smirked, pulling back the belt for another swing. 

SMACK 

“Twooo!” Amira grunted through gritted teeth. “Thank you.” 

“Oh you are very welcome,” Laura grinned, whipping the belt back for a third time. 

SMACK 

“Three! T-thank you.” 

Laura reached down and let her fingers glide over Amira's rapidly reddening skin as she admired her handiwork. Once again, Amira couldn't stifle a moan of pleasure at the older woman's touch; the belt's assault on her ass had turned her cheeks so tender, every sensation was heightened, pain and pleasure alike.  

“You're enjoying this, aren't you?” Laura smirked. “Does it feel good, me putting you in your place like this? Does it feel… right?” 

“I-it feels amazing!” Amira groaned, praying Laura wouldn't notice the wetness creeping between her legs. 

“Yeah, I bet it does…” 

SMACK  

“Aaaaaargh!! F-four, thank you.” 

“I must say that bottom of yours is bruising up nicely! You're going to have some lovely marks to remember this lesson. Why, I bet if I just hit a little harder, we could make sure they last a good few days.” 

SMACK 

SMACK 

The crack of leather on skin cut through the air as two blows, harder than any that came before, sent a flash of pain searing across Amira's ass. 

“Hhhhnnnngh!” Amira struggled to suppress an agonised scream, tears pricking her eyes as her face turned as red as her buttocks. “F-five… Ssssix… T-thank you.” 

“Oh yes, that’s it, cry for me… you know it’s what you deserve,” Laura went on, a worrying level of excitement sneaking into her voice. “I’ve worked so hard, for so long, and now it’s your turn to look after me. And I won’t have you doing anything less than EVERYTHING I say! Do you understand?” 

“Y-Yes Miss Dunbar, I unders-” 

SMACK 

SMACK 

“TAAAAND!” Amira shrieked as two harder blows rained down on her backside. “S-seven… Eight… Thank you.” 

Amira was really struggling now, consumed by the intense throbbing of her burning ass. Her legs trembled, tears leaked down her cheeks, her chest juddered as she struggled not to sob openly at the pain and humiliation she was being forced to endure. Yet, at the same time, something else stirred within her; something almost akin to… arousal. Each blow sent her hips rocking against the air of the chair, her bare pussy grinding against the soft fabric.  

The most delicious pressure began to build between her legs; a pressure that only increased as each blow landed harder than the last. In the strangest way, the harder Laura hit her, the better it felt. Then, as she turned and saw Laura towering over her, confident, powerful, beautiful; wielding that belt like a weapon, using it to beat her into submission, the illicit desire Amira had been suppressing for the past few weeks all came bubbling to the surface. This is what she wanted, she realised. For this insatiable woman to grind her down, to walk all over her and treat her like a worthless little bitch. It excited her, it thrilled her, it turned her on. 

SMACK 

SMACK 

For the final two blows, Laura truly didn’t hold back; cracking the belt across Amira’s buttocks with all her strength. 

“Eeeaaaah! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Amira screeched, feeling like she was teetering on the brink of losing her mind. “N-nine… T-ten… Thank you.” 

Her punishment over at last, Amira’s legs finally gave way beneath her. She slumped half-naked to the floor where she knelt sobbing to herself, her whole body shaking with exertion. 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” Amira mumbled, over and over again. Her brain felt scrambled, her body both racked with pain and consumed by an arousal she both despised yet craved. She was too overwhelmed to possibly think coherently; the only thing she knew at that moment was that there was nothing going in the world more important than pleasing this immense, powerful woman, looking down at her like some kind of mousy-haired, middle aged Goddess.  

“Oh Amira, can you remember when we first met? You were so confident, so self assured; but now look at you,” Laura pouted in mock sympathy. “Not so sure of yourself anymore, are you?” 

“N-no,” Amira whimpered. There was no point lying, she thought glumly. To see her now, slumped half-naked with her sore, bare ass sitting on the hard-wood floor and tears staining her cheeks; the brash, confident girl she'd been just a few weeks ago felt a million miles away. 

“But that's alright,” Laura said almost kindly. “Because you know, I actually think I prefer you this way.” 

“Y-you do?” 

Amira looked up with eyes full of hope, like a drowning woman who'd just been thrown a lifeline. It was pathetic that even after everything Laura had done to her, she still craved her approval like a drug; but it was undoubtedly true. 

“Absolutely! You used to be so entitled, so self-absorbed, thinking the world revolved around you. But look how you've grown! No more arrogant little madam, just a nice, respectful girl, who knows her place.” 

Laura took a step forward; her presence pressed down on Amira like a weight, thick and suffocating.  

“I mean, doesn't this just feel right? You, down on the floor at my feet, showing me the respect I deserve… doesn't it feel like this is how things are supposed to be? 

“Y-yes,” Amira admitted truthfully, tears of shame pricking her eyes. It galled her to admit it out loud, but Laura was right; this felt like where she belonged. It was as if her whole life leading up to this moment, the brash, confident activist she'd been before, was just an act; a fantasy in which she'd been pretending to be someone she wasn't. This nervous, timid creature grovelling at Laura's feet was who she really was; she just needed Laura to show her how to embrace it. 

“I'm glad you think so,” Laura grinned, a look of immense satisfaction on her face. “Now, since you've been such a perfect little helper for me today, I think it's about time we got that form of yours signed, don't you?” 

“Yeah… yeah that would be great,” Amira said with a start. Truthfully, after everything that had just happened, she'd completely forgotten the reason she had let Laura do this to her in the first place! But that was right, the form. Laura was going to sign it, she wasn't going to fail the year and there was still a chance her parents wouldn't find out about this whole mess. Finally, something was going her way. 

“And hey, while I fill it out, you can show me how well you've learned your lesson, and press that pretty head of yours down on the floor by my feet, where it belongs…” Laura leered down at her, sadistic glee sparkling in her eyes. “Maybe, while you're down there, you could even give my feet a little kiss?” 

“K-kiss your feet,” Amira stammered, a cold sweat breaking out across her skin. Her eyes flicked down, almost involuntarily, to Laura's bare feet; their delicate arches, thick, round heels, long toes wiggling impishly, daring her to tear her gaze away, and struggled to ignore the way her heart fluttered at the sight of them. 

“Of course. What better way could there possibly be for you to show respect than to get down on hands and knees, and kiss my feet? To literally worship the ground I walk on? Doesn't that just sound like the perfect way to show me how grateful you are?” 

After a lifetime of being brought up to view feet as taboo, something private and personal that should be hidden away, the past few weeks had seen the young virgin become more intimately involved with Laura's feet than she had with any lover. All those evenings she'd spent rubbing them, massaging oil into them, even occasionally having Laura use her face as her own personal foot-stool; it had filled her with a longing for them. An obsession. Now, her darkest, most illicit desire was being offered to her on a plate. It went against everything she’d spent her life believing, in some ways the thought of it even turned her stomach; yet, as she looked down at them now, it felt as if those bare, beautiful feet were whispering to her… seducing and drawing her in like sirens in a stormy sea… and with every passing second, their call became harder and harder to resist. 

“I… I could do that…” Amira croaked, the shame of her surrender already threatening to swallow her, even as the excitement of what was to come burned between her legs. 

“Go on then,” Laura said with encouragement, the devil on Amira's shoulder. 

Swept along by a current of arousal, Amira tentatively placed her hands on the hard-wood beside her knees, and inched her head slowly down to the floor. Her red-raw, bare buttocks were lifted into the air as her head descended, drawn like a magnet to Laura’s waiting feet. In a twisted way she almost felt as if she was positioning herself for her daily prayers, and in a sense, she supposed she was. Praying to Laura’s feet; her new God. The image was a reminder that she was making a mockery of her faith, of everything she’d been brought up to believe, but it wasn’t enough to stop her; the pull of her desire was too strong. Laura’s feet grew larger, more imposing by the second as those last few inches closed to nothing; before, letting go of any shred of dignity she might have had left, Amira pressed her quivering lips against the older woman’s toes, and planted a loving kiss against them. 

“Good girl,” Laura praised as she scooped up the tablet. “Now you keep going down there, and I’ll get this all filled out for you. Oh, and don’t forget to keep thanking me as you go. Really make sure I know how grateful you are.” 

“Yes Miss Dunbar,” Amira replied automatically, her body trembling with arousal as brought her lips back down, planting kiss after gentle kiss across Laura’s heavenly feet. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“Thank you Miss Dunbar.” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“Thank you for teaching me my place.” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“Oh you’re so welcome my dear. Now, let’s have a look shall we?” Laura began tapping away at the tablet’s screen. “Yes… hard worker certainly… very helpful… proactive…” 

“Thank you Miss Dunbar. I love working hard for you. I’m so happy you gave me the opportunity to make your life easier,” Amira went on, not sure quite where these words were coming from, but far too absorbed in Laura’s beautifly wide arches to care. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“I know you are darling, it really is very sweet. You must feel quite lucky to have been matched with me; someone who finally brought out the real you. Can you imagine if you were still pretending to be that silly, entitled activist? How ridiculous. Yes… I think kneeling here kissing my feet is a much more appropriate place fo you, don’t you?” 

“Yes Miss Dunbar, this is where I belong.” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

The fire between Amira’s legs flared as she bent to press her lips against Laura’s ankle. Fuck, she was so turned on she could barely think. 

“I’m so lucky to have met you.” 

“Indeed you are,” Laura replied absent-mindedly as she continued to tap away. “Hmmm yes, very satisfied. Goes the extra mile… yes I think that’s fair to say. Most normal people would balk at the idea of kissing the feet of a woman old enough to be their Mother, but not you. You’re quite happy to debase yourself like this, aren’t you?” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“Yes Miss Dunbar, I-I am,” Amira's voice quivered, the open, mocking humiliation cutting her deep. A pit of shame opened in her stomach, though was quickly dwarfed by the excitement it sent surging through her veins. What the fuck was wrong with her? Why did being treated like this get her so fucking hot? It was best not to dwell on such matters, Amira told herself, tenderly kissing Laura's big toe as a distraction. 

“Of course you are, because you know your place; you know how to show me the respect I deserve. In fact, I was just thinking this feels so nice and respectful, perhaps it's something we should do more often?” 

Amira's breath caught in her throat. Was Laura saying what she thought she was? 

“Hmm, does that sound good?” Laura asked knowingly. “Maybe whenever you see me, the first thing you should do is get down on your knees, and give my feet a nice long kiss. Just like you are now?” 

“Y-yes…” Amira moaned, her mouth between Laura’s toes, excitement growing with every word. “I-I could do that.” 

“Wonderful! That’s exactly what you'll do then. No matter what state they're in; barefoot, socks, sandals, hell I don’t care if I’m wearing the filthiest, muddiest boots you’ve ever seen, you’ll be on all fours and kissing my feet before I’ve even said a word. Understand?” 

“I-I understand…” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“Good. But remember, I have two feet, so you’ll need to give both equal attention.” 

“S-Sorry!” Amira blurted frantically, hurriedly throwing her face into Laura's other foot and pressing her lips against it with desperate urgency. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“Oh it’s no problem at all,” Laura chuckled. “You’ll have plenty of time to practice going forward. I’m sure you’ll be the perfect little foot-kisser in no time. Now, where was I…” 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

Kiss, kiss, kiss

Amira showered Laura’s feet with kisses as the older woman finished filling out the review. She took slow, deliberate care, paying close attention to each foot and doing her best to ensure not an inch of soft, sweaty skin escaped the attention of her hungry lips.  

“Aaaaaand… we’re done!” Laura said with a flourish, scribbling her stylus across the screen as she signed the document. 

Relief swept through Amira’s body. Finally, it was over. No matter what had been done to her, these last weeks of back-breaking work and endless humiliation wouldn’t be for nothing. She wasn’t going to fail the year, she was going to get through this, and come out the other side with her life intact. 

“T-Thank you Miss Dunbar,” she breathed shakily. 

“That’s quite alright; you deserve this after all. I mean, you’ve been working so hard for me all day, you took your punishment like a good girl, and now I must say you’re doing the most wonderful job on my feet.” 

Laura paused thoughtfully. 

“Though you know, it is a bit of a shame you can’t reach my soles while I’m standing like this. Perhaps you should lie on your back for a moment, we wouldn’t want to leave a job half done now, would we?” 

“N-no, of course not,” Amira agreed, perhaps a little too eagerly. Obediently she turned over, hastily pulled up the panties from around her ankles, and lay with her back against the cold, hard floor. “Like this?” 

“Oh yes, that will do nicely…” 

Amira presumed Laura would take a seat back on the arm-chair, but once again, she underestimated the cruelty of her tormentor. To Amira’s immense shock, instead of reclining back into the chair’s comfy embrace, Laura planted a cold, bare foot squarely on her exposed stomach, and with a swift push, sprung up and landed with her full body weight on Amira's torso. 

“GUUHHHH!” Amira gasped, as the older woman’s feet plunged into her belly, forcing the air from her lungs. 

Amira’s hands instinctively grasped at Laura's ankles, but the woman’s weight kept her pinned helplessly in place, struggling to catch her breath. 

“Yes, that’s much better,” Laura grinned as she took tentative steps across her whimpering human carpet. “You’ll have a much better angle now. Here…” 

Literally walking all over her, Laura shifted position to balance with one foot on Amira’s midriff, icy cold toes drumming playful on her belly, while the other hovered ominously above her victim’s face. 

“Kiss…” 

From her lowly position, the sole of Laura’s foot was an immense storm cloud, rolling across the sky and filling every inch of her vision, blocking her from the outside world. It was as if nothing existed but those wrinkled soles, specked with dirt and fluff from the ground. The lowest part of Laura’s body now towered above her, making her feel smaller, more insignificant than ever. As if in a trance, Amira raised her head those last few inches, and shivered with arousal as her lips brushed against the soft, sweaty sole of the older woman’s foot. 

Kiss, kiss, kiss 

“There you go, good girl,” Laura encouraged her soothingly. “Letting me walk all over you… kissing the very bottom of my feet… why, I don’t think you could get any lower, do you?” 

“N-no…” Amira mumbled into the ball of Laura’s foot, overcome with desire. 

“No, sooo nice and respectful,”  Laura signed contently, looking down in admiration at the girl beneath her feet before continuing. “You really do look at home down there. It’s almost a shame there’s only a few weeks left…” 

“Mmmmm,” Amira hummed softly in absent-minded agreement, her lips puckered against Laura’s sole. 

“Unless of course… you wanted to stay on?” 

For the first time, Amira hesitated. Having this incredible, powerful woman trample over her like this had whipped her into a frenzy of desire that made rational thought virtually impossible; but even so, alarm bells began to sound from deep within her subconscious. Beneath the layers of arousal, the last scraps of the woman she’d been before were crying out; ‘Don’t let her do this… survive the six weeks and get out… it’s your last chance to escape…’ 

But just as the spark of Amira’s self-esteem threatened to reignite, Laura shifted position; shuffling backward so the heel of her standing foot slipped between Amira’s legs, pushing up against her pussy, only loosely covered by the panties she’d hurriedly put on moments before. The young virgin gasped at a touch more intimate than any she’d known, and Laura wasted no time in exploiting the moment, pushing her toes into the shocked girl’s open mouth. 

“Gluurrggghhh!” Amira gurgled, her eyes growing wide in panic as the older woman’s toes pushed through her lips and wriggled against her tongue.  

“I mean, this arrangement just seems to be working out so well for the both of us,” Laura kept going as if stuffing her feet into Amira’s mouth was a perfectly normal thing to do. “I don’t see any reason why we shouldn’t keep going long term, do you?” 

As she spoke, Laura began to roll her heel gently between Amira’s legs, rubbing and grinding against her virgin pussy. Shockwaves of pleasure pulsed through the naive young Muslim’s body. God, it felt so fucking good; at that moment, there was nothing in the world that mattered besides keeping that foot grinding away between her legs. With Laura’s toes filling her mouth it was impossible to reply. All Amira could do was shake her head frantically, consumed by the moment she never wanted to end. 

“No? So you’ll stay on then? Become my little helper… indefinitely?” 

Laura looked down from so far above and locked eyes with her human doormat. This was it, Amira knew, the final nail was about to be hammered into her coffin. If she agreed, her life as she knew it would be over. Her only safety net, the fact this arrangement was temporary, would be pulled away from beneath her. If she ever wanted things to go back to the way they were, she had to take this chance, finally stand up for herself and put an end to this madness once and for all… 

But every moment she hesitated, Laura ground down on her clit harder and harder, squashing it beneath her heel. Between the humiliation of being trampled, the weight of this immense woman on her chest, the foot sliding deeper into her mouth by the second, and of course the euphoric pleasure burning between her legs, Amira was quickly becoming overwhelmed. She could feel the orgasm building… God, it would be so easy to give in… so easy to just let the pleasure take her. Why bother fighting when it felt this fucking good? 

Slowly and deliberately, Amira nodded her head, a single tear trickling down her cheek as she finally surrendered to her fate. 

“Excellent! I knew you wouldn’t let me down,” Laura grinned, her eyes shining with victory as she pushed her foot deep into Amira’s mouth; a reward for the younger girl’s surrender. 

Amira coughed and sputtered as the invader slid in so deep, she could feel toes tickle the back of her throat. Her lips were stretched as the arch of Laura’s foot was forced between them, her tongue pressed flat beneath the older woman’s wrinkled sole, filling Amira’s mouth with the powerful taste of sweaty feet. She should have been disgusted, but the humiliation of it all just plunged Amira deeper into the pit of arousal which threatened to consume. 

“Though you know, if we’re going to be doing this permanently, perhaps it might be best if you gave up on that silly little apartment of yours, and just moved in with me here instead?” Laura went on, smiling as Amira choked on her foot. “Just imagine how much more you’ll get done if you don’t have to waste time travelling, or doing things for yourself.” 

Amira knew she should be alarmed as the woman trampling all over her systematically dismantled her life, but that heel grinding away against her pussy just felt too fucking good for her to care about anything so trivial. 

“I mean, you could literally look after me 24/7,” Laura went on, paying little attention to the whimpering girl beneath her feet. “I bet once we get you used to it, you could survive on just a few hours sleep a night. It will be perfect; no rest, no laying around, just working hard all day, every day, to make my life as easy as possible.” 

With every word Laura ground harder and harder with her heel, sending Amira into a whole new world of pleasure.  

“I suppose you’ll be so busy, you’ll probably have to start missing a few lectures. But that’s alright, I’m sure you’ll find a way to catch up. They must have a summer school or something, right?” 

“GLLLUUURRRGGHH!” Amira moaned orgasmicaly into the older woman’s foot. The most heavenly pressure was building and building between her legs. Oh fuck, she’d never felt pleasure like this before. Laura’s heel was fucking her, again and again, harder and harder… She was about to lose her virginity to the foot of a woman old enough to be her Mother, but she didn’t care. She just wanted release… she needed it… 

“And hey, you won’t have to worry about paying rent anymore, you can just send it straight to me instead!” Laura exclaimed gleefully. “You must pay what, $1800 per month? Maybe we should call it $2000 to be safe. That will cover your room and board here. Although I might have visitors over, so you probably won’t actually have a room so to speak. Maybe we can find some space for you in the shed? Or the cupboard under the stairs perhaps?” 

It was at that moment Amira just couldn’t hold on anymore. With the taste of dirty feet filling her mouth, and the sound of her financial destruction ringing in her ears, Laura’s foot finally pushed the overwhelmed virgin over the edge, and fucked her to orgasm. The young Muslim’s body jerked and writhed as the heel of Laura’s foot pounded her pussy, sending wave after wave of ecstasy flowing through every inch of her body. There, crushed and cumming beneath Laura’s feet, Amira finally accepted the truth she’d been burying since she first laid eyes on the older woman all those weeks ago. This was what she wanted; there was nowhere else in the world she’d rather be. 




Epilogue

 

 

The early morning sunlight filtered through the frosted glass of the front door, giving the hallway a peaceful, serene quality. Not that Amira could particularly appreciate it, having spent over two hours now hard at work; first ironing stacks of Laura's clothes, now scrubbing furiously at the skirting boards with a toothbrush. Already the deep ache that seemed to live in her bones was beginning to take its toll. 

Three weeks had passed since the day she'd choked on Laura's foot, and her already out of control life had spiralled to new depths. The notice on her student flat had long since been submitted and processed; in just two short weeks she'd have nowhere to call her own, and would officially take up residence as Laura's live-in housekeeper instead. 

Telling her parents had been the hardest part of all this. They just couldn't understand why their smart, driven, independent daughter had moved away from the University life she so clearly loved to, in her Father's words, 'debase herself working for a rich, white woman.' Of course she'd lied, telling them she was being paid handsomely for the sacrifice, and they'd just about accepted it in the end, but the disappointment in their eyes broke Amira's heart all the same. 

Her friends at least had been more supportive, if a little concerned as to whether they'd ever actually see her again. 'Don't worry, I'll make plenty of time to visit campus," she'd reassured Nadia, though even as she said it, Amira knew it was a lie. Laura's increasing demands had already caused her to miss one lecture, then made her late to a couple of seminars last week, and she wasn't even living there yet. If her education was suffering, how was she ever going to find time for a social life? 

The fact that everything she knew and loved was crumbling around her should have ensured Amira's new life was nothing short of miserable; however, to her immense shame, in many ways Amira felt alive a way she never had before.  

Growing up, Amira may not have adopted her parents conservative religious views with quite the same conviction, but even so, there were certain elements of her faith that were hard to shake off. She'd always considered herself very progressive; what other people chose to do in their own homes was no business of hers, but the idea that she herself was attracted to a woman in any way, was frankly unthinkable. 

While she still wasn't sure she'd quite describe herself as a ‘lesbian’, feeling such arousal coarse through her body that night as Laura had stood atop her, forcing one foot down her throat while the other ground down between her legs, had brought home a few undeniable home truths. This strange hold Laura possessed over her wasn't just fear or her own timidness (though both certainly played a part), it was desire. A kind of genuine, raw, (dare she say) sexual desire that she'd never felt before.  

She realised now the reason couldn't stand up to Laura was because deep down, she didn't want to. She wanted Laura to abuse her kind nature, to take advantage of her and treat her like a piece of dirt on her shoe, because on some level it turned her on. She enjoyed the fact Laura made her grovel at her feet, because for reasons she didn't quite understand, the woman's feet drove her wild! Just the sight of them was enough to bring back the memory of their taste on her tongue… that delicious rubbing between her legs… sometimes she struggled to think of anything else. 

There was no doubt about it, being caught up in this toxic ‘relationship’ was a whole lot easier to stomach now she'd essentially fetishized her own abuse. Yes, the work was backbreaking and left her body in pretty much perpetual agony. Yes, she was being humiliated and debased on a daily basis for Laura's personal amusement. But it was hard to resent someone too much when every act of cruelty set a fire between your legs so hot it felt like it might burn forever. 

That fire licked away at her almost constantly, as indeed it did at that very moment, as Amira knelt on the hardwood floor in the hallway, cleaning away with her trusty toothbrush. The ever-present undercurrent of excitement, alongside a very pleasant daydream concerning the hour-long foot massage she'd given Laura last night, was a welcome distraction for the dull ache eating away at the upper part of her body. In fact, so caught up was she in dreams of slick, oily feet, Amira entirely failed to notice the sound of the front door creaking open, and the subsequent click-clack of approaching footsteps, until the figure was practically on top of her. 

"Erm, excuse me... who the fuck are you?" a young woman's voice sounded out, laced with equal confusion and disgust. "And what do you think you're doing in my house?” 

Jumping out her skin in fright, Amira's head snapped around and her eyes grew wide as she took in the figure. Looming over her was a beautiful bombshell of a blonde, probably similar in age to herself, sporting an immaculate designer blouse, leather thigh-high boots and an expression that suggests she'd just stepped in something unpleasant. The strangest thing was, the girl looked awfully familiar… 

“Wait a minute…” The girl's eyes narrowed, before lighting up in recognition. “Amira? Amira Benali? What the fuck are you doing here?”  

For a horrible few moments Amira could only look on dumbstruck, her exhausted mind whirling as it tried in vain to put the pieces together. How did this girl know her name? Who was she? Why did she look so damn familiar? Then, in a moment of sickening clarity, something clicked. The girl was Melony; Melony Dunbar. The lazy brat she'd known since high-school, who while Amira had been studying hard for the grades she needed, had coasted by on her good looks and effortless charm, sucking up to the teachers and bullying anyone weaker than her, before somehow ending up at the same University anyway.  

Amira had never had much to do with her in their school-days; confident and relatively popular, she didn't fit the profile of Melony's usual victims. In the years since they graduated, she'd seen her even less. There was the odd glimpse of her on campus, smoking a joint behind the lecture hall or sneering at one of her protests as they'd marched past, but other than that, she barely remembered the girl existed. So what on earth was she doing here now? How had she just sauntered into Laura's house as if she owned the place. Did she have a key? None of it made sense. Unless, wait a minute; Melony… Dunbar… No, surely not… 

“Darling, so lovely to see you!” Laura's voice boomed through the hall as she emerged from the kitchen. 

“Hi Mom,” Melony beamed in response. 

The bottom of Amira’s stomach fell away as the penny finally dropped; ‘Mom’… Melony was Laura's daughter! Amira had heard Laura talk about her children before, but she'd never put two and two together until now.  

"Oh honey, it's so good to see you," Laura strode past Amira as if she weren't there and pulled her daughter into a deep embrace. Once a few seconds had passed, the two of them broke apart, and Laura turned to the figure crouched on her floor with an amused smirk playing on her lips. "I see you've already met the help.” 

"The help?" 

A look of confusion flashed across Melony's perfectly sculpted face, which quickly melted away as the situation dawned on her, replaced by a look of ecstatic disbelief; like a fox who'd stumbled into the hen-house. 

"Oh my God, wait, are you fucking serious?" she grinned wickedly. "Amira Benali is, like what, your maid or something?" 

"I suppose you could call her that, yes," Laura replied, tilting her head a fraction, surprise flickering briefly in her eyes.  

"So what, she like, does the laundry, cooks dinner, scrubs the toilets, all that kind of stuff?" 

"Yes, that's right, among other things..." Laura looked thoughtfully from Amira to her daughter and back, an amused smirk playing on her lips. "I'm sorry, I might be imagining it, but do you girls know each other?” 

"Oh yes... we go way back," Melony stepped forward, her mouth curled into a cruel and eyes filled with such hunger, it chilled Amira to the bone. "It's been a while though, and I can't wait to catch up. We are going to have sooooo much fun together…” 

As she peered up at the imposing figure of the bratty bully who she'd seen terrorise countless girls back in high-school, Amira struggled to contain the ride of panic rising in her chest. Melony had pretty much left alone the outgoing, confident girl she'd been back then, but to look at her now, the snivelling, weak willed little house-servant who did as she was told, and let people (quite literally) walk all over her... Amira had a feeling she might not get away quite so easily. 

Amira's eyes darted between Mother and daughter; both so confident, so beautiful, and both looking down at her like she was a bug they were about to squash. Oh God, she had had a bad feeling about this… 

Thank you for reading! 
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