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An awkward atmosphere had settled over the family home in the two weeks since Mary's ‘disappearing act,’ as her Mother had taken to calling it. The poor woman had been beside herself with worry when Mary, having left that morning as if nothing were amiss, failed to reappear until 3am the next day, her clothes caked in mud and soaked to the bone. At first she'd just been relieved to see her daughter home safe, but the initial rush of relief was quickly replaced by a furious tirade as she'd demanded to know where she'd been.

Through tears of shame Mary explained she'd been to a party, some friends her Mother didn't know had invited her over and she'd got carried away, then became lost as she tried to make her way home in the pouring rain. She knew she should have texted home, but she'd forgotten, and by the time she remembered her phone had run out of charge entirely.

“How could you do this?!” her Mother had raged. “How could you be so thoughtless?! I thought you were dead in a ditch somewhere! I've been calling the hospitals... was about to report you missing...”

The rant went on for what felt like an age, and Mary accepted it without rebuke. She knew she deserved every furious word of it; the fact she'd caused her Mother such distress broke her heart and filled her with so much shame she didn't know if she'd ever be able to look herself in the eye again. Worst of all however was the fact that she hadn't even been to this supposed party in the first place! The whole story was just the only way she could think to explain the events of that day without revealing the humiliating truth of what had actually taken place. 

Which was of course that Jasmine Summers, the gleefully sadistic bully who seemed to possess some kind of unnatural hold over her, and Jasmine's equally mean friend Brooke had subjected her to an afternoon of abuse and humiliation worse than anything she could have possibly imagined. They'd laughed and giggled with delight as they used Mary's mouth as an ashtray, made her lick dirt from their feet and beat her bare ass with a riding crop, while merrily splurging her savings on a shopping spree for themselves, before forcing her to cum as she kissed Jasmine's perfect round ass. Then, just as Mary thought her ordeal was over, they'd stripped her naked, bound her like a pig and left her lying in the mud; a final test of her trust to decide whether she was truly ‘friendship material.’

Mary had laid like that for hours, shivering and sobbing miserably through pouring rain into the thick carpet of mud, hoping in vain that her new ‘friends’ would come and let her go. When darkness finally fell, Mary accepted no-one was coming to her aid, and set about trying to free herself from the bonds that held her. After many hours of wriggling and squirming in the filth, she finally succeeded, dressed herself in the sodden, mud-caked clothes the bullies had left discarded at the edge of the clearing, and hobbled the three miles home in lonely darkness.

Upon arriving home, whether through a twisted sense of loyalty to her newfound ‘friends’ or just a fear of what they'd do to her if she spoke up, Mary hid the truth and invented this cock and bull story about a party to explain her sudden disappearance. Gallingly, she knew that if she were to admit what actually happened, confess how Jasmine had spent the last few weeks making her life a misery, her Mother would wrap her arms around her and tell her everything was going to be okay. All would be forgiven, she'd protect her from Jasmine's cruelty and help her get out of this mess once and for all. But of course the meek, timid girl did no such thing; putting Jasmine's desires above her own happiness as usual.

A phone call from the school's attendance officer the next day did nothing to improve her Mother's mood. It turned out that Mary's disappearing act hadn't gone unnoticed, and combined with her warning for unauthorised absence a few weeks back (a day she had spent licking sweat from Jasmine's body, being made to sniff dirty socks and force-fed red hot chillis, among countless other humiliations), she was to be immediately suspended for two weeks. Another red-faced rant came Mary's way, at the end of which it was decided she wouldn't be leaving the house for the next month at the very least!

“You might be eighteen young lady, but while you're under this roof, you will do as I say, and that means no phone, no internet and no talking to those horrible new ‘friends’ of yours ever again!” her Mother had raved furiously.

Those weeks of isolation were supposed to be a punishment, but Mary quickly realised they were a blessing in disguise. Just a few days away from Jasmine's manipulative influence, no longer being walked over, having her ass beaten or made to worship her beautiful tormentor's feet, was enough for her to rediscover a measure of the self esteem that had been so ruthlessly stamped out of her. Without being made to do Jasmine's homework or complete her chores, Mary had time to work on her own slipping grades, and watched with delight as her own work returned to her usual straight A standards.

Slowly but surely, Mary began to return to the sweet, happy girl she had been before Jasmine got her claws into her. As her Mother's mood mellowed, she was able to enjoy evenings in front of the telly with her, or sitting up reading before she went to bed. She was even given her phone back, under the condition she wasn't to contact any of her ‘new friends.’; an order Mary had no trouble following. Mary vowed that when this was over, she'd never again allow herself to become the victim again. It wouldn't be easy, but once her suspension was over, she'd avoid Jasmine like the plague, focus on her work and look forward to attending a first class university once she graduated; it was only a few months after all, how hard could it be?

This new, positive outlook lasted right through her first week of suspension, but was abruptly brought to an end by a sudden knock at the door, and a sound that sent shivers down Mary's spine.

“Hi Mrs Piper,” Jasmine's sing-song voice sounded from the hallway as Mary's mother answered the door. “Is Mary in? She hasn't been in class all week, so I thought I'd come by and check if she's okay?”

“Well she is, but I'm afraid after her recent behaviour she won't be taking any visitors,” her Mother said sternly. “Seeing as I've not met you before, I take it you're one of these new friends of hers that took her to that party, are you?”

“Party?” Jasmine replied innocently, like butter wouldn't next in her mouth. “Oh no I hadn't heard about that. I'm Jasmine, Mary's study buddy. I brought along some work she missed while she was away.”

With a sickly sweet smile plastered across her face, Jasmine lifted a blue rucksack and nodded to it cheerfully.

“Ah... I see,” Mary heard her Mother's tone soften. “Well in that case... thank you; would you er, would you like to come in? I suppose it wouldn't hurt to quickly say hello.”

“Oh yes please, that would be lovely. I've been ever so worried about her,” Jasmine flashed a grateful smile, placed the rucksack down beside the door and strode into the hall, where Mary stood watching with slack jawed horror.

The moment their eyes met, Jasmine's face lit up like a lion spying a gazelle. Before Mary knew what was happening, Jasmine bounded over and wrapped her up in a great bear hug. Stood in the doorway, Mary's Mother smiled with approval, happy to see that despite this mysterious new crowd lurking in the background, her daughter at least seemed to have made one genuinely nice, supportive friend; completely oblivious to the fact that the second Jasmine's hands were out of sight, they'd wandered straight down Mary's skirt, squeezing her ass possessively, then tugging hard on her panties to give the poor girl a painful wedgie.

Instinctively, Mary buried her face into Jasmine's shoulder to disguise the sharp cry of pain she let out as her panties rode hard up between her ass cheeks. She immediately realised she'd made a mistake; Jasmine's modest but wide-cut top meant Mary's face was pressed right up against the beautiful bully’s soft, pale skin. She could feel it's warmth against her cheek, smell and taste the sweat against her lips; Mary's mind wandered back to the last time she'd been this close to Jasmine, that perfect, round ass engulfing her face... kissing it over and over again... oh God, she could already feel herself getting excited.

“Would you like a cup of tea Jasmine?” Mary's mother's voice snapped her thoughts back to the present. “I'm sure Mary would be happy to make you one.”

“That would be lovely thank you,” Jasmine broke away, before giving Mary the least convincing look of sympathy she'd ever seen. “But of course, don't feel like you have to go out of your way for anything. You know how I'd hate to feel I was causing you any trouble...”

“Er, no, that's fine, I-I'll make us all one,” Mary stammered, her cheeks flushing under Jasmine's amused grin.

As Jasmine and her Mother exchanged pleasant small talk at the kitchen table, Mary put the kettle on, popped tea bags into three mugs and prepared a tray with small jugs of milk and sugar. She could feel anxiety bubbling away in her stomach; seeing the girl who for the past weeks had bullied her relentlessly and made her life hell sitting chatting with her Mother at the breakfast table was all kinds of wrong. Her hopes of a fresh start already felt under serious threat; Mary knew she needed to put a stop to this, but for the life of her, she couldn't think how. Instead, she simply filled the mugs with boiling water, and served the tea like a good girl.

“Thank you dear,” Mary's mother smiled as she took a mug, and set about adding her milk and sugar.

“Yeah, thank you soooo much,” Jasmine said with such exaggerated gratitude it was sickening.

Mary sat and reached for her mug, but found her fingers grasping at air as Jasmine had already snatched it and, after stealing a glance at Mary's Mother to ensure she was still distracted, let loose a thick stream of drool into the steaming up. Mary's stomach turned as Jasmine neatly placed the mug into front of her, her lip curling with disgust as she looked at the swirling brown liquid.

“So, what was it you were saying about a party?” Jasmine asked innocently.

“Well, I'm afraid Mary here had a little incident with some new friends of hers...” her Mother sighed, then went on to explain in some detail what Mary had supposedly been up to, and how disappointed she was in her; all the while Jasmine gasped in apparent disbelief, and shot Mary an amused grin at every opportunity.

“Oh my goodness, Mary, I can't believe you could do this! How could you be so easily led?” Jasmine shook her head in disappointment, a barely suppressed smirk playing on her lips.

“Oh I know, I've been asking myself the same question,” Mary's mother went on, completely oblivious to Jasmine's amusement. “It's a shame as well, as I was hoping to visit my sister next weekend, but after this I'm not sure I trust her to be left alone.”

“Oh no, that must be so annoying...” Jasmine winced sympathetically, before her face lit up as if struck by inspiration. “Hey, I've got an idea, why doesn't Mary stay at my house next weekend? 

“Hmm I don't know... I mean, I know she's an adult now, but I'm just not sure I trust her enough to let her leave the house...”

Mary felt the back of her neck prickling; sensing danger.

“It's alright, my mom will be there all night, she'll make sure we don't get in any trouble. All me and Mary ever do is study anyway; you don't have to worry about any parties with me! Right Mary?” Jasmine asked, her eyes glinting with menace, almost daring Mary to defy her.

Images flashed through Mary's head; licking armpits, sniffing socks, kissing feet, cumming and crying while led in a pool of mud...

“Y-yeah... that's right. Just studying...” she replied meekly.

“Well... alright then! I suppose a study date couldn't hurt,” Mary's mother broke out in an excited grin, her mind already on her weekend of fun. 

“Perfect, that settles it then. Cheers!” Jasmine held out her mug with a smile.

“Cheers!” Mary's mother clinked her mug against Jasmine's, then looked at her daughter expectantly.

Already feeling her aspirations for a fresh new start slipping through her fingertips, Mary reluctantly raised her glass to clink it against the others, trying not to gag as she tipped the saliva infused tea down her throat.

They sat chatting until all three mugs had been emptied; Jasmine playing the role of Mary's charming study buddy, and her Mother lapping up every word of it. Eventually, evidently judging her job was done, Jasmine stood and made for the door.

“Well this has been a lot of fun, but I'd better be on my way, thank you for the tea Mrs Piper,” she said cheerily.

“You're very welcome,” Mary's Mother beamed. “It was lovely to meet you Jasmine; I do hope we'll be seeing each other again soon.”

“Oh I'm sure we will! I have a feeling Mary and I will be spending a lot of time together from now on,” Jasmine smiled knowingly. “Speaking of which, Mary, would you mind showing me out?”

“Y-yeah, no problem,” Mary stammered, standing and obediently following her attractive classmate as she made her way back to the front door. Once they were out of earshot, Jasmine turned and excitedly grabbed Mary by the arm.

“Oh my God, can you believe it? Your mom totally bought that whole ‘party’ story,” she whispered conspiratorially. “I knew I could count on you to come up with something. You... are... so... fucking... clever...”

Each of those last words was accompanied by a just slightly harder than playful slap on the cheek. Mary winced with each blow, though she couldn't deny there was a flicker of pride to receive praise from someone who usually treated her with such disdain.

“Er, thanks,” Mary replied shyly, rubbing her rapidly reddening cheek.

“Oh before I go, I need to give you this,” Mary's moment of praise instantly forgotten, Jasmine lifted the rucksack she'd brought with her and roughly dropped it into Mary's arms.

Christ, Mary thought as she struggled not to drop the hefty bundle, this thing weighed a ton!

“That's all my work you missed last week, and everything I've been given for next week too. Oh, and most of Brooke's as well. It'll probably take up a lot of your time, but I think you should be able to get it done by next weekend; you might have to skip a few hours of sleep, maybe miss a meal or two, but I'm sure you'll find a way.”

“Oh, well I er...” Mary wanted so badly to refuse, to stand up for herself for once, but the words just wouldn't come; her tongue had turned to lead in her mouth. 

“And don't worry, I packed a little treat for you too...” 

Unzipping a side pocket, Jasmine rooted around and pulled out a balled up pair of gym socks, which must once have been white, but were so heavily worn the soles were now tinged with a mixture of brown and yellow; the stench of sweaty feet immediately filled the air.

“I've been wearing these literally all week for you, they are so fucking dirty!” Jasmine said, looking very pleased with herself. “I figured you'd probably have missed me being cooped up here all alone, so I thought I'd bring you something to make you think of me.”

“I... I... I...” 

“Hey you don't need to thank me; after all, what are friends for?” Jasmine raised the socks to Mary's face, so close the musty cotton brushed her quivering lips, and looked at her expectantly, as if the thought Mary would be anything other than entirely grateful for this ‘gift’ didn't enter her mind. “Come on, open wide, you haven't tasted my feet for a whole week...”

Crumbling under the beautiful bully's stare as always, Mary reluctantly let her mouth fall open, and offered no resistance as a smirking Jasmine stuffed the filthy socks between her lips; the poor girl almost heaving as the taste of a week's worth of ground in foot-sweat overpowered her tongue.

“There you go; Now you can spend all those hours you'll be doing my homework with my socks in your mouth! You know, as like, a reminder what good friends we are,” Jasmine grinned, as if she were doing Mary a great favour. “I'll tell you what, I'll even let you text me a photo of you sucking on my socks every 20 minutes; that way, you can make sure you never forget to enjoy your little treat.”

Mary whimpered pathetically into her sweaty gag; she could taste Jasmine's feet in the back of her throat. Jasmine however seemed content to take her response as total agreement 

“Perfect, that's settled then. Just make sure you send a photo every 20 minutes, otherwise I'll think you're being ungrateful and you know how mad that would make me!” 

Without waiting for a response, Jasmine cracked open the door and stepped out into afternoon sunshine. She took a step as if to leave, then paused, snapped her fingers and turned around in excitement.

“Oh shit I totally almost forgot, you've got to see this!” Jasmine whipped out her phone and tapped away at it gleefully, before turning the screen to Mary and unveiling a sight that shook the poor girl to her core.

It was a video, clearly posted on Jasmine's social media, showing Mary knelt on the dirty, sodden ground, brown stains plastered across her dishevelled clothes, licking mud from Jasmine's filth caked feet. 

“If you want to be our friend, you better shut up and get licking,” Brooke's taunting voice crackled through the phone's speakers.

A dagger of terror pierced Mary's chest as she took in the scene. She felt sick to her stomach; oh God, how could she let this happen? 

“Yeah that's it... really get your tongue in there... You've gotta dig in real deep to get the mud between those toes ”

Mary's whole world seemed to crumble around her. The video had hundreds of likes and countless comments from people she knew; fuck, she must be the laughing stock of the entire school.

OMG this can't be real! 

That's literally the most pathetic thing I've ever seen!

I knew Mary Piper was a dweeb, but seriously what the fuck is this?

Is she actually licking @jasmine05sums feet? What kind of freak would do that?

“Great right? It's literally all anyone's talking about!” Jasmine laughed as tears leaked down Mary's cheeks. “See, you used to be such a nobody, and now thanks to me, you're the talk of the school.”

This was it, Mary thought in despair, her life was officially over. How could she ever show her face in public again after this?

“Well...” Jasmine said, raising an eyebrow dramatically. “Don't you think I deserve some thanks for all my hard work?”

“Ffank... oooo,” Mary mumbled, shell-shocked, through a mouthful of sweaty socks, not quite sure how being humiliated in front of the entire school warranted her gratitude, but as usual too scared to refuse.

“Oh you're welcome hun! And don't worry,” Jasmine added with a wink. “I promise this weekend, we'll take plenty more videos to send to all your new friends and followers. You are going to be sooo popular after this...”

With that, Jasmine turned on her heel and strode merrily away down the garden path, leaving Mary stood alone and bewildered; a hefty bag of school books in her arms and sweaty pair of socks filling her mouth. She couldn't quite believe what had just happened. Just an hour ago she was happier than she'd been in weeks, rediscovering her self esteem and looking forward to a bright future; now the whirlwind that was Jasmine Summers had blown back into her life, and before she knew it she was right back where she started, a bug beneath the sadistic bully's shoe, and a public laughing stock to boot.

Though there was no doubt Mary was distraught at this terrible turn of events, that night as she lay in bed, after an evening spent working herself to the bone to get through Jasmine's homework, all the while sucking on those filthy gym socks as she'd be told, she couldn't help but feel a spark of something close to excitement at the prospect of being back under Jasmine's thumb. 

Try as she might to ignore it, Mary soon found herself slipping her phone from her bedside table, bringing up Jasmine's social media and watching those humiliating videos with a kind of morbid fascination. She scrolled through as if in a trance. There she was, tied squirming in the mud, kissing Jasmine's ass, letting Brooke stuff panties in her mouth; each post accompanied by an avalanche of demeaning comments and reactions from her classmates. 

The longer Mary stared at those degrading videos, marvelled at how widely they were shared and read through the comments, the more that spark of excitement grew. As much as she hated to admit it, there was something about being treated like this by the two hottest, most popular girls in school, and for everyone else to see it, that drove Mary wild with desire. Biting her lip and pushing away what remained of her dignity, Mary's hand wandered down between her legs, and she began to rub...
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The heavy, cumbersome rucksack she was carting around felt like a boulder on Mary's back, weighing her down as she trudged through the chilly Saturday morning air. The last of the summer seemed to have died away, and though her favourite puffa jacket shielded Mary from the worst of the brisk autumn morning, trepidation at the thought of what was to come meant she still shivered nervously.

As she rounded the corner and caught sight of the impressive suburban house in which this ordeal had first begun all those weeks ago, fear and excitement churned away in her stomach with a renewed intensity. The idea of spending a whole night at Jasmine's mercy was a truly terrifying prospect, so why was there a part of her almost looking forward to it?

Mary stifled a yawn as she made her way up the well maintained garden path; she was proud of herself for finishing the entire mountain of work Jasmine had left with her, but there was no doubt the late nights and early mornings it had taken to get there had driven her to exhaustion. The first couple of days were the worst; taking on the workloads of three students by herself had proved virtually impossible. By the time she'd finished her day's work, the sun was already creeping over the horizon; there was barely any point trying to sleep before her alarm would sound at 6:00 and she'd have to get started on the next day's. 

Fortunately, Mary soon realised that if she simply ignored her own work, she'd have time to finish Jasmine and Brooke's, while still being able to grab a few hours sleep each night as well. It wasn't much, and every morning was a bleary eyed struggle to drag herself out of bed, but at least she wasn't a shambling wreck, falling asleep at her desk like she'd been after those first couple of nights.  Sure, she was a little concerned as to how she'd explain that she'd barely finished half of the work she'd been set during her suspension, but she was sure she'd figure something out. Maybe she'd ask Jasmine if she could leave early Sunday morning; another late night and she could probably scrape most of it together by Monday. After all, Mary was only so far behind because she'd been doing her new ‘friend’ a favour; surely Jasmine would at least be a little grateful?

Pushing her doubts to the back of her mind as best she could, Mary rapped her knuckles against the sturdy wooden door, and blinked with surprise as the door was opened almost instantly. 

“Hey hun! You made it, come in,” Jasmine greeted her with the wicked grin of someone who had been looking forward to this moment, and intended to savour every second of it.

“Thanks,” Mary squeaked, melting as usual in the presence of her beautiful classmate. She shuffled obediently through into the hallway, completely unable to tear her eyes away from Jasmine's perfect, supple body. Clad in a tight fitting crop top, short red tartan skirt, and her trademark white, over-the-knee socks, Jasmine looked so effortlessly beautiful, Mary could already feel herself pale in comparison.

“I er, I brought your work,” Mary nodded to the heavy bag on her bag. “It took me all week, but I finished it all just like you...

“Oh yeah sure, just leave it on the floor,” Jasmine waved a hand dismissively, as if all those hours Mary had spent doing her work had just been a minor favour. “You can sort it out later.”

Upset but not surprised at Jasmine's lack of gratitude, Mary swung the rucksack from her shoulder, and placed both it and her small overnight bag neatly in the corner. 

“Ohh did you bring me some presents?” Jasmine asked eagerly, reaching down and snatching up Mary's overnight bag, her eyes gleaming with anticipation.

“Oh er, n-no sorry, that's just my stuff for tonight...”

“Eww what the fuck are these?” Jasmine wrinkled her nose as she pulled out the brand new set of pyjamas Mary's mother had bought for her to wear that evening; a simple but comfy pink pair that Mary loved the instant she saw them. “You weren't actually planning on wearing these were you?”

“W-well, erm...” Mary stammered, swallowing nervously. “Yeah, I was hoping to...”

“Ugh there is literally no way I'm having these ugly rags worn in this house; someone might think they're mine!” Jasmine dropped them back into the bag as if she couldn't spend another moment looking at them. 

“B-but what will I wear tonight?”

“I don't know, I guess you'll have to sleep naked or something,” Jasmine shrugged, then shot Mary a crafty smile. “You know, like you were when we tied you up in the mud, remember? Oh my God you looked so scared! It was like, the funniest thing I've ever seen!”

Jasmine laughed wistfully, putting a hand on Mary's shoulder as if it were a joyous memory they both shared.

“I can already tell we are going to have soooo much fun this weekend!” She squealed happily, before returning her attention to the bag. “Right, what else you got in here?”

“Ah you know, just er, a toothbrush... towel, stuff like...”

“Eww I don't want your gross used toothbrush in my house either,” Jasmine cringed and threw the bag into Mary's arms.

“But h-how will I clean my...”

“Oh don't worry, that toothbrush you cleaned my toilet with the other week is probably around somewhere, you can just use that. Once I've done my teeth, I'll even spit on it so it's nice and fresh for you. How about that?”

“I-I-I,” Mary fretted in disbelief. She desperately wanted to protest, but her tongue felt like it was made of stone, and the words just wouldn't come.

“Good, that's settled then,” Jasmine interrupted, putting an end to the matter. “Now, how about you throw that bag of junk in the bin, and we can go through and watch some TV?”

Not bothering to wait for an answer, Jasmine strode into the lounge and flopped down on the sofa, leaving Mary standing alone, her overnight bag clutched in her hands. For a moment her eyes darted to the front door. She knew she should leave; run back home, tell her mother everything and bring this nightmare to an end once and for all. But of course, she didn't. If she left, Jasmine would confront her, and Mary knew she didn't have it in her to stand up for herself. It was easier to just do as she was told, and hope in time Jasmine might recognise all she did for her, and start treating her with the respect she deserved.

Casting a final, longing look at the door, Mary turned her back on her final chance at freedom, and instead walked to the kitchen, cracked open the lid of the household waste bin and glumly tossed her overnight bag in with the rest of the rubbish. Then, trying not to think about how she'd explain her loss of those lovely new pyjamas to her mother, she timidly made her way back to the lounge, where Jasmine waited, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“Alright, I just heard from Brooke and she's running a bit late,” Jasmine began as Mary entered the room. “So since we've got a bit of time, I thought maybe we could stick a movie on or something?”

“Yeah... sounds great. I-I love movies,” Mary spluttered, not quite believing her ears. Did Jasmine Summers really want to watch a movie with her? Like proper friends? Her mood suddenly felt a little lighter, perhaps Jasmine was starting to respect her after all.

“Great, take a seat then hun!”

“Sure, thanks!” Mary genuinely smiled for the first time in over a week, and took a step towards the sofa.

“I didn't mean on the sofa silly!” Jasmine held out a hand, stopping Mary in her tracks. “You can sit on the floor.”

“T-the floor?”

“Yeah, you know, I just figured since it's been two weeks, you're probably like, really missing my feet right? I mean, I know you've been sucking my socks but it's not quite the same is it? So I thought it might be fun for you to sit down on the floor so you're nice and close to them. You can be like, my little foot-stool or something.”

“I-I mean, I don't know, I guess...”

“Great! This is going to be so much fun,” Jasmine went on as if Mary had agreed wholeheartedly. “Come on then, get down on those knees, I've got a movie to watch!”

Her brief spark of optimism quickly extinguished, Mary obediently lowered herself to all fours, crawled to the front of the sofa where Jasmine sat and winced as the cruel girl flopped her stocking clad legs onto the small of her back; reclining and sighing contently as did.

“Ahhh that's better... you know, I forgot how soft your chubby little back is,” Jasmine chuckled, looking down at her crouched victim with amusement. “Comfy down there?”

“Not really,” Mary answered honestly, her knees already aching as they took her weight against the hard-wood floor.

“Awww poor baby,” Jasmine tittered. “And you know, Brooke's not going to be here for like 2 hours... so you might have to stay like that for a looooong time...”

As she spoke, Jasmine arched her foot and casually traced gentle circles across Mary's skin with her toes.

“I bet it's going to be soooo uncomfortable; like, I can't even imagine it. Your face will probably go all red... Oh my God you might even cry!”

Mary’s eyes widened as she felt Jasmine’s big toe slip beneath the rim of her panties, and slowly begin to work them down, exposing her bare buttocks.

“But you don't mind, do you?” Jasmine asked innocently, rubbing her toes up and down between Mary's buttocks. “You know, since we're such good friends and everything, and obviously you love my feet sooo much... you'll be my little foot-stool for as long as I want; won't you?”

“I-I er...” Mary's breathing grew ragged as she found it harder and harder to concentrate. The gentle stroking of Jasmine's toes between her buttocks was all she could think about. Oh God it felt so good; yes... yes this was what she wanted... 

“Y-yeah... s-sure I will...”

“Good,” Jasmine pulled her foot back the second Mary agreed, planted it back on her back and snatched up the remote. “Now shut the fuck up, I've wanted to watch this for ages.”

A press of the play button sparked the rom-com into life, and Mary was instantly forgotten. Jasmine reclined in comfort and snuggled down into the sofa's thick, cozy pillows, switching her attention between her phone and the movie; every so often she would let out a chuckle or wiggle her toes nonchalantly atop her human foot-stool, but not once did she so much as acknowledge Mary even existed. Meanwhile Mary simply remained where she was, crouched on all fours and treated as nothing more than a piece of furniture, her deep sense of shame at her earlier arousal accompanied by a burning ache in her limbs that grew by the second. 

After fifteen minutes Mary's back began to creak with stiffness, after thirty her knees were positively screaming in protest; by the time she'd been there for an hour, sweat beaded on her forehead and her arms trembled with strain as they fought not to collapse beneath her. Oh God, Mary thought, gritting her teeth against the discomfort, this was hell! 

“J-Jasmine...” she sniffled feebly, hoping if she was pathetic enough Jasmine might take pity on her.

“Ugh I told you to be fucking quiet! Can't you see I'm trying to watch this?” Jasmine groaned impatiently.

“I-I'm s-sorry, it's just my a-arms really...”

“Oh my God, how are you this fucking stupid?” Jasmine rolled her eyes and shook her head incredulously, before lifting a foot from Mary's back and stuffing it hard into her open mouth. “Foot... stools... don't... fucking... talk! Do... they?”

With each word Jasmine ground the ball of her sock-clad foot into Mary's tongue, leaving the poor girl whining like a sick puppy.

“Nnuuugh,” Mary garbled, shaking her head and mewing into Jasmine's toes.

“No... they... fucking... don't...” Jasmine pulled her foot free, wiped a stream of drool on Mary's cheek and lifted it back onto her back. “So shut up, and let me watch my movie in peace.”

Cowed into submission, Mary fell into a stunned silence; the dull ache still enveloping her body and the taste of Jasmine's sweaty sock fresh on her tongue. Left alone with her thoughts, it was hard not to fall into despair. Despite everything Jasmine had done to her over the last few weeks, Mary didn't think she'd ever felt quite so worthless as she did at that moment, treated as nothing more than an object for Jasmine's comfort. It was enough to make Mary nostalgic for the cruel bullying she was usually made to endure; at least then she was still treated like a human being, worthy of some sliver of Jasmine's attention.

The end of the movie came and went, yet with no order to the contrary, Mary stayed crouched where she was, too fearful of provoking Jasmine's wrath to move from her position. For her part, Jasmine continued to act as if Mary really was just a piece of furniture there for her comfort, casually changing the channel to a mindless reality show and paying it little attention as she scrolled away at her phone.

The two of them stayed like that for another twenty minutes or so, until the scratching of a key and the slamming of the front door broke the silence. At first Mary felt relief wash over her; finally, Brooke had arrived and her stint as a human foot-stool might soon be coming to an end! The click-clack of approaching high-heels on the hard wooden floor however gave her pause. Brooke wouldn't be caught dead in heels; riding boots or a pair of comfy trainers were more her speed. What was going on? Just as a sudden, horrifying thought dawned on her, the figure rounded the corner, and brought Mary's worst fears to life.

“Good morning darling,” Jasmine's mother sang happily as she breezed into the living room. She paused as her eyes landed on Mary, and added with a raised eyebrow. “Oh... and what exactly is going on here?”

“M-Mrs Summers...” Mary spluttered, panic gripping her chest as she realised how bizarre this must look. Every fibre of her being willed her to get to her feet, but like a deer in the headlights, she remained frozen where she was.

“Hi Mom, that's just Mary, remember, my er... ‘friend’... that's staying over for the weekend,” Jasmine answered for her.

Mary gawked, her jaw agape at the beautiful, glamorous woman that stood before her. Though Mary had spent many hours at Jasmine's house, doing chores, homework and generally catering to her classmates every whim, her mother always seemed to be busy working or away at some important function or other. Now that Mary had finally laid eyes on her, there was no doubt the woman was every bit as stunning as her daughter. It was as though an older Jasmine had stepped back twenty years through time; dressed in a smart grey skirt and blazer, she possessed an air of professional sophistication in place of her daughters bratty cheerleader vibe, but the jet black hair, angelic face and perfect, voluptuous body were uncannily similar. 

“Ah yes, I remember... the one who's been helping you with your chores and homework?”

“Yeah, that's right; she's super helpful... suuuch a good friend,” Jasmine replied with a mischievous smirk.

“Yes I can see that,” Mrs Summers commented wryly, glancing down to where Mary knelt speechless.

Mary's cheeks burned red; being belittled and treated like dirt by Jasmine and her friends was one thing, but to have a woman she barely knew, who was old enough to be her Mother, see her like this was almost more than she could bear.

“Well hey, why don't you take the weight off your feet? My little foot-stool here is super comfy,” Jasmine winked, giving Mary's buttock a playful prod with her toe. 

“Perhaps later,” Mrs Summers chuckled. “This is just a flying visit I'm afraid; a quick change of shoes before my meeting this afternoon.”

Mrs Summers retrieved a pair of expensive looking high-heels from the shoe rack and stepped into the living room. She stopped as she reached the still crouching Mary, and gave her daughter a friendly tap on the foot.

“Scoot over, will you darling?” She asked pleasantly.

Mary barely had time to comprehend what was happening before, to her complete and utter astonishment, the second Jasmine moved her feet, Mrs Summers bent down and sat with her full weight upon Mary's back, as if she truly were nothing more than a piece of furniture.

“Gahhh!” Mary cried out in alarm as her already exhausted body struggled to take the weight. Arms shaking and wrists wobbling violently, she just about managed to avoid collapsing.

Out of the corner of her eye, Mary watched as Mrs Summers eased her designer black office shoes off one at a time, and set about replacing them with an equally expensive looking pair of red stilettos. Her gaze instinctively lingered on the older woman’s perfectly manicured feet, briefly exposed as she changed her footwear. The many hours she’d spent intimately attending to Jasmine’s feet were probably the closest thing to a sex life the timid virgin had ever known. Now, as she drank in the sight of those perfect arches and painted red toes, Mary realised to her shame there was a certain excitement bubbling away within her; an excitement that only increased as she watched Mrs Summers slip those delicate feet into the waiting pair of striking red stilettos.

The bubbling became a flood when, as Mrs Summers leaned back to wiggle her heel into the tight-fitting designer shoes, she steadied herself by placing a hand upon Mary’s backside, still exposed by Jasmine’s earlier teasing. There was nothing sexual to it, Mrs Summers was simply using her as if she were an inanimate item of furniture, but as the older woman’s fingers sank into the soft flesh of her buttocks, Mary couldn’t suppress a gentle groan of arousal.

“A little loud for a foot-stool, isn’t she?” Mrs Summers asked dryly, though she sounded more amused than annoyed with the reaction.

“I-I-I...” Mary began, but was quickly interrupted.

“Ugh, I know right, I tried telling her earlier but she won’t fucking listen,” Jasmine rolled her eyes sarcastically. “Don’t worry, this will shut her up...”

Leaning back and rummaging below her tartan skirt, Jasmine peeled off her white cotton panties and worked them down her long, shapely legs. Plucking them from the tip of her pointed toes, she balled them up and brought them to Mary’s lips.

“Open up,” she barked, her tone making it clear refusal wasn’t an option.

Overwhelmed by the whole situation, Mary did as she was told, allowing her mouth to fall open and Jasmine to roughly stuff the dirty, bundled up panties between her lips. The taste of pussy infused cotton against her tongue gave Mary flashbacks to those hours she’d spent bound naked, shivering in the mud; Brooke’s sweaty, well worn panties tantalising her taste buds as they gagged her.

“Well, that seems to have done the trick, doesn’t it?” Mrs Summers laughed wryly.

“Yeah, she’s always less of a pain in the ass when she’s got panties in her mouth,” Jasmine remarked casually, as if it were a perfectly normal observation. “Maybe I should gag her more, you know?”

Listening to the unfolding conversation with a sense of bewilderment, Mary had a sinking feeling in her stomach as she cast her thoughts to the night ahead. She’d hoped the presence of Jasmine's mother this weekend would curb the worst of the bully's cruelty, but far from reigning her daughter in, Mrs Summers appeared to encourage such behaviour. Hell, she was bloody well joining in! Jasmine's entitled attitude and behaviour was suddenly making a lot of sense; Mary could feel her hopes of a more restrained weekend slipping away faster by the second.

“Darling, I think you should do whatever you like,” Mrs Summers said as she pushed herself to her feet, again testing the limits of her human foot-stool's endurance. She looked down admiringly at her freshly changed shoes, then stepped across to the mirror and began clasping a pair of beautiful gold earrings into place. “Just make sure you don’t break this one; you know the lengths I had to go to clearing up that nasty business with... what was her name? Martha?”

“Oh yeah, Misty,” Jasmine grinned slyly. “You don’t have to worry about that, Mary’s a much better friend than that bitch ever was... right Mary?”

Jasmine prodded her toes against Mary’s face in a manner just slightly too hard to be friendly. 

“Mmmeeeefffff,” Mary nodded and groaned through the panties filling her mouth.

“Plus her Mom loves me, so there’s no chance of any of that happening again. No, I think Mary and I are going to be friends for a loooooong time.”

“Well, I’m glad to hear it, she certainly seems nice enough to me,” Mrs Summers finished affixing her earrings and made her way to the doors; her red heels clacking against the hard-wood floor with every step. “Now, you girls have fun, I’ll be out until late this evening so you’ll have the place to yourselves, but I may see you later if you’re still up.”

“Bye Mom,” Jasmine called, as her mother departed, and left the two of them alone once more. As the click-clack of Mrs Summer’s foot-steps faded down the garden path, Jasmine pushed herself upright, and looked down to where Mary still knelt with a look of amused disbelief on her face.

“Er, what the fuck was that?” She asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Huuuurmmm?” Mary grunted with confusion into her panty gag.

“Are you stupid or something? Did you think I didn’t hear your pathetic little moan when my Mom touched you? Or notice you staring at her feet like a fucking pervert?” Jasmine shook her head incredulously. “Do you have the hots for my fucking Mom?”

Mary’s eyes became saucers as she realised what Jasmine was getting at! She shook her head in horrified denial, though it was hard to be convincing when both parties knew you were lying.

“Oh my God, you fucking do, don’t you? Just when I think you can’t get any more pathetic, I find out you’ve got a crush on my Mom!” Jasmine threw her head back in laughter. “Well hey, don’t hold back on my account; I already know what a freak you are...”

Sliding from the sofa and kneeling at her side, Jasmine picked up her Mother’s discarded shoe, and held it up to Mary’s face.

“Go on, you heard what my Mom said, she’s had her sweaty feet in these all day... Why don’t you give them a sniff? I know you want to!”

No, that wasn’t what she wanted, Mary thought with alarm. Yes, Mrs Summers was attractive... she had very pretty feet,, and maybe Mary did have a little bit of a crush on her; but that didn’t mean she was some creep who wanted to sniff the woman’s shoes! Of course gagged by panties as she was, Mary wasn’t able to say this out loud; instead she shook her head ever more vigorously, and tried to back away, but Jasmine wasn’t having any of it. The beautiful bully grabbed Mary by the hair, and pushed the shoe against her face so the collar and tongue became a seal around her nose and mouth.

“Don't go all shy on me! Sniff them you little pervert... sniff my Mom's fucking shoes!” Jasmine snarled, grabbing the back of Mary's head and squashing her nose as deeply as she could into the shoe.

“Hmmmmm!” Mary whined into the shoe's stuffy interior, struggling against Jasmine grip to no avail. A stubborn part of her refused to give in; she wasn't a pervert... this wasn't what she wanted...

“Come on, sniff! I'm not letting you fucking breath until you do!”

Her chest already growing tight with need for air, Mary knew she was beaten. Though she held out for a few more seconds of protest, her defiance quickly crumbled, and with her nose pressed against the insole of Mrs Summers shoe, she gave in and began to inhale.

Sniff.... Sniff...

To Mary's immense surprise, a strangely pleasant aroma filled her nostrils. Used as she was to Jasmine and Brooke tormenting her with their pungent, sweaty feet, this scent was almost sweet by comparison. Mrs Summer's clearly took care of herself; while the unmistakably intimate foot odour was still very much present, there was a pleasant, sweet undertone there too. What was it? Some kind of moisturiser? Coconut perhaps? Whatever the answer, Mary realised with a twinge of embarrassment that with each sniff she liked it more and more!

“See, I knew you'd fucking love it you little creep,” Jasmine grinned, seeing Mary's surrender and pouncing on it mercilessly. She briefly removed the shoe from Mary's face, placed it on the floor, then pushed Mary's face back down into it harder than ever. “But you know, since I’m being so nice and letting you do this, I think you should show a bit of gratitude... You’re being so like, half-hearted.... Come on, sniff like you mean it!”

Sniiiiiiff... Sniiiiiiff...Sniiiiiiff

Mary inhaled as long and deep as she could, barely able to suppress a little shudder of pleasure as she did. This however still didn’t seem to satisfy her beautiful tormentor.

“Ugh, is that really the best you can do?” Jasmine sneered. “Come on, sniff more... more... MORE!!!”

Shouting the last word, Jasmine reached beneath Mary’s skirt, pulled down her already askew panties and brought her hand down hard across her exposed buttocks.

SLAP

“Hmmmm!” Mary cried into the shoe, which only brought another stinging flurry of blows to her behind.

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

Sniiiiiiiiiiiiffff... Sniiiiiiiiiiiiffff.... Sniiiiiiiiiiiiffff.... Sniiiiiiiiiiiiffff.... 

Mary huffed at Mrs Summers’ well worn shoes over and over again like a woman possessed, her nose pressed against the sweaty insole inhaling so hard it was as though she were attempting to snort the dust Jasmine's mother's feet might have left behind. Her reward was a sharp tug at her hair, as Jasmine jerked her head back painfully, then slipped her fingers into Mary's mouth to fish out the panties that had been gagging her.

“That's more like it!” She laughed, pushing Mary's face back down to the shoe. “Now lick! Lick my Mom's shoes you little freak... maybe you'll still be able to taste her feet!”

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

Spurred on by Jasmine's firm spanking, Mary's tongue dug into the shoe and lapped hungrily at Mrs Summers' sweat-soaked insole.

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

“Keep going... don't you dare miss a fucking spot!”

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

The taste of Mrs Summer’s feet danced across Mary's tongue. She thought of those perfectly painted toes; the image of her licking them as Mrs Summers watched on came unbidden to her mind. Arousal tingled away between her legs... oh God, Jasmine was right, she really was a freak!

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

Each blow turned Mary's ass a deeper shade of red, and even as the poor girl winced at the pain, an undeniable excitement was building within her. The sexy, popular Jasmine Summers was literally touching her ass! Sure, she was doing it to hurt her, but the touch starved young virgin was thrilled by it all the same. Mary couldn't help but fantasise about those hands wandering down between her legs... touching her in a different way... oh fuck, she wanted it; she wanted it so bad...

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

“You fucking love this dont you?” Jasmine growled in her ear. “Go on, admit it!”

“Yeeettthhhh,” Mary sobbed shamefully, her tongue still buried in the shoe.

“Ugh I knew it! You’re fucking disgusting you know that? A disgusting little pervert... God I'm going to enjoy beating the shit out of you... this is what you deserve!”

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

Each blow hurt more than the last, and tears soon leaked from Mary's eyes, though fearful of Jasmine's reaction, she kept her tongue working away industriously.

The abrupt crack of the front door opening sent a sudden bolt of fear shooting down Mary's spine. Was that Mrs Summers returning? Oh God, if she was caught doing this she'd never live it down! Torn between her instinct to stop and fear of what Jasmine would do to her if she did, Mary floundered in panic, though her blushes were spared when it was not Mrs Summers that rounded the corner, but a pretty blonde with her hair tied back in a ponytail, dressed casually in an old t-shirt, well-worn jeans, a pair of filthy trainers, and a devilish grin dancing on her face.

“Hey girls,” Brooke sang cheerfully, pausing and smirking as she took in the sight which greeted her. “What's going on here then?”

“Oh nothing much, just Mary being a fucking freak as usual,” Jasmine replied casually. “She’s got a total crush on my Mom, can you believe it?”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah, I literally caught her drooling over her feet earlier... So fucking weird...”

“Eww, that’s so fucking gross,” Brooke cringed. “Seriously, what is wrong with her?”

“Ugh I don’t know,” Jasmine tutted, shaking her head. “I guess if you’re a tragic little virgin, sniffing my Mom’s feet is probably the closest thing to sex you’re ever going to get!”

Both girls erupted into fits of cackling laughter.

“Yeah, that’s probably it,” Brooke chortled, reaching into her pocket and retrieving her phone. “Oh God this is too fucking funny, I have got to show the girls this, they are going to literally die laughing.”

“Good idea,” Jasmine grinned. “Go on bitch, get that tongue in there! Show everyone what a slut you are for my Mom’s feet!”

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

As Jasmine emphasised her point with her three hardest blows yet, Mary obediently pushed her tongue deep into the confines of the shoe.

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP

“Deeper!” Jasmine barked harshly. “I want you to taste her fucking toes!”

Her body shaking with fear and humiliation, Mary stretched her tongue as far as it could possibly go, digging into the toes' interior like a pig hunting for truffles; much to the delight of the two beautiful bullies.

“That’s it, just like that! Oh this is perfect,” Brooke smirked, capturing every second of Mary’s misery on her phone.

Giving Mary’s ass a few final slaps for good measure, Jasmine finally seemed to grow tired of tormenting her. She relented her hold on Mary’s head, pushed herself to her feet and huddled conspiratorially with Brooke around the phone as the two of them looked back over their handiwork.

“Oh yeah that’s some great stuff,” Jasmine nodded with satisfaction. “Hey, can you send me those pics? They’ll be perfect for social media.”

“Of course hun.”

Brooke tapped a few buttons, and soon Jasmine’s phone pinged.

“Thanks,” Jasmine stood leering down at Mary, who remained feebly crouched on the floor. “You don’t mind, do you slut? Get these photos posted for all your new ‘friends?’ Show everyone what a fucked up little freak you are?”

Looking up at the imposing figure towering over her, and noting the stern expression practically daring Mary to defy her etched on that pretty face, Mary knew there would be only one acceptable answer.

“N-no Jasmine, I-I don’t mind,” she stuttered pathetically.

“Yeah, I didn’t think so,” Jasmine chuckled, busy posting the photos before Mary had even begun to reply. “And... there we go, they’re up and live for everyone to see.”

Mary swallowed nervously. With every photo posted just cementing her reputation as the school freak, this was exactly what she’d hoped to avoid. Though she had to admit, the thought that at that very moment her classmates might be flicking through those photos was more than a little thrilling.

“Alright now don’t worry, we can go through all the comments on your photos later, but for now , I think we better get going,” Jasmine went on. “Don’t want to keep the others waiting now do we?”

“W-what do you mean? Where are we going?” Mary asked, suddenly apprehensive. In her experience, when it came to Jasmine Summers, unexpected changes of plan seldom worked out well for her.

“Oh did I not say? I guess I do forget to tell you a lot of stuff,” Jasmine replied dismissively. “We’re meeting Priya and Kelly at the Mall; they’ve been dying to meet you ever since Brooke here told them how much fun we had last week.”

Mary’s heart stilled in her chest. Did she just hear that right? Jasmine, Brooke, Priya and Kelly... that was pretty much the whole gang! Sure, there were always a few hangers on and sycophants knocking about, but those four girls between them pretty much ran the school. Now she’d be hanging out with them? In public? Perhaps there was an upside to living as Jasmine's human doormat after all.

“R-really?”

“Yeah, sure,” Brooke shrugged. “They were sceptical at first, but when I told them all about how you kissed my feet, treated me like a princess, let me do whatever I wanted to you, and that you wouldn’t snitch no matter how badly we treated you... they started to realise how much fun it could be having you around.”

“You see? I told you you were special, didn’t I?” Jasmine smiled. “If you were a normal person, you’d never get to hang out with girls like us. But because you’re such a spineless little wimp, you’ve got like, a purpose, you know?”

Jasmine bent down and condescendingly pinched Mary’s cheeks together.

“I bet you’re fucking glad you’re such a pathetic fucking pushover now, huh?”

“Mmm-huum,” Mary nodded as best she could.

“I want you to remember that today, because we are going to treat you like the little bitch you are, and I expect you to take it without complaint; because it’s all a pitiful loser like you deserves. Understood?”

Fear churning in her belly, Mary nodded her assent once again.

“Good, because if you embarrass me in front of my friends, I will make your life a fucking misery!” Jasmine let go of Mary’s cheeks, stood, and made her way towards the door.

“Alright, let’s get this show on the road shall we?” Brooke asked excitedly.

“Yes! Oh my God, I can already tell we are going to have so much fun,” Jasmine beamed, all trace of her earlier threat and menace having completely vanished. “Now, I need to quickly grab some clean panties, this little slut’s already slobbered all over mine, but I’ll meet you girls at the car.

Jasmine began to climb the stairs, then turned back abruptly as if struck by inspiration.

“Oh yeah, I forgot to say, Mary I think it would be best if you travelled in the boot on the way over,” Jasmine called down. “Like, I know there are three seats in the back, but Kelly and Priya don’t know you, and given you’re such a loser and everything, I just don’t think it’s fair to make them sit next to you, you know?”

“I-I-I,” Mary spluttered indignantly. Surely Jasmine had to be joking? This just wasn’t safe! She’d never so much as dared not to wear a seatbelt; what would happen if they crashed?

“Yeah I get that,” Brooke agreed as if Jasmine’s proposal were entirely reasonable. “We’re going to the big Mall out of town, so it's going to be at least an hour's drive. It would be pretty selfish to make them spend that long sitting next to someone they don’t even know.”

Looking from one beautiful bully to the other, Mary knew she was beaten. No matter how twisted their logic, as always, she just couldn’t bring herself to argue against it.

“Yeah... sure, I guess I can sit in the boot,” she agreed, resigned to her fate.

“Oh you won’t be sitting...” Brooke giggled. “All my dirty horse riding stuff is in there, so you’ll have to lie on that. Don’t worry though, we should be able to squash you in there somewhere.”

“Great, we better get going then if we’re going to have to cram her in,” Jasmine turned and resumed her march back upstairs. “Come on girls, we’ve got some shopping to do!”
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Part Three
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The dagger of light that slashed across Mary’s face abruptly shook her from her stupor. Somehow, despite the assortment of mud caked horse riding gear digging into her from every angle and the fact that without a seatbelt, every bump and turn in the road seemed to throw her from one side of the cramped space to another, Mary had managed to drift into something that resembled a snooze. Christ, she must have been more exhausted than she realised, Mary thought to herself, shielding her eyes as she squinted into the brightness.

“Come on you lazy bitch,” Jasmine’s voice called out to her. “We haven’t got all day.”

Strong hands dug beneath her arms and pulled her from the boot of the car. Stumbling out into the open, Mary looked around her and tried to take in her surroundings. The open air car park of their local shopping mall sprawled around her in all directions; flanking her on either side were a grinning Jasmine and Brooke, while directly in front of her, arms folded and unimpressed expressions adorning their pretty faces, Priya and Kelly eyed her judgmentally.

“So, this is your new little friend huh?” Kelly asked sceptically. “Shit, she looks even more pathetic in person.”

Mary swallowed nervously.  Given she’d been told the others were ‘dying to meet her’, she hadn’t been expecting quite such a hostile reception. Introduce yourself, a voice in the back of her head cried, say something, don’t just stare like a weirdo. 

“H-hi, I'm M-mary...”

Desperately seeking a flicker of warmth to thaw this frosty reception, Mary's eyes darted from one girl to the other and back again. As she did, she couldn't help but notice that, though the two were both young, beautiful and looking at Mary as if she were something they'd stepped in, appearance-wise, they were pretty much polar opposites. Kelly, the platinum blonde cheerleader with her long fake nails, heavy make-up and huge, obviously fake tits clinging to her chest, wearing a tiny mini-skirt and tight-fitting white vest that made those breasts look somehow even bigger, stood in complete contrast to Priya, modestly dressed in jeans, black ankle boots and a sky blue crop top that offered only a teasing glimpse at the pale brown skin of her midriff. By looks alone, the only thing that united these two girls seemed to be their mutual distaste for the nervous girl stammering in front of them! 

“Look Jasmine, I'm not questioning your judgement here, but I must admit I'm really not sure about this. I mean... look at her,” Priya lazily gestured to where Mary stood.

“Hey, I wasn't sold at first either,” Brooke interjected. “But trust me, just get to know her, and I guarantee you'll come round. You've seen the videos, right?”

“Everyone's seen the videos,” Kelly smirked, bringing a flash of red to Mary's cheeks.

“Exactly. I think she's probably just forgotten her manners because she's a bit nervous meeting you,” Jasmine gave Mary a sickly sweet smile. “How about you say hello properly? Thank these nice girls for spending their time with a sad little loser like you.”

For a moment Mary was confused, then as she saw Jasmine's eyes dart down to the girl's feet, she realised with a chill what she meant.

“Y-yeah, of course, s-sorry,” Mary fumbled her words, scrambling down onto her knees in a desperate attempt to salvage this first impression. Closing her eyes, she brought her head down level with the ground, puckered her lips, and pressed them gently against Kelly's glossy pink high heel. 

“See, just like I said, she's got like, no backbone,” she heard Jasmine chuckle from above. “She'll do literally anything you tell her to; it's so much fucking fun!”

Mary's cheeks burned with humiliation. What about being special? That's what Jasmine kept telling her she was. Surely they weren't just hanging out with her because she was such a spineless little pushover, were they? Of course, her desperate longing for these girls to like her meant Mary didn't dare voice such thoughts; instead, she simply laid kiss after kiss against Kelly's shoe, knowing that's what Jasmine would want her to do.

“T-thank you for coming out to meet me,” Mary mumbled, tilting her head to peck her lips against Kelly's bright red toenail, peeking from the shoe's open-toed tip.

“Oh my God, like even seeing the videos, I can't believe this is actually happening,” Kelly laughed. “But yeah, I guess I could get used to it.”

After spending what she judged as a sufficient amount of time kissing her way around Kelly's foot, Mary scooted across the hard concrete to do the same for Priya, but no sooner had her lips touched the thick rubber of the Indian girl's boot, it was immediately snatched away from her.

“Er, what the fuck do you think you're doing?” Priya snapped as she harshly pulled back her foot.

“I-I-I- was just...” Mary floundered for a response, looking up to Jasmine for help, but greeted only with an amused smirk.

“What, you think a pathetic fucking dweeb like you is worthy of kissing my shoes? Do you not realise how much better I am than you?”

“N-no, I...”

“Someone as pathetic as you doesn't deserve the honour of kissing the boots of a princess like me unless you fucking beg for it. Go on, beg to kiss my boots, and I might just let you!”

“P-please!” Mary pleaded, her chest tightening at how this was already spinning out of control. Jasmine wanted her to do this, she couldn't let her down. “Please... please let me kiss your boots. I know I don't deserve it, but I just want to t-thank you for spending time with me.”

“Hmmm,” Priya made a show of considering Mary's pleas, scrunching up her face in mock concentration, then grinned down at her evilly. “You know what? No! No you can't. A fucking loser like you thinking you deserve to just kiss my boots whenever you feel like it; it's disgusting! If you want to show you're grateful, stick out your fucking tongue and lay it on the ground. Now!”

Terrified to think where this was going, but in no position to refuse, Mary did as she was told; resting her chin against the floor of the car park and rolling out her tongue as far as it could go. She grimaced as she felt dirt and tiny stones clinging to the underside of her tongue.

“Ugh, it looks like a little worm,” Priya sneered, then, slowly enough Mary could have moved out the way with ease if only she were brave enough, lowered the sole of her boot down on Mary's tongue, and pressed it down with her whole body weight.

“GLLAAAAARRRG!” Mary let out a garbled scream as her tongue was squeezed against the hot concrete. Instinctively she tried to pull away, but her tongue was stuck fast, and every movement just sent fresh agony burning up her squirming tongue. The foul taste of dirt, rubber and asphalt filled her mouth, though she was in too much pain to take much notice. The other girls crowded round, though far from offering help, they merely looked on, giggling to each other as they enjoyed Mary's predicament.

“You may be able to win the others over with your little obedient idiot routine, but it'll take a lot more than that to convince me it's worth spending time with the likes of you,” Priya pressed her boot down even harder, grinding Mary's tongue into the concrete floor. “If you want me to so much as acknowledge your existence, you're going to have prove that as well as everything else, you... know... your... fucking... place...”

With each word Priya gave an extra little push down, emphasising her point and bringing more cries of pain from her prostate victim.

“Understand?”

“Urrgghh Huurrgh,” Mary gargled as best she could, nodding miserably as tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Good.”

With that Priya finally freed Mary's tongue from beneath her boots, and turned away as if nothing had happened, leaving Mary crying and clutching her throbbing tongue on the ground. As Brooke and Kelly went to follow Priya toward the mall, Jasmine crouched beside her, and placed an almost supportive hand on her shoulder.

“Yeah... I probably should have warned you, my friends aren't all quite as nice as me,” she winked. “But don't worry, you did great! Just keep doing whatever we tell you, and I'm sure Priya will come round soon.”

“O-okay, I will,” Mary whimpered, melting as usual in the face of even the tiniest sliver of kindness Jasmine showed to her.

“Good girl. Now, how about we head to the mall and start enjoying our girl's day out shall we?”

“Yeah, that er, that sounds good,” Mary said with a shy smile, finally feeling almost hopeful that she might get to experience the kind of day shopping with friends that most girls took for granted.

“Come on then,” Jasmine stood and quickly began to pace after her friends, then called over her shoulder without a trace of her previous warmth. “Oh I forgot to say, you should probably walk, like five or six paces behind us. You know, just in case anyone thinks we know you or anything.”

Her hope already ebbing away, Mary agreed meekly, then followed the other girls across the car park and towards the shopping mall at a distance. She trailed after them through the grand entrance and past the vibrant, brightly lit neon store fronts; watching from afar as the four of them smiled, whispered and giggled to each other without a care in the world. It was like having a front row seat to everything she'd ever dreamed of; so close, yet still on the outside. Her only hope was that if she could do as the girl's said, maybe they'd let her in; perhaps it was a pipe dream, but Mary knew she had to try.

As the girl's headed into a clothes store, Mary made sure to keep her distance, always pretending to browse two or three clothes racks away from them. Just as she was starting to relax a little, seeing a lovely red blouse she thought she might buy, she heard the distinct sound of conspiratorial whispers drift across from her right. Looking over, she saw the four girls huddled together, giggling and shooting sly looks in her direction. Oh no, she thought grimly, she had a bad feeling about this.

“Hey Mary, get over here,” Jasmine beckoned her forward, eyes shining with undisguised malice.

Her potential purchase forgotten, Mary did as she was told, and nervously approached the huddled girls.

“Sure, what is it?” she asked with trepidation.

“Well, we've been talking and I think we all agree; if you're going to be seen with us out in public, we're going to have to do something about your er... look,” Jasmine grimaced at the last word, gesturing up and down Mary's body with a single finger, as if afraid she might accidently touch it.

“M-my look?”

“Yeah, I mean, what even are these clothes anyway?” Kelly pulled at her baggy jeans and pinched a stretch of her favourite puffa jacket. “They're soooo boring. It's like your fucking Mom dressed you or something.”

“Well, she did buy them for me I suppose...” Mary admitted sheepishly, bringing a course of roaring laughter from the others.

“Oh my God, did she really just say that?”

“So fucking pathetic.”

“No wonder everyone hates her.”

Mary could feel herself tearing up again. Her face turned beet-red from embarrassment and she stared down at the floor, wishing it would swallow her up.

“But don't worry,” Jasmine grinned. “We're going to give you a little make-over!”

“A make-over?” Mary sniffled.

“Of course. I promise you'll look so much hotter when we're done with you. Come on, let's go and find something a bit more... you.”

With that, Jasmine linked her arm, and began to lead Mary through the store's narrow aisles, the others following just a step behind them. As they passed rails of coats and shelves of shoes, Mary could feel her heart soaring in her chest. This was it; this was everything she'd ever wanted coming to life. Walking arm in arm with the most beautiful, popular girl she'd ever met, about to enjoy a spot of shopping together as friends, giving her a fashionable make-over so she might start to look as good as them; Mary didn't like to get her hopes up, but somehow she just couldn't help it.

“Alright then,” Jasmine said casually as they reached a quiet corner of the store. “Get those clothes off and we'll see what we can find shall we?”

“What, here?” Mary asked with alarm. “I-I can't just...”

“Ugh, boooring,” Priya interrupted, digging her fingers into the front of Mary's jeans and fumbling to undo the button, before roughly tugging them down. “Come on girls, let's get her stripped.”

Needing no further invitation, Brooke darted forward, hooked a leg behind Mary's knee and with Priya's help, bundled her to the ground. 

“Wait, what... mmmmmph!” Mary's protests were immediately silenced as Brooke swung a leg over her prone body, and sat her denim clad ass, perfectly toned through years of horse riding, directly on the struggling girl's face.

As Mary breathed heavily into the pretty blonde's bottom, Brooke and Priya methodically slipped off her comfy flat shoes and socks, then worked the baggy jeans up and off her flailing legs. To Mary's dismay, she then felt nimble fingers slide beneath the waistband of her panties, and pull them off as well. Oh fuck, she thought with terror, they were going all the way!

The firm ass which held Mary prisoner disappeared as Brooke dismounted her face, then set about pulling both her puffa jacket and long sleeve top off over her head. Strong hands then hooked themselves beneath her armpits as Priya dragged her to her feet, unclasped her bra and hastily removed it, letting Mary's large breasts spill out and hang free for all to see.

Mary looked around her, panicked, like a frightened animal. How did this happen? Just a few minutes ago she was finally starting to enjoy her day, and now she was butt-naked in the middle of a public shopping mall! What if someone saw her? This was public indecency... she could be arrested!

Her eyes flickering nervously in every direction, terrified she might be spotted, Mary stooped as low as she could in an attempt to stay out of sight. She tucked a hand between her legs to cover her pussy, and wrapped the other protectively around her breasts, though it didn't help her feel any less exposed.

“Jasmine please,” she begged. “There must be a fitting room we can use?”

“Nah we don't have time for that,” Jasmine waved her hand dismissively. “Don't worry, there's no-one around. I doubt anyone will see you.”

“Well, not in here they won't, but this is going straight online,” Brooke chuckled, pointing her phone's camera at the naked, shivering girl. 

The thought of the entire school seeing her like this, naked, vulnerable and humiliated, made Mary sick to her stomach; yet also sent a tingle of excitement down her spine. Suddenly it was as if hundreds of eyes were watching her debasement, laughing and mocking her. She sheepishly removed her hands from between her legs, afraid she might feel herself growing wet if she left it much longer.

“Alright then, let's see what we've got to work with shall we?” Kelly said as she bent down, wrapped her hands around Mary's bare thighs and gave them an exaggerated squeeze. 

“Wow, big old chunky thunder thighs,” she tittered.

“Bit of a flabby belly too,” Priya chimed in, pinching the slightly chubby skin around her stomach and wrinkling her nose in distaste. “I think we've got a bit of a piggy on our hands.”

“She's got a lovely fat ass though,” Brooke laughed, spinning Mary by the waist and slapping her wobbly bottom, to the great amusement of the other girl's.

Mary's bottom lip trembled as she struggled to hold the tears in. She knew she wasn't fat; a little curvy perhaps, but certainly not overweight. Being poked and prodded like a piece of meat though, having her body mocked and ridiculed like this, chipped away at her already non-existent self esteem. She felt more fat and frumpy than ever.

“Now these...” Kelly stepped behind Mary, grabbed her large breasts and squeezed them like water balloons. “These I can work with. Someone pass me a micro-bikini will you?”

“M-micro bikini?” Mary stuttered as Brooke handed over the smallest bundle of fabric she'd ever seen.

“Yeah, these fat udders are just about all you've got going for you,” Kelly casually explained, pulling the miniscule garnett across Mary's chest. “You want to show them off as much as possible.”

The bikini top consisted of two tiny orange slips of fabric, just about big enough to cover Mary's nipples, and a series of black straps that Kelly expertly wrapped around her breasts and pulled taught.

“Arrrgh it's too tight!” Mary gasped, looking down in horror at the way the black straps dug into her skin, leaving her fleshy tits bulging comically through the gaps.

“Nah it's fine, probably a size or two too small, but it'll just make them look bigger,” Kelly dismissed her concerns. “Might be a bit uncomfortable, but you know what they say, no pain, no gain.”

Spinning her around, Kelly cupped Mary's breasts and inspected her handiwork.

“Perfect,” she nodded with satisfaction. “Not a patch on mine, but they'll do.”

With her face just inches away from the platinum blonde's enormous set of fake tits, Mary couldn't help but agree. The two huge globes looked to have been sculpted by the God's.

“Yeah, Kelly's got a pretty great pair, right?” Jasmine giggled, then leaned in close and, placing one hand delicately on Mary's naked waist, whispered sensually in her ear. “Say... why don't you take a closer look while we find you some more clothes?”

As she spoke, Jasmine's hand crept up Mary's back, grabbed her by the hair and forcefully pushed her face into Kelly's immense cleavage. Mary let out a groan halfway between alarm and delight as the two great pillows of flesh smothered her face with ease.

As Mary heaved and sucked fruitlessly as Kelly's chest, trying in vain to breathe as silicone filled tits sealed her nose and mouth, she felt someone (presumably Brooke or Priya) pull the micro-bikini thong up her legs, tugging it so the pathetically thin strip of fabric nestled snugly in the crack of her ass, then fondling her flabby butt-cheek as if they owned it. Mary let out a whimper of pleasure into Kelly's tits, the groping and smothering exciting her more than she wanted to admit.

With the girl's giggling ringing in her ears, some kind of skirt was wrapped and fastened around Mary's waist, and her shoes were forced into shoes with heels she could immediately tell were higher than any she'd ever worn before. Now apparently dressed to their satisfaction, Jasmine pulled roughly back on her hair, spun the startled Mary around and pushed her in front of the store's full-body mirror.

The sight that greeted Mary filled her belly with dread. The sweet, conservatively dressed young woman she'd seen staring back at her from the bathroom mirror that morning was gone, replaced instead by some crude caricature of a wayward slut. Her large breasts, barely covered by the tiny bikini top in the first place, were being squeezed so tightly flesh spilled through every gap like some terrible monster trying to escape; huge platform heels she already struggled to balance on adorned her feet and her mini-skirt was so outrageously short, her thong-clad ass cheeks practically hung out the bottom of it. There was no other way to say it; she looked like a cheap whore. The thought of being seen in public like this was utterly mortifying!

“Oh my God, you look so much better,” Jasmine appeared beside her in the reflection, smirking as she examined their handiwork. 

“Y-you think?” Mary asked incredulously, visibly shrinking as the other three crowded around her to get a look.

“Yeah, of course; you were like, so boring before; now you're finally interesting! I guarantee everyone is going to be looking at you when you walk past.”

Looking at the barely dressed freak staring back at her, Mary didn’t doubt Jasmine’s words for a second; the whole world would be looking down their nose at her, silently judging, if not pointing and laughing. For the briefest moment, Mary felt the urge to turn and run, to leave this mall and these cruel bullies behind for good. But as if reading her mind, Jasmine picked that moment to snake a hand around her waist, and pull her close so that their hips rubbed up together. 

So... aren’t you going to thank us for helping with your little makeover?” Jasmine leaned in close, gently rubbing the top of Mary’s thigh. 

“T-thank you,” Mary stammered, shivering at Jasmine’s touch as she watched the raven-haired beauty fondle her in the mirror. “Thank you for making me look like this...”

“Aww you're so welcome hun,” Jasmine cooed sarcastically. “And don’t worry, this is only the start. We’re literally going to makeover your whole life! Doesn’t that sound so much fun?”

“Y-yeah, sure...” Mary swallowed nervously, trying to ignore the sense of dread that threatened to overwhelm her.

“Good. Now, how about you hurry up and get this shit paid for so we can find something nice for the rest of us?”

Without waiting for a response, Jasmine pinched Mary's exposed ass cheek, smirked at the surprised yelp with which she was rewarded, and the four girls practically marched Mary to the till point, before watching gleefully as she went through the embarrassing process of paying for an outfit she was already wearing. “Our friend had a little accident on the way here; all her clothes are covered in piss!” Kelly had lied to the confused cashier, promoting more raucous laughter and teasing from the others.

The bullies cruel laughter ringing in her ears, Mary tottered after the others as best she could in her ridiculous new heels, as they ambled casually through the mall. With every step she took, Mary couldn't help but notice the looks people flashed her way; some leering hungrily at her exposed flesh, others shaking their heads with disapproval, each one a dagger to the heart of Mary's crumbling self-esteem.

It was a blessed relief in the end to escape the open space of the forecourt, and retreat into the tighter confines of a luxury shoe store; the kind that was so expensive, Mary wouldn't normally dream of setting foot in it. Here, she could at least hide behind the neatly stacked shelves of shoes, each one more pricey than any she'd ever owned. 

“Since we've already established you've got like, no taste in clothes, why don't you just kneel on the floor here while we have a browse?” Jasmine waved a hand dismissively at a quiet corner of the store. “If I find any I like, maybe you can help me try them on or something?”

Obediently, Mary knelt on the hard shop floor as Jasmine and her friends eagerly began to peruse the store's extensive collection of footwear. It wasn't nice to feel so excluded, Mary thought to herself sadly as she knelt quietly in the corner, watching the others bond and laugh together, but at least it was better than spending her Saturday sat at home without any friends... right?

Her thoughts were interrupted as the sound of excited chattering approached. Jasmine, clutching a shoe box beneath her arm, led the other girls to Mary’s corner, where they formed a loose circle around her, still talking among themselves as if they’d completely forgotten she was down there. 

“Okay, so I’ve found a pair I like,” Jasmine finally addressed her, taking a seat on the bench to Mary’s left and placing the shoeboxes on the floor beside her feet, before stretching out a leg and lifting her foot expectantly in Mary’s direction. “How about you help me try them on?”

Brooke took the seat beside Jasmine, while Kelly and Priya dropped down on the bench opposite. Mary looked up at the four beautiful girls now sitting towering over her, as if in judgement, and suddenly felt very small indeed.

“Yeah... sure, no problem,” Mary murmured nervously. 

Knowing what was expected of her, Mary undid the laces of Jasmine’s well-worn trainers, before working them free. She then opened the first shoe box, removed the sleek, designer pair of elegant purple stilettos, and, one-by-one, carefully slipped Jasmine’s stocking clad feet inside. It was nothing she hadn’t done before, Mary had changed Jasmine’s shoes and socks for her countless times over the last few weeks, but somehow the fact it was in public, with the other three bullies watching with barely stifled laughter, made the whole ordeal more humiliating than ever. 

“Hmmm I mean they look great,” Jasmine mused, twisting her foot from side to side and peering down admiringly. “But how do they feel?”

Jasmine stood and slowly began pacing circles around her kneeling victim, like a cat toying with its prey. Mary had to suppress a shiver of desire as those smooth, delectable thighs passed just inches from her face, and with each pass she was offered a tantalising glimpse up the cruel girl's skirt.

“Yep, super comfy too, I think they're pretty much perfect,” Jasmine beamed, dropping back down onto the bench. “Mary, what do you think?”

A sly, wolf-like grin on her face, Jasmine raised her foot so the thick, leather sole of her shoe hovered just a hair's breadth from Mary's lips.

“I-I-I er,” Mary stuttered, her tongue like lead in her mouth. “Y-yeah, they look good, I think...”

“You think? Well maybe, since you're down there anyway, you should take a closer look. I want to really be sure they're perfect before I buy them, you know?” Jasmine smiled sweetly, gently pressing the shoe's purple canvas tip against Mary’s cheek, and rubbing it in slow, sensual circles across her skin.

Mary's blood turned to ice. She'd become well used to being humiliated over these past few weeks, but never like this; never in public. Having her dress like a slut was one thing, but this? Kneeling as another girl rubbed their feet in her face, in full view of anyone who happened to walk by? It wasn't right! Mary looked pleadingly up into Jasmine's eyes, silently begging for mercy, but it was clear from the sadistic glee she saw twinkling back at her, there was to be none coming.

“Y-yeah... they're p-perfect, definitely,” Mary stammered, desperately trying to appease her beautiful tormentor.

“Perfect? You really think so?” Jasmine asked innocently, a mocking twist playing at the corner of her lips. “Well, if you like them so much, maybe you should just buy them for me?”

“B-buy them?” Mary's eyes widened in alarm. The last time she'd agreed to buy something for Jasmine, she and Brooke had burned through over half her savings buying lavish gifts for themselves. She had probably just over £1000 left; money that was supposed to help her live comfortably through University. If she wanted any kind of social life next year, she really couldn't afford to lose much more.

“Sure, why not?”

Mary's eyes flicked down to the price printed on the shoebox; £200, more expensive than any item of clothing she'd ever owned.

“Jasmine... I-I-I can't afford this...”

“Sure you can,” Jasmine shook her head as if Mary were being silly. “You've still got enough in your savings to cover it, right?”

“Well yes, but I need that to...”

“Ugh, to what? Waste more money on boring books or plain-ass clothes? That's sooo fucking stupid. Don't you think you'll have more fun spending time with me, and my pretty new shoes?”

“W-well, I...”

“And anyway, you spend so much time at my feet, you're kind of buying them for you too, right? I mean, wouldn't you rather I rub these nice, luxury shoes in your face than my dirty old trainers?”

Mary hesitated. Her mind flashed back to the day Jasmine had made her spend the afternoon with one of her filthy, battered running shoes tied to her face, binding the laces behind her head and sealing her nose and mouth up tight against the insole (just so she would remember where they were if she needed them later of course). The taste of sweaty feet had clung to the back of her throat for days afterwards; there was little doubt the gentle caress of these beautiful purple heels was a preferable experience.

“I... I guess so, but...”

“Look, just lie down on the floor and I'll show you what I mean,” Jasmine stood and motioned to a spot beside her feet. “Brooke, help me out here will you?”

Despite the cold stone that had settled in her stomach, Mary reluctantly did as she was told, dropping from her knees to all fours then rolling over so she led on her back, staring into the bright white lights of the store's ceiling. Jasmine and Brooke's enormous figures loomed ominously above her. With her head down at ankle height, Mary suddenly felt like a bug, insignificant, cowering beneath these two beautiful giants and praying they didn't squash her for their own amusement.

“Okay, so we all know you spend basically all your time scuttling around my feet, and letting me walk all over you. You know, because you're such a tragic fucking loser it's the only way you'll ever have any friends,” Jasmine explained casually, laying bear Mary's deepest insecurities as if they meant nothing. “And a lot of the time when you're down there, I'm wearing super old, dirty trainers, right? Kinda like the one's Brooke's got on now?”

Mary's eyes flickered unconsciously to the battered, mud crusted trainers beside her head.

“Uh, yeah,” Mary nodded, already not liking where this was going.

“So, she just lets you walk all over her in your smelly old trainers?” Brooke asked Jasmine with a knowing smirk. “You mean, like this?”

Grinning like a kid on Christmas morning, Brooke planted a dirty trainer squarely on Mary's flabby belly, then with a swift push, used the poor girl's body like a springboard, hoisting herself up and landing with her full body weight on Mary's torso. The pretty blonde's feet plunged into Mary's stomach; the sudden pressure winding her as it forced the air from her lungs. She gasped, a sharp, painful wheeze bursting from her lips as her body jerked involuntarily. Her hands instinctively grasped at Brooke’s ankles, but the weight on her chest kept her pinned to the ground, struggling to catch her breath.

“Yes!” Jasmine grinned excitedly, as Kelly and Priya broke into fits of laughter. “Just like that. Pretty fucking gross, right?”

“Ew, I can't even imagine how disgusting that must be.” 

A giddy expression on her face, Brooke delighted in shifting her weight from one foot to the other, taking tentative steps across Mary's stomach as she went; giggling as each one brought a fresh grunt of discomfort from her whimpering human doormat. As she found her footing, the pretty blonde then gingerly lifted a trainer clad-foot, and brought the mud-caked sole down across Mary's nose and mouth.

“I've literally been walking round the stables all week, they are seriously filthy,” Brooke pushed her foot down and began to grind the muddy shoes into Mary's face. “And now I'm just squashing all that muck and dirt into your face; it's soooo fucking disgusting.”

Mary moaned pathetically, trying not to gag at the foul smell coming off the filthy trainers.

“And that's just touching them,” Priya added. “It must be so much worse when you make her clean them with her tongue.”

“Oh my God, yes!” Jasmine exclaimed. “I bet they taste so fucking bad. Go on Mary, stick out your tongue and tell us what it's like.”

Without waiting for a response, Jasmine pressed the sharp tip of her heel hard into Mary’s barely covered nipple, and dug it in viciously.

“GAAHHHH!” Mary yelped as a hot needle of pain stabbed through her chest. Instinctively, she did as she was told, pushing out her tongue so that Brooke could scrap the filthy footwear up and down the length of it. The taste that filled her mouth was so vile she almost threw up then and there; Jasmine did at least ease the assault on her tits, though with months of caked-in dirt, muck and god knows what else now coating her tongue, it was hard to say whether the trade was worth it.

“Ohh guys, I don’t think she likes it,” Kelly snickered

“Oh nonsense, she's barely tasted them,” Priya argued with a sly grin, pushing herself from the bench and crouching beside Mary's head. The beautiful Indian girl slipped a hand each side of Brooke's foot, one of which she used to pinch Mary's nose, while the other took hold of her chin and forced open her jaw. “Come on Brooke, at least give her a proper mouthful.”

“Well, if you insist...” Brooke said in a tone suggesting she didn't require much convincing.

Her blonde ponytail bobbing as she balanced with a single foot on Mary's stomach, Brooke brought the toe of her filthy trainers up to Mary’s lips, then stuffed virtually the whole shoe inside her open mouth.

“MMMMMPPHHH!” Mary cried out with alarm into the dirt-crusted trainer. Her cheeks stretched and bulged painfully to accommodate the filthy footwear, which quickly filled every inch of her mouth. Dried mud spread everywhere; collecting beneath her tongue, across the roof of the mouth, even between her teeth, bringing with it a taste so vile, it had her on the verge of tears.

Brooke pushed her foot deeper and deeper into Mary's mouth, until the tip of the shoe's soiled toes was rammed practically half way down the poor girl's throat. Mary gagged and retched against the intruder, saliva drooled down her chin and tears spilled from her eyes as she bucked wildly against the assault, but Brooke's body weight and Priya's strong hands kept her right where she was.

This was it, Mary thought miserably; even after everything that had been done to her over the past few weeks, this was the most humiliating experience of her life. Dressed as a slut, literally walked all over and now throat fucked by a muddy shoe in the middle of a public shopping mall; how did her life come to this? 

‘This is all your own fault,’ a cruel voice sneered from the back of her head. ‘If you'd just known your place, bought Jasmine those fucking shoes in the first place, none of this would have happened.’

“That's it bitch, open that mouth as wide as you can. Let's see if we can get the whole shoe in shall we?” Priya laughed, her face alive with glee as she pinched Mary's bulging cheeks against the soiled fabric.

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Why do you let yourself be treated like this?” the voice went on. “It's because deep down, you know this is what you deserve, isn't it? You know that someone as weak, sad and pathetic as you deserves to be trampled on and stamped into the dirt by the likes of Jasmine and her pretty friends.”

“Oh my God, I am sending this to like, everyone!” Kelly squealed happily as she captured every moment on her phone's camera.

“Or maybe, just maybe, you let this happen because you like it. You like being humiliated... abused... treated like the worthless loser you are...”

As much as she tried to bury the thought of it, Mary knew the voice wasn't wrong. Her heart was racing; not because she was afraid or distressed (though she was most certainly both), but because she was excited. Being used as a human footstool, spanked with her head forced into a sweaty shoe, locked in the dark boot of Brooke's car, publicly stripped, groped and humiliated by these four beautiful sirens, it had thrilled her to her very core. Each time her degradation reached a new low, it was like electricity firing through her veins, lighting a fire between her legs. Even now, at what was probably the lowest moment of her life, Mary could feel arousal coursing through her; she felt the urge to bite her lip, though the dirty trainer filling her mouth made the prospect tricky. 

“See, you fucking freak, you love it when they bully you! So why are you trying to fight it? Wouldn't it just be easier if you gave in? Buy Jasmine whatever she wants, whether you can afford it or not? Doesn’t the thought of Jasmine draining your savings just get you fucking wet?”

Oh God, Mary realised, it did; it really did. The thought of Jasmine using her like that, taking everything and leaving her with nothing just because she could; it drove Mary wild! She didn’t want it, but then she didn’t want to be trampled and throat-fucked by a muddy shoe either, yet still Brooke’s current assault had her so horny she could barely think.

Just as Mary’s eyes began to roll into the back of her head, Jasmine gave Brooke a satisfied nod; the pretty blonde then finally removed her foot from Mary's mouth and hopped back down to the shop floor, while Priya reluctantly released her grip on Mary's head. Finally free, Mary jerked away from her attackers as if she'd been shot and rolled over onto her front, coughing and spluttering like she'd just been pulled from the ocean.

“Ohhh that must have been pretty bad huh?” Jasmine winced, crouching beside Mary's head and looking at her with something approaching genuine sympathy. 

“Mmm-hmm...” Mary breathed shakily, trying to regain some kind of composure, but failing miserably.

“So you see what I mean right? How nasty it was to be walked over by those horrible old trainers?”

Mary pitifully nodded her head in agreement.

“But these...” Jasmine stood, planting her purple heels just a few inches from Mary's face. “These are much nicer, aren't they? Wouldn't you rather be spending time around soft, pretty, clean shoes like this?”

“Y-yes...” Mary rasped. God, her throat felt like she'd swallowed sandpaper.

“Great! So, don't you think you should just buy me the shoes, and stop worrying about stupid shit like whether you can afford them or not?”

Mary's eyes wandered from Jasmine's designer heels, up her deliciously long legs to to the tartan skirt and tight, supple body above; and at that moment, something within her just broke. That voice in the back of her head was right, she realised, this was exactly how she deserved to be treated. Look at Jasmine, perky, full breasts, a peachy, round ass, mesmerising green eyes and a face that could have been sculpted from marble, and then look at her; plain, boring, drool and tears running down her face as her chubby body wheezed on the floor. Someone like her could never compare to someone like Jasmine; she should be grateful to be even allowed in the presence of these four beautiful, confident young women. If the price for that was to be used, abused and humiliated for their entertainment, surely that was one worth paying?

“A-alright...” Mary gave in with a barely audible whisper, her last dregs of self-preservation finally defeated. “I’ll... I’ll buy you the shoes.”

“Yeah? You really want to?” Jasmine shifted her foot so the shoe’s pointed tip almost brushed up against Mary’s lips. “Show me.”

Understanding what was required of her, Mary pursed her lips, and placed a delicate kiss against the soft purple canvas.

Kiss

“P-please Jasmine... Please let me buy you the shoes. I-I really want to,” Mary muttered, her nose pressed tight to the roof of the shoe. “T-they’re so pretty, and soft, and colourful. They just look so beautiful.”

Kiss, Kiss

“Well I mean that’s true, but are you sure you can afford it? I thought you needed the money?” Jasmine looked down at her triumphantly, as if she could see into Mary’s soul, and knew the broken girl was hers for the taking. 

“No, I-I don’t need the money; Like you said, I’d only waste it. I’d r-rather spend it on you.”

Kiss, Kiss, Kiss

“You deserve it more than I do. I’m lucky someone like you would ever let a loser like me buy your shoes,” Mary went on, kissing her way up the length of Jasmine’s shoe toward the heel, hoping her pathetic grovelling was enough to impress her beautiful tormentor. 

“Well alright then! Since you want it sooooo much, you can buy my shoes for me,” Jasmine beamed. “Man, I am such a good friend, right?”

“Yes Jasmine, such a good friend to me. Thank you for letting me buy your shoes, and for my makeover, and for everything else you do for me...”

Kiss, Kiss, Kiss

Out the corner of her Mary spotted movement, and glanced across to see a young couple peeking around the closest rack of shoes, their faces a picture of disbelief. They must have been in their early 20’s, just a year or two older than Mary herself; the young man looked horrified at what he saw, though his girlfriend seemed to be enjoying herself, snorting with laughter as she dug out her phone to capture the moment. 

“So what, let them watch,” the voice in Mary’s head piped back up as a whole new wave of humiliation threatened to overwhelm her. “Everyone already knows how sad and pathetic you are. It’s not like this will change anything.”

Kiss, Kiss, Kiss

Accepting what the voice told her, Mary tried her best to bury her shame in Jasmine’s feet, kissing her way down the length of the shoe’s spindly heel until her cheek touched the cold shop floor. 

“You know, since you’re such an eager little shopper, maybe you should just buy all our shoes?” Jasmine suggested with a hint of amusement. “I mean, if you want to be our friend, you’re going to have to prove you’re useful to all of us, you know?”

“Oh my God, yes, that is such a good idea!” Kelly clapped her hands with delight. 

“Yeah, you definitely should,” Priya agreed. “If we have to be seen in public with a loser like you, the least you can do is buy us shit to make up for it.”

“O-of course, I’d be happy to,” Mary agreed eagerly, forcing herself to ignore the worm of dismay gnawing at her stomach. This would decimate what was left of her savings, but the broken girl didn’t have it in her to refuse. 

“Great!” Jasmine removed her foot, then bent and playfully slapped Mary’s exposed ass cheek. “Come on then, since you’re paying, we’ll let you help us choose.”

The weight of her surrender sitting heavily on her shoulders, Mary dragged herself to her feet, and trudged after the others toward the shelves of perfectly displayed shoes that were about to steal the last of her savings, and with them any hope of a social life at University next year. At first she drifted aimlessly after them, as if moving through a dazed fog, feeling dejected and painfully aware of what she’d just given up. As the afternoon wore on however, she started to notice a subtle shift in the group’s dynamic. 

There was no end to her humiliation of course, the girls still mocked, teased and belittled her at every opportunity, but they somehow seemed to do so as if she were part of the group, and not an outsider looking in. No longer was she made to walk five paces behind them, or kneel quietly in the corner as they shopped, but was permitted to stand among them, shoulder-to-shoulder as they browsed the eye-wateringly expensive footwear. They were actually including her, talking to her, as opposed to just firing orders or insults in her general direction. It was a strange sort of acceptance, wrapped in mocking smiles and barbed compliments, but for the first time in her life, Mary actually felt like part of the gang. The lowliest, most pathetic part perhaps, but included nevertheless. 

One by one, Mary helped the girls pick out the new shoes she’d so generously agreed to gift them. Brooke went for a pair of hand-crafted leather sandals; “Look, there’s plenty of room for your tongue in there,” the pretty blonde noted with approval. “It’s going to be soooooo easy for you to clean my sweaty feet in these. Here, give it a try.” The others then watched, sharing nods of agreement and admiring glances, as Mary was made to demonstrate sandals convenience by slipping her lips through the front leather straps and, one-by-one, sucking whatever grit and dirt had been on the inside of those filthy trainers from each of Brooke's toes.

Priya went for a very decadent pair of thigh-high boots; made from sleek black leather with pointed toes and killer heels that added a good few inches to her already imposing height. She immediately decided that one of Mary's new responsibilities as her ‘friend’, would be to keep them shiny and polished... using her tongue.

“Everytime I want to wear them, I'll have you come over and lick every inch of them until they sparkle,” Priya declared joyfully. “Come on, you can start now. Really get that tongue going, I want to see my face in them!”

Mary did so without hesitation, struggling to suppress the thrill that ran through her body as she lapped her tongue up and down the powerful Indian girl's thigh like a dog enjoying its favourite treat.

“Ew, why is your tongue so fucking dry?” Priya complained, before clearing her throat and spitting a huge glob of saliva onto Mary's tongue.

Trying not to gag, Mary smeared the spit across the black leather with her tongue, polishing the surface until the boots gleamed under the store's fluorescent lights. It was at this unfortunate moment that, to Mary's abject horror, a pretty young sales assistant rounded the corner, and stopped in her tracks, eyes wide as saucers as she took in the scene before her. Luckily for Mary, the woman was either too underpaid or overworked to bother dealing with this sort of nonsense. She simply looked down at Mary with utter contempt, as if she were a rat that had just crawled out a sewer, shook her head and left her there, tonguing the delighted bully's new boots.

Of the three of them, Kelly took by far the longest to make up her mind. She quickly found two pairs of stilettos she liked, one a bright red pair of 9-inch heels and the other a slightly smaller baby blue set, though she seemed incapable of making a decision as to which she'd prefer. Her solution was to have Mary slip one on each of her feet, and perform a meticulous inspection of each. 

Mary was made to kiss and lick virtually every inch of each shoe, taking each heel in her mouth and sucking them up and down, before removing each shoe, pushing her nose inside and deeply sniffing the space Kelly's feet had just occupied, over and over again. Kelly then put the shoes back on, and had Mary down on all-fours, kissing one then the other, again and again.

“Which is nicer to kiss?” Kelly would ask, standing to tower over her like a giant. “If I was going to tie one to your face all day, which would it be?”

“I-I don’t know... I like them both...” Mary would stammer in response, not sure what answer Kelly wanted from her.

Eventually, Kelly settled on the blue pair, consoling herself that Mary could simply buy her the red pair next time they came to the mall together. Mary wasn't entirely sure how Kelly thought she'd be able to afford that given they were burning through her savings at a rate of knots, but she figured that was a question best left for another day.

Once all the girl's had selected their new shoes, they forced Mary back into her ridiculously high heels, loaded up her arms with the four shoeboxes, and practically doubled-over laughing as she tottered across the shop floor to pay. As the cashier rang the order through, Mary waited with baited breath for the total. £832. Fuck. She'd never spent that much on anything; let alone clothes for four girls who'd done nothing but bully and abuse her. 

If Mary thought her ordeal in the shoe-store would mark the end of her humiliation, she was sadly mistaken. Having seen how easily she capitulated to their financial demands, the others had smelled blood, and now closed in like a pack of hungry dogs. The moment their lovely new shoes were boxed and paid for, they marched Mary out the store, across the mall's forecourt, and straight to the closest ATM.

At Jasmine's insistence, Mary punched in her pin number, and looked on in disbelief as her balance lit up the screen. £208; down from over £1000 that morning. The cold reality of what Mary had done was a stone in her stomach. The savings her Mother had trusted her with, that her Father had left in his will to make sure his little girl got the best education she could; almost entirely gone. All because she was so obsessed with these four cruel bullies, and so lacking in self-confidence, just kissing their feet seemed like a privilege.

"Oh my God, she's literally given us almost everything," Kelly tittered. "She must really be desperate to hang out with us."

"Yeah, but I wonder, is ‘almost’ really good enough? Don't you think, since we've gone to all this trouble to let this fucking loser spend time with us, she should really just let us have all of it?" Priya asked, grinning with malice. 

"Oh my God, that is so true," Jasmine exclaimed, moving in so close Mary could feel her breath hot against her ear. "Doesn't that sound like a great idea? Just emptying your bank account and giving it all to us? I think that would really help the others understand why it's worth spending time with you.”

As she spoke, Jasmine let her hand wander down to Mary's bare legs, and slid up her skirt; groping and fondling her like a piece of meat. The intimate touch drove the young virgin wild; fuck, she'd have agreed to pretty much anything.

"I-I-I guess..." Mary reluctantly raised her hand and held out a trembling finger, excitement coursing through every inch of her body.

"That's it, come on, I'll even help you," Jasmine took Mary's hand in hers and guided it down to the pin pad. "There you go, select the amount, now 2... 0... 0... almost there; now, just press withdraw.”

As if to make sure the shame of the moment was Mary's alone, Jasmine let go of her hand, and let her finalise the withdrawal herself. Which of course, the simpering little victim duly did. Seconds later, the machine whirled into life; sorting and spitting out the neatly arranged stack of notes which represented every penny Mary had to her name. Well, almost every penny. She supposed she still had £8 left to put herself through University.

For the next couple of hours, Mary trailed along on the heels of her four beautiful tormentors like a lovesick puppy, as they took what was left of her savings on their own personal shopping spree.  A cozy winter coat, a pair of ripped jeans, a bright pink baseball cap; the purchases quickly mounted up. Nobody bothered asking Mary if she wanted anything; it was clear that, as far as the others were concerned, just being permitted to tag along and their shopping was reward enough for her. To Mary's shame, part of her agreed with them.

When they were down to their last £50, Jasmine declared she was hungry, and with the others in full agreement, the five of them made their way to the mall's food-court to seek out some lunch. Mary looked on as one by one they placed their orders; big, juicy burgers for Jasmine and Priya, fragrant soft-shell tacos for Kelly and a crisp, fresh chicken salad for the health conscious Brooke. The sight of so much delicious food had Mary salivating; she'd eaten nothing since breakfast, and now her empty belly growled in protest. 

"Hey, how much is a side in onion rings?" Jasmine asked the server as he handed over her large burger and chips on a plastic tray.

"They're £1.99," the bored looking man replied.

"Ah shit, not even close," Jasmine sighed as she examined the paltry handful of coins that remained. Almost as an afterthought, she tossed them in Mary's direction. "I guess you might as well see if you can get anything for that."

"T-thank you," Mary gushed, scrambling to stop the precious coins falling to the floor; but Jasmine had already turned and walked away.

Gathering the coins and counting then up, Mary's heart dropped when she realised how few there really were. With only 89p to her name, the only thing she could afford was their smallest, most basic portion of fries. It wouldn't do much to combat the pangs of hunger attacking her stomach, but Mary supposed it was better than nothing.

Clutching the tiny packet of fries in her hand, Mary picked her way through the sea of diners, and eventually found the others crowded around a table for four, laughing and joking together like the picture-perfect friendship Mary had always dreamed of. Yet it appeared as usual, there was no room in the picture for her. 

"Shall I er, find another table then?" she asked sadly. 

"What? No, of course not hun; you're our special little friend," Jasmine shook her head as if the idea they'd do anything to make her feel unincluded was ridiculous. "You totally deserve your place at this table.”

"Yeah?" Mary said with a shy smile, glancing around for a chair to pull up.

"Oh yes, there's the perfect spot for you right here," Priya smirked, pointing to the grubby floor tiles beneath the table.

Of course they meant on the floor, Mary thought to herself, her excitement faltering; why did she think they’d treat her as an equal when they could simply find another way to humiliate her instead? Though given everything she'd been through today, it wasn't exactly like she had any dignity left anyway. Besides, as much as she hated herself for it, she knew on some sad level, she was grateful just to be allowed to share a table with these four stunning girls, even if her place was beneath it.

“Y-yeah, sure,” Mary stammered, awkwardly climbing down to her knees, crawling into the dark, cramped space below the table and doing her best to settle between the other girl's legs.

Knelt on the dirty tiles with a ceiling of cheap plastic and dried chewing gum above her head, it wasn't exactly the most pleasant spot for lunch; but as Mary looked up at those four sets of delicious legs pressing in on her from all sides, the smooth skin of Kelly's delectable calves so close she could smell the coco-butter she must have rubbed into them that morning, she couldn't help but think there were worst places she could be. Perhaps this wouldn't be so bad after all, Mary thought with a hint of optimism, reaching into her tiny bag of fries hungrily.

“Er, what the fuck do you think you're doing?” Priya snapped, looking down at her with disgust.

“Oh... I-I was just...”

“Going to eat those fries with your grubby little hands? Get them all greasy before you carry our shopping back to the car? You greedy fucking pig; I don't think so! Give them here.”

Wilting under the Indian girl's force gaze, and ignoring the clawing of her empty stomach, Mary did as she was told; timidly holding up the bag. Priya snatched Mary's lunch from her grasp, grabbed a handful of the fries within and, to the poor girl's horror, stuffed them in her mouth. 

“Hmm not bad I guess,” Priya shrugged as she munched her way through what must have been at least a third of Mary's tiny portion. “Probably a little bit dry though.”

Smirking sadistically, Priya cleared her throat, and spat a wad of saliva into what remained of Mary's lunch.

“There you go, much better,” she laughed, before tipping the bag down on the filthy floor where Mary knelt. 

Mary's cheeks blushed red as the table above her burst into raucous laughter. She looked down at the pitiful pile of saliva covered fries, and felt her stomach turn. Even after everything that had happened today, this felt like a revolting new low.

"Aww what's the matter?" Priya asked with an exaggerated pout. "Do you think you're too good to eat from the floor?"

"N-no, I just..." 

"Oh don't worry, I'm only teasing. I know you'd eat from the floor if I told you to; you've already proved you'll do pretty much anything we say. But you know, I guess since we're apparently friends and everything now, I could help you out."

Without waiting for an answer, Priya lifted her foot, stamped down hard and ground it against the floor; crushing the fries beneath her thick leather boot. When she lifted it back up, the rubber soles were caked in a gloomy mush of spit and potato.

"There, see how thoughtful I am? No need to eat from the dirty old floor when you've got me to help, is there?"

Priya pushed the hard, rubber sole of her boot into Mary's face; smushing it against her lips and nose.

"Go on, eat up!”

Starving though she may have been, the thought of eating that lumpy, yellow mess clinging to the bottom of Priya's boot made Mary sick to her stomach. However by this stage, Mary knew she didn't have it in her to refuse. Swallowing a wave of nausea that threatened to overwhelm her, she rolled out her tongue, and tried not to gag as she licked the vile slop from the hard rubber.

“Oh my God, she's actually doing it!”

“In front of all these people as well...”

“Might be the most pathetic thing I've ever seen...”

The cruel insults rained down from above as Mary lapped spit and filthy, squashed potato from beneath Priya's boot. The taste was truly putrid, but to Mary's shame, she felt a familiar tingling between her legs that grew stronger with each mocking jibe and every moment she spent tonguing the cruel Indian girl's soles. Oh God, this was turning her on; what the fuck was wrong with her?

“You look like you're reeeeally enjoying that,” Jasmine giggled. “You must feel pretty lucky huh? To have a friend as pretty as Priya let you lick her boots? That must be like, a dream come true for a little worm like you!”

“Yethhh, so lucky...  Fank-ooo,” Mary mumbled as she ran her tongue up the length of one of the boots grooves, scooping out the disgusting mixture of fry, spit and whatever else Priya had stepped in. To her horror, she actually meant it. Priya was so strong, confident, beautiful... everything she wasn't. Even being knelt under the table licking filth from her boots felt like an honour of which she wasn't worthy.

Once everyone at the table had devoured their delicious feasts (and Priya judged Mary had licked every last scrap from beneath her boot) it was time for the girl's to head back. Jasmine, Brooke, Priya and Kelly walked arm in arm, animatedly discussing their new purchases and how excited they were to wear them, while Mary staggered after them in a daze, shivering in her state of undress as they made their way across the car park.

“Ah, here we are,” Jasmine exclaimed as they reached the car, popping open the boot, gesturing to the pile of filthy riding gear within and flashing Mary a knowing grin. “Hop in.”

Mary swallowed nervously, picturing the ride ahead of her. It had been bad enough on the way out, cramped for over an hour in the pitch black, muddy gear digging into her and jabbing her with every bump and turn. Now, with the shopping crammed in there too, and next to no clothes to cushion the blows or keep her warm in the unheated boot, it would be unbearable.

“C-can I maybe ride in the car on the way back?” she asked anxiously. “P-please... you know, s-since we're all friends now... a-and I did everything you asked...”

“Hmm well I guess that's up to Kelly and Priya isn't it? And whether you've done enough to convince them you’re worth spending time with,” Jasmine raised an eyebrow to her friends. “What do you reckon, should she be allowed to ride with us?”

Mary waited with baited breath as the two cruel beauties eyed her up in silent deliberation. God, she needed this; all the pain and humiliation she'd suffered today couldn't be for nothing. She may not be as confident, popular or pretty as them, but surely she'd done enough for them to let her ride in the car.

“I don't mind,” Kelly shrugged. “As long as she keeps buying us stuff and doing whatever we say, she can hang around with us I guess.”

“Yeah I had a lot of fun today, it's been a while since we've had anyone pathetic enough to eat their lunch from the bottom of my shoe. She can stick around,” Priya agreed, much to Mary's relief. “But I don't want her fat ass taking up all the room in the back. If she wants to ride in the car, she can lie on the floor or something.”

“You heard her, get that chubby little rump in the car and let's get going,” Brooke smirked, giving Mary a playful slap on the bottom as she walked round to the driver's seat.

Feeling absurdly grateful to be granted what was quite literally the tiniest shred of acceptance she could have imagined, Mary placed the shopping in the boot and crawled into the back of Brooke's car, squashing herself into the tight space as she lay face down across the foot-wells.

“Not like that, loser; I don't want your fat ass staring up at me the whole way,” Priya sneered as she pried open the car door. She pushed her thick leather boot against Mary's buttocks and drove it down hard to emphasise her point. “Turn over.”

Mary had to bite her lip to stifle a moan of pleasure as the pressure of Priya's boot ground her pussy into the car's carpet. Hoping none of the others had noticed, she obediently flipped herself face up, before grunting with discomfort as Priya walked over her to take her seat, pressing her full body weight down on Mary's legs and stomach.

Over on the other side, Kelly at least did her the courtesy of not trampling over her as she got in, though as soon as her pert young bum was comfortably sat down, she kicked off her high-heels, and rested one foot between the soft pillows of Mary's breasts, while the other came down across her face, forming a perfect seal over her nose and mouth.

“Mmmmmph,” Mary moaned pitifully into the sole of Kelly's bare foot, though the others paid her no notice as Jasmine slid into the front passenger seat, and Brooke turned the key in the ignition, sparking the engine to life.

“Wow, look at you, riding in the car like a big girl. You could almost pretend you're a normal person if you weren't led on the floor like a doormat,” Brooke chuckled, her blonde ponytail bobbing as she reversed the car from the space and pulled away. “So I guess that means she's officially one of the gang now?”

“Yeah, looks like it; kind of like our little pet or mascot I guess?” Jasmine smirked, sliding a pair of designer sunglasses across her pretty face.

Down on the floor, all Mary heard was that she was one of the gang, and her heart soared with joy.

“Oh God, my feet are killing me,” Kelly complained, lifting her foot from Mary's face as she stretched out her leg. “I've been traipsing around in those shoes literally all day. My feet are soooo sweaty; they must fucking stink!”

She wasn't wrong, Mary thought, wrinkling her nose with distaste; now that she could breathe again, the stench of sweaty feet so close to her face was so strong, she could taste it in the back of her throat. Clearly amused by her discomfort, Kelly let her bare foot hover just inches above Mary's nose and mouth. Mary stared up at the beautiful blonde's wrinkled sole with awe. It was like an enormous storm cloud, so immense it blocked the sun as it passed. From down here, she was so close she could see every crease and curve of it, make out every speck of fluff and dirt that clung to them.  

“Hey, since you're down there, why don't you give me a little foot-bath?” Kelly suggested excitedly.

“A... a foot-bath?”

“Yeah, you know, wash my feet with your tongue. They are so fucking sweaty, they could really use a clean,” Kelly wiggled her toes impishly. “Go on, lick my feet.”

Not needing a second invitation, Mary did as she was told, unfurling her tongue, pressing it to the bottom of Kelly's heel and running up the full length of her beautiful, delicate foot. The salty, musky taste of sweaty feet invaded her mouth with such ferocity, she didn't know whether to gag or moan with pleasure. In the end, she seemed to settle on a kind of pathetic whimper.

“So girl's, what do you think?” Jasmine asked from the front seat. “Are you happy to let her stick around for good? It's a group decision after all.”

“Oh yes, definitely,” Kelly squealed with delight as Mary's tongue probed between her toes. “I could get used to this.”

“And Priya?”

“Hmmm well, she's definitely everything you said she was; useful, generous, easily pliable... no fucking backbone,” the Indian girl mused, her face a picture of concentration. “I guess my only question mark is whether she can really take everything we'll throw at her. You know how carried away we get when we're having fun...”

"Yeah, that's a good point, but I think she can take it."

"But I mean, remember how much fun we used to have with Misty Weaver? We made her do all sorts of crazy shit! You really think this one will measure up?"

"Christ, those days were wild," Brooke chimed in. "Remember the day after her eighteenth birthday when we put her in a rubbish bag with all the leftover food and shit, then threw it in the dumpster and let the bin men take her away?"

"Oh fuck, that was so funny!" Kelly burst into hysterical laughter. "She had to walk all the way home from the dump stinking like shit!”

"Ah, those were some great times," Jasmine agreed wistfully. "But I definitely think we can have just as much fun with Mary, maybe even more! I know she looks like a pathetic little worm, but she's actually surprisingly resilient.”

"Oh yeah?" Priya said ominously. "You mean, you think she's resilient enough to take... this!"

Her eyes lighting up with sadistic glee, Priya raised her boot and stamped down hard on Mary's belly.

“GHHHHUUUURRRR!” Mary cried out as the air was forced from her lungs. Pain exploded through her body at the blow, leaving her winded and gasping for breath, her feet kicking out as she clawed at the mat below.

“How about it Mary? Was that okay?”

Coughing and wheezing like a dying man, Mary nodded her head as best she could.

“Yeah? And what if I did it again? Would that be okay?”

Priya raised her leg again, and this time stomped on Mary's thigh.

“Ahhhh-huh-huh! Y-ye-e-esss,” Mary sobbed through another cry of agony.

“And what if I just kept doing it... over... and over...”

With each ‘over’ Priya brought her foot down again and again. Mary writhed and squirmed in agony, tears streaming down her face as Priya stomped her into the ground, but in the tight confines of the car floor, there was nowhere to go. All she could do was mindlessly lick at Kelly slick, sweaty soles, losing herself in their sour flavour and praying the barrage would stop soon. Then, just as she thought she couldn't take it anymore, one of those blows landed plumb between her legs; the thick leather boot slamming into her pussy, and pressing hard on her clit.

“Ohhh fuck!” She groaned, as an unexpected jolt of pleasure cut through the endless waves of agony.

“Sure sounds like she doesn't mind!” Jasmine laughed.

“It does, doesn't it?” Priya grinned back. “Yeah... I could see this working out.”

Spurred on by Mary's cries, Priya continued to pummel her underfoot, each blow sending fresh pain shooting through her trembling body. Yet as the boot landed between her legs for a second, then a third time, the line between pain and pleasure became blurred, until Mary wasn't sure she could even tell the difference. 

“Oh yes... oh yes... oh yes...” Mary moaned as her body began to betray her, losing itself in the delicious ripples of ecstasy that came each time that boot crashed down between her legs.

“I actually think she's enjoying herself a little too much, I’m trying to drive here,” Brooke complained. “Kelly, shut the little slut up will you?”

“My pleasure,” Kelly grinned, pushing her whole heel into Mary's open mouth and plugging it shut.

“MMmmmpphhh!” Mary's whimpers were muffled by Kelly's sweaty heel, though she knew there would have been no mercy even if the others could hear her. There was no point fighting, she'd accepted that now. This was her place; publicly humiliated and stripped of everything she had, all for the honour of lying on the floor of Brooke's car, gagged by one beautiful bullies foot as another stomped her underfoot like a bug. Her body battered and bruised, yet so filled with lust and desire, that as the car cruised down the highway heading for home, there was nowhere in the world she'd rather be.
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Later that evening

“So yeah, she took a bit of convincing, but after spending some time sucking on Brooke's muddy trainers, she realised how silly she was being, and just bought them for me anyway,” Jasmine spoke into the phone's camera in her ridiculously chirpy ‘influencer’ voice. “And I'm glad she did because seriously, look how fucking cute they are!”

Jasmine pointed the camera down to get a shot of her lovely new purple heels, contrasting well against the soft, pale canvas on which they stood, and gently sunk into... Mary's stomach.

Led on the floor with a beautiful yet cruel bully quite literally all walking over her was a position Mary had got used to over the last 24 hours. The sharp pressure and struggle to catch her breath had become a regular companion since her ordeal in the shoe-store; as had the burning of desire between her legs and unparalleled excitement that coursed through her every time she looked up and saw the stunning, superior young woman towering up into the heavens as she suffered beneath her feet.

The sun had long since set on the day that had seen Mary's life spiral even further out of control, if such a thing were possible. Just a few days ago Mary had been dreaming of escaping this twisted, abusive relationship that had taken over her life; now, she was deeper under Jasmine's thumb than ever. 

It had been hours ago Brooke had finally dropped them back at Jasmine's house, where she'd foolishly agreed to spend the night. As she dragged her aching body back to the house, Mary looked with dismay at the patchwork of muddy footprints criss-crossed over her legs and stomach, already entwined with the bruises that were blooming, purple and angry across her pale skin.

If Mary thought her ordeal at the Mall would mark the end of the day's humiliation, she was quickly proved wrong. Pretty much the moment they walked through the front door, Jasmine instructed her to remove her clothes, and pack them away for their next outing.

“You've been lying on the dirty floor all day, I don't want those filthy rags in my house,” she complained. 

“But you made me throw my other clothes away, remember? I don't have anything to change into...”

“So? Just go naked, my Mom won't be back until late, and it's nothing I haven't seen before,” Jasmine added with a wink.

The skimpy outfit hadn't protected much of her modesty, but as Mary stripped it away, leaving her naked and feeling more vulnerable than ever in Jasmine’s hallway, she’d have done anything just to pull up that mini-skirt again. Still, Jasmine wasn't satisfied.

“Alright, it's been a long day and to be honest it's pretty draining spending so much time with you,” she explained with a sympathetic smile. “Like, I know you do a lot for me, but you're so needy and annoying; always whining that you haven't eaten all day, or asking when I'm going to take my foot out your mouth... I just need a bit of space, you know?”

“Y-yeah, sure, I get it,” Mary replied, trying to hide her dismay at Jasmine's casual cruelty.

“Great, so you don't mind if I shut you away for a while so I can get some time to myself?” Jasmine went on as if it were a completely normal request, pacing through to the kitchen and opening the cupboard under the sink. “I thought maybe here might be a good spot? Out of sight and out of mind, so I don't even have to think about you?”

Mary looked at the cramped, dingy cupboard, with its peeling walls and damp, brown stains soaked into every surface. Christ, it was so tiny, it made the boot of Brooke's car look like a penthouse apartment.

“A-are you sure I'll even fit? There's not much room in there...” she began, but Jasmine quickly cut her off.

“Yeah, sure you will,” she insisted. “Look, get in and I'll prove it.”

Too meek to refuse, Mary dropped down to all fours, and did her best to crawl inside. Hunching her shoulders and wincing as the rough wooden shelf above scraped across her chubby back, she was able to wriggle most of the way in, though half her ass still poked out at an awkward angle.

“Come on, almost there; here, let me give you a hand,” Jasmine put one hand on Mary's hip and the other on her flabby buttocks, and gave her an almighty shove, forcing her into the crammed, claustrophobic space. “Perfect! Nice and tight so you don't have to worry about disturbing me with all your squirming and wriggling around. See, I told you you'd fit.”

It was a liberal use of the word ‘fit’ Mary thought to herself. She was packed in so tight she literally couldn't move a muscle. Her limbs were squashed beneath her, a pipe was digging into her ass cheek and already her joints and muscles creaked with discomfort. But as ever she accepted the humiliation without complaint, while Jasmine darted off to get 'the finishing touch.’ She returned a few moments later, her emerald green eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Okay, since you were such a good little bitch for me today, I thought you deserved a treat, so I got you these,” Jasmine beamed excitedly, opening her hands and letting a pair of skimpy, leopard-print panties fall free, dangling from her finger. “They’re my Mom’s! I got them from her dirty laundry. I figured since you liked sniffing her shoes so much earlier, you’d really enjoy getting a taste of her panties.”

“W-What,” Mary’s jaw dropped in horror. “J-Jasmine I can’t do that! What if...”

“Oh don’t worry, we’ll put them back before she notices. Besides, I was going to gag anyway, so this saves you slobbering over another pair of mine. Now, open up.”

Mary opened her mouth to reply but before she could get a word in, Jasmine pushed the panties between her lips, and stuffed them into her mouth. 

“Mmmmpphh,” Mary moaned as the dirty, sweat soaked gullet hit her tongue, and filled her mouth with the taste of (a woman old enough to be her Mother’s) pussy.

“Alright, now you suck on those for an hour or so while I chill and watch a movie,” Jasmine said as she eased the cupboard closed. “And don’t worry, I’m going to padlock these doors together so you’re nice and secure. You wouldn’t be able to get out even if you wanted to, so you don’t have to worry about accidentally disturbing me because you need the toilet or something stupid like that.”

With that, the doors slammed closed, sealing Mary in her dark damp little tomb. It would be hours before Jasmine bothered to let her out; a long claustrophobic nightmare, with nothing for Mary to do but lie there in total darkness, hard wooden walls pressing in on her chubby body from all sides. Unable to move, she had no way to stretch out the cramps that quickly ate away at her tightly contorted body. All she could do was lie naked and sobbing in the void, shivering in the damp and sucking Jasmine's mother's pungent panties to distract herself from the simmering pain.

Eventually, Jasmine did return. A blade of light slashed across Mary’s face as the lock jangled and the cupboard doors roughly pulled open; half blinding the poor girl after so long in the dark.

"Oh my God, I can't believe I completely forgot you were in here! It's been like, four hours," Jasmine laughed. “Good job I thought to stuff those panties in your mouth or you'd have been sooo bored.”

“Hmmmm,” Mary hummed unintelligibly into the dirty leopard-print underwear.

“Oh and my Mom left £30 for food so I ordered pizza, but obviously since I totally forgot about you, I just ordered for myself and kept the change,” Jasmine shrugged casually as Mary crawled from her sweaty prison. “There's still a few slices left, but I'm saving them for breakfast, so you'll have to find something else. There might be some instant noodles or something in the cupboard? I think they're out of date, but I’m sure they'll be fine if you're really hungry.”

Too drained and hungry to pass up food of any kind, Mary had gratefully accepted Jasmine's offer. Microwaving herself and wolfing down a bowl of instant noodles which thankfully were so lacking in flavour, the fact they were two months past their sell-by date made virtually no difference to her enjoyment of them. Her empty belly not quite satisfied, but at least full enough to ease the gnawing ache of hunger she'd been suffering for the past few hours, she made her way through to join Jasmine in the living room, where surprisingly, the evening took a turn for the better.

As she entered the room, Jasmine was sitting on the sofa watching her usual trashy reality TV, and immediately beckoned Mary to kneel on the floor beside her. Initially Mary feared the worst, after so long crammed in that tiny cupboard, she didn't think her aching body could take another stint as Jasmine's human foot-stool. Mercifully, Jasmine decided that she could instead spend the rest of the evening 'giving her feet a little pampering.' 

This wasn't new for Mary; from very early on in their 'friendship,' Jasmine had decided that looking after her feet would be one of Mary's chief responsibilities. 'It's just what friends do for each other' Jasmine had said, though of course she'd not once returned the favour. Mary wasn't one for things like make up or pedicures herself, but after numerous online videos and countless hours of practise, it was something at which she now excelled.

For the next hour or so Mary had knelt, still naked, on the living room floor, neatly shaping and painting Jasmine's toenails a striking shade of scarlet, bringing her toes up to her mouth to gently blow them dry. Then, she used a pumice stone to file away any dead skin from around her heel and slathered both pretty feet in body oil, before digging her thumbs into their wrinkled soles and tenderly rubbing away the aches and pains of the day.

Mary had grown to love these quiet moments, just her and Jasmine; who, despite her constant abuse and mistreatment, was still the closest thing she had to a friend. Jasmine always seemed more relaxed, less inclined to make her life a misery for her own amusement; in fact, as long as Mary didn't haven't any real input or opinions of her own, she'd even casually chat to her, holding something close to a normal conversation. Hell, if she hadn't been naked and rubbing oil into her feet, you could almost mistake them for equals; just two regular eighteen year old girls relaxing and watching TV together. She enjoyed it so much, she didn't even mind when Jasmine had lifted an oily foot, and ordered her to start kissing.

“I know you've had a lot of ‘foot-time’ today, but having you down there kissing my feet is just my favourite way to unwind, you know?” Jasmine sighed contently as she reclined into the sofa. “It reeeeally makes me feel like a princess.”

Without hesitation, Mary rubbed her cheek affectionately against Jasmine's delicate arch, and planted a kiss on the ball of her foot.

“O-of course, you know I don't mind,” Mary murmured, the acrid smell of nail varnish deep in her nose.

Honestly, she meant it. Kissing Jasmine's feet like this, nice and tenderly, just the two of them, actually felt quite sweet. Like sharing an intimate moment, none of the degradation and humiliation that usually came along with it. God, did she actually want to be here, smooching away at Jasmine's feet like the lover she'd never had? What was wrong with her? Trying not to think about it, she pecked another kiss against Jasmine's toes.

"Oh hey, while I remember, I realised when you were locked away that you still have like £8 left in your account, right?" Jasmine asked, nonchalantly turning her foot this way and that. "Well, I think you should probably just send me that as well. I know we've already drained you pretty hard; but I just think it's a much funnier story if we literally take everything you've got, you know?”

"Yes Jasmine. N-no problem, I'll send it straight away," Mary breathed shakily, pressing her lips against Jasmine's slick oily sole. 

"Perfect; everyone is going to freak out when I tell them this in the livestream. I'm going to get sooo many likes when they hear that we literally made you empty your bank account!”

Which was how Mary found herself here;  led naked on the living room floor, as Jasmine stood atop her stomach in her expensive new shoes, regaling her hundreds of followers with the tale of today's humiliating shopping spree. Mary's cheeks burned with shame as she thought of the vast number of people sitting in their homes watching Jasmine trample all over her; though she couldn't deny the whole thing thrilled her more than she'd like to admit.

"And Mary's super grateful we let her buy them for us too," Jasmine grinned, holding the camera high above her head to get the perfect aerial view of her and her naked human doormat. "See, look how much fun she's having underneath them!”

Mary looked up and smiled awkwardly at the camera; doing her best to look like she was in on the joke, and not just such a meek little wimp, Jasmine could do what she wanted with her.

With a final cheesy grin to the camera, Jasmine shut off the phone and threw it across to the sofa.

"Wow, that was so much fun," Jasmine chirped as she manoeuvred her way down from her perch atop Mary's stomach, stepping over her shoulders so that one of her pretty purple shoes landed either side of the dazed girl's head. With Jasmine's tartan skirt now hovering directly over her face, Mary quickly found herself looking straight up between the bully's legs, her eyes fixed on the white cotton panties waiting at the top of those two pillars of smooth, inviting flesh.

"Oh my God, are you peeping up my skirt?" Jasmine smirked, raising a mocking eyebrow. 

"W-what? N-no..." Mary spluttered, but was quickly cut off.

"Oh don't worry, you’re my special little friend, remember? I don't mind if you have a look.”

Jasmine turned on the spot and stood with her legs wide open, giving Mary a perfect view of everything between them. 

“Sometimes I forget what a sad little virgin you are,” she smiled ruefully. “I mean, this is probably like, the closest you’ve ever actually been to getting between someone’s legs, right?”

Lifting her skirt, Jasmine slipped a hand between her thick thighs, and brushed a finger sensually across the white cotton triangle that covered her pussy.

“That is so fucking pitiful, I almost feel sorry for you,” a thoughtful look crossed Jasmine’s perfectly sculpted face. “Hey, why don’t I take my panties off? If you’re going to be a peeping little creep, you might as well get a proper look.”

Without waiting for Mary to respond, Jasmine worked the panties from her hips and let them fall down her legs, landing square on Mary’s face, before kicking them away. Now, for the first time in her life, Mary could quite literally see everything. Her eyes followed the graceful curve of Jasmine's thighs as they led the way to her perfectly tight, shaved pussy, then flowed up into the most wonderful, round pair of buttocks she could imagine. All bare, naked and staring her in the face; she suddenly felt the illicit thrill of seeing something she shouldn’t, as if such sights weren’t meant for her innocent eyes, yet here she was peeking around the curtain. She could only look on in awe, her body tense and hands trembling as an overpowering desire swept through her.

“Holy shit, you’re actually shaking,” Jasmine clasped her hands to her mouth as if unable to believe what she was seeing. Though the mischief shining in her sparkling green eyes suggested this was going exactly the way she’d planned it. “You know... I’m pretty tired after all that shopping; why don’t I sit down so you can take a closer look?”

Before Mary knew what was happening, Jasmine lowered herself to her knees, sitting on her own calves with Mary’s head sandwiched firmly between them. From Mary’s lower vantage, it was as if Jasmine’s perfect, peachy ass had just descended from the heavens, and now hovered just inches from her face, her nose practically nestled between those two huge globes of flesh that filled her entire vision. As the musky scent of Jasmine’s ass filled her nostrils, Mary couldn’t help but let out a gentle moan of excitement.

“Hehe I knew you’d love it,” Jasmine snickered. “It makes sense I suppose; I mean, my ass is pretty fucking fantastic, everyone says so. For a useless virgin like you, it must be like, literally the hottest thing you’ve ever seen.”

“Y-yesss,” Mary breathed, tendrils of lust wrapping themselves around her body, clouding her mind in a horny haze. 

“You know, now I think about it, I should probably give you some kind of reward for being so good today. Since you love my ass soooo much, I guess I could let you kiss it or something?”

“R-really?” Mary stammered, hardly daring to believe what was happening to her. Oh God she wanted this, she wanted it so badly...

“Yeah, sure,” Jasmine shrugged. “I mean, you literally let us take your entire savings to spend on ourselves. Plus you did literally everything we said, let us walk all over you, humiliate you in public; I think you’ve earned it.”

Jasmine wiggled her bum enticingly, brushing the soft skin of her cheeks across Mary’s face.

“Come on, you’ve literally been kissing my ass all day anyway, why not enjoy doing it for real?”

With her heart racing like a prize stallion, Mary surrendered to her desire, and accepted the reward she so badly craved. She’d kissed Jasmine’s ass before, knelt in a muddy field all those weeks ago, but this was different. This was no peck on the cheek, now her face was practically buried in the sadistic girl’s ass, but if anything that just spurred Mary on. The lustful young virgin puckered her lips and pushed them right up between her tormentor’s cheeks, letting go of her inhibitions and kissing Jasmine’s perfect ass like her life depended on it.

Kiss, kiss, kiss

“Ahhh you know, that actually feels pretty good,” Jasmine sighed contently, enjoying the touch of Mary’s lips against the crack of her ass. “Let me just get a bit more comfortable, so I can really appreciate it.”

Just as Mary raised her puckered lips for another kiss, Jasmine shifted position, rolling her delicious ass back until she sat butt-nakedl on Mary’s face. The cruel beauty’s pert, round buttocks swallowed Mary’s nose and mouth as the soft pillows of flesh enveloped the disbelieving girl’s cheeks, smothering every curve and contour the face below.

“Mmmmmppphh!” Mary cried out in shock, though the sound was muffled by her fleshy prison.

“Wow, your face is actually pretty comfy,” Jasmine giggled as her victim squirmed beneath her. “Maybe I should sit on it more often?”

If Mary were in any position to reply, she would have been howling with enthusiastic agreement. Just a few moments ago, an intimate peep up Jasmine’s skirt had been enough to fill the naive young virgin with excitement; now, with the gorgeous bully’s ass literally squashing her face, a primal, animalistic lust was beginning to overwhelm her.

Setting her hands on the floor for balance, Jasmine lifted her legs; planting one on Mary’s flabby stomach, while bringing the other down so the sole of her sleek, purple shoe rested at the top of Mary’s bare pussy, resting lightly on her clit.

“Mmmmmmm,” Mary groaned as the moment it touched down, the most wonderful stream of pleasure trickled between her legs.

“Ohhh sounds like someone’s having fun,” Jasmine smirked. “I bet my nice new shoes feel amazing, don’t they?”

As she spoke, Jasmine pressed down harder with the ball of her foot, rubbing Mary’s clit beneath the shoe’s leather sole.

The trickle of pleasure became a river, flowing freely between Mary’s legs and flooding her senses with an arousal she’d never known before. Every inch of her body tingled with ecstasy as her world shrunk down to nothing more than the heavenly ass squashing her face, and the orgasmic sensations radiating from her pussy.

“That’s alright, you enjoy your little reward,” Jasmine’s voice became a sensual whisper. “See how good it feels when you do what I say? When you stop worrying about how things affect you, and just go along with whatever I want? When you let me abuse and humiliate you, even if it ruins your life?”

“MMMMPPPHH!” Mary cried, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. Jasmine’s words poured into her ear, and in her frenzied state, Mary couldn’t help but agree with every one.

“And obviously I had a great time too. Draining your savings was sooo much fun! It’s just a shame you don’t have anything left for us to take. I guess we could make you steal from your Mom’s purse, but how much can you really get before she notices? I mean, unless...”

Pausing for effect, Jasmine pushed down with her leg, cranking up the pressure between Mary’s legs.

“I suppose you could always get a job or something?” Jasmine suggested knowingly, as if it were an idea that just occurred to her, not something she’d been planning for weeks. 

As Jasmine’s shoe pulverised Mary’s clit, an immense tidal wave of pleasure crashed through the poor girl’s body. Any sense of self-preservation went out the window, all Mary cared about was this moment, and just how fucking incredible she felt. Her legs spread open and she began to roll her hips, humping the shoe that assaulted her like a dog. 

“Doesn’t that just sound like the best idea? You could be my little worker bee, giving up your evenings and weekends to work hard for me? Grinding away day after day, working some shitty job, and at the end of every month, sending every penny you’ve earned to me?” 

Jasmine’s ass made a perfect seal across Mary’s nose and mouth, cutting off her airways so it was impossible to breathe. The huge, peachy buttocks were literally smothering the life from her, but Mary didn’t care. Even as her chest grew tight and her lungs cried out of air, all she wanted was more. More of Jasmine’s feet... more suffering beneath her ass... more of these most wonderful sensations wrecking havoc through her body. 

“Or, maybe you shouldn’t get the money at all? I bet if we just gave your boss my bank details, they could just pay your wages straight to me. One less thing for you to worry about, you know?”

“MMMMPPPHH! MMMMPPPHH! MMMMPPPHH!”

Mary’s orgasmic groans grew shorter and sharper with every passing moment. She knew what Jasmine was saying was bad for her, that it would destroy her life even more than it already had been, but how could that possibly matter when she felt this good. A fire was burning between her legs, a pressure growing that threatened to consume her, She was close... so fucking close, and she’d do anything to get over the edge.

“So what do you think?” Jasmine asked innocently. “Will you do it? Get a little job to help make my life even better?”

“MMMM-MMMM-MMMM!!” Mary nodded her head as best she could like a maniac, agreeing to wherever was asked of her. Her empty lungs were screaming, the weight on her face so great she was seeing stars; but there was only one kind of relief she wanted, and she’d get it whatever the cost.

“Oh yay! This is going to be so much fun!” Jasmine beamed. “I’m not sure how you’ll fit it around everything else. I mean, between writing all my assignments, doing my chores, spending time at my feet, helping Brooke out, and now all the shit Priya and Kelly will have for you, you’re going to be super busy; but I’m sure we’ll find a way to make it work. Maybe you can start skipping class a few days a week, or missing the odd night or two of sleep? It’ll be hard on you, Like, I guess you might end up having a breakdown or something, but it will all be worth it, because you’ll be doing it for me. Ohh you are such... a... good... friend...”

With each word Jasmine ground her feet hard into Mary’s pussy; crushing her clit and finally sending her over the edge. As the most powerful orgasm of her life tore through Mary’s helpless body, her limbs jerking violently as she screamed with pleasure into Jasmine’s tight, rosebud of an asshole, the only thought that passed Mary’s head wasn’t shame at what had been done to her, nor fear of what was to come, but just how fucking happy she was she’d bought Jasmine those shoes!



    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Jasmines Pet publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-TUCBB-SUOUF[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-TUCBB-SUOUF

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHAPTER THREE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





