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Chapter One

Oh, Bernard…

M eet Bernard Olafson, a 38-year-old successful lawyer. Bernard 
is six-one, with the kind of build that suggests expensive 

tailoring rather than athletic discipline. His shoulders are broad but 
soft, his waist slightly thickening from long hours behind a desk and 
liquid lunches with clients. He carries himself with a deliberate up-
rightness—a posture learned, not natural—as if constantly reminding 
himself to take up space. When he relaxes, his shoulders curl inward, 
his head drops, and he seems to shrink by inches.

His face is handsome in a conventional way: strong jaw, straight 
nose, a mouth that looks zrm until it trembles. Brown hair, thinning 
at the temples, combed back with product that costs eighty dollars a 
jar. Ha'el eyes that are warm and intelligent until they drop—always 
dropping—to whatever is happening below eye level. He has a habit of 
looking at peopleLs shoes zrst, then their faces. He has trained himself 
to force his ga'e upward, but the split-second delay betrays him to 
anyone paying close attention.

His hands are meticulous: clean nails, cuticles pushed back, a single 
silver band on his right pinky that was his fatherLs. He wears cuf-
Yinks shaped like gavels, a gift from his zrst partner. His suits are 
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bespoke—navy, charcoal, subtle pinstripes—but he always loosens his 
tie a quarter-inch after the zrst hour, a nervous tic he cannot break.

How did Bernard get to be this wayS BernardLs mother, Dngrid, was 
a "wedish-born immigrant who married a soft-spoken accountant and 
proceeded to dominate every room she entered. "he was tall, blonde, 
severe—a woman who wore heels to cook breakfast and nylons that 
whispered when she crossed her legs. 

Tiscipline in the Olafson household was administered with her 
bare hand, her wooden spoon, or—most memorably—her shoes. 
When Bernard was caught stealing a cookie at age seven, she made him 
kneel on the kitchen Yoor and kiss the toes of her black patent-leather 
pumps. G?ou will learn respect,G she said, Gfrom the ground up.G 

He was made to polish her heels every "unday, his face inches 
from the warm nylon stretching over her arches, her scent of soap 
and leather zlling his lungs. He grew hard the zrst time and didnLt 
understand why. "he caught him, backhanded him across the face, and 
made him znish the chore on his knees. He never stopped.

High school was a diEerent kind of torment. Rhe cheerlead-
ers—blonde, cruel, perfect—wore saddle shoes with white bobby 
socks. Rhey would dangle their feet over the edge of the bleachers 
during pep rallies, swinging their legs, laughing. One of them, Marcy, 
noticed Bernard staring. "he called him over, pretended to drop her 
pom-pom, and made him pick it up. When he knelt, she pressed 
the toe of her saddle shoe against his cheek and said, GNood boy.G 
Rhe others giggled. He was known as G"hoe BoyG for the rest of the 
semester. He never fought back. He never told anyone how he locked 
himself in the bathroom afterward, breathing into his zst, replaying 
the pressure of that white rubber toe cap against his skin.

Dn college and law school, he dated women who sensed his weakness 
the way sharks sense blood. Aach relationship followed a pattern: she 
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would discover his zxation, mock him for it, then weaponi'e it. One 
girlfriend made him massage her feet every night while she watched 
R5, then dumped him by leaving her sweaty gym socks on his pillow. 
4nother would wear the same pair of canvas sneakers for a week, then 
hold them under his nose while she told him he was pathetic. He 
endured it because he craved it—the humiliation, the submission, the 
scent. Aach time, he convinced himself it was love. Aach time, he was 
left shattered.

Vow Bernard is a partner at a white-shoe zrm speciali'ing in cor-
porate litigation. He has a corner o<ce with a view of the Hud-
son. He has a secretary who brings him coEee without being asked. 
He has a reputation for being relentless in depositions, cold in the 
courtroom, unshakable. Vo one knows about the locked drawer in his 
home o<ce, where he keeps a collection of shoes, socks, stockings, and 
sneakers—some purchased, some stolen, some left behind by lovers 
who never knew they were being catalogued. Vo one knows about 
the nights he spends on his bedroom Yoor, surrounded by leather and 
nylon, gasping into the carpet.

Dn public, Bernard is articulate, measured, and intimidating. He 
speaks in complete sentences, never raises his voice, and uses silence 
as a weapon. Opposing counsel has called him a Ghuman scalpel.G He 
is the zrst person clients call when they need a problem to disappear. 
He has never lost a case.

2ately, though, the mask is slipping. He catches himself 'oning 
out during meetings, staring at a paralegalLs loafers. He has started 
arriving late, forgetting names, snapping at associates. 2ast week, he 
excused himself from a deposition, locked himself in the bathroom, 
and masturbated into a paper towel while thinking about his motherLs 
heels. He couldnLt look the judge in the eye for the rest of the day. He 
knows he is unraveling, and he is terrized.
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BernardLs fetish is not a source of joy> it is a wound he keeps picking 
at. Avery indulgence leaves him hollow, disgusted, and desperate for 
more. He has tried to quit—deleted his browser history, thrown away 
his collection—only to rebuild it within a month. He tells himself he 
is in control. He knows he is lying.

Beneath the lawyerLs armor, Bernard wants to be used. He wants a 
woman to know exactly what he is and to weaponi'e that knowledge. 
He fantasi'es about being made to crawl, to beg, to worship feet that 
have walked through mud and sweat and concrete. He wants to be 
reduced to a quivering animal, stripped of his suits and his titles and 
his pride. He has never told anyone this aloud.

Bernard wants someone who will see through his shell without pity. 
He wants a dominant who understands that his fetish is not a kink but 
a core, broken part of him—and who will use it to break him further. 
He wants to kneel in a boardroom, his expensive tie trailing on the 
Yoor, while a woman in heels rests her sole on his cheek and tells him 
he is nothing.

"pecizcally, he craves the scent of worn nylon, the feel of a leather 
sole against his lips, the weight of a sneaker pressing down on his spine. 
He wants to be made to lick the grime from between toes, to beg 
for permission to cum while a woman laughs and says, GVot yet.G He 
wants to be owned by someone who enjoys his degradation as much 
as he does.

But beneath that, buried so deep he barely admits it to himself, 
Bernard wants forgiveness. He wants the shame to stop. He wants 
to be told that he is not broken, that this thing inside him does not 
make him a monster. He wants a hand—a foot—to reach down and 
pull him up, not to trample him deeper. He has never believed such a 
person exists.
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Bernard is a ticking clock. His professional life is a house of cards, 
and every moment of private indulgence sends tremors through the 
structure. He is one crisis away from either a total breakdown or a 
liberation he cannot imagine. He needs someone who will znd him 
at his most pathetic and choose to stay—not to save him, but to znish 
what his mother, the cheerleaders, and every girlfriend started. He is 
ready to be rebuilt from the ground up, but only by hands that know 
exactly how to crush him zrst.

Rhe right dominant will not just step on him. "he will make him 
thank her for the pressure.



Chapter Two

Bangkok Nights 
— The 
Subjugation of 
Bernard Olafson

T he air in the backroom of The Golden Lotus was thick with 
sweat,  cheap perfume, and the sour tang of spilled beer. 

Bernard Olafson knelt on a voor that had not been mopped in 
weeks, the grime seeping through the fabric of his -yeHthousandHdollar 
trousers, his knees alread— aching. Ee had paid thirt— thousand baht 
for this sessionRcash, upfront, handed oyer to a scarHfaced man at the 
door who had laughed and gestured toward the curtain. The mone— 
bought him four hours. The mone— bought him permission to be 
nothing.

Three women surrounded him, their bare feet inches from his face. 
The— were —oung, hardHe—ed, their bodies bearing the marks of a trade 
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that chewed up soft westerners and spat them out. The one in the 
center, who called herself "ali, had a fresh bruise on her ribs beneath 
her cheap lace top. Eer feet were broad and calloused, the nails painted 
a chipped crimson, the skin of her soles darkened with the -lth of a 
thousand unwashed voors. Mhe had been working since noon, and the 
smell of her feetRsharp, salt—, la—ered with the funk of sandals worn 
through Bangkok?s humid afternoonsRhit Bernard like a drug.

Ee inhaled, his e—es rolling back.
JLook at him,J "ali said, her yoice vat, her accent thick. JCmerican 

law—er, —esY Big man in suit. Dow on ground like dog.J
The other womenRIao and 8aiRstepped closer. Iao wore leather 

stiletto heels that clicked against the cracked tile. Eer feet were slim, 
aristocratic, but the shoes had been on for twelye hours, and the leather 
creaked with the warmth of her skin. Mhe had kicked them oq b— the 
door, and now she nudged Bernard?s chin with the toe of her bare foot, 
forcing his head up.

JOpen mouth,J she said.
Ee obe—ed. Mhe pressed her big toe against his lower lip, pushing 

past his teeth. The taste was salt and dust, the faint chemical residue 
of cheap soap, and beneath it, the rank sweetness of her sweat. Ee 
moaned, his tongue lapping at the dirt between her toes. Mhe laughed, 
high and cruel.

JWou likeY This foot walk all da—. "arket, street, bus. Do shower. 
Wou think —ou deserye cleanYJ

Ee shook his head, unable to speak with her toe in his mouth. 8ai, 
the third woman, had been silent, watching from the corner. Mhe was 
older than the others, ma—be thirt—H-ye, with hollow cheeks and a scar 
that pulled at the corner of her mouth. Mhe wore vipHvops, her feet 
wide and sturd—, the nails —ellowed and cracked. Mhe walked oyer and 
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placed her sole vat on Bernard?s cheek, pressing down until his face 
tilted sidewa—s into the grime.

JWour mother did this to —ou,J she said, not a #uestion. JAich white 
woman with high heels. 7 see it before. Clwa—s the same.J

Bernard?s e—es welled. Mhe was right, and the recognitionRthe caH
sual cruelt— of itRmade him harder than he had been in months.

JTell us,J "ali demanded, withdrawing her toe. JTell how —our 
mother make —ou kneel.J

Ee swallowed, his yoice a rasp. JMhe made me polish her heels. On 
m— knees. Khile she watched. 7f 7 stopped, she hit me.J

JCnd —ou wanted more,J Iao said, her yoice dripping contempt. 
JWou wanted to kiss them. Muck them. Cm 7 rightYJ

Ee nodded.
Jxathetic.J Mhe spat on the voor inj The :neeling xlace
Bangkok heat hit Bernard like a wet -st the moment he stepped 

out of the airHconditioned ta9i. 7t was past midnight, but the street 
yibrated with neon and noiseRkebab smoke, tukHtuk engines, the 
tinn— thrum of pop music spilling from open doorwa—s. Ee adFusted 
his collar, a neryous habit, feeling the sweat alread— blooming through 
the e9pensiye fabric of his suit. Ee was oyerdressed. Ee knew it. That 
was the point.

The brothel was called The Golden Mole. C friend from the ofH
-ceRa man who didn?t know the half of what Bernard reall— wantH
edRhad mentioned it in passing1 JBest foot massages in xatpong.J 
Bernard had laughed, clapped him on the shoulder, and booked a 
vight the same night. Ee told his partners it was a deposition in MinH
gapore. Ee told himself it was research. Ee had been l—ing to himself 
for thirt— —ears.

The entrance was a narrow hallwa— lined with red yin—l and cheap 
mirrors. C Thai woman in her forties sat behind a glass counter, her 
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face vat and bored, a cigarette burning in a tin ashtra—. Mhe wore a black 
tank top, and her bare feet were propped on a stool, the soles dirt— from 
the street. Bernard?s mouth went dr—.

JEow muchYJ he asked, his yoice steadier than he felt.
Mhe looked him up and downRthe suit, the sweat, the wa— his e—es 

refused to leaye her feetRand smiled a thin, knowing smile. JUor —ou, 
special price. Uiye thousand baht. One hour. Two girls. Wou do what 
the— sa—.J

Ee nodded. Mhe called something oyer her shoulder in rapid Thai, 
and two women emerged from behind a beaded curtain.

HHH
The Girls
The -rst was named Doi. Mhe was smallHboned, ma—be twent—H-ye, 

with sharp features and black hair cut in a seyere bob. Mhe wore a 
red tube dress and silyer heels so high her calyes stood in permanent 
contraction. Eer feet were narrow, the tendons like wires under the 
skin. Mhe did not smile.

The second was Lek. Older, ma—be thirt—H-ye, with a broader frame 
and heay— breasts barel— contained b— a green lace bra. Mhe wore no 
shoes at all. Eer feet were wide, the nails unpainted, the skin calloused 
and cracked at the heels. Mhe had the vat, dead e—es of someone who 
had seen too much. Mhe looked at Bernard the wa— a diner looks at a 
piece of meat that has been sitting under the heat lamp too long.

The— led him to a back room. The voor was concrete painted a dull 
gre—, the walls stained with moisture and time. C single bulb hung 
from a fra—ed wire, casting shadows that made the space feel like a 
holding cell. 7n the corner, a drain. C bucket. C pile of towels that 
might haye been white once.

Doi pointed to the voor.
J:neel,J she said.
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Bernard hesitated for less than a heartbeat. Then he lowered himself 
to his knees, the concrete hard and cool through his trousers. Ee could 
feel the grit against his shins. The smell of the room was sourRsweat, 
bleach, something metallic he didn?t want to name.

Lek laughed. 7t was not a kind sound.
JUarang rich man,J she said, stepping closer. Eer bare foot landed 

on the voor beside his knee. Ee could see the dirt pressed into the lines 
of her sole, the gra—ish -lm of dead skin at the heel. Mhe smelled of 
coconut oil and smoke and the raw, salt— scent of a bod— that had been 
walking all da—.

JLook,J she said, pointing at her foot. JWou want thisYJ
Bernard nodded, his throat tight.
JMa— it.J
J7 want it.J
JMa— what —ou want.J
J7 want to kiss —our feet,J he whispered.
Lek looked at Doi, and the— e9changed a glance that was not 

amusement. 7t was something harder. Momething tired.
JThe— all sa— that,J Lek muttered. JBut —ou. Wou are diqerent. Wou 

will pa— more, —esYJ
JKhateyer —ou want.J
JUift— thousand baht. Uor the whole night. Wou sta— until we are 

-nished with —ou. Wou do not touch —ourself. Wou do not cum. 7f —ou 
cum, —ou pa— double and we cut —ou oq. znderstandYJ

JWes.J
Doi stepped behind him. Ee felt her silyer heel press into the small 

of his back, not hard, Fust resting. C warning.
JThen start,J she said.
HHH
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The First Hour

Ee crawled. Dot because the— told him toRthe— hadn?t, —etRbut 
because it felt like the onl— position that made sense. Eis knees scraped 
against the concrete. Ee could feel the bruises forming alread—, a deep 
ache that would vower into purple b— morning.

Lek sat on a plastic chair and e9tended her foot. The sole was dark, 
almost black at the ball and heel, the skin rough as sandpaper. Mhe had 
been walking barefoot through the streets of xatpong for twelye hours. 
The smell hit him when he was still two feet awa—1 rich, chees—, sour, 
a note of ammonia underneath. 7t was the scent of a woman who did 
not care about herself an—more, who had giyen up pretending that her 
bod— was an—thing other than a tool.

Bernard?s cock hardened instantl—, pressing painfull— against his 
trousers.

Ee reached for her foot, but Lek pulled it back.
Jzse —our mouth,J she said. JDo hands. Wou are an animal, —esY 

Cnimals don?t use hands.J
Ee nodded, his forehead brushing the voor. Leaning forward, he 

pressed his lips to the arch of her foot. The skin was warm and gritH
t—. Ee tasted salt, dirt, the faint chemical residue of cheap soap. Ee 
opened his mouth and ran his tongue along the contour of her sole, 
from the heel to the ball, collecting the grime, the sweat, the dead cells. 
7t was the most disgusting thing he had eyer tasted. 7t was the most 
honest.

JEarder,J Lek said. JWou are licking like a kitten. Like a weak man. 
Wou are a weak manYJ

JWes.J
JThen lick like a weak man should. xut —our tongue between m— 

toes. Ieep.J
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Ee obe—ed. The skin between her toes was damp, almost slick, and 
the taste was sharper there, concentrated. Ee gagged once, swallowed 
it down, kept going. Eer second toe slipped past his lips, and he sucked 
it, feeling the callus scrape against his palate.

Doi watched from behind him, arms crossed.

Bangkok, Thailand — Bang Rak District

The  air  in  the  Moi  Sowbo—  backHalle—  was  thick  with  grease 
smoke, sewage, and the clo—ing sweetness of Fasmine garlands left 
to rot on the concrete. Bernard walked with his head down, his 
Brioni loafersRcordoyan leather, handHstitched, seyen hundred dolH
larsRsplashing through puddles that smelled of -sh sauce and gasoH
line. Ee had taken a ta9i from the Mukhumyit hotel, then a tukHtuk, 
then walked the last halfHmile through corridors of neon and rust. Ee 
did not want to be traced. Ee did not want to be known.

The club had no name. The sign aboye the door was a faded silH
houette of a woman?s leg, heel pointed sk—ward, the paint chipping 
like psoriasis. C Thai woman in her forties sat on a plastic stool b— the 
entrance, scrolling through her phone. Mhe looked at Bernard?s shoes 
-rst, then his face. Mhe smiled with too man— teeth.

JLaw—er man,J she said. Dot a #uestion.
Bernard?s throat tightened. J7 was told to ask for Lin.J
Mhe gestured with her chin toward the curtain behind her. J7nside. 

Ten thousand baht for the -rst hour. Twent— for the second. Wou want 
special treatmentY Wou pa— special.J

Ee had alread— transferred -ye hundred zM dollars to an account 
he?d been giyen through a forum moderator on a site that did not e9ist 
in an— browser histor— he would admit to. Ee nodded and pushed 
through the curtain.
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The room was lowHceilinged, windowless, lit b— a single red bulb. 
The voor was linoleum, once white, now a mosaic of grime and 
dark stains. C ceiling fan whee6ed oyerhead, stirring the smell of 
sweat, mildew, incense, and something metallicRold blood, ma—be, 
or cheap perfume tr—ing to coyer it. Cgainst the far wall, three women 
sat on a yin—l couch, their legs crossed, their faces unreadable. The— 
were —oung, —ounger than the— should be, with hard e—es and hardH
er mouths. The— wore nothing but underwear and heels. One wore 
scuqed black stilettos, the leather cracked and smeared with what 
looked like motor oil. Cnother had on dirt— white sneakers, the laces 
undone, the soles dark with street -lth. The third, the smallest, wore 
thighHhigh boots in cheap red yin—l, the 6ippers broken, held together 
with duct tape.

Lin was the one in the stilettos. Mhe stood when Bernard entered, 
walked toward him with the unhurried con-dence of a predator who 
knew the fence was too high for the pre— to escape. Mhe was ma—be 
thirt—, with a hard Faw and a scar through her left e—ebrow. Eer heels 
clicked against the linoleum like a metronome counting down.

JWou are Bernard,J she said. Eer Nnglish was clipped, accent thick. 
JWou pa—. Ke pla—. Wou understand rulesYJ

Bernard?s mouth was dr—. JWes.J
JWou do what we sa—. Wou do not touch —ourself. Wou do not cum. 

7f —ou cum, —ou pa— double and we throw —ou out. 7f —ou sa— stop, we 
throw —ou out. 7f —ou are boring, we throw —ou out. Wou understandYJ

JWes.J
Lin reached out and grabbed his chin, her nails painted chipped 

crimson, her -ngers smelling of cigarette smoke. Mhe tilted his face left, 
then right, inspecting him like liyestock. JWou are not so handsome up 
close. But —ou pa— good. Mo. On —our knees.J
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Bernard dropped. The linoleum was stick— against his trousers. Ee 
felt the damp seep through the fabric at his knees, felt the grit and 
grime press into his palms as he placed them on the voor. The three 
women watched him with the vat disinterest of cats watching a mouse 
too stupid to run.

Lin walked around him, her heels clicking a slow circle. Mhe stopped 
behind him and placed her foot on his back, the stiletto heel pressing 
into his spine Fust between his shoulder blades. The pressure was 
sharp, precise, a single point of pain that radiated through his ribs. Mhe 
leaned her weight onto it.

JWou like thisYJ she said.
JWes,J Bernard breathed.
Jxathetic.J Mhe pressed harder. JWou crawl to me. Wou beg. Mhow me 

how much —ou want it.J
Ee crawled. Eis hands slid through something wetRspilled beer, 

or worseRand he kept going. The linoleum scraped his palms. The 
second woman, the one in the dirt— sneakers, laughed. 7t was a cold 
sound, without humor.

JLook at him,J she said. JAich farang on his bell—. Like a dog. Like 
less than a dog.J

Bernard reached Lin?s feet and stopped. Ee lowered his forehead 
to the voor, his nose inches from the leather strap of her stiletto. The 
smell hit himRleather, sweat, the sourness of a da— spent walking 
through Bangkok heat, the chemical tang of cheap polish la—ered oyer 
old grime. Eis cock hardened painfull— against his trousers.

Jxlease,J he whispered.
Jxlease whatYJ Lin?s yoice was a whip crack.
Jxlease let me... worship —our feet.J
Mhe laughed. 7t was ugl—, wet, genuine. Mhe looked at the other 

women. JEe wants to worship. Wou hearY Like 7 am a goddess and he 
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is nothing.J Mhe turned back to Bernard and lifted her foot, shoying 
the sole of her stiletto against his lips. JThen worship, nothing. Lick.J

Ee opened his mouth. The leather was hot, salt—, impregnated with 
the essence of eyer— sidewalk, eyer— alle—, eyer— stick—Hvoored bar she 
had walked through that da—. Ee dragged his tongue along the arch, 
tasting grit and tar and the faint bitterness of old sweat. Eis e—es closed. 
Eis whole world narrowed to the te9ture of leather against his tongue, 
the weight of her foot pressing down, the sound of the women?s yoices 
aboye him.

JUaster,J Lin said. JWou think 7 haye all nightY "— feet hurt. 7 walked 
three kilometers toda— to bu— rice for m— mother. Wou think 7 enFo— 
standing here while —ou drool on m— shoesYJ

Ee licked faster, desperate, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Mhe 
pushed harder, forcing the heel past his lips, and he gagged. The taste 
of bootHblack, of asphalt, of a thousand unnamed things. Ee didn?t 
stop.

HHH
The second womanRshe called herself "aliRstood and walked 

oyer. Mhe held her sneaker in front of his face. The canyas was stained, 
the laces fra—ed, the smell of it hitting him like a ph—sical force. This 
was the scent of a bod— pushed to its limits, of feet that had walked 
through markets and alle—s and packed buses, of sweat dried and 
reHwet and dried again. 7t was rank, pungent, almost sweet in its inH
tensit—, like oyerripe fruit left in the sun.

JOpen,J she said.
Ee opened. Mhe shoyed the entire toe of the sneaker into his mouth. 

The canyas was damp, warm, tasting of salt and rubber and the faint 
chemical bite of cheap detergent. Ee gagged again, his e—es watering, 
and she laughed, grinding the sole against his teeth.
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JWou like m— feet, law—er manY Wou like how a poor woman smellsY 
This is what 7 smell like after cleaning rooms for farang like —ou. Cfter 
scrubbing toilets. Cfter walking home in the rain because 7 cannot 
aqord the ta9i.J Mhe pressed harder. JNat it. Nat m— work.J

Ee sucked. Ee licked. Ee opened his throat and let the fabric of her 
sneaker -ll his mouth, and he moaned around it like a pra—er.

The third woman, the one in ductHtape boots, had not moyed from 
the couch. Mhe watched with an e9pression of wear— contempt, as if 
this were a performance she had seen too man— times. Mhe picked at 
her nails, chipped black polish, and said nothing.

Lin noticed. JWai. Wou want to pla— or notYJ
Wai shrugged. JEe?s boring. The—?re all boring. Mame thing eyer— 

time. Aich white man with dadd— problems wants to lick feet. Big 
fucking deal.J Mhe lit a cigarette, the vame briev— illuminating the 
hollows of her cheeks. J7 am tired. "— back hurts. "— cunt hurts. Cnd 
now 7 haye to watch this.J

Bernard pulled his mouth oq "ali?s sneaker, gasping. Eis face was 
slick with tears and saliya. Jxlease,J he said, looking at Wai. Jxlease. 7?ll 
pa— more. Khateyer —ou want.J

Wai took a long drag of her cigarette, e9haled smoke through her 
nose. Mhe stared at him for a long moment, then stood. Eer boots were 
scuqed, the duct tape peeling, the heels worn down at strange angles. 
Mhe walked toward him with the heay— tread of someone who had been 
on her feet too long, and stopped inches from his face. Mhe lifted her 
boot and placed the sole against his cheek.

JWou want thisYJ she said. JWou want to taste where 7 haye been 
toda—YJ

JWes. God, —es.J
Mhe pressed harder, shoying his head sidewa—s until his cheek was 

vat against the linoleum, her boot grinding his face into the grime. 
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J7 haye been to the market. 7 haye stepped in chicken blood. 7 haye 
walked through a vooded street where the sewage pipes broke. 7 haye 
been standing in this shithole for si9 hours, letting men like —ou look 
at me like 7 am meat.J Eer yoice was vat, emotionless, but her foot 
was shaking. JWou want to taste m— life, law—er manY Wou want to 
understand what 7 amYJ

JWes,J he sobbed.
Mhe shoyed her boot into his mouth.
The leather was damp, almost wet, and the taste was a s—mphon— 

of rot. There was dirt, —es, and sweat, but there was also something 
metallicRblood, from a cut she didn?t remember gettingRand the 
sharp bite of urine from a puddle she had not been able to ayoid. Ee 
gagged, his throat conyulsing, and she pushed deeper, her heel scraping 
against his molars.

JSr—,J she said. JSr— like the bab— —ou are.J
Ee cried. Tears streamed down his face, mi9ing with the -lth on his 

cheeks, and he cried harder, and he kept his mouth open, and he took 
it. Ee took eyer— inch of her anger, her e9haustion, her —ears of being 
looked at like meat. Ee took it into his mouth and he swallowed.

"ali grabbed his hair and —anked his head back, forcing Wai?s boot 
out of his mouth. Ee gasped, coughed, spat something dark onto the 
voor. "ali leaned down, her sneakerHtoe still wet with his saliya, and 
looked him in the e—e.

JWou think this is a game,J she said. JWou think we are to—s for —our 
fantas—. But we are not. Ke are women. Ke are tired. Cnd —ouRJ she 
pressed her sneaker against his throat, lightl—, JR—ou are nothing. Wou 
come here with —our mone— and —our suits and —our pathetic little 
cock, and —ou think we cannot see —ou. But we see —ou. Ke see e9actl— 
what —ou are.J
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Mhe lifted her foot and stepped back. Lin and Wai stood on either 
side of her, a wall of worn leather and hard e—es and the accumulated 
stench of a thousand hours of being on their feet.

Lin reached down and grabbed his chin again. JWou haye two hours 
left. Wou want to continueYJ

JWes,J he whispered.
JThen crawl. Srawl to each of us. Beg. Cnd if —ou do not make 

us belieye —ou mean it, we will take —our mone— and leaye —ou here. 
znderstoodYJ

Bernard nodded. Ee turned, his knees grinding into the grim— 
linoleum, and crawled toward "ali. Ee pressed his forehead to the 
voor at her feet, his lips brushing the stained canyas of her sneakers.

Jxlease,J he said. Jxlease let me serye —ou.J
Mhe did not answer. Mhe lifted her foot and placed it on the back of 

his head, pushing his face into the voor. Ee felt the grime against his 
lips, tasted something bitter, and he did not resist.

Uor the ne9t two hours, he crawled. Ee begged. Ee licked the soles 
of stilettos that had walked through Bangkok?s worst streets. Ee took 
the toes of sweatHsoaked sneakers into his mouth and sucked until his 
Faw ached. Ee was made to lie vat while Lin stood on his back, grinding 
her heel into his spine, and Wai pressed her boot into the back of his 
neck until he could barel— breathe. Ee was made to sa— thank —ou, oyer 
and oyer, as the— stepped on his hands, his face, his cock through his 
trousers.

Cnd through it all, he was not allowed to touch himself. Dot once. 
Khen he grew hard, "ali laughed and pressed the toe of her sneaker 
against his erection, grinding until he whimpered, then stepped awa—. 
JDot —et,J she said. J"a—be neyer.J

B— the end, he was shaking. Eis suit was ruined, his knees raw 
through the fabric, his face streaked with tears and God knows what 
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else. Eis yoice was hoarse from begging, his throat raw from the taste 
of leather and canyas and the distant, metallic ghost of blood. Ee la— 
on the voor, curled into himself, breathing in the stench of a thousand 
strangers? footsteps.

Lin stood oyer him. Mhe reached down and grabbed his hair, lifting 
his head.

JWou pa— double,J she said. JUor the e9tra time.J
JWes,J he breathed.
JCnd —ou come back. De9t week. Mame time. Wou understandYJ
JWes.J
Mhe let his head drop. Ee heard the click of her heels receding, the 

rustle of the curtain, the murmur of yoices in Thai. Then silence.
Ee la— there for a long time, his cheek pressed to the -lth of the 

voor. Eis cock ached. Eis Faw ached. Eis heart ached with a shame so 
profound it felt like worship.

Ee had neyer felt more aliye.



Chapter Three

10 Years Earlier 
— Stanford 
University, Palo 
Alto

B ernard Olafson had been watching the girl for three weeks.

Her name was Maya Chen, and she lived on the third Soor 
of 3tern Hall, room 12p. 3he was a sojhomore, ma-oring in someu
thing obsc—reqling—istics, maybe, or anthrojologyqand she had the 
z—iet, —nass—ming jresence of someone who had sjent most of her 
life invisible. 3he wore oversiTed sweaters and glasses with thick black 
frames. 3he carried a messenger bag covered in jins for bands Bernard 
had never heard of. 3he walked with her sho—lders slightly h—nched, 
as if trying to take —j less sjace.

3he was jerfect.



EHR BRNADNI CHNOALC'R3 p2

Aot beca—se he wanted her. He didn:t. He wanted what she had7 
a collection of shoes that lined the wall of her closet, visible thro—gh 
the narrow gaj in her window blinds when she left them ojen. He 
had seen them d—ring his evening walksqsneakers, sandals, a jair of 
worn ballet Sats, and one set of black heels that she only wore on 
weekends. He had memoriTed the jattern7 she left for her evening class 
at 0719, ret—rned at 475F, and went straight to the comm—nal shower. 
xor ePactly twentyuthree min—tes, her room was emjty.

Eonight, he was going in.
uuu
Bernard waited —ntil she disajjeared aro—nd the corner toward 

the h—manities b—ilding, her messenger bag sl—ng over one sho—lder, 
her hair still damj from a jreuclass shower. He co—nted to siPty, then 
slijjed thro—gh the side entrance of 3tern Hall —sing a keycard he:d 
fo—nd in the lostuandufo—nd basket at the st—dent —nion. Ehe stairu
well was emjty. Ehe S—orescent lights h—mmed. His footstejs were 
m—Yed by the thin carjet as he climbed to the third Soor.

Noom 12p. Ioor —nlocked. Of co—rse.
He slijjed inside.
Ehe room was small, cl—ttered with tePtbooks and "ostuit notes, a 

lajtoj covered in stickers, a halfuemjty m—g of tea on the desk. Ehe 
bed was —nmade, the sheets tangled, a st—Wed janda jrojjed against 
the jillow. Lt smelled like herqla—ndry detergent, green tea, the faint 
Soral scent of shamjoo. Bernard:s heart hammered against his ribs. He 
felt a r—sh of heat, a thrill that was almost seP—al on its own.

Ehe closet door was a-ar. He j—lled it ojen.
Ehere they were. Ehree jairs of sneakers on the Soorqwhite canu

vas, jink mesh, one jair of black slijuons that had seen better days. 
D jair of brown sandals with a broken straj. Ballet Sats in navy bl—e, 
the insoles dark with the imjrint of her feet. Dnd on the toj shelf, the 



HO''? M.pp

black heels7 a jractical j—mj with a twouinch block heel, the leather 
creased from wear.

He reached for the slijuons Grst. Ehey were worn, the fabric soft, 
the soles darkened with the resid—e of a h—ndred walks across camj—s. 
He bro—ght them to his face and inhaled. Ehe smell hit him like a dr—g7 
sweat, warmth, the faint so—rness of dead skin, the chemical tang of 
cheaj insoles. His cock hardened instantly, jressing against his -eans. 
He jressed the shoe against his nose, breathing deej, his eyes closing.

He sank to his knees on the Soor, the slijuon jressed to his face, his 
other hand already —nb—ckling his belt. He j—lled his cock o—t, hard 
and thick, the head already slick with jrec—m. He jlaced the shoe on 
the Soor between his knees and jressed his face into it, grinding his 
nose into the instej, inhaling the scent of her, her, this girl he had never 
sjoken to, this girl whose footjrints he now worshijjed.

He began to stroke himself. 3lowly at Grst, then faster, the rhythm 
matching the desjerate j—ll of his breath. He moaned into the canvas, 
his hijs b—cking forward, his mind a fog of shame and aro—sal.

uuu
Click.
Ehe door sw—ng ojen.
Bernard froTe. His hand was still aro—nd his cock, his face b—ried in 

the slijuon, his knees on the Soor. Ehe light from the hallway sjilled 
across the room, and in the doorway stood Maya Chen, her eyes wide, 
her mo—th ojen.

xor a long, froTen moment, neither of them moved.
Ehen she stejjed inside and closed the door behind her. Ehe lock 

clicked into jlace.
6Ion:t move,6 she said. Her voice was z—iet, steady, trembling at 

the edges.
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Bernard didn:t move. He co—ldn:t. His cock was still in his hand, 
the shoe still jressed to his face, his entire body locked in a tablea— of 
shame. He watched her droj her bag, walk to her desk, and sit down 
in the chair. 3he crossed her legs. 3he folded her hands in her laj. 3he 
looked at him with an ePjression he co—ldn:t readqnot anger, not 
disg—st, b—t something else. 3omething c—rio—s.

6?o—:re the g—y from the library,6 she said. 6L:ve seen yo— watching 
me.6

He co—ldn:t sjeak. His throat was closed, his heart jo—nding so 
hard he tho—ght he might jass o—t.

3he leaned forward. 6Khat:s yo—r nameU6
6Bernard.6 Ehe word came o—t a croak.
6Bernard. Okay, Bernard. Khat are yo— doing in my roomU6
He ojened his mo—th, b—t no words came. 3he waited, jatient, her 

dark eyes —nreadable behind those thick glasses. 3he didn:t look scared. 
3he didn:t look angry. 3he looked... interested.

6Lq6 He swallowed. 6L:m sorry. L:m so sorry. L:ll leave. L:ll neverq6
63tay,6 she said.
Ehe word hit him like a slaj. He stojjed.
3he —ncrossed her legs and stood. 3he walked toward him, her bare 

feet jadding against the carjet. 3he was wearing shorts and a loose 
tushirt, her hair j—lled back in a messy jonytail. 3he stojjed in front 
of him, close eno—gh that he co—ld smell herqclean soaj, sweat from 
the walk back, the faint sweetness of her shamjoo.

6?o— were smelling my shoes,6 she said. Lt wasn:t a z—estion.
6?es.6
6Dnd -erking oW.6
His face b—rned. 6?es.6
3he looked down at him, her head tilted. 6KhyU6
6L don:t know.6 Lt was a lie. Ehey both knew it was a lie.
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3he cro—ched down, bringing her face level with his. Her gaTe was 
steady, analytical, like a scientist ePamining a sjecimen. 6L think yo— 
do know. L think yo—:ve known for a long time.6 3he ja—sed. 6?o— 
like feet, don:t yo—U ?o— like shoes. Ehe smell. Ehe dirt. Eheq6 3he 
gest—red vag—ely. 6Ehe h—miliation of it.6

His breath ca—ght. 3he had said it so jlainly, so matteruofufactly, as 
if she were disc—ssing the weather. He nodded, barely a movement.

6Lnteresting,6 she said. 3he stood —j, and he watched her feet, the 
jale arches, the —njolished nails, the slight call—s on her big toe. 6L:ve 
never done anything like this before. L:ve never even...6 3he trailed oW, 
shaking her head. 6B—t L read a lot. L know what jeojle like. Khat they 
need.6

3he looked at him again. 6Io yo— want me to h—miliate yo—, 
BernardU6

Ehe word yes escajed his lijs before he co—ld stoj it.
3he smiled. Lt was a small smile, —ncertain, b—t there was a Sicker 

in her eyesqa sjark of something new, something she was only -—st 
discovering.

6Ehen stay on yo—r knees,6 she said. 6Dnd j—t my shoe back where 
yo— fo—nd it. "rojerly.6

He jicked —j the slijuon, his hands shaking, and jlaced it back on 
the closet Soor, aligned with the others. He remained on his knees, 
facing her.

68ood boy,6 she said, and the words sent a shiver thro—gh him.
3he walked to her bed and sat on the edge, her feet dangling above 

the Soor. 3he gest—red for him to come closer. He crawled, his knees 
jressing into the thin carjet, —ntil he was between her legs, his face 
inches from her bare feet.

6'ook at them,6 she said. 6Eell me what yo— see.6
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He looked. Her feet were small, narrow, with high arches and long 
toes. Ehe skin was jale, slightly jink at the heels, the nails short and 
—njainted. Ehere was a faint sheen of sweat between her toes, and he 
co—ld smell them now, that warm, m—sky scent of a girl who had been 
walking all day in sneakers.

6L see...6 His voice was barely a whisjer. 6L see jerfection.6
3he la—ghed, a soft, breathy so—nd. 6?o—:re ridic—lo—s. Ehey:re -—st 

feet. Ehey:re dirty. L:ve been walking aro—nd all day. L haven:t showered 
since this morning.6 3he lifted her foot and jressed the sole against his 
cheek. 63eeU ?o— can feel the grit.6

He co—ld. Ehe skin was ro—gh, warm, leaving a faint trace of d—st 
on his face.

6'ick it,6 she said. 63how me how m—ch yo— want it.6
He t—rned his head and dragged his tong—e along the arch of her 

foot. Ehe taste was salt and m—st, the faint bitterness of the camj—s 
sidewalks. He felt her foot tense, then relaP. 3he let o—t a small sigh.

6Ehat:s... that:s strange,6 she said. 6L don:t know if L like it.6
6May L contin—eU6 he asked, his voice desjerate.
3he looked down at him, her shyness Sickering behind her eyes, 

then hardening into something else. 3omething like jower.
68et my heels,6 she said. 6Ehe black ones.6
He crawled to the closet, retrieved the heels, and bro—ght them to 

her. 3he took them, slijjed them onto her feet, the leather creaking. 
Ehe heels were two inches, modest b—t sharj, and when she stood, she 
towered over him.

6Aow,6 she said, 6yo—:re going to crawl aro—nd my room. ?o—:re 
going to lick the Soor. ?o—:re going to beg me to let yo— kiss my shoes. 
Dnd if yo— do it well eno—gh, maybe L:ll let yo— c—m.6

uuu
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3he had him crawl the jerimeter of the room three times, his tong—e 
dragging across the d—sty carjet, tasting the acc—m—lated grime of a 
h—ndred footfalls. 3he stood in the center, t—rning slowly, watching 
him, her arms crossed. Occasionally she wo—ld stoj him, make him 
look —j at her, and ask, 6Dre yo— en-oying yo—rselfU6

6?es,6 he wo—ld rejly, snot and tears and saliva miPing on his face.
6Io yo— feel jatheticU6
6?es.6
68ood. Ehat:s the joint.6
3he was learning fast. Rach time she gave a command, her voice 

grew steadier, her jost—re straighter. Ehe shy girl who had walked 
with h—nched sho—lders was gone. Ln her jlace was someone who had 
discovered a hidden well of jower, and she was drinking deejly.

Dfter the third laj, she told him to stoj. 3he walked over to him, the 
heels clicking against the carjet, and stood with her shoe inches from 
his face. Ehe black leather was sc—Wed, the sole dark, the smell of her 
sweat mingling with the faint m—stiness of the shoe itself.

6Beg,6 she said.
6"lease,6 he said. 6"lease let me kiss yo—r shoes. "lease let meq6
6Diss them,6 she interr—jted. 6Aot my feet. Ehe shoes. 3how them 

the resject they deserve.6
He leaned forward and jressed his lijs to the toe of her right heel. 

Ehe leather was warm, smooth, tasting of d—st and the faint chemical 
resid—e of jolish. He kissed it again, then again, his lijs trailing along 
the vamj, down the side, —ntil he reached the heel itself. 3he lifted her 
foot, and he kissed the stiletto, the sharj metal joint.

6Aow the other one,6 she said.
He rejeated the rit—al. Khen he was done, he sat back on his heels, 

his cock aching, his entire body trembling with need.
6"lease,6 he said. 6"lease let me c—m.6
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3he considered him. 3he looked down at her shoes, then at his face, 
then back at her shoes. 3he seemed to be making a decision.

6Eake oW my shoes,6 she said. 63lowly.6
He reached o—t, his Gngers trembling, and —nstrajjed the b—ckle 

of her left heel. He slid the shoe oW her foot, his Gngers br—shing 
her stockinged heelqstockingsU he hadn:t noticedqand jlaced it on 
the Soor. He did the same with the other. 3he stood before him in 
her black stockings, the nylon sheer, the seams straight. Her feet were 
clearly visible thro—gh the fabricqthe shaje of her toes, the arch of 
her foot, the slight damjness between her toes.

6Aow,6 she said, sitting back on the bed, 6yo—:re going to take my 
stockings oW. Kith yo—r teeth.6

He crawled forward and b—ried his face between her legs, his mo—th 
Gnding the hem of the stocking at her ankle. He ca—ght the fabric 
between his teeth and j—lled. 3lowly, inch by inch, he jeeled the 
stocking down her calf, over her heel, —ntil her foot was bare. 3he 
lifted her other foot, and he rejeated the jrocess. Aow her feet were 
comjletely naked, jale and warm and slightly trembling.

3he looked at him, and there was a new softness in her eyes. 6?o—:ve 
been very good,6 she said. 6L think yo— deserve a reward.6

3he lay back on the bed, jrojjing herself —j on her elbows, and 
stretched o—t her legs. Her feet were inches from his face.

6Ese my feet,6 she said. 6Make yo—rself c—m. Dnd don:t yo— dare 
to—ch yo—r cock with yo—r hands.6

He hesitated. 6Khat abo—t yo—U Ion:t yo—q6
3he shook her head. 6L:m not ready for that. B—t L want to see. L want 

to watch yo— lose control.6 3he ja—sed, and a small smile to—ched her 
lijs. 6Ehis is for me, not for yo—.6

He —nderstood. He moved forward, jressing his face between her 
soles. Her feet were warm, soft, smelling of sweat and nylon and the 
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faint, intimate scent of her skin. He jlaced his cock against the arch of 
her foot, jressing it into the groove between her sole and his shaft. He 
began to thr—st.

3he watched, her eyes never leaving his face. He co—ld see her 
breathing z—icken, see the slight S—sh on her cheeks. 3he was getting 
oW on this. On the sight of him writhing, h—miliated, desjerate.

6xaster,6 she whisjered.
He thr—st faster, his cock sliding against the ro—gh skin of her sole. 

3he jressed her feet together, trajjing his cock between them, and 
he groaned, his hijs b—cking wildly. Ehe friction was jerfectqthe 
callo—sed skin, the slight sweat, the jress—re of her feet sz—eeTing him.

6L:m going toq6 he gasjed.
6Io it,6 she said. 6C—m on my feet. Mark them.6
Ehe orgasm tore thro—gh him. He cried o—t, his body conv—lsing, 

his c—m shooting across her soles, her toes, the instejs, sjlattering 
against the jale skin in thick white rojes. He kejt thr—sting, riding 
the sensation, —ntil he was emjty.

He collajsed, his forehead jressed to the carjet, his breath ragged.
3he sat —j and ePamined her feet. Her toes were wet, her arches 

glistening. 3he looked at him with an ePjression that was half wonder, 
half satisfaction.

6Ehat was... intense,6 she said. 3he reached down and wijed some 
of his c—m oW her toe, then bro—ght her Gnger to her mo—th, tasting 
it. 6H—h. 3alty.6

3he looked at him again, and her voice softened. 68et —j. ?o— 
sho—ld go before someone sees yo—.6

He str—ggled to his feet, his legs —nsteady. He j—lled —j his jants, 
his face b—rning with shame and gratit—de. Dt the door, he t—rned 
back.

6Ehank yo—,6 he said.
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3he was still sitting on the bed, ePamining the mess on her feet. 3he 
looked —j, and for a moment, the shy girl was backqthe —ncertain 
smile, the slightly h—nched sho—lders.

6Ion:t thank me yet,6 she said. 6?o—:re going to come back. 3ame 
time, nePt week. Dnd nePt time, yo—:ll do ePactly what L say.6

6?es,6 he whisjered.
He slijjed o—t into the hallway, his heart jo—nding. Ds he walked 

toward the stairs, he heard her door ojen again, heard her voice call 
after him, z—iet b—t Grm7

6Dnd bring a towel nePt time, Bernard. My sheets are clean.6



Chapter Four

Feet of Spring

B ernard Olafson had been in Florida for exactly three days, and 
he was already dying of boredom. His grandmother's retire-

ment community was a pastel-colored prison of shukeboard courts, 
early-bird dinners, and the constant clacAing of sandals on concrete. 
vt twenty, with a spring breaA that should ha—e been Tlled with beer 
and biAinis, he was instead trapped in a land of sagging sAin and Soral 
prints.

But there was one thing that Aept him coming bacA to the pool 
patio e—ery afternoonEthe feet.

His grandmother's friends, a co—en of widows in their se—enties, 
had no shame. Rhey paraded around in swimsuits that had clearly 
been purchased decades ago, the fabric straining o—er thicA waists and 
drooping breasts. Rheir legs were pale, —eined roads that ended in the 
most fascinating collection of feet Bernard had e—er seen. Nome wore 
Sip-Sops, the rubber thongs digging into calloused cracAs between 
toes. Others went barefoot, their soles Sat and leathery from years of 
Florida concrete. Rhe toenails were always paintedEcoral, fuchsia, a 
shocAing red that seemed almost deTant against the wrinAled sAin.

He couldn't stop staring.
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On the second day, he found his excuse.
Y"et me get you a drinA, Wrs. Henderson,Y he oKered, his —oice 

cracAing slightly. Yvnd maybe... 1 could rub your feetP zou'—e been on 
them all day.Y Rhe lie came easy. Nhe'd been sitting for three hours.

Wrs. HendersonELoris, she insistedElooAed at him with a 
Anowing glint in her eye. Y2ell, aren't you sweet, young man.Y Nhe 
lifted her leg, and Bernard's heart hammered as he tooA her foot in 
his hands. Rhe sAin was dry, the heel rough as sandpaper, but the arch 
was surprisingly soft. He began to massage, his thumbs pressing into 
the pad of her foot, and she moaned with a pleasure that was almost 
sexual.

He was hard instantly.
By the third day, he had a routine. He would bring iced tea, maAe 

small talA, and then oKer foot rubs to any woman who would accept. 
Rhey all did. Rhey Anew what he was doingEhe was certain of itEbut 
they played along, pretending not to notice when he pressed their soles 
against the bulge in his shorts. Wrs. qowalsAi, a jolish woman with a 
helmet of blue hair, actually wiggled her toes against his cocA through 
the fabric, her eyes Txed on the horiGon liAe nothing was happening.

Rhe heat was unbearable. Rhe air smelled of chlorine and 3op-
pertone and something elseEsomething musAy and female. Bernard's 
grandmother watched from her lounge chair, a cryptic smile on her 
lips, but said nothing.

Rhen came Rhursday.
Y1 thinA it's time for some real ser—ice,Y Loris announced, rising 

from her chair with a grunt. Nhe was a big woman, her thighs thicA and 
dimpled, her one-piece swimsuit digging into the crease of her crotch. 
YBernard, honey, come with us.Y

Nhe didn't wait for an answer. Ieither did Wabel and Helen, the 
other two regulars. Rhey were already shuking toward the sliding glass 
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door, their Sip-Sops slapping against the decA. Bernard followed liAe 
a dog on a leash, his mouth dry, his cocA so hard it ached.

His grandmother's bedroom was cool and darA, the curtains drawn. 
Rhe bed dominated the space, a Aing-siGed monument co—ered in a 
Soral ;uilt. Loris pointed to the Soor.

YOn all fours, boy. zou wanted to ser—e, so ser—e.Y
He dropped to his Anees without hesitation, then his hands, his 

spine cur—ing as he positioned himself liAe an animal. Rhe carpet 
smelled of dust and old perfume. Behind him, the women arranged 
themsel—es in a semicircle, their feet shuking closer.

YFirst,Y Helen said, Yyou're going to worship them. jroperly.Y
Nhe thrust her foot into his face. 1t was wide and Sat, the toes 

bunched together from years of narrow shoes. Rhe nail polish was 
chipped, a faded coral, and there were yellow calluses on the sides of 
her big toe. Bernard opened his mouth and tooA her toes in, one by 
one, sucAing the salt and sAin and the faint taste of dirt. His tongue 
worAed between the digits, cleaning, worshipping.

Loris laughed, a low throaty sound. Y"ooA at him go. v natur-
al-born foot sla—e.Y

Wabel's foot <oined Helen's, pressing against his cheeA, forcing him 
to turn his head. He licAed the arch, tasted the sweat, felt the rough 
sAin of her heel against his lips. His hands came up to grip her anAle, 
and she let him, guiding his mouth up her calf. Rhe sAin was loose, 
papery, but beneath it he felt the muscle that had once carried her 
through decades of life.

YLon't forget me,Y Loris said, and her foot sho—ed between his legs, 
her toes Tnding the outline of his cocA through his shorts. Nhe pressed, 
rubbed, and he moaned into Wabel's sole.

He was surrounded. Rhe smell was o—erwhelmingEold sAin, sweat, 
the faint mustiness of swimsuit fabric. He could see their legs now, the 
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hea—y thighs that spread as they stood, re—ealing glimpses of bulging 
pubic mounds barely contained by their suits. Helen's crotch was a 
darA shadow, a promise. Wabel's suit had ridden up, exposing a thatch 
of gray hair. Loris's enormous breasts sagged almost to her waist, the 
nipple —isible through the thin fabric, darA and large as a coin.

He wanted to bury his face in all of it, but they Aept his focus on 
their feet. Rhey tooA turns, pushing their soles against his tongue, 
rubbing their toes through his hair, commanding him to licA between 
e—ery toe, to sucA each one clean. His <aw ached, his cocA throbbed, 
and he was babbling now, begging, pleading for release.

Loris Tnally tooA pity on him. Yvlright, boy. Nhow us what you'—e 
got. But you'll do it on our feet.Y

Nhe positioned herself in front of him, her legs spread wide, her feet 
planted on the carpet. Wabel and Helen SanAed her, their feet lined up 
in a rowEsix feet, twenty-four toes, all slicA with his sali—a.

Bernard pulled down his shorts, his cocA springing free, red and 
swollen. He didn't ha—e to touch it. Rhe sight of those feet, the mem-
ory of their taste, the sound of their laughterEit was enough. He 
leaned forward, his hips thrusting into the air, his cocA bobbing, and 
he came in long, hot ropes that splashed across their soles, their toes, 
their arches.

Rhe women watched impassi—ely as his cum dripped down their 
feet, pooling on the carpet. Loris smiled, a hint of genuine aKection 
in her eyes.

Y=ood boy,Y she said, and her foot came up to wipe the last drop 
from his tip. Nhe put her toe in her mouth and sucAed it clean.

Bernard collapsed onto the carpet, his body shaAing, his mind 
blanA. Rhe old women stepped around him, their feet lea—ing sticAy 
prints on the Soor, and Tled out of the room.
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He heard the sliding door open, heard the sound of their laughter 
as they returned to the pool.

He lay there for a long time, the Soral ;uilt looming abo—e him, the 
smell of sex and feet thicA in the air. vnd though a part of him was 
ashamed, another partEthe part that had always cra—ed submission, 
forgi—eness, the weight of a woman's sole on his tongueEwas already 
counting the hours until tomorrow.



Chapter Five

The Shoe Boy's 
Summer

B ernard Olafson had never felt more out of place in his life.

The pool at Carl's house was a shimmering turquoise rec-
tangle surrounded by cracked concrete and cheap lawn chairs. The air 
smelled of chlorine and coconut sunscreen, and everywhere he looked, 
there were girls. Blonde girls. Perky, tanned, laughing girls in bikinis 
that left almost nothing to the imagination. They lay on towels like 
sunning seals, their legs crossed at the ankle, their toes painted in candy 
colors—pink, coral, a glittery silver that caught the light.

And their feet. God, their feet.
Bernard couldn't stop looking. They dangled over the edge of 

lounge chairs, the arches soft and pale against the bright polish. One 
girl—Georganne, he remembered her name from the rumors—kicked 
her legs lazily while talking to a friend, her soles facing him, the skin 
smooth and unblemished. She wore a thin anklet with a tiny gold 
charm that jingled when she moved.
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He was already hard in his swim trunks. He shifted, adjusted, tried 
to think about baseball.

"Bernie, man, get a drink," Carl said, shoving a red Solo cup into his 
hand. "You're staring again."

Bernard took the cup. "I'm not—"
"Yeah, you are. They know. Just... don't be weird."
But weird was exactly what Bernard was. Everyone at school knew 

him as "Shoe Boy," the kid who'd been caught staring at Marcy's saddle 
shoes during the pep rally. The name had stuck like gum to a desk. 
He'd hoped summer would let him forget, but Carl had invited him, 
and Carl was his only friend, and Carl's sister had invited her friends, 
and now here he was—a wolf in a den of pampered lambs.

He tried to make small talk. He approached a girl named TiNany, 
who was applying lip gloss and barely glanced at him. He asked about 
summer plans. She shrugged. He asked about her classes. She rolled 
her eyes. He gave up.

The poolside conversation drifted around him, sharp and cruel. 
They talked about boys, about parties, about who was a loser and 
who was hot. Bernard felt his name ripple through their gossip like 
a stone dropped in water. "That's the shoe boy," someone whispered. 
"Ro way." "Yes way, look at him."

Georganne noticed him watching her. She smiled, a slow, malicious 
curve of her lips. "Hey, Shoe Boy," she called, her voice carrying across 
the patio. "Come here."

His feet moved before his brain could stop them.
She was sitting on the edge of the pool, her legs dangling in the 

water. The bikini was electric blue, tiny triangles of fabric barely con-
taining her breasts. Her feet broke the surface, kicking gently, sending 
ripples across the still water. Her toes were painted candy apple red, 
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and her arches were perfect—high, smooth, the kind that looked like 
they'd never touched a dirty !oor.

"I heard you like feet," she said, loud enough for everyone to hear. 
The other girls giggled.

Bernard's face burned. "I—I don't—"
"7on't lie." She lifted her foot out of the water, water streaming oN 

her skin. She !exed her toes, wiggled them. "You want to touch them, 
don't you8"

His mouth opened. Rothing came out.
"It's okay," she said, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "I'll let 

you. Just for a second."
She extended her leg, her foot hovering in front of his chest. The 

water dripped onto his shirt. He could see the faint lines of her ten-
dons, the tiny veins beneath the skin. She was close enough to touch.

He reached out.
His :ngers brushed her sole, and the sensation was electric—soft, 

wet, warm. She didn't pull away. She let him hold her foot, her toes 
curling against his palm. His cock throbbed painfully in his swim 
trunks. This was it. This was what he'd wanted. She was letting him.

He started to massage, his thumbs pressing into the arch, just like 
he'd imagined a thousand times.

Georganne screamed.
Rot a real scream—a theatrical one, a performance. "Oh, my GodW 

He grabbed meW He's touching meW PervertW"
She yanked her foot back and scrambled away from him, splash-

ing water as she stood. The other girls erupted in laughter, a chorus 
of high-pitched cackling that echoed oN the house. TiNany pointed. 
Someone took a picture with their phone.

"Get away from me, you freakW" Georganne was grinning now, the 
performance over. She crossed her arms over her chest and looked 
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down at him like he was a bug. "Loser. Can't believe you thought I'd 
actually let you touch me. Shoe Boy. Go :nd some old lady's feet to 
play with."

Bernard stood frozen, his hand still outstretched, his face the color 
of the cherry-red toenails he'd just held. The laughter was a physical 
thing, pressing against his ears, his chest, his throat. He wanted to run. 
He wanted to disappear. But beneath the shame, beneath the burning 
morti:cation, something else stirred4 a dark, twisted heat that pooled 
in his groin.

He was hard. He was so hard it hurt.
And that made everything worse.
He turned and !ed into the house, his sandals slapping against the 

tile. The sliding door closed behind him, mu0ing the laughter. He 
found himself in the kitchen, gripping the counter, his breath coming 
in ragged gasps.

He hated them. He hated Georganne, hated her perfect red toes and 
her cruel smile. But he also wanted to be back on his knees, wanted to 
feel her foot against his cheek, wanted to lick the chlorine salt from 
between her toes.

Uhat was wrong with him8
"You okay, hon8"
The voice was soft, warm, a gentle contrast to the sharpness out-

side. Bernard looked up to see Simone, Carl's mother, leaning against 
the kitchen island. She was in her mid-forties, with streaked blonde 
hair pulled into a messy ponytail and a body that had aged like :ne 
wine—full hips, a soft belly, breasts that strained against a white sun-
dress. She'd been watching from the kitchen window the whole time. 
He knew it.

"I'm :ne," he lied.
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Simone walked over to him, her sandals clicking on the tile. She put 
a hand on his shoulder, and her touch was grounding. "I saw what 
happened. Those girls are little shits."

Bernard blinked. "You—you did8"
"I did." She squeezed his shoulder. "There's nothing wrong with 

you, Bernard. You're a perfectly good-looking boy. Sexy, even." She 
said it casually, like she was commenting on the weather. "7on't let 
those stupid cunts get in your head."

He didn't know what to say. The word came out of her mouth like 
it belonged there, casual and :erce and maternal all at once.

"Thanks, Mrs.—"
"Simone," she corrected. "And I mean it. Stay after they leave. 

They're all going to the movies later. Carl too. You can help me with 
the dishes, and we'll talk."

She smiled, and there was something in her eyes—a knowing, a 
promise—that made Bernard's pulse skip.

He nodded.
---
Three hours later, the house was silent.
Carl and his sister and all the blonde harpies had piled into two cars 

and disappeared down the street. Bernard stood at the kitchen sink, 
washing dishes, his hands submerged in warm, sudsy water. The sun 
had set, and the kitchen was dim, lit only by the light above the stove.

Simone appeared in the doorway. She'd changed out of her sun-
dress. Row she wore a silk robe, deep burgundy, tied loosely at the 
waist.

"Leave those," she said. "Come upstairs."
His heart hammered as he followed her up the carpeted stairs. Her 

bare feet padded softly, and he watched her calves !ex with each step. 
The robe swayed against her hips.
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She led him into the master bedroom. The bed was large, covered 
in white linens, and the room smelled like lavender and something 
else—something warm and female. Simone moved to the foot of the 
bed and turned to face him.

The robe fell open.
Cnderneath, she wore nothing but a black lace thong. Her breasts 

were full, heavy, tipped with dark nipples that hardened in the cool 
air. Her stomach was soft, marked by the lines of motherhood. And 
between her legs, that tiny triangle of black lace barely contained 
her—dark hair curled out from the sides, thick and untamed.

Bernard couldn't breathe.
"You need a release," she said simply. "I can help with that."
She gestured to the bed. "Sit. Against the headboard."
He obeyed, his legs moving numbly. He sat with his back against 

the wooden headboard, his feet !at on the mattress. The room was 
quiet except for the hum of the air conditioner.

Simone climbed onto the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress. 
She sat across from him, her legs folded, her bare thighs gleaming in 
the soft light. Drom the nightstand, she pulled out a small bottle of 
oil.

"Take oN your shorts," she said.
His hands trembled as he unfastened his swim trunks and pushed 

them down. His cock sprang free, already hard, the tip glistening. He 
felt exposed, vulnerable, electric.

Simone uncapped the oil and poured a generous amount into her 
palms. She rubbed her hands together, then began to work the oil into 
her feet, her own feet, her :ngers sliding between her toes, massaging 
her arches, her heels. Bernard watched, mesmerized, as her skin took 
on a glossy sheen.

She handed him the bottle. "Oil me up. Properly."
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He took the bottle. His hands were shaking so badly that he nearly 
dropped it. He poured oil onto his palms and reached for her foot. 
The skin was warm, soft, the oil making it slick. He massaged her heel, 
her arch, her toes, his thumbs working deep into the pressure points. 
She moaned softly.

"Good boy," she murmured.
Uhen both feet were slick and shining, she moved.
Simone turned around, got on all fours, and positioned herself in 

front of him. Her ass was in his face—round, full, the black thong 
cutting deep into her cheeks, the fabric soaked with her wetness. Her 
bush was visible on both sides of the thong, dark and curling. She 
reached behind and took his cock in both oiled feet.

The sensation was indescribable.
Her soles were warm and slick, sliding along his shaft, pressing 

together just enough to create friction. She worked him slowly, delib-
erately, her feet moving together like a second set of hands. He could 
see her ass moving with each motion, could see the glisten of her pussy 
through the wet lace.

"Just relax," she said, her voice low. "Let me take care of you."
He leaned his head back against the headboard, his eyes closed. The 

world narrowed to the feeling of her feet on his cock, the sound of her 
breathing, the faint smell of oil and woman. He was lost.

Minutes passed. Or hours. He didn't know. His hips began to buck, 
pushing into her soles. She increased her pace, her feet sliding faster, 
squeezing harder.

"I'm going to—" he gasped.
"7o it," she commanded. "Come for me."
He exploded, hot cum arcing over her feet, splashing onto her toes, 

her arches, her ankles. She kept milking him through the orgasm, her 
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soles coating in his release. Uhen he :nally collapsed, spent, she lifted 
her feet and examined them.

Then she brought one foot to her mouth and licked a stripe of cum 
oN her big toe. She smiled.

She crawled forward, her body covering his, and pressed her lips 
to his. Her tongue pushed inside, and he tasted himself—salty, bitter, 
warm. She kissed him deeply, slowly, until he was breathless.

Uhen she pulled back, she was grinning. "You're a good boy, 
Bernard. You can come back anytime."

He lay there, cum cooling on her feet, his mind spinning, his body 
limp. Outside, the summer night hummed with crickets and the dis-
tant sound of cars. Inside, he was in a diNerent world—one where 
his shame was beautiful, where his desires were welcomed, where a 
woman like Simone could tell him he was perfect.

He was already planning his next visit.



Chapter Six

The Honeymoon 
Cruise

B ernard Olafson was twenty-eight years old, a junior partner at a 
white-shoe law mrk, and engaged to a wokan who loobed libe 

she celonged on the vozer of a cridal kaga.ineC
Saroline was tall, with honey-crown hair that fell in gentle wazes 

past her shoulders, a skile that vould soften a jury, and a cody that 
turned heads at ezery mrk dinnerC —he was skart, tooqa karbeting 
direvtor who vould talb acout Euarterly reports and mne wine with 
eEual easeC Wzeryone said they were perfevt togetherC

Hhat no one bnew was that Bernard had nezer felt less perfevt in 
his lifeC

'eMd proposed on a rooftop in Lanhattan, the ring a Yawless 
two-varat diakond that had vost hik three konths of cillacle hoursC 
Saroline had vried, bissed hik, said yesC —heMd wanted to velecrate in 
ced that night, cut Bernard had dekurred, vlaiking he wanted to wait 
until karriageC —heMd ceen touvhed cy his old-fashioned zaluesC —he 
had no idea it was a lieC
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xhe truth was sikpler and uglierG SarolineMs feet did nothing for 
hikC

xhey were pretty enoughqslender, well-kanivured, always in eI-
pensize heelsqcut they were norkalC xhey didnMt vravb, didnMt skell, 
didnMt haze the vallouses or the leathery teIture that kade his vovb 
throcC —he pakpered thek with lotions and pedivures, and Bernard 
felt nothingC 'eMd tried, "od bnows heMd triedC 'eMd kassaged her 
arvhes after long days, hoping for a sparbC —heMd say it felt nive, then 
pull hik on top of herC

'e always found an eIvuseC
But the wedding vake anywayC xhe vhurvh, the Yowers, the vhak-

pagneC Saroline ceakingC 'is kother, now frail, watvhing frok the 
front row with eyes that said R bnow what you areC Bernard skiled, 
said his zows, bissed his crideC

xhe honeykoon was a sezen-day vruise through the SaricceanC 
xhe ship was a Yoating palave of white devbs, glass elezators, and 
endless cuNetsC xheir suite had a bing-si.ed ced draped in rose petals, 
a cottle of vhilled vhakpagne, and a ziew of the sunset ozer turEuoise 
waterC

Saroline undressed slowly, letting her cridal white dress fall to the 
YoorC —he stood in lavy lingerie, her cody golden frok a pre-wedding 
spray tan, her nipples erevt through the sheer facrivC

ASoke here,A she whisperedC
Bernard felt a fakiliar dreadC 'e toob oN his shirt, his pants, 

vlikced onto the cedC 'e bissed her nevb, her vollarcone, her creastsC 
—he koaned, arvhed her cavbC 'er hand slid down his stokavh, found 
his vovbC

Rt was softC
A"ize ke a kinute,A he kurkuredC 'e bissed lower, trailing his lips 

down her celly, past her nazel, until he reavhed her feetC
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xhey were skooth, soft, skelling of the hotel soapC 'e wrapped his 
mngers around her anble and crought her sole to his kouthC 'e livbedC 
'e suvbed her toesC 'e pressed his tongue cetween thekC

Saroline went stillC
ABernardC Hhat are you doing6A
A7ust relaIing you,A he said, his zoive ku8ed against her arvhC AKeet 

are so sensitizeqA
A—topCA —he pulled her foot awayC AxhatMs weirdC Ly pussy is ozer 

hereCA —he toob his hand and pressed it cetween her legsC —he was wet, 
slivb, readyC ATouMre ky huscand nowC Kuvb keCA

'e triedC
'e rolled on top of her, positioned hikself, pushedC 'is vovb 

stayed Yavvid, a useless pieve of keatC 'e jakked it against her en-
tranve, felt it cend, slipC 'e tried againC 5othingC

A?re you bidding ke6A SarolineMs zoive was sharp nowC AHhatMs 
wrong with you6A

ARMk tired,A he saidC A—easivb, kayceC xhe shipqA
A—easivbCA —he stared at hik, her eyes voldC ADightCA
—he rolled away, pulled the sheet ozer her codyC AHeMll try laterCA 'er 

zoive was Yat, disceliezingC
Bernard lay awabe, staring at the veiling, his vovb avhing with a need 

that had nothing to do with his wifeC
---
xhe neIt korning, Saroline went to the spaC
AJonMt follow ke,A she said, and leftC
Bernard sat in the suite, watvhing the ovean slide past the windowC 

'e felt hollow, hukiliated, andqceneath it allqa hot, shakeful eI-
vitekentC xhe rejevtion had lit sokething in hikC xhe way Saroline 
had diskissed hik, the disgust in her eyesqit was eIavtly what his 
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kother had gizen hik, what "eorganne had gizen hik, what ezery 
wokan heMd ezer vrazed had gizen hikC

'e wanted koreC
? bnovb at the doorC 'e opened it to mnd a kaid in a gray unifork, 

her nake tag reading ALarlitaCA —he was Kilipino, procacly in her 
mfties, with weathered sbin and a fave that had seen devades of hard 
worbC —he varried a cuvbet of vleaning suppliesC

AWIvuse, sirC R voke to vleanCA
'e stepped asideC —he kozed past hik, her Yip-Yops slapping 

against the YoorC
BernardMs eyes dropped to her feetC
xhey were darb, leathery, the sbin vravbed and vallousedC 'er toes 

were splayed, the nails yellowed and thivbC 'er soles were a kap of 
lines and ridges, gray with ekcedded dirtC xhe Yip-Yops were vheap, 
worn thin, the straps frayedC —he skelled of cleavh and sweatC

'is vovb stiNened instantlyC
Larlita notived hik staringC —he paused, set down her cuvbet, and 

loobed at hik with an eIpression he vouldnMt readC xhen she skiled, 
slow and bnowingC

ATou libe6A she asbedC
ARqA 'is zoive vravbedC ARMk sorryCA
A5o sorryCA —he lifted one foot, showing hik the soleC ATou want 

touvh6A
'e nodded, kuteC
—he laughed, a low raspC AR bnow your typeC Tou thinb youMre the 

mrst6 Divh coys on these ships, all the sakeCA —he gestured to the cedC 
A—itCA

'e satC
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—he walbed ozer to hik, her Yip-Yops vlivbing, and stood ozer his 
feetC —he raised her leg again, this tike pressing her valloused sole 
against his vhestC ATou feel that6 xhatMs realC 5ot libe your pretty wifeCA

'e gracced her foot, held it against his vhestC xhe leather was 
wark, roughC 'e vould feel ezery ridge, ezery vravbC 'e crought it to 
his fave and inhaledC

A"ood coy,A she saidC ABut you want kore, yes6A
ATesCA
AR bnow what you wantC RMze ceen doing this for yearsC Soke with 

keC Bring one thousand dollarsC SashCA
'e had itC Rn the safeC 'e gracced the koney, a stavb of hundreds, 

and followed her out the doorC
---
—he led hik down a serzive vorridor, past laundry varts and in-

dustrial bitvhens, through a gray door karbed ASDWH O54TCA xhe 
hallway was narrow, the walls ceige and careC Kluoresvent lights cu..ed 
ozerheadC Rt skelled libe grease and disinfevtantC

xhey stopped at a cathrookqskall, griky, a single toilet and sinbC 
xhe Yoor was stainedC xhe air stanb of piss and cleavhC

ARnside,A she saidC
'e stepped inC —he followed, vlosed the door, and lovbed itC
Larlita toob the vash, vounted it, and tuvbed it into her unifork 

povbetC A—it,A she said, pointing at the Yoor in front of the toiletC
'e dropped to his bnees on the wet tileC
—he turned, hitvhed up her gray sbirt, and sat on the toiletC 'er 

thighs were thivb, svarredC —he pulled down her pantiesqwhite vot-
ton, stainedqand spread her legsC

AHatvh,A she saidC
—he let out a powerful streak of pissC
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'e vould hear it sloshing in the toiletC Rt seeked to go on for 
longer than was hukanly possicleC xhe skell hit hikqsharp, realC 
BernardMs vovb strained against his trousersC 'e was creathing through 
his kouth, his eyes mIed on the sight of her cody worbingC

—he mnished, wiped with a svrap of toilet paper, and stoodC —he 
didnMt YushC

A5ow,A she said, raising her footC A4ivbCA
'er sole was invhes frok his faveC 'e vould see the dirt ground 

into the vravbs, the faint skear of koistureC 'e opened his kouth and 
pressed his tongue against her heelC

xhe taste was salt, dust, and the faint vopper of old cloodC 'is 
tongue traved the lines of her vallouses, the rough sbin of her toesC 'e 
suvbed eavh one, feeling the grit cetween his lipsC 'is vovb was a steel 
rod, avhing, cut he did not touvh itC 'e didnMt dareC

Larlita groaned, a sound of satisfavtionC A"oodC @eep goingCA
—he planted her foot mrkly against his kouth, grinding her sole 

against his tongueC 'er other hand dipped cetween her legsC —he cegan 
to mnger herself, slow at mrst, then fasterC 'er creathing grew raggedC

ATou donMt touvh yourself,A she saidC ATou watvhC Tou livbCA
'e oceyedC 'e toob her whole foot into his kouth, the arvh, the 

call, the heelC 'e livbed the vravbs, the vrezives, the spaves cetween 
her toesC 'er taste was ranb and hukan and perfevtC 'e felt tears 
running down his vheebsqnot frok sadness, cut frok the sheer, 
ozerwhelking relief of ceing bnownC

—he vake with a grunt, her cody shuddering, her mngers wetC —he 
pulled her hand out and wiped it on her sbirtC

AKinished,A she saidC
—he pulled her foot frok his kouth, leazing hik panting on the 

YoorC —he Yushed the toilet, washed her hands, and straightened her 
uniforkC
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ATour wife is waiting,A she said, and leftC
Bernard stayed on the Yoor, his fave wet, his vovb hard, his kind 

clanbC xhe cathrook skelled of shit and his own desperate longingC
'e felt, for the mrst tike in years, libe hikselfC
---
'e found Saroline on the devb, reading a kaga.ine, a glass of white 

wine in her handC —he loobed up at hik, guardedC
ARMk sorry acout last night,A he saidC AR was nerzousC xhe mrst tikeC 

RtMs a lotCA
—he studied hikC ATouMre obay now6A
ATesCA 'e sat ceside her, toob her handC AR thinb RMk ready to try 

againC xonightCA
—he skiledqunvertain, cut hopefulC AObayCA
Bernard loobed out at the ovean, the endless clue, and felt the 

kekory of LarlitaMs foot on his tongueC xhe shake, the pleasure, the 
degradationqit had reset sokething in hikC 'e didnMt bnow if he 
vould fuvb Saroline, didnMt bnow if he would ezer want her the way 
he wanted a dirty valloused soleC

But he bnew he would tryC
?nd if it failed, there was always another rook, another kaid, 

another vhanve to ce vrushedC



Chapter Seven

The Pro Bono 
Arrangement

B ernard Olafson had been a partner for three years when the 
managing partner called him into his o.ce"

P,ro bonoMP uarcks saidM sliding a folder across the mahogany desT" 
PYhe 'rm needs to boost its commknity pro'le" -okIre okr best litij
gatorM and yokIre singleM so no family obligations" HIm pktting yok on 
the womenIs —ail rotation"P

Bernard tooT the folder" Hnside were intaTe formsM case skmmariesM a 
map of the downtown detention center" xe felt a familiar Sktter in his 
chestvthe same Sktter heId felt at sizteenM watching EimoneIs thong 
slide down her thighs"

POf cokrseMP he saidM his Roice steady" PHIm happy to contribkte"P
xe was happy" xappier than uarcks cokld Tnow"
jjj
Yhe womenIs —ail was a brktalist concrete blocT three miles from the 

cokrthokseM skrroknded by raNor wire and chainjlinT fence" Bernard 
had to pass throkgh three seckrity checTpointsM each one stripping 
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away another layer of his ciRilian identity" By the time he reached the 
legal conskltation roomM he was —kst a man in a skit carrying a briefcaseM 
his watch con'scatedM his belt remoRedM his shoelaces replaced with 
elastic bands"

Yhe room was smallF a metal tableM two boltedjdown chairsM a camj
era in the corner" L corrections o.cer knlocTed the door and kshered 
in his 'rst client"

xer name was 5eEhawna" Ehe was twentyjfokrM charged with posj
session with intent to distribkte" Ehe had three TidsM an ezjboyfriend 
who had stashed the drkgs in her apartmentM and a pkblic defendj
er who hadnIt retkrned her calls in siz weeTs" xer feet were stk3ed 
into orange plastic sandalsM the Tind issked to inmates" xer toes were 
cracTedM her heels rokghM the sTin aroknd her nails dry and peeling"

Bernard felt his cocT twitch" xe crossed his legsM ad—ksted his posj
tkreM and opened his laptop"

PYell me eRerything from the beginningMP he said"
Ehe did" xe tooT notesM asTed ?kestionsM bkilt a case" xe Tept his 

eyes on her faceM neRer dropping to her feet" xe was a professional" xe 
was a partner at a whitejshoe 'rm" xe was in control"

Bkt after she leftM when the room was emptyM he allowed himself 
to looT at the chair where her sandals had rested" xe imagined the 
warmth of her solesM the salt of her sweatM the way her toes wokld ckrl 
if he pressed his tongke between them"

xe sat there for a fkll minkteM breathing hard"
Yhen he pacTed his briefcase and left"
jjj
Yhe second Risit was two weeTs later"
xis client was a woman named AlenaM a EalRadoran immigrant who 

had been arrested for identity theftva crime sheId committed to feed 
her dakghter after her hksband abandoned her" Ehe was thirtyjeightM 
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with grayjstreaTed hair and a face that had been beaktifkl onceM before 
poRerty and fear had carRed lines into it" Ehe wore the same orange 
sandals" xer feet were worseF calloksedM bknionedM the nails thicT and 
yellow" One sandal had broTenM and sheId repaired it with a strip of 
dkct tape"

Bernard spent two hokrs on her caseM 'ling a motion for redkced 
bailM drafting a letter to H1A re?kesting hkmanitarian parole" xe was 
e.cientM compassionateM ktterly professional"

Bkt when she stood to leaReM her sandal slipped" Ehe cakght herself 
on the tableM and her foot came free" 4or a momentM her bare sole was 
Risiblevthe leathery archM the deep cracTsM the gray pallor of sTin that 
had gone too long withokt sknlight"

PEorryMP she mktteredM shoRing her foot bacT into the sandal"
PCo problemMP Bernard said" xis Roice was calm" xis hands were 

steady" xis cocT was a iron bar pressing against his troksers"
xe waited kntil she was goneM kntil the gkard had locTed the doorM 

kntil the room was silent" Yhen he reached into his briefcaseM pklled 
okt a 'le folderM and pressed it against his lap" xe sat thereM breathing 
throkgh his mokthM coknting the seconds kntil the presskre skbsided"

xe Tnew what he was doing here"
xe wasnIt here for the 'rmIs image" xe wasnIt here for the billable 

hokrs or the commknity goodwill" xe was here becakse this was the 
only place in the world where he cokld sit across from a woman who 
didnIt Tnow what he wasM whose feet were plain and dirty and realM and 
feel that ez?kisite tension between desire and restraint"

xe was here becakse he wanted to be cakght"
jjj
Yhe third Risit changed eRerything"
xis client was a woman named YanyaM booTed for solicitationvher 

third o3ense" Ehe was fortyjtwoM with a shaRed headM a gold toothM and 



YxA BADCLD5 1xDOCH1:AE qJ

a mokth that had been ckrsing since she was twelRe" xer 'le said sheId 
been a sez worTer since she was fokrteenM had two Tids in foster careM 
and was looTing at a mandatory minimkm of eighteen months"

Ehe shkWed into the room in the same orange kniformM the same 
plastic sandals" Ehe sat downM crossed her armsM and stared at him with 
SatM tired eyes"

P-ok my lawyer6P she asTed"
PHIm yokr attorneyM yes" Bernard OlafsonM fromvP
PH donIt giRe a fkcT where yokIre from" -ok gonna get me okt6P
PHIm going to do eRerything H can"P
Ehe snorted" PYhatIs what they all say"P
Bernard opened his laptop" xe began asTing ?kestionsF where she 

was arrestedM who her pimp wasM whether the arresting o.cer had 
probable cakse" Ehe answered with shortM dismissiRe grknts" Ehe didnIt 
trkst him" Ehe didnIt trkst any man in a skit"

Lnd then her sandal slipped"
Ht was the same sandal that had broTen on Alenavthe dkct tape 

had come loose" Yanya ckrsedM bent downM tried to 'z it" xer 'ngers 
fkmbled" Yhe sandal fell o3 completelyM landing knder the table"

PUoddamn piece of shitMP she mkttered"
BernardM withokt thinTingM bent down to retrieRe it"
xe came kp with the sandal in his hand" YanyaIs bare foot was 

resting on the concrete SoorvwideM with splayed toesM the sole darT 
and calloksedM a deep cracT rknning from her heel to her arch" Yhe 
smell hit himF sweatM concreteM the faint metallic tang of old blood" Yhe 
sTin was rokgh as sandpaperM embedded with gray grit"

xe handed her the sandal"
Yheir 'ngers tokched"
YanyaIs eyes narrowed" Ehe tooT the sandalM slid it bacT onM and 

stared at him for a longM kncomfortable moment"
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P-ok a foot gky6P she asTed"
BernardIs blood went cold" PHIm sorry6P
PL foot gky" -ok Tnow" One of those white boys who liTes feet"P 

Ehe leaned bacTM her chair creaTing" PH seen that looT before" -ok went 
sti3 when yok picTed kp my sandal" -okr nostrils Sared" -ok breathe 
deep6P

xe said nothing"
P-ok did"P Ehe lakghedM a harshM broTen soknd" PEhit" H been doing 

this since H was fokrteen" -ok thinT H donIt Tnow a foot fetish when H 
see one6 HIRe had a hkndred 9ohns who —kst wanted to skcT my toes" 
-okIre not special"P

Bernard felt the heat rising in his face" AmbarrassmentM that old faj
miliar friendM wrapped aroknd his throat" xis cocT sti3ened painfklly" 
xe wanted to leaRe" xe wanted to stay" xe wanted her to Teep talTing"

PHvP he started"
P5onIt lie to meMP she said" PH hate liars" 9kst tell me the trkth"P
xe tooT a breath" Yhen another" Yhe old Bernard wokld haRe 

denied itM deSectedM changed the skb—ect" Yhe new Bernardvthe 
one who had spent years in therapyM who had read eRery booT on 
TinT acceptanceM who had 'nally stopped hating himself for what he 
wasvdid something di3erent"

P-esMP he said" PH haRe a foot fetish"P
YanyaIs eyebrows rose" PCo shit"P
PCo shit"P
Ehe lakghed againM this time with something liTe approRal" PAellM 

goddamn" Ln honest white boy" YhatIs a 'rst"P Ehe looTed at himM 
really looTedM and he saw her assessing him the way he assessed witj
nessesvweighing his worthM his weaTnessM his potential as a tool"

P-ok wanna tokch my feetMP she said" Ht wasnIt a ?kestion"
PHvP
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PHIm not asTing if yok want to" H can see yok want to" HIm asTing 
if yokIre gonna try somethingM or if yokIre gonna sit there playing 
lawyer"P

BernardIs heart poknded" Yhe camera in the corner watched themM 
a red light blinTing" Yhe gkard wokld be bacT in twenty minktes"

PHf H try somethingMP he saidM his Roice lowM PH cokld lose my license" 
H cokld go to —ail"P

P-ok cokldMP she agreed" POr yok cokld be smart abokt it"P
Ehe stood kpM walTed to the doorM and TnocTed twice" Yhe gkard 

opened it"
PH need to kse the bathroomMP Yanya said"
Yhe gkard noddedM led her okt" Bernard sat aloneM his cocT hardM his 

mind racing" Ehe was gone for 'Re minktes" Ahen she came bacTM the 
gkard locTed the door behind her and left"

Yanya sat downM bkt this time she didnIt cross her legs" Ehe spread 
them wideM the orange kniform stretching across her thighs" Ehe 
reached downM knbkcTled the broTen sandalM and TicTed it o3"

P1amera doesnIt worTMP she said" PH asTed aroknd" Been broTe for 
months" Yhey donIt 'z nothing in here"P

Pxow do yok Tnow that6P
PH Tnow eRerything in this place"P Ehe lifted her foot and placed it 

on the table between themM sole kp" Yhe sTin was rokghM the arch deepM 
the toes crooTed from years of cheap heels and concrete Soors" P-ok 
want to smell it6P

BernardIs throat went dry" P-es"P
PYhen do it" Bkt donIt tokch" -ok gotta earn that"P
xe leaned forwardM his ezpensiRe skit brkshing against the metal 

table" xe lowered his face to her footM close enokgh to feel the heat 
radiating o3 her sTin" xe inhaled"



xO::- u"qB

Yhe smell hit him liTe a drkgF sweatM dirtM the sokr tang of synthetic 
fabric from the prison kniform" Cnderneath itM the rawM hkman scent 
of herM the mksT of a woman who had spent fortyjtwo years walTing 
on concrete and asphalt and tile" Ht was not clean" Ht was not pretty" Ht 
was real"

xe moaned" xe cokldnIt help it"
Yanya lakghed" P-eah" -ok really are a foot gky"P
Ehe pklled her foot bacTM slipped it into the sandalM and stood kp" 

PH thinT weIre done hereM coknselor"P
PBktvP
PAeIre done" -ok get me okt of hereM and maybe we talT again" -ok 

donItM and H tell yokr fancy law 'rm abokt the perRert lawyer who 
wanted to sni3 inmate feet"P

Ehe TnocTed on the door" Yhe gkard opened it" Ehe walTed okt 
withokt looTing bacT"

Bernard sat in the room for a long timeM his face bkrningM his cocT 
achingM his mind chkrning with shame and desire and something that 
felt terrifyingly liTe hope"

xe had been seen" xe had been named" Lnd he had skrRiRed"
jjj
xe got her okt"
Ht tooT three weeTsM a mokntain of motionsM and a deal with the 5L 

that redkced her charge to a misdemeanor" Yanya walTed okt of the 
—ail on a Yhkrsday afternoonM her orange —kmpskit traded for a pair of 
toojlarge —eans and a tjshirt from the EalRation Lrmy"

Bernard was waiting in the parTing lot"
Ehe stopped when she saw him" P-ok didnIt haRe to come"P
PH Tnow"P
Yhey stood thereM the skn hot on their facesM the raNor wire glinting 

behind her"
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PEo what now6P she asTed"
Bernard reached into his pocTet and pklled okt a folded piece of 

paper" L hotel room Tey" PYhereIs a uotel B on xighway E" Doom 
22G" HIll be there tonight at eight"P

Ehe tooT the TeyM tkrned it oRer in her hand" PAhat if H donIt show 
kp6P

PYhen HIll go homeM taTe a cold showerM and 'le another motion for 
someone else"P

Ehe lakghed" P-okIre a piece of worTM Olafson"P
PH Tnow"P
Ehe pocTeted the Tey" PHIll thinT abokt it" Bkt HIm not promising 

nothing"P
PYhatIs all H asT"P
Ehe walTed awayM her sneaTers slapping against the asphaltM her soles 

hidden from Riew" Bernard watched her goM the ache in his chest so 
familiar it felt liTe home"

xe didnIt Tnow if she wokld come" xe didnIt Tnow if he wanted 
her to" Bkt for the 'rst time in his lifeM he had asTed for what he wantedM 
openlyM withokt shame"

Lnd thatM he realiNedM was a Tind of freedom he had neRer Tnown"



Chapter Eight

Back to the 
Women’s Jail

B ernard had been visiting the women's jail for six weeks now. 
Enough time to learn the rhythms of the place—the clang of 

metal doors, the smell of bleach and bodies, the way the Iuorescent 
lights made everyone look slightly green. Enough time to know that 
the Iutter in his chest when he passed through security wasn't anxiety. 
Ht was anticipation.

Cis Prm thought he was doing good. Mommunity outreach. "ublic 
image. "ro bono hours that looked excellent in the annual report. 
Garcus had clapped him on the shoulder after his third visit and said, 
R-lad you're taking this seriously, Bernard. Teally adds to the Prm's 
proPle.R

Bernard had smiled and said nothing about the real reason he kept 
coming back.

:::
Nhe interview room was smallA a bolted:down table, two chairs 

on either side, a camera in the corner that he'd learned was mostly 
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decorative. But there was a third presence in the room now, one that 
had been watching him since his second visit.

Leputy Bridget Wohler.
9he was built like a brick shithouse—broad shoulders, thick arms, 

a neck that looked like it could stop a punch. Cer blond hair was 
pulled back in a tight ponytail, her jaw sYuare, her eyes the color of 
cold steel. 9he wore the standard sheri6's department uniformA navy 
pants, a pressed shirt with a badge, and sturdy black work shoes with 
chunky rubber soles. 0hen she walked, her boots made a solid thump 
against the concrete Ioor. 0hen she stood, she planted her feet wide, 
hands on her belt, like she was ready for anything.

Bernard had done his research. Bridget had been a corrections of:
Pcer for twelve years, previously served four years in the Ormy. Nhere 
were rumors she'd been a competitive bodybuilder in her twenties. Ce 
could believe it. Cer biceps strained the fabric of her sleeves, and when 
she crossed her arms, the muscles in her forearms stood out like cables.

9he was also, Bernard was certain, a lesbian. Dot that she'd said 
anything. Ht was the way she looked at him—a Iat, appraising stare, 
like a cat examining a mouse that had wandered into its territory. 9he 
didn't speak much. But she watched. Olways watched.

Ond she smirked. Nhat was the worst part. Nhat knowing little 
curl at the corner of her mouth, as if she could see right through his 
expensive suit and his polished manners and straight into the pervert 
hiding underneath.

Nhe Prst time she'd been assigned to the legal consultation room, 
Bernard had felt a thrill of terror. Ce kept his eyes on his laptop, his 
voice steady, his hands still. Ce asked his Yuestions, took his notes, Pled 
his motions. Every time an inmate's foot slipped out of a sandal, he 
forced himself to look away.
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But Bridget noticed. Ce could feel her noticing. Nhe way her smirk 
widened when he fumbled a pen. Nhe way her eyes tracked his ga?e 
when it drifted, just for a second, to a pair of calloused heels resting on 
the chair across from him.

9he knew. Ce was sure of it.
Ond the terror was exYuisite.
:::
Nhat day, his client was 1ustine.
9he was twenty:three, with mousy brown hair pulled into a limp 

ponytail. Cer face was plain—acne scars, a small nose, lips that she 
chewed constantly. 9he was in for check fraud, her Ple said. 2irst 
o6ense. Donviolent. 9he'd been scared when they Prst met, barely 
making eye contact, her voice a whisper.

But her feet.
-od, her feet.
Nhe jail issued orange plastic sandals, cheap things that didn't Pt 

anyone right. 1ustine's were too big, so she kept slipping them o6 
under the table. Nhe Prst time Bernard had seen them, his breath had 
caught in his throat. Nhey were small and delicate, with high arches 
and perfect toes. Nhe skin was pale, soft, unblemished—almost out of 
place in this grim concrete box. O few days ago, she'd had them painted 
a chipped shade of pink, probably smuggled in by another inmate. 
Ce'd noticed a faint callus on her big toe, and the sight of it had made 
his cock twitch in his trousers.

Noday she was wearing the sandals again, and as she talked about 
her case, she hooked one foot over the other and let the sandal dangle 
o6 her toes. Nhe sole was visible, pink and smooth, the arch perfect.

Bernard couldn't look away.
R9o if H take this plea,R 1ustine was saying, her voice trembling, Rhow 

long will H actually serve3R
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REighteen months, with time served,R Bernard said, somehow man:
aging to form words. RBut the alternative is trial, and if you lose, you're 
looking at Pve years.R

REighteen months,R she repeated. Cer other sandal slipped o6. 
Both feet were now bare, resting on the cold concrete. Cer toes curled 
slightly, and tiny crud from the Ioor clung to her soles.

Bernard's mouth went dry.
2rom the corner, Bridget cleared her throat.
Ce snapped his eyes back to 1ustine's face. 9he hadn't noticed—or 

if she had, she didn't show it. But Bridget had. Ce could feel her smirk 
like a brand on the back of his neck.

Ce spent the rest of the session with his hands folded on the table, 
his ga?e Pxed on 1ustine's eyes, his entire body thrumming with a 
shame so intense it was almost sexual in itself.

0hen the session ended, he stood, gathered his briefcase, and nod:
ded to 1ustine. RH'll Ple the paperwork tomorrow. zou'll be transferred 
to the minimum:security facility within the month.R

RNhank you,R she whispered, pulling her sandals back on.
Bridget stepped forward. RH'll escort Gr. Slafson out.R
Nhe guard unlocked the door. Bridget led him through the hallway, 

her boots thumping against the concrete. Nhey passed rows of empty 
cells, the smell of stale air and metal closing in around them. Bernard 
kept his eyes forward, his heart hammering.

Ot the door to the main corridor, Bridget stopped.
Ce stopped, too, his hand on the handle.
RCer feet are nice, aren't they3R
Nhe words were soft, almost casual. But they landed like a punch 

to his gut.
Bernard turned. Bridget was leaning against the wall, her arms 

crossed, that same cold smirk on her face.
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RH don't know what you mean,R he said.
RBullshit.R 9he pushed o6 the wall and stepped closer. 9he was taller 

than him in her boots, broader, and when she loomed over him, he 
felt something shift in his chest—a strange surrender, like giving up 
control. Rzou've been staring at inmate feet for six weeks, Slafson. zou 
think H don't notice3 zou think that's the Prst time H've seen a pervert 
in here3R

Cis face burned. Cis cock, traitor that it was, began to harden.
Rzou want to jerk o6 to 1ustine's feet,R she said. Ht wasn't a Yuestion.
RLeputy, H—R
R2or Pve hundred bucks, you can.R
Nhe words hung in the air between them. Bernard blinked. RH'm 

sorry3R
Rzou heard me.R 9he pulled a set of keys from her belt, jangling 

them. RH've got a Yuiet cellblock at the end of the hall. Do cameras. 
1ustine's been told you're a nice lawyer who might be able to help her 
with her appeal. 9he's willing to do a little ... community service.R

Bernard's mind raced. Nhis was a trap. Nhis was a setup. Nhis was 
the end of his career.

But his hand was already reaching into his pocket, pulling out his 
wallet, counting the bills. 2ive hundred. Hn cash. 

Ce handed it to her.
Bridget pocketed it without looking at it. R2ollow me.R
:::
9he led him back through the cellblock. "ast the interview room, 

past the guard station, down a long hallway lined with empty cells. 
Nhe lights were dimmer here, the air colder. Nhe only sound was the 
echo of their footsteps.

Ot the end of the hall, she stopped in front of a heavy steel door. 9he 
unlocked it, pushed it open.
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Hnside was a small space—a cell, but one that had been converted 
into a storage room. Boxes of toilet paper, bottles of cleaning supplies. 
Sne wall was lined with bars, separating this section from the main 
cellblock. Nhe bars were thick, rusted, with handcu6 loops welded 
into them at waist height.

1ustine was already there, standing in the middle of the room. 9he 
was wearing her orange jumpsuit, her hair still in its limp ponytail, her 
feet bare on the concrete Ioor. 9he looked nervous, her hands clasped 
in front of her.

RSn your knees,R Bridget said to Bernard. RBack to the bars.R
Ce did it without thinking. Nhe concrete was cold through his 

trousers. Ce knelt, his back against the rusted bars, his hands at his 
sides. Nhe position made him feel small, exposed, helpless.

Bridget walked behind him. Ce heard the click of handcu6s being 
pulled from her belt. Nhen her hands were on his wrists, pulling them 
behind his back, around the bars, locking the cu6s tight.

Ce was bound.
Nhe sensation hit him like a wave of heat. Ce'd never been re:

strained before—not like this, not by someone else, not in a position 
where he couldn't move, couldn't escape, couldn't do anything but 
accept whatever came next.

Ce moaned. Ce couldn't help it.
Bridget walked around to face him. R-ood boy,R she said, and the 

condescension in her voice made his cock ache.
R1ustine,R she said, Rstrip.R
Nhe mousy girl hesitated. Nhen she reached down, pulled the ?ip:

per of her jumpsuit, and let it fall to the Ioor. 9he was naked un:
derneath. Cer body was thin, almost bony, with small breasts and a 
stomach that was slightly rounded. Cer legs were covered in dark hair, 
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unshaved, and between them, her pussy was a thick bush of black hair, 
untrimmed, wild.

Bernard's breath caught. Ce'd never seen an unshaved woman be:
fore. Nhe sight was primitive, raw, animal. Cis mouth went dry.

REyes down,R Bridget snapped.
Ce looked down. Ce saw 1ustine's feet, still bare on the con:

crete, her toes curling and uncurling nervously. Nhey were per:
fect—smooth, pale, the nails still painted that chipped pink.

R5ift your foot,R Bridget said to 1ustine.
9he did. Cer left foot rose, hovering in front of Bernard's face. Nhe 

sole was clean, only slightly dusty from the Ioor. Nhe arch was high, 
the toes long and elegant.

RSpen your mouth,R Bridget said.
Ce obeyed. Cis lips parted, his tongue instinctively reaching out.
1ustine's foot pressed forward, and her big toe slid between his lips.
Nhe taste hit him—salt, the faint chemical tang of concrete, the 

warmth of her skin. Ce closed his eyes and sucked, his tongue curling 
around her toe, drawing it deeper into his mouth. 9he tasted like 
nothing he'd ever experienced. Ht was mundane, human, and perfect.

Ce moaned around her toe.
R5ook at that,R Bridget said, her voice amused. RO lawyer on his 

knees, sucking an inmate's toes. zou're pathetic, you know that3R
Bernard nodded, unable to speak. zes. Ce was pathetic. Ce was a 

pervert. Ce was exactly where he belonged.
Bridget stepped behind 1ustine. Cer hands came up, sliding over 

1ustine's hips, down over her thighs. 1ustine Iinched, but didn't pull 
away.

R9he's all yours,R Bridget murmured. RH'm just the facilitator.R
Cer hand slid between 1ustine's legs.
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1ustine gasped, her back arching. Cer foot pressed deeper into 
Bernard's mouth, and he took it willingly, sucking harder, his tongue 
working between her toes.

Bridget's Pngers moved in a steady rhythm, sliding through 1us:
tine's bush, Pnding her clit. 1ustine's breathing Yuickened, her body 
shaking. Cer other foot came up, resting on Bernard's shoulder, her 
heel digging into his jacket.

Ce wanted to touch her. Ce wanted to stroke her calves, her thighs, 
to bury his face in her feet. But his hands were cu6ed. Ce could only 
take what was given.

Bridget's Pngers worked faster. 1ustine's moans grew louder, higher, 
until she was crying out, her body trembling. 9he was grinding against 
Bridget's hand, her toes curling in Bernard's mouth.

RH'm gonna—R she gasped. RH'm gonna—R
RLo it,R Bridget said. R9Yuirt on him.R
Ond she did.
O hot gush of liYuid sprayed across Bernard's face. Ce coughed, 

sputtered, but didn't pull away. 1ustine's foot stayed in his mouth as 
she came, her body convulsing, her juices splashing his cheeks, his 
nose, his lips.

Ce swallowed.
0hen she was done, she collapsed forward, her hands bracing 

against the bars above Bernard's head. 9he was panting, her body slick 
with sweat.

Bridget pulled her hand away and wiped it on her pants. R-ood 
girl.R

Nhen she looked down at Bernard.
Cis cock had been rock:hard through his trousers, and the sensa:

tion of 1ustine's toes, of Bridget's voice, of the cu6s biting into his 
wrists—it was too much. Ce felt the orgasm building, unstoppable, 
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and before he could even think to hold it, his hips bucked, and a hot 
rush of semen Iooded his pants.

Ce came in his suit. 5ike a teenager. 5ike a dog in heat.
RSh,R he gasped around 1ustine's toe.
Bridget laughed. O low, dirty sound. RLid you just cum in your 

pants, counselor3R
Ce nodded, his face burning crimson.
R"athetic,R she said again. But there was no cruelty in her voice. 1ust 

satisfaction. RH'm glad you're so fucking predictable.R
9he unlocked his cu6s. Cis hands fell limp at his sides.
Rzou'll clean up in the bathroom down the hall. H'll have your Ples 

ready for next week.R 9he paused. ROnd H'll be expecting another Pve 
hundred.R

Bernard stood on trembling legs. Cis pants were wet, sticky, ruined. 
Cis face was still dripping with 1ustine's cum. Ce was a mess.

Ond he had never felt more alive.
R9ame time3R he asked.
Bridget smiled. Ht was the Prst genuine smile he'd seen from her. 

R9ame time.R
Ce walked out of the cellblock, his shoes sYuelching with every 

step, and did his best to straighten his tie. Ce had a lot of pro bono 
work ahead of him.

Ond he couldn't wait.



Chapter Nine

The Indianapolis 
Diversion

T he storm rolled in over Indianapolis like a .stB

bernard had geen sittinG at 1ate b7f uor three ho,rsw 
cat"hinG the depart,re goard Di"ker urom yCelaSedy to yAan"eledy to 
the .nalw ins,ltinG yHee 'GentBy 'ro,nd himw tco h,ndred passenGers 
had alreadS stormed the ",stomer servi"e deskw their voi"es risinG in a 
"hor,s ou ur,strationB bernard staSed in his seatw a uaint smile plaSinG 
at the "orners ou his mo,thB Pe—d done eno,Gh travelinG to knoc that 
anGer never Got So, anSchereB -atien"ew hoceverxand a cellqsto"ked 
calletxouten didB

The airline p,t everSone ,p at the 'irport Innw a "on"rete goO 
masL,eradinG as a hotelw tcentS min,tes urom the terminal gS sh,ttleB 
The rooms smelled ou stale "iGarette smoke and ind,strial "leanerB The 
"arpets cere the "olor ou gr,ised ur,itB bernard dropped his overniGht 
gaG on the gedw loosened his tiew and de"ided the gar cas his gest 
optionB



PYMM6 8BEN

The gar cas "alled the P,g"ap Mo,nGew and it cas eOa"tlS as deq
pressinG as the name s,GGestedxdark cood veneerw sti"kS taglesw a 
television plaSinG FH-z cith the so,nd ojB b,t it cas carmw and the 
go,rgon cas "heapw and there cere .ve comen "l,stered aro,nd a 
"orner goothw la,GhinGB

TheS cere DiGht attendantsB bernard "o,ld tell gS the caS theS 
satxpost,re perue"t even auter ho,rs ou delaSsw hair still pinnedw ,niq
uorms r,mpled g,t not deueatedB bla"k pantShose Gleamed ,nder the 
D,ores"ent liGhtsw "at"hinG his eSe like a gea"onB

Pe ordered a 8aker—s 8arkw neatw and settled onto a stool at the garB 
Pe cat"hed them in the mirrorB Wo,r ou them cere So,nGerw maSge 
late tcentiesw cith the perkS enerGS ou comen cho spent their lives 
in the airB The .uth cas olderw "loser to uortSw cith sharp eSes and a 
ci"ked smileB Hhe cas the one cho noti"ed him cat"hinGB

Per namew he co,ld learnw cas CacnB
qqq
TcentS min,tes and three ro,nds ou drinks laterw bernard cas 

sittinG cith themB
Pe—d made his move "areu,llSxcalked overw apoloGi?ed uor interq

r,ptinGw ojered to g,S a ro,nd uor the ho,seB yAompanS—s geen Good 
to me this Searwy he saidw DashinG the carm smile that con J,ries and 
"losed dealsB yHeems a shame to drink aloneBy

The So,nGer ones GiGGledB Cacn raised an eSegrocB
y' handsome lacSer g,SinG drinks uor stranded DiGht attendantswy 

she saidw her voi"e a loc p,rrB y:hat—s the "at"hRy
yzo "at"hB 9,st Good "ompanSBy
TheS introd,"ed themselves0 Tinaw brittanSw 9adew and 8eGhanB 

'nd CacnB TheS cere all gased o,t ou Ahi"aGow st,"k overniGht auter 
their DiGht to Callas had geen "an"eledB TheS—d geen drinkinG uor an 
ho,r alreadSw their la,Ghter GettinG lo,derw their post,res looserB
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bernard kept his eSes on their ua"esB 8ostlSB b,t the pantShose 
cas impossigle to iGnoreB FverS time one ou them shiuted in her seatw 
the nSlon "a,Ght the liGhtw stret"hinG over knees and "alvesB 9ade had 
"rossed her leGsw and the sole ou her p,mp cas visiglexa thin laSer ou 
gla"k uagri"w sliGhtlS damp urom the daS—s cearB

bernard—s mo,th cent drSB
y6o, knocwy Cacn saidw leaninG ga"kw ymS ueet are killinG meB 

Tcelve ho,rs in heels and I scear I—ll never calk aGainBy
The others m,rm,red aGreementw DeOinG their ankles ,nder the 

tagleB
yI—d kill uor a uoot r,gwy brittanS addedw siGhinG dramati"allSB
bernard—s hand tiGhtened aro,nd his GlassB
Cacn cat"hed himB Per smile sharpenedB
yPeSw bernardwy she saidw her tone s,ddenlS sceetB y6o, look like a 

Genero,s G,SB be a dear and r,g mS uoot uor a min,teR 9,st herew ,nder 
the tagleB zo one—ll seeBy

Hhe slid her shoe oj ,nder the tagleB Per uoot emerGedw en"ased in 
sheer gla"k nSlonw the toes sliGhtlS ",rledw the sole pale and ,nglemq
ishedB

bernard—s heart hammeredB Pe knec he sho,ld saS noB Pe knec 
he sho,ld la,Gh it ojw "hanGe the s,gJe"tw retreat to his room cith his 
diGnitS inta"tB

b,t his hand cas alreadS movinGw rea"hinG ,nder the taglew .ndinG 
her uootB Hhe let him take itw restinG her heel in his palmB The nSlon 
cas carmw sliGhtlS sli"k cith sceatB Pe "o,ld smell itxa uaintw m,skS 
s"ent ou leather and skinw trapped gS the sSntheti" uagri" all daSB

Pe geGan to r,gw his th,mgs pressinG into the ar"h ou her uootB Pe 
kept his ua"e ne,tralw his voi"e steadSB yMonG daSRy

y6o, have no ideawy she saidw g,t her eSes cere knocinGw her smile 
am,sedB
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The other comen eO"hanGed Glan"esB Tina stiDed a GiGGleB
bernard corked his caS ,p her uootw pressinG into the gallsw kneadq

inG the toesB Pe "o,ld ueel the heat risinG in his ua"eB Pis "o"k cas 
alreadS thi"keninG in his tro,sersw tho,Gh he tried to iGnore itB

'uter a uec min,tesw Cacn p,lled her uoot ga"kB yThat—s eno,Ghw 
sceetieB 6o,—ve earned So,r keepBy Hhe stoodw stret"hinGB y6o, knoc 
chatR I think ce sho,ld take this partS ,pstairsB 8S room—s Got a 
miniquridGeBy

The others stoodw GatherinG their gaGsB bernard hesitatedw g,t 
Cacn "a,Ght his eSeB

yAominGRy Hhe didn—t cait uor an anscerB
Pe uolloced themB
qqq
Cacn—s room cas larGer than hisw cith tco do,gle geds and a viec 

ou the parkinG lotB The comen .led inw ki"kinG oj their shoes at the 
doorB The shoes landed in a pilexp,mpsw Datsw a pair ou s",jed loauersB 
The smell ou carm nSlon and uoot sceat geGan to .ll the roomB

bernard stood gS the doorw s,ddenlS seluq"ons"io,sB
Cacn t,rned to himw her hands on her hipsB Per ueet cere gare 

g,t uor the pantShosew the uagri" dark getceen her toesB Hhe had a 
pedi",rexa "hipped red polish that peeked thro,Gh the nSlonB

ybernard here likes dirtS pantShosewy she anno,n"edw her voi"e "aq
s,alB yCon—t So,w sceetieRy

The comen la,GhedB It casn—t meanxmore like the la,Ghter ou 
ad,lts ind,lGinG a "hild—s pe",liar hoggSB b,t it still g,rnedB

yAome onwy Cacn "ontin,edB yMet—s shoc him chat ce—ve GotBy
Hhe Gragged a "hair urom the desk and pla"ed it in the "enter ou the 

roomB The other comen Gragged the other "hairsw arranGinG them in 
a semi"ir"le ua"inG the gedB
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yYn So,r hands and kneeswy Cacn orderedB y'll uo,rsB Wa"e the 
"hairsBy

bernard ogeSedB Pis knees pressed into the thin "arpetB Pis hands 
cere Dat on the DoorB Pe "o,ld ueel the heat in his ua"ew the throg in 
his GroinB

The comen settled into their "hairsw their ueet danGlinG in uront 
ou himB Wive pairs ou pantShoseq"overed ueetw s,spended at eSe levelB 
The nSlons cere variedxsome sheerw some opaL,ew some ripped or 
snaGGed at the toesB The smell hit him in a cave0 the a"rid tanG ou sceatw 
the sceet m,sk ou leatherw the uaint "hemi"al s"ent ou the uagri" itseluB

y1o aheadwy Cacn saidB yHnijB That—s chat So, cantw isn—t itRy
Pe leaned uorcardw his ua"e hoverinG over Tina—s ueetB Hhe had narq

roc ueetw the toes lonG and straiGhtw the nSlon sheer eno,Gh to see the 
uaint lines ou her veinsB Pe inhaledB

The smell Dooded his sensesB It cas intoOi"atinGxcarmw h,manw 
a little so,r urom the daS—s eOertionsB Pe greathed deeperw his "o"k 
straininG aGainst his tro,sersB

Pe moved to brittanS—s ueetB Pers cere souterw the uagri" "linGinG to 
her skinB Pe "o,ld smell the uaint peru,me ou lotion geneath the sceatB 
Pe g,ried his nose aGainst her ar"hw inhalinG GreedilSB

yMook at himwy 9ade saidw la,GhinGB yPe—s like a doGBy
yPe—s a Good doGwy Cacn "orre"tedB y'ren—t So,w bernardRy
Pe noddedw too t,rned on to speakB Pe moved to 8eGhan—s ueetw 

then 9ade—sw then Cacn—sB Fa"h pair had its ocn ,niL,e s"entxsome 
sharpw some mellocw some almost sceetB Pe cas greathinG hardw his 
ua"e D,shedw his ere"tion painu,lB

y'nd I get he likes other smellsw toowy Cacn saidw her voi"e dropq
pinGB yCon—t So,Ry

Pe nodded aGainw his eSes meetinG hersB
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Cacn hiked ,p her skirtB Per pantShose "rot"h cas darkw the uagri" 
stret"hed tiGht over her mo,ndB Hhe s"ooted uorcard in her "hairw 
spreadinG her leGsB

yAome hereBy
Pe "racled to herw his ua"e level cith her p,ssSB The smell hit 

himxa ri"hw m,skS odorw the ,nmistakagle s"ent ou a coman—s 
aro,salB Pe leaned in and inhaledw his nose pressinG aGainst the damp 
nSlonB Hhe smelled saltSw a little so,rw deeplS uemaleB

ybet So, cant to tastewy she chisperedB yb,t So, "an—tB zot SetBy
Hhe p,lled acaSB The other comen cere la,GhinGw lookinG at her 

cith a miO ou am,sement and ",riositSB
y8S t,rnwy Tina saidw hikinG her ocn skirt ,pB Hhe cas So,nGerw her 

pantShose a liGhter shadew the uagri" pristineB b,t as she spread her leGsw 
bernard "a,Ght a dijerent s"entxmetalli"w "opperSw ,nmistakagleB

Hhe cas menstr,atinGB
Pe "o,ld see the uaint stain thro,Gh the nSlonw a dark pat"h at the 

"enterB Per smell cas intensew racw primalB Pe leaned in and inhaledw 
and the s"ent hit him like a p,n"hxgloodw hormonesw the animal 
realitS ou her godSB Pis "o"k throggedw trapped aGainst his thiGhB

yThat—s riGhtwy Tina saidw her voi"e greathSB yI—m on mS periodB Coes 
that gother So,Ry

Pe shook his headw his ua"e in"hes urom her "rot"hw greathinG her 
inB

The other comen took t,rnsw ea"h liutinG her skirtw ojerinG her 
p,ssS uor his inspe"tionB 9ade smelled like soap and sceatB brittanS 
smelled like aro,salB 8eGhan smelled like nothinG in parti",larw g,t 
she cas la,GhinG so hard she almost uell oj her "hairB Cacn—s cas the 
most potentxher s"ent Grec stronGer cith ea"h passinG min,tew her 
pantShose darkeninG cith moist,reB

yzoc uor the .nalewy Cacn saidw standinGB yYn So,r ga"kBy
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Pe rolled onto his ga"kw his ere"tion tentinG his tro,sersB The 
comen Gathered aro,nd himw their ua"es D,shedw their eSes griGhtB

yYne gS onewy Cacn saidB ybend over and Give him a presentBy
Tina cas .rstB Hhe t,rned aro,ndw gra"inG her hands on her kneesw 

and gent over ,ntil her ass cas level cith his ua"eB Per pantShoseq"ovq
ered rear cas in"hes urom his noseB

Hhe let o,t a lonGw cet uartB
The so,nd cas ogs"enexa G,rGlinG rasp that seemed to e"ho in 

the small roomB The smell hit him immediatelS0 s,lu,rw methanew the 
,nmistakagle odor ou h,man GasB Pe inhaled reDeOivelSw and the heat 
ou itw the sten"hw made his grain Go glankB

brittanS cas neOtB Pers cas shorterw sharperw a L,i"k g,rst ou airB 
9ade—s cas a rollinG r,mgleB 8eGhan—s cas silent g,t deadlSw a "lo,d ou 
carmth that settled over his ua"eB

WinallSw Cacn gent overB Hhe took her timew ciGGlinG her hipsB 
:hen she let Gow it cas a lonGw sloc releasew a cet rasp that seemed 
to Go on uoreverB The smell cas overchelminGxri"hw orGani"w deeplS 
intimateB

Pe "o,ldn—t hold it anS lonGerB
Pis hips g,"kedw and a hot G,sh ou semen Dooded his tro,sersw 

soakinG thro,Gh his goOersw spreadinG a"ross his thiGhB Pe "ame in 
Greatw p,lsinG cavesw his godS ar"hinG oj the Doorw a moan es"apinG 
his lipsB

The comen g,rst into la,GhterB 1en,inew deliGhted la,Ghterw 
miOed cith appla,seB

y1ood goSwy Cacn saidw pattinG his "heekB y6o, earned So,r drinks 
toniGhtBy

Pe laS on the Doorw spentw his pants r,inedw his ua"e damp cith the 
sceat and carmth ou .ve comenB Pe had never uelt so h,miliatedw so 
eOposedw so "ompletelS satis.edB
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Cacn helped him to his ueetB y6o,—re a messwy she saidB yAlean ,p in 
the gathroomB 'nd neOt time So,—re st,"k in Indianapolisw So, knoc 
chere to .nd ,sBy

Pe st,mgled to the gathroomw his steps ,nsteadSB Pis reDe"tion in 
the mirror cas redqua"edw hair disheveledw a line ou drool on his "hinB 
Pe looked cre"kedB

Pe smiledB
Pe had a deposition in Aleveland in the morninGw g,t that cas 

ho,rs acaSB Wor nocw he let the hot cater r,nw let the steam .ll the 
roomw and let himselu savor the memorS ou .ve pairs ou pantShosew .ve 
carm "rot"hesw .ve uo,l kisses urom agoveB

Pe cas alreadS lookinG uorcard to his neOt DiGht "an"ellationB



Chapter Ten

The Interview

T he  law  school's  interviewing  suite  was  a  monument  to 
beige—beige walls, beige carpet, beige folding chairs arranged 

in rows. Bernard had been sitting in the same beige upholstered arm-
chair for six hours, his ass numb, his smile frozen, his patience ground 
to dust.

He hated recruiting season.
Every year, the partners at his qrm were re"uired to spend three days 

interviewing third-year law students at top-tier schools. The pretense 
was that the qrm wanted kthe best and brightest.k The reality was that 
they wanted the most malleable, the most ambitious, the ones who 
would wor: eighty-hour wee:s without complaint and bill their lives 
away in six-minute increments.

Bernard had interviewed seventeen students that day. They all 
blurred togetherj the same pressed suits, the same rehearsed answers, 
the same desperate hunger in their eyes. He'd heard about the pro 
bono wor: they wanted to do, the passion for social Austice, the desire 
to ma:e a diIerence. Ond behind every platitude was the unspo:en 
truthj L want the money. L want the prestige. L want the corner oYce.
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He was tired. His feet ached. His mind :ept drifting to the hotel bar 
waiting for him downstairs.

The qnal interview of the day was scheduled for 4j88 C5. Bernard 
chec:ed his watchj Vj4R. He stretched, crac:ed his nec:, and pulled 
the next resume from the stac:.

Sharlene &as"uez. Third year. 7aw Feview. Top ten percent. Dum-
mer associate at 5orrison N Woerster.

He ?ipped through her qle. 3ecent grades. Fespectable experience. 
9othing that stood out.

There was a :noc: on the door.
kSome in.k
The woman who entered was... unremar:able. That was the qrst 

word that came to Bernard's mind. Dhe wore a navy pantsuit that qt 
well but did nothing to ?atter her qgure. Her hair was pulled bac: in a 
plain ponytail. 9o ma:eup. Wlat, sensible shoes—the :ind orthopedic 
doctors recommended. Her face was pleasant but forgettable, the face 
of a woman who had deliberately erased herself.

k5r. Mlafson,k she said, extending her hand. kSharlene &as"uez. 
Than: you for ta:ing the time to meet with me.k

Her handsha:e was qrm. Her voice was steady. Her eyes—brown, 
intelligent—held his gaze without ?inching.

They sat. Bernard as:ed the standard "uestionsj Ghy lawJ Ghy this 
qrmJ Ghat :ind of wor: interested herJ Sharlene answered with the 
same polished responses he'd heard all day, but there was something 
diIerent about her delivery. O slight edge. O hint of amusement, as if 
she were playing a game he didn't :now the rules of.

Twenty minutes in, she crossed her legs. Her left shoe—a plain 
blac: loafer—slipped oI her foot and fell to the carpet with a soft 
thud.

Bernard glanced down.
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Her foot was encased in sheer blac: nylon. The stoc:ing was slightly 
damp at the toes, the fabric clinging to the contours of her foot. Dhe 
made no move to retrieve the shoe. Lnstead, she wiggled her toes, Aust 
barely, as if stretching them after a long day.

Bernard's mouth went dry.
He forced his eyes bac: to her face. Dhe was watching him. Her 

expression was neutral, but her lips were curved in the faintest hint of 
a smile.

That's when he :new.
Dhe saw him. Dhe :new.
He cleared his throat and as:ed his next "uestion. Dhe answered. 

The interview continued, but something had shifted. The air in the 
room felt charged, thic: with unspo:en understanding.

Ghen the cloc: hit 4j$8, Bernard stood and extended his hand. 
kThan: you, 5s. &as"uez. Ge'll be in touch.k

Dhe shoo: his hand. Her palm was warm. kL loo: forward to hearing 
from you, 5r. Mlafson.k

Os she turned to leave, she paused. kBy the way—where are you 
stayingJk

kThe Fitz-Sarlton.k
k7ovely.k Dhe smiled, and this time it was genuine. kL hope you enAoy 

your evening in Boston.k
Dhe left, and Bernard sat bac: down, his heart pounding, his mind 

racing. He had interviewed dozens of women. 9ot one had ever 
dropped a shoe during an interview. 9ot one had ever loo:ed at him 
li:e that.

He gathered his qles and headed for the bar.
---
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The hotel bar was all dar: wood and amber light, with leather stools 
and a pianist playing something soft and forgettable. Bernard ordered 
a double 5a:er's 5ar: and stared at the ice, trying to decompress.

He was replaying the interview in his head—the fallen shoe, the 
wiggling toes, the :nowing smile—when a woman slid onto the stool 
beside him.

kHello.k
He glanced over. O young woman in a blac: minidress, her legs 

crossed, a pair of strappy silver heels dangling from her toes. Her hair 
was down, artfully curled, and her face was made up with the :ind 
of precision that too: an hour to achieve. Dhe was beautiful. Dtri:ing. 
3evastating.

He loo:ed away. kL'm not interested.k
k6ou don't recognize meJk
He loo:ed again. Those eyes. That voice. The slight smir:.
kSharleneJk
kLn the ?esh.k Dhe laughed, a low, throaty sound. k6es, L accept.k
kOccept whatJk
Dhe leaned closer. k6our oIer. To ta:e me shoe shopping.k
Bernard blin:ed. He hadn't made any such oIer. But the way she 

said it, the conqdence in her voice, the challenge in her eyes—it was a 
test. Dhe was daring him to play along, to see how far she could push.

He too: a slow sip of his bourbon. k6ou're bold.k
k6ou're predictable.k Dhe smiled. kOll lawyers are. 6ou saw my re-

sume. 6ou :now L'm "ualiqed. But you're not going to hire me because 
of my grades.k

kDo why would L hire youJk
Dhe reached down, unbuc:led one of her silver heels, and slid it oI. 

Her foot emerged, bare but for a thin layer of sheer blac: nylon. Dhe 
rested her heel on his thigh, under the bar, where no one could see.
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kBecause you :now L can see you,k she said. kOnd you need someone 
who can see through you.k

Bernard's coc: stirred. He could smell her—the faint scent of 
leather from her heels, the warm mus: of her s:in trapped in the 
stoc:ing. He too: another drin: to steady himself.

kWine,k he said. k7et's go shopping.k
---
The mall was a glittering cathedral of consumerism, all marble 

?oors and soaring ceilings, the air thic: with perfume and money. 
Sharlene led him past Crada, past Uucci, past 1immy Shoo, until they 
reached a bouti"ue that sold shoes that cost more than Bernard's qrst 
car.

O saleswoman in a severe blac: dress greeted them. Sharlene as:ed 
to see the Sondora Botta Olta boots in blac: patent leather. The 
saleswoman's eyebrows rose slightly. kMf course. Clease have a seat.k

The  boots  arrived  on  a  velvet  pillow.  They  were  magniq-
cent—:nee-high, stiletto-heeled, the leather polished to a mirror 
shine. The soles were pristine, the heels sharp enough to puncture 
s:in.

Sharlene too: them reverently. Dhe sat down, unbuc:led her 
sandals, and pulled oI her stoc:ings. Her bare feet were slender, 
well-formed, the nails painted a deep burgundy. Dhe slid her feet into 
the boots, one at a time, and buc:led them with deliberate care.

Ghen she stood, she was qve inches taller. The boots transformed 
her—her posture, her presence, her power.

Dhe wal:ed to the mirror, turned, and loo:ed bac: at Bernard. 
kGellJk

He couldn't spea:. His mouth was dry. His hands were sha:ing.
Dhe spent the next hour trying on shoes—strappy stilettos, peep-toe 

pumps, an:le boots with cruel zippers. Dhe paraded for him, ?exing 
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her feet, arching her insteps, letting the leather catch the light. Bernard 
bought her qve pairs. The boots alone were FG,488.

kGant a private showingJk she as:ed, her voice innocent.
k6es.k
---
His hotel room was on the twenty-third ?oor, with a view of the 

Sharles Fiver. The curtains were open, the city lights glittering below.
Sharlene :ic:ed oI her sandals at the door. Dhe wal:ed to the center 

of the room, turned to face him, and slowly unzipped her dress. Lt 
pooled at her feet. Hnderneath, she wore only a blac: lace bra and a 
matching thong. Her body was toned, her s:in smooth, her legs long 
and ?awless.

Dhe reached into the shopping bag and pulled out the boots.
kMn the ?oor,k she said. kWace up.k
Bernard obeyed. He lay on his bac:, the carpet rough against his 

suit, his erection straining against his trousers.
Dhe sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on the boots. The leather 

crea:ed as she zipped them up. Ghen she stood, she loomed over him, 
a goddess in blac: patent leather.

Dhe lifted one booted foot and brought it to his face.
kDmell.k
He inhaled. The leather was new, sharp, chemical. Beneath it, there 

was the faint trace of her s:in, the warmth of her foot, the scent of the 
store's carpet. Lt was intoxicating.

Dhe pressed the sole against his nose. k3eeper.k
He breathed in, his eyes closed, his coc: throbbing.
Then she lifted her foot and brought it down on his chest.
The heel dug into his sternum. The pain was sharp, immediate, 

breathta:ing. But beneath the pain was something else—a surge of 
pleasure that shot straight to his groin. His hips buc:ed involuntarily.
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k3on't move,k she said.
Dhe stepped onto his stomach, her full weight pressing down. The 

heel of her other boot found his ribs. Dhe shifted, grinding the sole into 
his abdomen, the leather s"uea:ing against his shirt.

k6ou're going to hire me,k she said. kOren't you, BernardJk
k6es.k
kDay it.k
kL'm going to hire you.k
kDay my name.k
kL'm going to hire you, Sharlene.k
Dhe stepped down harder. The heel dug into his diaphragm, forcing 

the air from his lungs. Cain lanced through him, but his coc: was so 
hard it ached.

Dhe lifted her foot and placed it on his crotch. He felt the heel press 
against his erection through the fabric.

kClease,k he gasped.
kClease whatJk
kClease let me cum.k
Dhe smiled, slow and cruel. k9o.k
Dhe stepped oI him, turned, and wal:ed toward the door. Her 

boots clic:ed on the hardwood. Dhe paused at the threshold, loo:ing 
bac: over her shoulder.

kL'll see you at the oYce, partner.k
Dhe pic:ed up her dress, wal:ed out, and closed the door behind 

her.
Bernard lay on the ?oor, gasping, his body trembling, his coc: still 

painfully hard. He hadn't come. He hadn't touched himself. He was 
a mess of pain and arousal and desperate need.

He smiled.
Dhe's hired.


