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Chapter One

Oh, Bernard...

eet Bernard Olafson, a 38-year-old successful lawyer. Bernard
M 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 firm until it trembles. Brown hair, thinning
at the temples, combed back with product that costs eighty dollars a
jar. Hazel 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 people's shoes first, then their faces. He has trained himself
to force his gaze 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 father's. He wears cuf-

flinks shaped like gavels, a gift from his first partner. His suits are
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bespoke—navy, charcoal, subtle pinstripes—but he always loosens his
tie a quarter-inch after the first hour, a nervous tic he cannot break.

How did Bernard get to be this way? Bernard's mother, Ingrid, was
a Swedish-born immigrant who married a soft-spoken accountant and
proceeded to dominate every room she entered. She was tall, blonde,
severe—a woman who wore heels to cook breakfast and nylons that
whispered when she crossed her legs.

Discipline 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 floor and kiss the toes of her black patent-leather
pumps. "You will learn respect,” she said, "from the ground up.”

He was made to polish her heels every Sunday, his face inches
from the warm nylon stretching over her arches, her scent of soap
and leather filling his lungs. He grew hard the first time and didn't
understand why. She caught him, backhanded him across the face, and
made him finish the chore on his knees. He never stopped.

High school was a different kind of torment. The cheerlead-
ers—blonde, cruel, perfect—wore saddle shoes with white bobby
socks. They would dangle their feet over the edge of the bleachers
during pep rallies, swinging their legs, laughing. One of them, Marcy,
noticed Bernard staring. She 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, "Good boy."
The others giggled. He was known as "Shoe Boy" 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 fist, replaying
the pressure of that white rubber toe cap against his skin.

In college and law school, he dated women who sensed his weakness

the way sharks sense blood. Each relationship followed a pattern: she
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would discover his fixation, mock him for it, then weaponize it. One
girlfriend made him massage her feet every night while she watched
TV, then dumped him by leaving her sweaty gym socks on his pillow.
Another 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. Each time, he convinced himself it was love. Each time, he was
left shattered.

Now Bernard is a partner at a white-shoe firm specializing in cor-
porate litigation. He has a corner office with a view of the Hud-
son. He has a secretary who brings him coffee without being asked.
He has a reputation for being relentless in depositions, cold in the
courtroom, unshakable. No one knows about the locked drawer in his
home office, 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. No one knows about
the nights he spends on his bedroom floor, surrounded by leather and
nylon, gasping into the carpet.

In 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 "human scalpel.” He
is the first person clients call when they need a problem to disappear.
He has never lost a case.

Lately, though, the mask is slipping. He catches himself zoning
out during meetings, staring at a paralegal’s loafers. He has started
arriving late, forgetting names, snapping at associates. Last week, he
excused himself from a deposition, locked himself in the bathroom,
and masturbated into a paper towel while thinking about his mother's
heels. He couldn't look the judge in the eye for the rest of the day. He

knows he is unraveling, and he is terrified.
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Bernard's fetish is not a source of joy; it is a wound he keeps picking
at. Every 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 lawyer's armor, Bernard wants to be used. He wants a
woman to know exactly what he is and to weaponize that knowledge.
He fantasizes 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
floor, while a woman in heels rests her sole on his cheek and tells him
he is nothing.

Specifically, 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, "Not yet." 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 find him
at his most pathetic and choose to stay—not to save him, but to finish
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 first.

The right dominant will not just step on him. She will make him

thank her for the pressure.



Chapter Two

Bangkok Nights
— The
Subjugation of
Bernard Olafson

he air in the backroom of The Golden Lotus was thick with
T sweat, cheap perfume, and the sour tang of spilled beer.
Bernard Olafson knelt on a floor that had not been mopped in
weeks, the grime seeping through the fabric of his five-thousand-dollar
trousers, his knees already aching. He had paid thirty thousand baht
for this session—cash, upfront, handed over to a scar-faced man at the
door who had laughed and gestured toward the curtain. The money
bought him four hours. The money bought him permission to be
nothing.
Three women surrounded him, their bare feet inches from his face.

They were young, hard-eyed, 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 Mali, had a fresh bruise on her ribs beneath
her cheap lace top. Her feet were broad and calloused, the nails painted
a chipped crimson, the skin of her soles darkened with the filth of a
thousand unwashed floors. She had been working since noon, and the
smell of her feet—sharp, salty, layered with the funk of sandals worn
through Bangkok's humid afternoons—hit Bernard like a drug.

He inhaled, his eyes rolling back.

"Look at him," Mali said, her voice flat, her accent thick. "American
lawyer, yes? Big man in suit. Now on ground like dog."

The other women—Dao and Jai—stepped closer. Dao wore leather
stiletto heels that clicked against the cracked tile. Her feet were slim,
aristocratic, but the shoes had been on for twelve hours, and the leather
creaked with the warmth of her skin. She had kicked them off by the
door, and now she nudged Bernard's chin with the toe of her bare foot,
forcing his head up.

"Open mouth,” she said.

He obeyed. She 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. He
moaned, his tongue lapping at the dirt between her toes. She laughed,
high and cruel.

"You like? This foot walk all day. Market, street, bus. No shower.
You think you deserve clean?”

He shook his head, unable to speak with her toe in his mouth. Jai,
the third woman, had been silent, watching from the corner. She was
older than the others, maybe thirty-five, with hollow cheeks and a scar
that pulled at the corner of her mouth. She wore flip-flops, her feet

wide and sturdy, the nails yellowed and cracked. She walked over and
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placed her sole flat on Bernard's cheek, pressing down until his face
tilted sideways into the grime.

"Your mother did this to you," she said, not a question. "Rich white
woman with high heels. I see it before. Always the same."

Bernard's eyes welled. She was right, and the recognition—the ca-
sual cruelty of it—made him harder than he had been in months.

"Tell us,” Mali demanded, withdrawing her toe. "Tell how your
mother make you kneel.”

He swallowed, his voice a rasp. "She made me polish her heels. On
my knees. While she watched. If I stopped, she hit me."

"And you wanted more," Dao said, her voice dripping contempt.
"You wanted to kiss them. Suck them. Am I right?"

He nodded.

"Pathetic.” She spat on the floor in# The Kneeling Place

Bangkok heat hit Bernard like a wet fist the moment he stepped
out of the air-conditioned taxi. It was past midnight, but the street
vibrated with neon and noise—kebab smoke, tuk-tuk engines, the
tinny thrum of pop music spilling from open doorways. He adjusted
his collar, a nervous habit, feeling the sweat already blooming through
the expensive fabric of his suit. He was overdressed. He knew it. That
was the point.

The brothel was called The Golden Sole. A friend from the of-
fice—a man who didn't know the half of what Bernard really want-
ed—had mentioned it in passing: "Best foot massages in Patpong.”
Bernard had laughed, clapped him on the shoulder, and booked a
flight the same night. He told his partners it was a deposition in Sin-
gapore. He told himself it was research. He had been lying to himself
for thirty years.

The entrance was a narrow hallway lined with red vinyl and cheap

mirrors. A Thai woman in her forties sat behind a glass counter, her
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face flatand bored, a cigarette burning in a tin ashtray. She wore a black
tank top, and her bare feet were propped on a stool, the soles dirty from
the street. Bernard's mouth went dry.

"How much?" he asked, his voice steadier than he felt.

She looked him up and down—the suit, the sweat, the way his eyes
refused to leave her feet—and smiled a thin, knowing smile. "For you,
special price. Five thousand baht. One hour. Two girls. You do what
they say."

He nodded. She called something over her shoulder in rapid Thai,

and two women emerged from behind a beaded curtain.

The Girls

The first was named Noi. She was small-boned, maybe twenty-five,
with sharp features and black hair cut in a severe bob. She wore a
red tube dress and silver heels so high her calves stood in permanent
contraction. Her feet were narrow, the tendons like wires under the
skin. She did not smile.

The second was Lek. Older, maybe thirty-five, with a broader frame
and heavy breasts barely contained by a green lace bra. She wore no
shoes at all. Her feet were wide, the nails unpainted, the skin calloused
and cracked at the heels. She had the flat, dead eyes of someone who
had seen too much. She looked at Bernard the way a diner looks at a
piece of meat that has been sitting under the heat lamp too long.

They led him to a back room. The floor was concrete painted a dull
grey, the walls stained with moisture and time. A single bulb hung
from a frayed wire, casting shadows that made the space feel like a
holding cell. In the corner, a drain. A bucket. A pile of towels that
might have been white once.

Noi pointed to the floor.

"Kneel," she said.



10 HOLLY M.

Bernard hesitated for less than a heartbeat. Then he lowered himself
to his knees, the concrete hard and cool through his trousers. He could
feel the grit against his shins. The smell of the room was sour—sweat,
bleach, something metallic he didn't want to name.

Lek laughed. It was not a kind sound.

"Farang rich man," she said, stepping closer. Her bare foot landed
on the floor beside his knee. He could see the dirt pressed into the lines
of her sole, the grayish film of dead skin at the heel. She smelled of
coconut oil and smoke and the raw, salty scent of a body that had been
walking all day.

"Look," she said, pointing at her foot. "You want this?"

Bernard nodded, his throat tight.

"Say it."

"Twantit."

"Say what you want."

"I want to kiss your feet,” he whispered.

Lek looked at Noi, and they exchanged a glance that was not
amusement. It was something harder. Something tired.

"They all say that,” Lek muttered. "But you. You are different. You
will pay more, yes?”

"Whatever you want."

"Fifty thousand baht. For the whole night. You stay until we are
finished with you. You do not touch yourself. You do not cum. If you
cum, you pay double and we cut you off. Understand?”

"Yes."

Noi stepped behind him. He felt her silver heel press into the small
of his back, not hard, just resting. A warning.

"Then start," she said.



THE BERNARD CHRONICLES 11

The First Hour

He crawled. Not because they told him to—they hadn't, yet—but
because it felt like the only position that made sense. His knees scraped
against the concrete. He could feel the bruises forming already, a deep
ache that would flower into purple by morning.

Lek sat on a plastic chair and extended her foot. The sole was dark,
almost black at the ball and heel, the skin rough as sandpaper. She had
been walking barefoot through the streets of Patpong for twelve hours.
The smell hit him when he was still two feet away: rich, cheesy, sour,
a note of ammonia underneath. It was the scent of a woman who did
not care about herself anymore, who had given up pretending that her
body was anything other than a tool.

Bernard's cock hardened instantly, pressing painfully against his
trousers.

He reached for her foot, but Lek pulled it back.

"Use your mouth,” she said. "No hands. You are an animal, yes?
Animals don't use hands."

He nodded, his forehead brushing the floor. Leaning forward, he
pressed his lips to the arch of her foot. The skin was warm and grit-
ty. He tasted salt, dirt, the faint chemical residue of cheap soap. He
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.
It was the most disgusting thing he had ever tasted. It was the most
honest.

"Harder," Lek said. "You are licking like a kitten. Like a weak man.
You are a weak man?”

"Yes."

"Then lick like a weak man should. Put your tongue between my

toes. Deep.”
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He obeyed. The skin between her toes was damp, almost slick, and
the taste was sharper there, concentrated. He gagged once, swallowed
itdown, kept going. Her second toe slipped past hislips, and he sucked
it, feeling the callus scrape against his palate.

Noi watched from behind him, arms crossed.

Bangkok, Thailand — Bang Rak District

The air in the Soi Cowboy back-alley was thick with grease
smoke, sewage, and the cloying sweetness of jasmine garlands left
to rot on the concrete. Bernard walked with his head down, his
Brioni loafers—cordovan leather, hand-stitched, seven hundred dol-
lars—splashing through puddles that smelled of fish sauce and gaso-
line. He had taken a taxi from the Sukhumvit hotel, then a tuk-tuk,
then walked the last half-mile through corridors of neon and rust. He
did not want to be traced. He did not want to be known.

The club had no name. The sign above the door was a faded sil-
houette of a woman's leg, heel pointed skyward, the paint chipping
like psoriasis. A Thai woman in her forties sat on a plastic stool by the
entrance, scrolling through her phone. She looked at Bernard's shoes
first, then his face. She smiled with too many teeth.

"Lawyer man," she said. Not a question.

Bernard's throat tightened. "I was told to ask for Lin."

She gestured with her chin toward the curtain behind her. "Inside.
Ten thousand baht for the firsthour. Twenty for the second. You want
special treatment? You pay special.”

He had already transferred five hundred US dollars to an account
he'd been given through a forum moderator on a site that did not exist
in any browser history he would admit to. He nodded and pushed

through the curtain.
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The room was low-ceilinged, windowless, lit by a single red bulb.
The floor was linoleum, once white, now a mosaic of grime and
dark stains. A ceiling fan wheezed overhead, stirring the smell of
sweat, mildew, incense, and something metallic—old blood, maybe,
or cheap perfume trying to cover it. Against the far wall, three women
sat on a vinyl couch, their legs crossed, their faces unreadable. They
were young, younger than they should be, with hard eyes and hard-
er mouths. They wore nothing but underwear and heels. One wore
scuffed black stilettos, the leather cracked and smeared with what
looked like motor oil. Another had on dirty white sneakers, the laces
undone, the soles dark with street filth. The third, the smallest, wore
thigh-high boots in cheap red vinyl, the zippers broken, held together
with duct tape.

Lin was the one in the stilettos. She stood when Bernard entered,
walked toward him with the unhurried confidence of a predator who
knew the fence was too high for the prey to escape. She was maybe
thirty, with a hard jaw and a scar through her left eyebrow. Her heels
clicked against the linoleum like a metronome counting down.

"You are Bernard," she said. Her English was clipped, accent thick.
"You pay. We play. You understand rules?”

Bernard's mouth was dry. "Yes."

"You do what we say. You do not touch yourself. You do not cum.
If you cum, you pay double and we throw you out. If you say stop, we
throw you out. If you are boring, we throw you out. You understand?”

"Yes."

Lin reached out and grabbed his chin, her nails painted chipped
crimson, her fingers smelling of cigarette smoke. She tilted his face left,
then right, inspecting him like livestock. "You are not so handsome up

close. But you pay good. So. On your knees."
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Bernard dropped. The linoleum was sticky against his trousers. He
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 floor. The three
women watched him with the flat disinterest of cats watching a mouse
too stupid to run.

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

"You like this?" she said.

"Yes," Bernard breathed.

"Pathetic.” She pressed harder. "You crawl to me. You beg. Show me
how much you want it."

He crawled. His hands slid through something wet—spilled beer,
or worse—and he kept going. The linoleum scraped his palms. The
second woman, the one in the dirty sneakers, laughed. It was a cold
sound, without humor.

"Look at him," she said. "Rich farang on his belly. Like a dog. Like
less than a dog."

Bernard reached Lin's feet and stopped. He lowered his forehead
to the floor, his nose inches from the leather strap of her stiletto. The
smell hit him—leather, sweat, the sourness of a day spent walking
through Bangkok heat, the chemical tang of cheap polish layered over
old grime. His cock hardened painfully against his trousers.

"Please,” he whispered.

"Please what?" Lin's voice was a whip crack.

"Please let me... worship your feet.”

She laughed. It was ugly, wet, genuine. She looked at the other

women. "He wants to worship. You hear? Like I am a goddess and he
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is nothing."” She turned back to Bernard and lifted her foot, shoving
the sole of her stiletto against his lips. "Then worship, nothing. Lick."

He opened his mouth. The leather was hot, salty, impregnated with
the essence of every sidewalk, every alley, every sticky-floored bar she
had walked through that day. He dragged his tongue along the arch,
tasting gritand tar and the faint bitterness of old sweat. His eyes closed.
His whole world narrowed to the texture of leather against his tongue,
the weight of her foot pressing down, the sound of the women's voices
above him.

"Faster," Lin said. "You think I have all night? My feet hurt. I walked
three kilometers today to buy rice for my mother. You think I enjoy
standing here while you drool on my shoes?"

He licked faster, desperate, his breath coming in ragged gasps. She
pushed harder, forcing the heel past his lips, and he gagged. The taste
of boot-black, of asphalt, of a thousand unnamed things. He didn't
stop.

The second woman—she called herself Mali—stood and walked
over. She held her sneaker in front of his face. The canvas was stained,
the laces frayed, the smell of it hitting him like a physical force. This
was the scent of a body pushed to its limits, of feet that had walked
through markets and alleys and packed buses, of sweat dried and
re-wet and dried again. It was rank, pungent, almost sweet in its in-
tensity, like overripe fruit left in the sun.

"Open," she said.

He opened. She shoved the entire toe of the sneaker into his mouth.
The canvas was damp, warm, tasting of salt and rubber and the faint
chemical bite of cheap detergent. He gagged again, his eyes watering,

and she laughed, grinding the sole against his teeth.



16 HOLLY M.

"You like my feet, lawyer man? You like how a poor woman smells?
This is what I smell like after cleaning rooms for farang like you. After
scrubbing toilets. After walking home in the rain because I cannot
afford the taxi." She pressed harder. "Eat it. Eat my work."

He sucked. He licked. He opened his throat and let the fabric of her
sneaker fill his mouth, and he moaned around it like a prayer.

The third woman, the one in duct-tape boots, had not moved from
the couch. She watched with an expression of weary contempt, as if
this were a performance she had seen too many times. She picked at
her nails, chipped black polish, and said nothing.

Lin noticed. "Yai. You want to play or not?”

Yai shrugged. "He's boring. They're all boring. Same thing every
time. Rich white man with daddy problems wants to lick feet. Big
fucking deal.” She lit a cigarette, the flame briefly illuminating the
hollows of her cheeks. "I am tired. My back hurts. My cunt hurts. And
now I have to watch this."

Bernard pulled his mouth off Mali's sneaker, gasping. His face was
slick with tears and saliva. "Please,” he said, looking at Yai. "Please. I'll
pay more. Whatever you want."

Yai took a long drag of her cigarette, exhaled smoke through her
nose. She stared at him for along moment, then stood. Her boots were
scufted, the duct tape peeling, the heels worn down at strange angles.
She walked toward him with the heavy tread of someone who had been
on her feet too long, and stopped inches from his face. She lifted her
boot and placed the sole against his check.

"You want this?" she said. "You want to taste where I have been
today?"

"Yes. God, yes."

She pressed harder, shoving his head sideways until his cheek was

flat against the linoleum, her boot grinding his face into the grime.
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"I have been to the market. I have stepped in chicken blood. I have
walked through a flooded street where the sewage pipes broke. I have
been standing in this shithole for six hours, letting men like you look
at me like I am meat." Her voice was flat, emotionless, but her foot
was shaking. "You want to taste my life, lawyer man? You want to
understand what I am?"

"Yes," he sobbed.

She shoved her boot into his mouth.

The leather was damp, almost wet, and the taste was a symphony
of rot. There was dirt, yes, and sweat, but there was also something
metallic—blood, from a cut she didn't remember getting—and the
sharp bite of urine from a puddle she had not been able to avoid. He
gagged, his throat convulsing, and she pushed deeper, her heel scraping
against his molars.

"Cry," she said. "Cry like the baby you are."

He cried. Tears streamed down his face, mixing with the filth on his
cheeks, and he cried harder, and he kept his mouth open, and he took
it. He took every inch of her anger, her exhaustion, her years of being
looked at like meat. He took it into his mouth and he swallowed.

Mali grabbed his hair and yanked his head back, forcing Yai's boot
out of his mouth. He gasped, coughed, spat something dark onto the
floor. Mali leaned down, her sneaker-toe still wet with his saliva, and
looked him in the eye.

"You think this is a game,” she said. "You think we are toys for your
fantasy. But we are not. We are women. We are tired. And you—" she
pressed her sneaker against his throat, lightly, "—you are nothing. You
come here with your money and your suits and your pathetic little
cock, and you think we cannot see you. But we see you. We see exactly

what you are.”
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She lifted her foot and stepped back. Lin and Yai stood on either
side of her, a wall of worn leather and hard eyes and the accumulated
stench of a thousand hours of being on their feet.

Lin reached down and grabbed his chin again. "You have two hours
left. You want to continue?”

"Yes,” he whispered.

"Then crawl. Crawl to each of us. Beg. And if you do not make
us believe you mean it, we will take your money and leave you here.
Understood?”

Bernard nodded. He turned, his knees grinding into the grimy
linoleum, and crawled toward Mali. He pressed his forehead to the
floor at her feet, his lips brushing the stained canvas of her sneakers.

"Please,” he said. "Please let me serve you."

She did not answer. She lifted her foot and placed it on the back of
his head, pushing his face into the floor. He felt the grime against his
lips, tasted something bitter, and he did not resist.

For the next two hours, he crawled. He begged. He licked the soles
of stilettos that had walked through Bangkok's worst streets. He took
the toes of sweat-soaked sneakers into his mouth and sucked until his
jaw ached. He was made to lie flat while Lin stood on his back, grinding
her heel into his spine, and Yai pressed her boot into the back of his
neck until he could barely breathe. He was made to say thank you, over
and over, as they stepped on his hands, his face, his cock through his
trousers.

And through it all, he was not allowed to touch himself. Not once.
When he grew hard, Mali laughed and pressed the toe of her sneaker
against his erection, grinding until he whimpered, then stepped away.
"Not yet," she said. "Maybe never."

By the end, he was shaking. His suit was ruined, his knees raw

through the fabric, his face streaked with tears and God knows what
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else. His voice was hoarse from begging, his throat raw from the taste
of leather and canvas and the distant, metallic ghost of blood. He lay
on the floor, curled into himself, breathing in the stench of a thousand
strangers’ footsteps.

Lin stood over him. She reached down and grabbed his hair, lifting
his head.

"You pay double,” she said. "For the extra time."

"Yes," he breathed.

"And you come back. Next week. Same time. You understand?”

"Yes."

She let his head drop. He heard the click of her heels receding, the
rustle of the curtain, the murmur of voices in Thai. Then silence.

He lay there for a long time, his cheek pressed to the filth of the
floor. His cock ached. His jaw ached. His heart ached with a shame so
profound it felt like worship.

He had never felt more alive.



Chapter Three

IO 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 floor
of Stern Hall, room 312. She was a sophomore, majoring in some-
thing obscure—linguistics, maybe, or anthropology—and she had the
quiet, unassuming presence of someone who had spent most of her
life invisible. She wore oversized sweaters and glasses with thick black
frames. She carried a messenger bag covered in pins for bands Bernard
had never heard of. She walked with her shoulders slightly hunched,
as if trying to take up less space.

She was perfect.
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Not because he wanted her. He didn't. He wanted what she had:
a collection of shoes that lined the wall of her closet, visible through
the narrow gap in her window blinds when she left them open. He
had seen them during his evening walks—sneakers, sandals, a pair of
worn ballet flats, and one set of black heels that she only wore on
weekends. He had memorized the pattern: she left for her evening class
at 7:30, returned at 9:45, and went straight to the communal shower.
For exactly twenty-three minutes, her room was empty.

Tonight, he was going in.

Bernard waited until she disappeared around the corner toward
the humanities building, her messenger bag slung over one shoulder,
her hair still damp from a pre-class shower. He counted to sixty, then
slipped through the side entrance of Stern Hall using a keycard he'd
found in the lost-and-found basket at the student union. The stair-
well was empty. The fluorescent lights hummed. His footsteps were
muffled by the thin carpet as he climbed to the third floor.

Room 312. Door unlocked. Of course.

He slipped inside.

The room was small, cluttered with textbooks and Post-it notes, a
laptop covered in stickers, a half-empty mug of tea on the desk. The
bed was unmade, the sheets tangled, a stuffed panda propped against
the pillow. It smelled like her—laundry detergent, green tea, the faint
floral scent of shampoo. Bernard's heart hammered against his ribs. He
felt a rush of heat, a thrill that was almost sexual on its own.

The closet door was ajar. He pulled it open.

There they were. Three pairs of sneakers on the floor—white can-
vas, pink mesh, one pair of black slip-ons that had seen better days.
A pair of brown sandals with a broken strap. Ballet flats in navy blue,

the insoles dark with the imprint of her feet. And on the top shelf, the
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black heels: a practical pump with a two-inch block heel, the leather
creased from wear.

He reached for the slip-ons first. They were worn, the fabric soft,
the soles darkened with the residue of a hundred walks across campus.
He brought them to his face and inhaled. The smell hit him like a drug:
sweat, warmth, the faint sourness of dead skin, the chemical tang of
cheap insoles. His cock hardened instantly, pressing against his jeans.
He pressed the shoe against his nose, breathing deep, his eyes closing.

He sank to his knees on the floor, the slip-on pressed to his face, his
other hand already unbuckling his belt. He pulled his cock out, hard
and thick, the head already slick with precum. He placed the shoe on
the floor between his knees and pressed his face into it, grinding his
nose into the instep, inhaling the scent of her, her, this girl he had never
spoken to, this girl whose footprints he now worshipped.

He began to stroke himself. Slowly at first, then faster, the rhythm
matching the desperate pull of his breath. He moaned into the canvas,

his hips bucking forward, his mind a fog of shame and arousal.

Click.

The door swung open.

Bernard froze. His hand was still around his cock, his face buried in
the slip-on, his knees on the floor. The light from the hallway spilled
across the room, and in the doorway stood Maya Chen, her eyes wide,
her mouth open.

For along, frozen moment, neither of them moved.

Then she stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The lock
clicked into place.

"Don't move," she said. Her voice was quiet, steady, trembling at

the edges.
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Bernard didn't move. He couldn't. His cock was still in his hand,
the shoe still pressed to his face, his entire body locked in a tableau of
shame. He watched her drop her bag, walk to her desk, and sit down
in the chair. She crossed her legs. She folded her hands in her lap. She
looked at him with an expression he couldn't read—not anger, not
disgust, but something else. Something curious.

"You're the guy from the library," she said. "I've seen you watching
me."

He couldn't speak. His throat was closed, his heart pounding so
hard he thought he might pass out.

She leaned forward. "What's your name?"

"Bernard.” The word came out a croak.

"Bernard. Okay, Bernard. What are you doing in my room?"

He opened his mouth, but no words came. She waited, patient, her
dark eyes unreadable behind those thick glasses. She didn'tlook scared.
She didn't look angry. She looked... interested.

"I—" He swallowed. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'll leave. I'll never—"

"Stay," she said.

The word hit him like a slap. He stopped.

She uncrossed her legs and stood. She walked toward him, her bare
feet padding against the carpet. She was wearing shorts and a loose
t-shirt, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She stopped in front
of him, close enough that he could smell her—clean soap, sweat from
the walk back, the faint sweetness of her shampoo.

"You were smelling my shoes," she said. It wasn't a question.

"Yes."

"And jerking off."

His face burned. "Yes."

She looked down at him, her head tilted. "Why?"

"I don't know." It was a lie. They both knew it was a lie.
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She crouched down, bringing her face level with his. Her gaze was
steady, analytical, like a scientist examining a specimen. "I think you
do know. I think you've known for a long time." She paused. "You
like feet, don't you? You like shoes. The smell. The dirt. The—" She
gestured vaguely. "The humiliation of it."

His breath caught. She had said it so plainly, so matter-of-factly, as
if she were discussing the weather. He nodded, barely a movement.

"Interesting," she said. She stood up, and he watched her feet, the
pale arches, the unpolished nails, the slight callus on her big toe. "T've
never done anything like this before. I've never even..." She trailed off,
shaking her head. "ButI read alot. Tknow what people like. What they
need.”

She looked at him again. "Do you want me to humiliate you,
Bernard?"

The word yes escaped his lips before he could stop it.

She smiled. It was a small smile, uncertain, but there was a flicker
in her eyes—a spark of something new, something she was only just
discovering.

"Then stay on your knees,” she said. "And put my shoe back where
you found it. Properly.”

He picked up the slip-on, his hands shaking, and placed it back on
the closet floor, aligned with the others. He remained on his knees,
facing her.

"Good boy," she said, and the words sent a shiver through him.

She walked to her bed and sat on the edge, her feet dangling above
the floor. She gestured for him to come closer. He crawled, his knees
pressing into the thin carpet, until he was between her legs, his face
inches from her bare feet.

"Look at them," she said. "Tell me what you see.”
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He looked. Her feet were small, narrow, with high arches and long
toes. The skin was pale, slightly pink at the heels, the nails short and
unpainted. There was a faint sheen of sweat between her toes, and he
could smell them now, that warm, musky scent of a girl who had been
walking all day in sneakers.

"I'see..." His voice was barely a whisper. "I see perfection.”

She laughed, a soft, breathy sound. "You're ridiculous. They're just
feet. They're dirty. I've been walking around all day. T haven't showered
since this morning.” She lifted her foot and pressed the sole against his
cheek. "See? You can feel the grit."

He could. The skin was rough, warm, leaving a faint trace of dust
on his face.

"Lick it," she said. "Show me how much you want it.”

He turned his head and dragged his tongue along the arch of her
foot. The taste was salt and must, the faint bitterness of the campus
sidewalks. He felt her foot tense, then relax. She let out a small sigh.

"That's... that's strange," she said. "I don't know if T like it."

"May I continue?” he asked, his voice desperate.

She looked down at him, her shyness flickering behind her eyes,
then hardening into something else. Something like power.

"Get my heels," she said. "The black ones."

He crawled to the closet, retrieved the heels, and brought them to
her. She took them, slipped them onto her feet, the leather creaking.
The heels were two inches, modest but sharp, and when she stood, she
towered over him.

"Now," she said, "you're going to crawl around my room. You're
going to lick the floor. You're going to beg me to let you kiss my shoes.

And if you do it well enough, maybe I'll let you cum.”
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She had him crawl the perimeter of the room three times, his tongue
dragging across the dusty carpet, tasting the accumulated grime of a
hundred footfalls. She stood in the center, turning slowly, watching
him, her arms crossed. Occasionally she would stop him, make him
look up at her, and ask, "Are you enjoying yourself?”

"Yes," he would reply, snot and tears and saliva mixing on his face.

"Do you feel pathetic?”

"Yes."

"Good. That's the point."

She was learning fast. Each time she gave a command, her voice
grew steadier, her posture straighter. The shy girl who had walked
with hunched shoulders was gone. In her place was someone who had
discovered a hidden well of power, and she was drinking deeply.

After the third lap, she told him to stop. She walked over to him, the
heels clicking against the carpet, and stood with her shoe inches from
his face. The black leather was scuffed, the sole dark, the smell of her
sweat mingling with the faint mustiness of the shoe itself.

"Beg," she said.

"Please,” he said. "Please let me kiss your shoes. Please let me—"

"Kiss them," she interrupted. "Not my feet. The shoes. Show them
the respect they deserve.”

He leaned forward and pressed his lips to the toe of her right heel.
The leather was warm, smooth, tasting of dust and the faint chemical
residue of polish. He kissed it again, then again, his lips trailing along
the vamp, down the side, until he reached the heel itself. She lifted her
foot, and he kissed the stiletto, the sharp metal point.

"Now the other one," she said.

He repeated the ritual. When he was done, he sat back on his heels,
his cock aching, his entire body trembling with need.

"Please,” he said. "Please let me cum.”
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She considered him. She looked down at her shoes, then at his face,
then back at her shoes. She seemed to be making a decision.

"Take off my shoes," she said. "Slowly."

He reached out, his fingers trembling, and unstrapped the buckle
of her left heel. He slid the shoe off her foot, his fingers brushing
her stockinged heel—stockings? he hadn't noticed—and placed it on
the floor. He did the same with the other. She stood before him in
her black stockings, the nylon sheer, the seams straight. Her feet were
clearly visible through the fabric—the shape of her toes, the arch of
her foot, the slight dampness between her toes.

"Now," she said, sitting back on the bed, "you're going to take my
stockings off. With your teeth.”

He crawled forward and buried his face between her legs, his mouth
finding the hem of the stocking at her ankle. He caught the fabric
between his teeth and pulled. Slowly, inch by inch, he peeled the
stocking down her calf, over her heel, until her foot was bare. She
lifted her other foot, and he repeated the process. Now her feet were
completely naked, pale and warm and slightly trembling.

She looked at him, and there was a new softness in her eyes. "You've
been very good," she said. "I think you deserve a reward.”

She lay back on the bed, propping herself up on her elbows, and
stretched out her legs. Her feet were inches from his face.

"Use my feet," she said. "Make yourself cum. And don't you dare
touch your cock with your hands.”

He hesitated. "What about you? Don't you—"

She shook her head. "I'm notready for that. ButI want to see. I want
to watch you lose control.” She paused, and a small smile touched her
lips. "This is for me, not for you."

He understood. He moved forward, pressing 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 placed his cock against the arch of
her foot, pressing it into the groove between her sole and his shaft. He
began to thrust.

She watched, her eyes never leaving his face. He could see her
breathing quicken, see the slight flush on her cheeks. She was getting
off on this. On the sight of him writhing, humiliated, desperate.

"Faster," she whispered.

He thrust faster, his cock sliding against the rough skin of her sole.
She pressed her feet together, trapping his cock between them, and
he groaned, his hips bucking wildly. The friction was perfect—the
calloused skin, the slight sweat, the pressure of her feet squeezing him.

"I'm going to—" he gasped.

"Do it," she said. "Cum on my feet. Mark them."

The orgasm tore through him. He cried out, his body convulsing,
his cum shooting across her soles, her toes, the insteps, splattering
against the pale skin in thick white ropes. He kept thrusting, riding
the sensation, until he was empty.

He collapsed, his forehead pressed to the carpet, his breath ragged.

She sat up and examined her feet. Her toes were wet, her arches
glistening. She looked at him with an expression that was half wonder,
half satisfaction.

"That was... intense,” she said. She reached down and wiped some
of his cum off her toe, then brought her finger to her mouth, tasting
it. "Huh. Salty."

She looked at him again, and her voice softened. "Get up. You
should go before someone sees you."

He struggled to his feet, his legs unsteady. He pulled up his pants,
his face burning with shame and gratitude. At the door, he turned
back.

"Thank you," he said.
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She was still sitting on the bed, examining the mess on her feet. She
looked up, and for a moment, the shy girl was back—the uncertain
smile, the slightly hunched shoulders.

"Don't thank me yet," she said. "You're going to come back. Same
time, next week. And next time, you'll do exactly what I say.”

"Yes," he whispered.

He slipped out into the hallway, his heart pounding. As he walked
toward the stairs, he heard her door open again, heard her voice call
after him, quiet but firm:

"And bring a towel next time, Bernard. My sheets are clean.”



Chapter Four

Feet of Spring

ernard Olafson had been in Florida for exactly three days, and
B he was already dying of boredom. His grandmother's retire-
ment community was a pastel-colored prison of shuffleboard courts,
early-bird dinners, and the constant clacking of sandals on concrete.
At twenty, with a spring break that should have been filled with beer
and bikinis, he was instead trapped in a land of sagging skin and floral
prints.

But there was one thing that kept him coming back to the pool
patio every afternoon—the feet.

His grandmother's friends, a coven of widows in their seventies,
had no shame. They paraded around in swimsuits that had clearly
been purchased decades ago, the fabric straining over thick waists and
drooping breasts. Their legs were pale, veined roads that ended in the
most fascinating collection of feet Bernard had ever seen. Some wore
flip-flops, the rubber thongs digging into calloused cracks between
toes. Others went barefoot, their soles flat and leathery from years of
Florida concrete. The toenails were always painted—coral, fuchsia, a
shocking red that seemed almost defiant against the wrinkled skin.

He couldn't stop staring.
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On the second day, he found his excuse.

"Let me get you a drink, Mrs. Henderson," he offered, his voice
cracking slightly. "And maybe... I could rub your feet? You've been on
them all day." The lie came easy. She'd been sitting for three hours.

Mrs. Henderson—Doris, she insisted—looked at him with a
knowing glint in her eye. "Well, aren't you sweet, young man.” She
lifted her leg, and Bernard's heart hammered as he took her foot in
his hands. The skin 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, make
small talk, and then offer foot rubs to any woman who would accept.
They all did. They knew what he was doing—he was certain of it—but
they played along, pretending not to notice when he pressed their soles
against the bulge in his shorts. Mrs. Kowalski, a Polish woman with a
helmet of blue hair, actually wiggled her toes against his cock through
the fabric, her eyes fixed on the horizon like nothing was happening.

The heat was unbearable. The air smelled of chlorine and Cop-
pertone and something else—something musky and female. Bernard's
grandmother watched from her lounge chair, a cryptic smile on her
lips, but said nothing.

Then came Thursday.

"I think it's time for some real service,” Doris announced, rising
from her chair with a grunt. She was a big woman, her thighs thick and
dimpled, her one-piece swimsuit digging into the crease of her crotch.
"Bernard, honey, come with us."

She didn't wait for an answer. Neither did Mabel and Helen, the

other two regulars. They were already shuffling toward the sliding glass
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door, their flip-flops slapping against the deck. Bernard followed like
a dog on a leash, his mouth dry, his cock so hard it ached.

His grandmother's bedroom was cool and dark, the curtains drawn.
The bed dominated the space, a king-sized monument covered in a
floral quilt. Doris pointed to the floor.

"On all fours, boy. You wanted to serve, so serve.”

He dropped to his knees without hesitation, then his hands, his
spine curving as he positioned himself like an animal. The carpet
smelled of dust and old perfume. Behind him, the women arranged
themselves in a semicircle, their feet shuffling closer.

"First,” Helen said, "you're going to worship them. Properly.”

She thrust her foot into his face. It was wide and flat, the toes
bunched together from years of narrow shoes. The nail polish was
chipped, a faded coral, and there were yellow calluses on the sides of
her big toe. Bernard opened his mouth and took her toes in, one by
one, sucking the salt and skin and the faint taste of dirt. His tongue
worked between the digits, cleaning, worshipping.

Doris laughed, a low throaty sound. "Look at him go. A natur-
al-born foot slave.”

Mabel's foot joined Helen's, pressing against his cheek, forcing him
to turn his head. He licked the arch, tasted the sweat, felt the rough
skin of her heel against his lips. His hands came up to grip her ankle,
and she let him, guiding his mouth up her calf. The skin was loose,
papery, but beneath it he felt the muscle that had once carried her
through decades of life.

"Don't forget me," Doris said, and her foot shoved between his legs,
her toes finding the outline of his cock through his shorts. She pressed,
rubbed, and he moaned into Mabel's sole.

He was surrounded. The smell was overwhelming—old skin, sweat,

the faint mustiness of swimsuit fabric. He could see their legs now, the
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heavy thighs that spread as they stood, revealing glimpses of bulging
pubic mounds barely contained by their suits. Helen's crotch was a
dark shadow, a promise. Mabel's suit had ridden up, exposing a thatch
of gray hair. Doris's enormous breasts sagged almost to her waist, the
nipple visible through the thin fabric, dark and large as a coin.

He wanted to bury his face in all of it, but they kept his focus on
their feet. They took turns, pushing their soles against his tongue,
rubbing their toes through his hair, commanding him to lick between
every toe, to suck each one clean. His jaw ached, his cock throbbed,
and he was babbling now, begging, pleading for release.

Doris finally took pity on him. "Alright, boy. Show us what you've
got. But you'll do it on our feet.”

She positioned herself in front of him, her legs spread wide, her feet
planted on the carpet. Mabel and Helen flanked her, their feet lined up
in a row—six feet, twenty-four toes, all slick with his saliva.

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

The women watched impassively as his cum dripped down their
feet, pooling on the carpet. Doris smiled, a hint of genuine affection
in her eyes.

"Good boy," she said, and her foot came up to wipe the last drop
from his tip. She put her toe in her mouth and sucked it clean.

Bernard collapsed onto the carpet, his body shaking, his mind
blank. The old women stepped around him, their feet leaving sticky

prints on the floor, and filed 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 along time, the floral quilt looming above him, the
smell of sex and feet thick in the air. And though a part of him was
ashamed, another part—the part that had always craved submission,
forgiveness, the weight of a woman's sole on his tongue—was 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 gitls. 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, geta 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 Tiffany,
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.
"No 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 floor.

"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—"

"Don't lie." She lifted her foot out of the water, water streaming off
her skin. She flexed her toes, wiggled them. "You want to touch them,
don't you?"

His mouth opened. Nothing 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 fingers 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.

Not a real scream—a theatrical one, a performance. "Oh, my God!
He grabbed me! He's touching me! Pervert!”

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 off the house. Tiffany pointed.
Someone took a picture with their phone.

"Get away from me, you freak!” 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 find 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
mortification, something else stirred: 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 fled into the house, his sandals slapping against the
tile. The sliding door closed behind him, muffling 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.

What was wrong with him?

"You okay, hon?"

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 fine
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 fine," 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 did?"

"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. "Don'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 fierce 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. Now 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 flex 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.

Underneath, 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 flat 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. From the nightstand, she pulled out a small bottle of
oil.

"Take off 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 fingers 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.

When 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'tknow. 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.

"Doit," 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. When he finally collapsed, spent, she lifted
her feet and examined them.

Then she brought one foot to her mouth and licked a stripe of cum
off 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.

When 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 different 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

ernard Olafson was twenty-eight years old, a junior partner ata
B white-shoe law firm, and engaged to a woman who looked like
she belonged on the cover of a bridal magazine.

Caroline was tall, with honey-brown hair that fell in gentle waves
past her shoulders, a smile that could soften a jury, and a body that
turned heads at every firm dinner. She was smart, too—a marketing
director who could talk about quarterly reports and fine wine with
equal ease. Everyone said they were perfect together.

What no one knew was that Bernard had never felt less perfect in
his life.

He'd proposed on a rooftop in Manhattan, the ring a flawless
two-carat diamond that had cost him three months of billable hours.
Caroline had cried, kissed him, said yes. She'd wanted to celebrate in
bed that night, but Bernard had demurred, claiming he wanted to wait
until marriage. She'd been touched by his old-fashioned values. She

had no idea it was a lie.
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The truth was simpler and uglier: Caroline's feet did nothing for
him.

They were pretty enough—slender, well-manicured, always in ex-
pensive heels—but they were normal. They didn't crack, didn't smell,
didn't have the callouses or the leathery texture that made his cock
throb. She pampered them with lotions and pedicures, and Bernard
felt nothing. He'd tried, God knows he'd tried. He'd massaged her
arches after long days, hoping for a spark. She'd say it felt nice, then
pull him on top of her.

He always found an excuse.

But the wedding came anyway. The church, the flowers, the cham-
pagne. Caroline beaming. His mother, now frail, watching from the
front row with eyes that said I know what you are. Bernard smiled,
said his vows, kissed his bride.

The honeymoon was a seven-day cruise through the Caribbean.
The ship was a floating palace of white decks, glass elevators, and
endless buffets. Their suite had a king-sized bed draped in rose petals,
abottle of chilled champagne, and a view of the sunset over turquoise
water.

Caroline undressed slowly, letting her bridal white dress fall to the
floor. She stood in lacy lingerie, her body golden from a pre-wedding
spray tan, her nipples erect through the sheer fabric.

"Come here," she whispered.

Bernard felt a familiar dread. He took oft his shirt, his pants,
climbed onto the bed. He kissed her neck, her collarbone, her breasts.
She moaned, arched her back. Her hand slid down his stomach, found
his cock.

It was soft.

"Give me a minute," he murmured. He kissed lower, trailing his lips

down her belly, past her navel, until he reached her feet.
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They were smooth, soft, smelling of the hotel soap. He wrapped his
fingers around her ankle and brought her sole to his mouth. He licked.
He sucked her toes. He pressed his tongue between them.

Caroline went still.

"Bernard. What are you doing?”

"Just relaxing you," he said, his voice muffled against her arch. "Feet
are so sensitive—"

"Stop."” She pulled her foot away. "That's weird. My pussy is over
here." She took his hand and pressed it between her legs. She was wet,
slick, ready. "You're my husband now. Fuck me."

He tried.

He rolled on top of her, positioned himself, pushed. His cock
stayed flaccid, a useless piece of meat. He jammed it against her en-
trance, felt it bend, slip. He tried again. Nothing.

"Are you kidding me?" Caroline's voice was sharp now. "What's
wrong with you?"

"I'm tired," he said. "Seasick, maybe. The ship—"

"Seasick.” She stared at him, her eyes cold. "Right."

She rolled away, pulled the sheet over her body. "We'll try later.” Her
voice was flat, disbelieving.

Bernard lay awake, staring at the ceiling, his cock aching with a need
that had nothing to do with his wife.

The next morning, Caroline went to the spa.

"Don't follow me," she said, and left.

Bernard sat in the suite, watching the ocean slide past the window.
He felt hollow, humiliated, and—Dbeneath it all—a hot, shameful ex-
citement. The rejection had lit something in him. The way Caroline

had dismissed him, the disgust in her eyes—it was exactly what his
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mother had given him, what Georganne had given him, what every
woman he'd ever craved had given him.

He wanted more.

Aknock at the door. He opened it to find a maid in a gray uniform,
her name tag reading "Marlita.” She was Filipino, probably in her
fifties, with weathered skin and a face that had seen decades of hard
work. She carried a bucket of cleaning supplies.

"Excuse, sir. I come to clean.”

He stepped aside. She moved past him, her flip-flops slapping
against the floor.

Bernard's eyes dropped to her feet.

They were dark, leathery, the skin cracked and calloused. Her toes
were splayed, the nails yellowed and thick. Her soles were a map of
lines and ridges, gray with embedded dirt. The flip-flops were cheap,
worn thin, the straps frayed. She smelled of bleach and sweat.

His cock stiffened instantly.

Marlita noticed him staring. She paused, set down her bucket, and
looked at him with an expression he couldn't read. Then she smiled,
slow and knowing.

"You like?" she asked.

"I—" His voice cracked. "I'm sorry."

"No sorry." She lifted one foot, showing him the sole. "You want
touch?”

He nodded, mute.

She laughed, a low rasp. "I know your type. You think you're the
first? Rich boys on these ships, all the same."” She gestured to the bed.
"Sit."

He sat.
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She walked over to him, her flip-flops clicking, and stood over his
feet. She raised her leg again, this time pressing her calloused sole
against his chest. "You feel that? That's real. Not like your pretty wife."”

He grabbed her foot, held it against his chest. The leather was
warm, rough. He could feel every ridge, every crack. He brought it to
his face and inhaled.

"Good boy," she said. "But you want more, yes?"

"Yes."

"I know what you want. I've been doing this for years. Come with
me. Bring one thousand dollars. Cash."

He had it. In the safe. He grabbed the money, a stack of hundreds,
and followed her out the door.

She led him down a service corridor, past laundry carts and in-
dustrial kitchens, through a gray door marked "CREW ONLY." The
hallway was narrow, the walls beige and bare. Fluorescent lights buzzed
overhead. It smelled like grease and disinfectant.

They stopped at a bathroom—small, grimy, a single toilet and sink.
The floor was stained. The air stank of piss and bleach.

"Inside," she said.

He stepped in. She followed, closed the door, and locked it.

Marlita took the cash, counted it, and tucked it into her uniform
pocket. "Sit," she said, pointing at the floor in front of the toilet.

He dropped to his knees on the wet tile.

She turned, hitched up her gray skirt, and sat on the toilet. Her
thighs were thick, scarred. She pulled down her panties—white cot-
ton, stained—and spread her legs.

"Watch," she said.

She let out a powerful stream of piss.
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He could hear it sloshing in the toilet. It seemed to go on for
longer than was humanly possible. The smell hit him—sharp, real.
Bernard's cock strained against his trousers. He was breathing through
his mouth, his eyes fixed on the sight of her body working.

She finished, wiped with a scrap of toilet paper, and stood. She
didn't flush.

"Now," she said, raising her foot. "Lick."

Her sole was inches from his face. He could see the dirt ground
into the cracks, the faint smear of moisture. He opened his mouth and
pressed his tongue against her heel.

The taste was salt, dust, and the faint copper of old blood. His
tongue traced the lines of her callouses, the rough skin of her toes. He
sucked each one, feeling the grit between his lips. His cock was a steel
rod, aching, but he did not touch it. He didn't dare.

Marlita groaned, a sound of satisfaction. "Good. Keep going."

She planted her foot firmly against his mouth, grinding her sole
against his tongue. Her other hand dipped between her legs. She began
to finger herself, slow at first, then faster. Her breathing grew ragged.

"You don't touch yourself," she said. "You watch. You lick."

He obeyed. He took her whole foot into his mouth, the arch, the
ball, the heel. He licked the cracks, the crevices, the spaces between
her toes. Her taste was rank and human and perfect. He felt tears
running down his cheeks—not from sadness, but from the sheer,
overwhelming relief of being known.

She came with a grunt, her body shuddering, her fingers wet. She
pulled her hand out and wiped it on her skirt.

"Finished," she said.

She pulled her foot from his mouth, leaving him panting on the
floor. She flushed the toilet, washed her hands, and straightened her

uniform.
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"Your wife is waiting,” she said, and left.

Bernard stayed on the floor, his face wet, his cock hard, his mind
blank. The bathroom smelled of shit and his own desperate longing.

He felt, for the first time in years, like himself.

He found Caroline on the deck, reading a magazine, a glass of white
wine in her hand. She looked up at him, guarded.

"I'm sorry about last night," he said. "I was nervous. The first time.
It'salot.”

She studied him. "You're okay now?"

"Yes." He sat beside her, took her hand. "I think I'm ready to try
again. Tonight."

She smiled—uncertain, but hopeful. "Okay."

Bernard looked out at the ocean, the endless blue, and felt the
memory of Marlita's foot on his tongue. The shame, the pleasure, the
degradation—it had reset something in him. He didn't know if he
could fuck Caroline, didn't know if he would ever want her the way
he wanted a dirty calloused sole.

But he knew he would try.

And if it failed, there was always another room, another maid,

another chance to be crushed.



Chapter Seven

The Pro Bono
Arrangement

ernard Olafson had been a partner for three years when the
managing partner called him into his office.

"Pro bono," Marcus said, sliding a folder across the mahogany desk.
"The firm needs to boost its community profile. You're our best liti-
gator, and you're single, so no family obligations. I'm putting you on
the women's jail rotation.”

Bernard took the folder. Inside were intake forms, case summaries, a
map of the downtown detention center. He felt a familiar flutter in his
chest—the same flutter he'd felt at sixteen, watching Simone's thong
slide down her thighs.

"Of course,” he said, his voice steady. "I'm happy to contribute.”

He was happy. Happier than Marcus could know.

The women's jail was a brutalist concrete block three miles from the
courthouse, surrounded by razor wire and chain-link fence. Bernard

had to pass through three security checkpoints, each one stripping
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away another layer of his civilian identity. By the time he reached the
legal consultation room, he was just a man in a suit carrying a briefcase,
his watch confiscated, his belt removed, his shoelaces replaced with
elastic bands.

The room was small: a metal table, two bolted-down chairs, a cam-
era in the corner. A corrections officer unlocked the door and ushered
in his first client.

Her name was DeShawna. She was twenty-four, charged with pos-
session with intent to distribute. She had three kids, an ex-boyfriend
who had stashed the drugs in her apartment, and a public defend-
er who hadn't returned her calls in six weeks. Her feet were stuffed
into orange plastic sandals, the kind issued to inmates. Her toes were
cracked, her heels rough, the skin around her nails dry and peeling.

Bernard felt his cock twitch. He crossed his legs, adjusted his pos-
ture, and opened his laptop.

"Tell me everything from the beginning,” he said.

She did. He took notes, asked questions, built a case. He kept his
eyes on her face, never dropping to her feet. He was a professional. He
was a partner at a white-shoe firm. He was in control.

But after she left, when the room was empty, he allowed himself
to look at the chair where her sandals had rested. He imagined the
warmth of her soles, the salt of her sweat, the way her toes would curl
if he pressed his tongue between them.

He sat there for a full minute, breathing hard.

Then he packed his briefcase and left.

The second visit was two weeks later.

His client was a woman named Elena, a Salvadoran immigrant who
had been arrested for identity theft—a crime she'd committed to feed

her daughter after her husband abandoned her. She was thirty-eight,
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with gray-streaked hair and a face that had been beautiful once, before
poverty and fear had carved lines into it. She wore the same orange
sandals. Her feet were worse: calloused, bunioned, the nails thick and
yellow. One sandal had broken, and she'd repaired it with a strip of
duct tape.

Bernard spent two hours on her case, filing a motion for reduced
bail, drafting a letter to ICE requesting humanitarian parole. He was
efficient, compassionate, utterly professional.

But when she stood to leave, her sandal slipped. She caught herself
on the table, and her foot came free. For a moment, her bare sole was
visible—the leathery arch, the deep cracks, the gray pallor of skin that
had gone too long without sunlight.

"Sorry," she muttered, shoving her foot back into the sandal.

"No problem,” Bernard said. His voice was calm. His hands were
steady. His cock was a iron bar pressing against his trousers.

He waited until she was gone, until the guard had locked the door,
until the room was silent. Then he reached into his briefcase, pulled
out a file folder, and pressed it against his lap. He sat there, breathing
through his mouth, counting the seconds until the pressure subsided.

He knew what he was doing here.

He wasn't here for the firm's image. He wasn't here for the billable
hours or the community goodwill. He was here because this was the
only place in the world where he could sit across from a woman who
didn't know what he was, whose feet were plain and dirty and real, and
feel that exquisite tension between desire and restraint.

He was here because he wanted to be caught.

The third visit changed everything.

His client was a woman named Tanya, booked for solicitation—her

third offense. She was forty-two, with a shaved head, a gold tooth, and
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amouth that had been cursing since she was twelve. Her file said she'd
been a sex worker since she was fourteen, had two kids in foster care,
and was looking at a mandatory minimum of eighteen months.

She shuffled into the room in the same orange uniform, the same
plastic sandals. She sat down, crossed her arms, and stared at him with
flat, tired eyes.

"You my lawyer?" she asked.

"I'm your attorney, yes. Bernard Olafson, from—"

"I don't give a fuck where you're from. You gonna get me out?"

"I'm going to do everything I can.”

She snorted. "That's what they all say."

Bernard opened his laptop. He began asking questions: where she
was arrested, who her pimp was, whether the arresting officer had
probable cause. She answered with short, dismissive grunts. She didn't
trust him. She didn't trust any man in a suit.

And then her sandal slipped.

It was the same sandal that had broken on Elena—the duct tape
had come loose. Tanya cursed, bent down, tried to fix it. Her fingers
fumbled. The sandal fell off completely, landing under the table.

"Goddamn piece of shit," she muttered.

Bernard, without thinking, bent down to retrieve it.

He came up with the sandal in his hand. Tanya's bare foot was
resting on the concrete floor—wide, with splayed toes, the sole dark
and calloused, a deep crack running from her heel to her arch. The
smell hit him: sweat, concrete, the faint metallic tang of old blood. The
skin was rough as sandpaper, embedded with gray grit.

He handed her the sandal.

Their fingers touched.

Tanya's eyes narrowed. She took the sandal, slid it back on, and

stared at him for a long, uncomfortable moment.
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"You a foot guy?" she asked.

Bernard's blood went cold. "I'm sorry?”

"A foot guy. You know. One of those white boys who likes feet."
She leaned back, her chair creaking. "I seen that look before. You went
stiff when you picked up my sandal. Your nostrils flared. You breathe
deep?”

He said nothing.

"You did." She laughed, a harsh, broken sound. "Shit. I been doing
this since I was fourteen. You think I don't know a foot fetish when I
see one? I've had a hundred Johns who just wanted to suck my toes.
You're not special.”

Bernard felt the heat rising in his face. Embarrassment, that old fa-
miliar friend, wrapped around his throat. His cock stiffened painfully.
He wanted to leave. He wanted to stay. He wanted her to keep talking.

"I—" he started.

"Don't lie to me," she said. "I hate liars. Just tell me the truth.”

He took a breath. Then another. The old Bernard would have
denied it, deflected, changed the subject. The new Bernard—the
one who had spent years in therapy, who had read every book on
kink acceptance, who had finally stopped hating himself for what he
was—did something different.

"Yes," he said. "I have a foot fetish.”

Tanya's eyebrows rose. "No shit."

"No shit."

She laughed again, this time with something like approval. "Well,
goddamn. An honest white boy. That's a first." She looked at him,
really looked, and he saw her assessing him the way he assessed wit-
nesses—weighing his worth, his weakness, his potential as a tool.

"You wanna touch my feet," she said. It wasn't a question.

"
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"I'm not asking if you want to. I can see you want to. I'm asking
if you're gonna try something, or if you're gonna sit there playing
lawyer."

Bernard's heart pounded. The camera in the corner watched them,
ared light blinking. The guard would be back in twenty minutes.

"If I try something," he said, his voice low, "I could lose my license.
I could go to jail."

"You could,” she agreed. "Or you could be smart about it.”

She stood up, walked to the door, and knocked twice. The guard
opened it.

"I need to use the bathroom," Tanya said.

The guard nodded, led her out. Bernard sat alone, his cock hard, his
mind racing. She was gone for five minutes. When she came back, the
guard locked the door behind her and left.

Tanya sat down, but this time she didn't cross her legs. She spread
them wide, the orange uniform stretching across her thighs. She
reached down, unbuckled the broken sandal, and kicked it off.

"Camera doesn't work," she said. "I asked around. Been broke for
months. They don't fix nothing in here."

"How do you know that?"

"I know everything in this place." She lifted her foot and placed it
on the table between them, sole up. The skin was rough, the arch deep,
the toes crooked from years of cheap heels and concrete floors. "You
want to smell it?"

Bernard's throat went dry. "Yes."

"Then do it. But don't touch. You gotta earn that.”

He leaned forward, his expensive suit brushing against the metal
table. He lowered his face to her foot, close enough to feel the heat

radiating off her skin. He inhaled.
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The smell hit him like a drug: sweat, dirt, the sour tang of synthetic
fabric from the prison uniform. Underneath it, the raw, human scent
of her, the musk of a woman who had spent forty-two years walking
on concrete and asphalt and tile. It was not clean. It was not pretty. It
was real.

He moaned. He couldn't help it.

Tanya laughed. "Yeah. You really are a foot guy.”

She pulled her foot back, slipped it into the sandal, and stood up.
"I think we're done here, counselor.”

"But—"

"We're done. You get me out of here, and maybe we talk again. You
don't, and I tell your fancy law firm about the pervert lawyer who
wanted to sniff inmate feet."

She knocked on the door. The guard opened it. She walked out
without looking back.

Bernard sat in the room for a long time, his face burning, his cock
aching, his mind churning with shame and desire and something that
felt terrifyingly like hope.

He had been seen. He had been named. And he had survived.

He got her out.

It took three weeks, a mountain of motions, and a deal with the DA
that reduced her charge to a misdemeanor. Tanya walked out of the
jail on a Thursday afternoon, her orange jumpsuit traded for a pair of
too-large jeans and a t-shirt from the Salvation Army.

Bernard was waiting in the parking lot.

She stopped when she saw him. "You didn't have to come.”

"Tknow."

They stood there, the sun hot on their faces, the razor wire glinting

behind her.
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"So what now?" she asked.

Bernard reached into his pocket and pulled out a folded piece of
paper. A hotel room key. "There's a Motel 6 on Highway 9. Room
112.T'll be there tonight at eight.”

She took the key, turned it over in her hand. "What if I don't show
up?"

"Then I'll go home, take a cold shower, and file another motion for
someone else.”

She laughed. "You're a piece of work, Olafson."

"Tknow."

She pocketed the key. "T'll think about it. But I'm not promising
nothing."

"That's all T ask.”

She walked away, her sneakers slapping against the asphalt, her soles
hidden from view. Bernard watched her go, the ache in his chest so
familiar it felt like home.

He didn't know if she would come. He didn't know if he wanted
her to. But for the first time in his life, he had asked for what he wanted,
openly, without shame.

And that, he realized, was a kind of freedom he had never known.



Chapter Eight

Back to the
Women'’s Jail

ernard had been visiting the women's jail for six weeks now.
B Enough time to learn the rhythms of the place—the clang of
metal doors, the smell of bleach and bodies, the way the fluorescent
lights made everyone look slightly green. Enough time to know that
the flutter in his chest when he passed through security wasn't anxiety.
It was anticipation.

His firm thought he was doing good. Community outreach. Public
image. Pro bono hours that looked excellent in the annual report.
Marcus had clapped him on the shoulder after his third visit and said,
"Glad you're taking this seriously, Bernard. Really adds to the firm's
profile.”"

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

The interview room was small: a bolted-down table, two chairs

on either side, a camera in the corner that he'd learned was mostly



THE BERNARD CHRONICLES 59

decorative. But there was a third presence in the room now, one that
had been watching him since his second visit.

Deputy Bridget Kohler.

She was built like a brick shithouse—broad shoulders, thick arms,
a neck that looked like it could stop a punch. Her blond hair was
pulled back in a tight ponytail, her jaw square, her eyes the color of
cold steel. She wore the standard sheriff's department uniform: navy
pants, a pressed shirt with a badge, and sturdy black work shoes with
chunky rubber soles. When she walked, her boots made a solid thump
against the concrete floor. When 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-
ficer for twelve years, previously served four years in the Army. There
were rumors she'd been a competitive bodybuilder in her twenties. He
could believe it. Her biceps strained the fabric of her sleeves, and when
she crossed her arms, the muscles in her forearms stood out like cables.

She was also, Bernard was certain, a lesbian. Not that she'd said
anything. It was the way she looked at him—a flat, appraising stare,
like a cat examining a mouse that had wandered into its territory. She
didn't speak much. But she watched. Always watched.

And she smirked. That was the worst part. That 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.

The first time she'd been assigned to the legal consultation room,
Bernard had felt a thrill of terror. He kept his eyes on his laptop, his
voice steady, his hands still. He asked his questions, took his notes, filed
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. He could feel her noticing. The way her smirk
widened when he fumbled a pen. The way her eyes tracked his gaze
when it drifted, just for a second, to a pair of calloused heels resting on
the chair across from him.

She knew. He was sure of it.

And the terror was exquisite.

That day, his client was Justine.

She was twenty-three, with mousy brown hair pulled into a limp
ponytail. Her face was plain—acne scars, a small nose, lips that she
chewed constantly. She was in for check fraud, her file said. First
offense. Nonviolent. She'd been scared when they first met, barely
making eye contact, her voice a whisper.

But her feet.

God, her feet.

The jail issued orange plastic sandals, cheap things that didn't fit
anyone right. Justine's were too big, so she kept slipping them off
under the table. The first time Bernard had seen them, his breath had
caught in his throat. They were small and delicate, with high arches
and perfect toes. The skin was pale, soft, unblemished—almost out of
place in this grim concrete box. A few days ago, she'd had them painted
a chipped shade of pink, probably smuggled in by another inmate.
He'd noticed a faint callus on her big toe, and the sight of it had made
his cock twitch in his trousers.

Today 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
off her toes. The sole was visible, pink and smooth, the arch perfect.

Bernard couldn't look away.

"So if T take this plea," Justine was saying, her voice trembling, "how

long will I actually serve?”
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"Eighteen months, with time served,” Bernard said, somehow man-
aging to form words. "But the alternative is trial, and if you lose, you're
looking at five years."

"Eighteen months," she repeated. Her other sandal slipped off.
Both feet were now bare, resting on the cold concrete. Her toes curled
slightly, and tiny crud from the floor clung to her soles.

Bernard's mouth went dry.

From the corner, Bridget cleared her throat.

He snapped his eyes back to Justine's face. She hadn't noticed—or
if she had, she didn't show it. But Bridget had. He could feel her smirk
like a brand on the back of his neck.

He spent the rest of the session with his hands folded on the table,
his gaze fixed on Justine's eyes, his entire body thrumming with a
shame so intense it was almost sexual in itself.

When the session ended, he stood, gathered his briefcase, and nod-
ded to Justine. "T'll file the paperwork tomorrow. You'll be transferred
to the minimum-security facility within the month."

"Thank you," she whispered, pulling her sandals back on.

Bridget stepped forward. "T'll escort Mr. Olafson out.”

The guard unlocked the door. Bridget led him through the hallway,
her boots thumping against the concrete. They passed rows of empty
cells, the smell of stale air and metal closing in around them. Bernard
kept his eyes forward, his heart hammering.

At the door to the main corridor, Bridget stopped.

He stopped, too, his hand on the handle.

"Her feet are nice, aren't they?”

The 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.



62 HOLLY M.

"I don't know what you mean," he said.

"Bullshit.” She pushed off the wall and stepped closer. She 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. "You've been staring at inmate feet for six weeks, Olafson. You
think I don't notice? You think that's the first time I've seen a pervert
in here?"

His face burned. His cock, traitor that it was, began to harden.

"You want to jerk off to Justine's feet," she said. It wasn'ta question.

"Deputy, [—"

"For five hundred bucks, you can.”

The words hung in the air between them. Bernard blinked. "I'm
sorry?"

"You heard me.” She pulled a set of keys from her belt, jangling
them. "I've got a quiet cellblock at the end of the hall. No cameras.
Justine's been told you're a nice lawyer who might be able to help her
with her appeal. She's willing to do a little ... community service."

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

But his hand was already reaching into his pocket, pulling out his
wallet, counting the bills. Five hundred. In cash.

He handed it to her.

Bridget pocketed it without looking at it. "Follow me."

She led him back through the cellblock. Past the interview room,
past the guard station, down a long hallway lined with empty cells.
The lights were dimmer here, the air colder. The only sound was the
echo of their footsteps.

Atthe end of the hall, she stopped in front of a heavy steel door. She

unlocked it, pushed it open.
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Inside was a small space—a cell, but one that had been converted
into a storage room. Boxes of toilet paper, bottles of cleaning supplies.
One wall was lined with bars, separating this section from the main
cellblock. The bars were thick, rusted, with handcuft loops welded
into them at waist height.

Justine was already there, standing in the middle of the room. She
was wearing her orange jumpsuit, her hair still in its limp ponytail, her
feet bare on the concrete floor. She looked nervous, her hands clasped
in front of her.

"On your knees," Bridget said to Bernard. "Back to the bars."

He did it without thinking. The concrete was cold through his
trousers. He knelt, his back against the rusted bars, his hands at his
sides. The position made him feel small, exposed, helpless.

Bridget walked behind him. He heard the click of handcuffs being
pulled from her belt. Then her hands were on his wrists, pulling them
behind his back, around the bars, locking the cuffs tight.

He was bound.

The sensation hit him like a wave of heat. He'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.

He moaned. He couldn't help it.

Bridget walked around to face him. "Good boy," she said, and the
condescension in her voice made his cock ache.

"Justine," she said, "strip."

The mousy girl hesitated. Then she reached down, pulled the zip-
per of her jumpsuit, and let it fall to the floor. She was naked un-
derneath. Her body was thin, almost bony, with small breasts and a

stomach that was slightly rounded. Her 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. He'd never seen an unshaved woman be-
fore. The sight was primitive, raw, animal. His mouth went dry.

"Eyes down," Bridget snapped.

He looked down. He saw Justine's feet, still bare on the con-
crete, her toes curling and uncurling nervously. They were per-
fect—smooth, pale, the nails still painted that chipped pink.

"Lift your foot," Bridget said to Justine.

She did. Her left foot rose, hovering in front of Bernard's face. The
sole was clean, only slightly dusty from the floor. The arch was high,
the toes long and elegant.

"Open your mouth,” Bridget said.

He obeyed. His lips parted, his tongue instinctively reaching out.

Justine's foot pressed forward, and her big toe slid between his lips.

The taste hit him—salt, the faint chemical tang of concrete, the
warmth of her skin. He closed his eyes and sucked, his tongue curling
around her toe, drawing it deeper into his mouth. She tasted like
nothing he'd ever experienced. It was mundane, human, and perfect.

He moaned around her toe.

"Look at that,” Bridget said, her voice amused. "A lawyer on his
knees, sucking an inmate's toes. You're pathetic, you know that?"

Bernard nodded, unable to speak. Yes. He was pathetic. He was a
pervert. He was exactly where he belonged.

Bridget stepped behind Justine. Her hands came up, sliding over
Justine's hips, down over her thighs. Justine flinched, but didn't pull
away.

"She's all yours," Bridget murmured. "I'm just the facilitator.”

Her hand slid between Justine's legs.
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Justine gasped, her back arching. Her foot pressed deeper into
Bernard's mouth, and he took it willingly, sucking harder, his tongue
working between her toes.

Bridget's fingers moved in a steady rhythm, sliding through Jus-
tine's bush, finding her clit. Justine's breathing quickened, her body
shaking. Her other foot came up, resting on Bernard's shoulder, her
heel digging into his jacket.

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

Bridget's fingers worked faster. Justine's moans grew louder, higher,
until she was crying out, her body trembling. She was grinding against
Bridget's hand, her toes curling in Bernard's mouth.

"I'm gonna—" she gasped. "I'm gonna—"

"Do it," Bridget said. "Squirt on him."

And she did.

A hot gush of liquid sprayed across Bernard's face. He coughed,
sputtered, but didn't pull away. Justine's foot stayed in his mouth as
she came, her body convulsing, her juices splashing his cheeks, his
nose, his lips.

He swallowed.

When she was done, she collapsed forward, her hands bracing
against the bars above Bernard's head. She was panting, her body slick
with sweat.

Bridget pulled her hand away and wiped it on her pants. "Good
girl."

Then she looked down at Bernard.

His cock had been rock-hard through his trousers, and the sensa-
tion of Justine's toes, of Bridget's voice, of the cuffs biting into his

wrists—it was too much. He 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 flooded his pants.

He came in his suit. Like a teenager. Like a dog in heat.

"Oh," he gasped around Justine's toe.

Bridget laughed. A low, dirty sound. "Did you just cum in your
pants, counselor?”

He nodded, his face burning crimson.

"Pathetic,” she said again. But there was no cruelty in her voice. Just
satisfaction. "I'm glad you're so fucking predictable.”

She unlocked his cuffs. His hands fell limp at his sides.

"You'll clean up in the bathroom down the hall. I'll have your files
ready for next week." She paused. "And I'll be expecting another five
hundred.”

Bernard stood on trembling legs. His pants were wet, sticky, ruined.
His face was still dripping with Justine's cum. He was a mess.

And he had never felt more alive.

"Same time?" he asked.

Bridget smiled. It was the first genuine smile he'd seen from her.
"Same time."

He walked out of the cellblock, his shoes squelching with every
step, and did his best to straighten his tie. He had a lot of pro bono
work ahead of him.

And he couldn't wait.



Chapter Nine

The Indianapolis
Diversion

T he storm rolled in over Indianapolis like a fist.

Bernard had been sitting at Gate B17 for three hours,
watching the departure board flicker from "Delayed” to "Canceled” to
the final, insulting "See Agent." Around him, two hundred passengers
had already stormed the customer service desk, their voices rising in a
chorus of frustration. Bernard stayed in his seat, a faint smile playing
at the corners of his mouth. He'd done enough traveling to know that
anger never got you anywhere. Patience, however—and a well-stocked
wallet—often did.

The airline put everyone up at the Airport Inn, a concrete box
masquerading as a hotel, twenty minutes from the terminal by shuttle.
The rooms smelled of stale cigarette smoke and industrial cleaner. The
carpets were the color of bruised fruit. Bernard dropped his overnight
bag on the bed, loosened his tie, and decided the bar was his best

option.
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The bar was called the Hubcap Lounge, and it was exactly as de-
pressing as the name suggested—dark wood veneer, sticky tables, a
television playing ESPN with the sound off. But it was warm, and the
bourbon was cheap, and there were five women clustered around a
corner booth, laughing.

They were flight attendants. Bernard could tell by the way they
sat—posture perfect even after hours of delays, hair still pinned, uni-
forms rumpled but not defeated. Black pantyhose gleamed under the
fluorescent lights, catching his eye like a beacon.

He ordered a Maker's Mark, neat, and settled onto a stool at the bar.
He watched them in the mirror. Four of them were younger, maybe
late twenties, with the perky energy of women who spent their lives
in the air. The fifth was older, closer to forty, with sharp eyes and a
wicked smile. She was the one who noticed him watching.

Her name, he would learn, was Dawn.

Twenty minutes and three rounds of drinks later, Bernard was
sitting with them.

He'd made his move carefully—walked over, apologized for inter-
rupting, offered to buy a round for the house. "Company's been good
to me this year," he said, flashing the warm smile that won juries and
closed deals. "Seems a shame to drink alone.”

The younger ones giggled. Dawn raised an eyebrow.

"A handsome lawyer buying drinks for stranded flight attendants,”
she said, her voice a low purr. "What's the catch?”

"No catch. Just good company.”

They introduced themselves: Tina, Brittany, Jade, and Meghan.
And Dawn. They were all based out of Chicago, stuck overnight after
their flight to Dallas had been canceled. They'd been drinking for an

hour already, their laughter getting louder, their postures looser.
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Bernard kept his eyes on their faces. Mostly. But the pantyhose
was impossible to ignore. Every time one of them shifted in her seat,
the nylon caught the light, stretching over knees and calves. Jade had
crossed her legs, and the sole of her pump was visible—a thin layer of
black fabric, slightly damp from the day's wear.

Bernard's mouth went dry.

"You know," Dawn said, leaning back, "my feet are killing me.
Twelve hours in heels and I swear I'll never walk again.”

The others murmured agreement, flexing their ankles under the
table.

"I'd kill for a foot rub," Brittany added, sighing dramatically.

Bernard's hand tightened around his glass.

Dawn watched him. Her smile sharpened.

"Hey, Bernard," she said, her tone suddenly sweet. "You look like a
generous guy. Be a dear and rub my foot for a minute? Just here, under
the table. No one'll see.”

She slid her shoe oft under the table. Her foot emerged, encased in
sheer black nylon, the toes slightly curled, the sole pale and unblem-
ished.

Bernard's heart hammered. He knew he should say no. He knew
he should laugh it off, change the subject, retreat to his room with his
dignity intact.

But his hand was already moving, reaching under the table, finding
her foot. She let him take it, resting her heel in his palm. The nylon
was warm, slightly slick with sweat. He could smell it—a faint, musky
scent of leather and skin, trapped by the synthetic fabric all day.

He began to rub, his thumbs pressing into the arch of her foot. He
kept his face neutral, his voice steady. "Long day?"

"You have no idea,” she said, but her eyes were knowing, her smile

amused.
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The other women exchanged glances. Tina stifled a giggle.

Bernard worked his way up her foot, pressing into the balls, knead-
ing the toes. He could feel the heat rising in his face. His cock was
already thickening in his trousers, though he tried to ignore it.

After a few minutes, Dawn pulled her foot back. "That's enough,
sweetie. You've earned your keep.” She stood, stretching. "You know
what? I think we should take this party upstairs. My room's got a
mini-fridge.”

The others stood, gathering their bags. Bernard hesitated, but
Dawn caught his eye.

"Coming?" She didn't wait for an answer.

He followed them.

Dawn's room was larger than his, with two double beds and a view
of the parking lot. The women filed in, kicking off their shoes at the
door. The shoeslanded in a pile—pumps, flats, a pair of scuffed loafers.
The smell of warm nylon and foot sweat began to fill the room.

Bernard stood by the door, suddenly self-conscious.

Dawn turned to him, her hands on her hips. Her feet were bare
but for the pantyhose, the fabric dark between her toes. She had a
pedicure—a chipped red polish that peeked through the nylon.

"Bernard here likes dirty pantyhose,” she announced, her voice ca-
sual. "Don't you, sweetie?"

The women laughed. It wasn't mean—more like the laughter of
adults indulging a child's peculiar hobby. But it still burned.

"Come on," Dawn continued. "Let’s show him what we've got.”

She grabbed a chair from the desk and placed it in the center of the
room. The other women grabbed the other chairs, arranging them in

a semicircle facing the bed.
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"On your hands and knees," Dawn ordered. "All fours. Face the
chairs."

Bernard obeyed. His knees pressed into the thin carpet. His hands
were flat on the floor. He could feel the heat in his face, the throb in
his groin.

The women settled into their chairs, their feet dangling in front
of him. Five pairs of pantyhose-covered feet, suspended at eye level.
The nylons were varied—some sheer, some opaque, some ripped or
snagged at the toes. The smell hit him in a wave: the acrid tang of sweat,
the sweet musk of leather, the faint chemical scent of the fabric itself.

"Go ahead,” Dawn said. "Sniff. That's what you want, isn't it?"

He leaned forward, his face hovering over Tina's feet. She had nar-
row feet, the toes long and straight, the nylon sheer enough to see the
faint lines of her veins. He inhaled.

The smell flooded his senses. It was intoxicating—warm, human,
a little sour from the day's exertions. He breathed deeper, his cock
straining against his trousers.

He moved to Brittany's feet. Hers were softer, the fabric clinging to
her skin. He could smell the faint perfume of lotion beneath the sweat.
He buried his nose against her arch, inhaling greedily.

"Look at him," Jade said, laughing. "He's like a dog."

"He's a good dog,” Dawn corrected. "Aren't you, Bernard?”

He nodded, too turned on to speak. He moved to Meghan's feet,
then Jade's, then Dawn's. Each pair had its own unique scent—some
sharp, some mellow, some almost sweet. He was breathing hard, his
face flushed, his erection painful.

"And I bet he likes other smells, too,” Dawn said, her voice drop-
ping. "Don’t you?”

He nodded again, his eyes meeting hers.
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Dawn hiked up her skirt. Her pantyhose crotch was dark, the fabric
stretched tight over her mound. She scooted forward in her chair,
spreading her legs.

"Come here."

He crawled to her, his face level with her pussy. The smell hit
him—a rich, musky odor, the unmistakable scent of a woman's
arousal. He leaned in and inhaled, his nose pressing against the damp
nylon. She smelled salty, a little sour, deeply female.

"Bet you want to taste,” she whispered. "But you can't. Not yet."

She pulled away. The other women were laughing, looking at her
with a mix of amusement and curiosity.

"My turn," Tina said, hiking her own skirt up. She was younger, her
pantyhose alighter shade, the fabric pristine. But as she spread her legs,
Bernard caught a different scent—metallic, coppery, unmistakable.

She was menstruating.

He could see the faint stain through the nylon, a dark patch at the
center. Her smell was intense, raw, primal. He leaned in and inhaled,
and the scent hit him like a punch—blood, hormones, the animal
reality of her body. His cock throbbed, trapped against his thigh.

"That's right," Tina said, her voice breathy. "I'm on my period. Does
that bother you?"

He shook his head, his face inches from her crotch, breathing her
in.

The other women took turns, each lifting her skirt, offering her
pussy for his inspection. Jade smelled like soap and sweat. Brittany
smelled like arousal. Meghan smelled like nothing in particular, but
she was laughing so hard she almost fell oft her chair. Dawn's was the
most potent—her scent grew stronger with each passing minute, her
pantyhose darkening with moisture.

"Now for the finale,” Dawn said, standing. "On your back.”
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He rolled onto his back, his erection tenting his trousers. The
women gathered around him, their faces flushed, their eyes bright.

"One by one," Dawn said. "Bend over and give him a present.”

Tina was first. She turned around, bracing her hands on her knees,
and bent over until her ass was level with his face. Her pantyhose-cov-
ered rear was inches from his nose.

She let out a long, wet fart.

The sound was obscene—a gurgling rasp that seemed to echo in
the small room. The smell hit him immediately: sulfur, methane, the
unmistakable odor of human gas. He inhaled reflexively, and the heat
of it, the stench, made his brain go blank.

Brittany was next. Hers was shorter, sharper, a quick burst of air.
Jade's was a rolling rumble. Meghan's was silent but deadly, a cloud of
warmth that settled over his face.

Finally, Dawn bent over. She took her time, wiggling her hips.
When she let go, it was a long, slow release, a wet rasp that seemed
to go on forever. The smell was overwhelming—rich, organic, deeply
intimate.

He couldn't hold it any longer.

His hips bucked, and a hot gush of semen flooded his trousers,
soaking through his boxers, spreading across his thigh. He came in
great, pulsing waves, his body arching off the floor, a moan escaping
his lips.

The women burst into laughter. Genuine, delighted laughter,
mixed with applause.

"Good boy," Dawn said, patting his cheek. "You earned your drinks
tonight."

He lay on the floor, spent, his pants ruined, his face damp with the
sweat and warmth of five women. He had never felt so humiliated, so

exposed, so completely satisfied.
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Dawn helped him to his feet. "You're a mess," she said. "Clean up in
the bathroom. And next time you're stuck in Indianapolis, you know
where to find us.”

He stumbled to the bathroom, his steps unsteady. His reflection in
the mirror was red-faced, hair disheveled, a line of drool on his chin.
He looked wrecked.

He smiled.

He had a deposition in Cleveland in the morning, but that was
hours away. For now, he let the hot water run, let the steam fill the
room, and let himself savor the memory of five pairs of pantyhose, five
warm crotches, five foul kisses from above.

He was already looking forward to his next flight cancellation.



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 firm were required to spend three days
interviewing third-year law students at top-tier schools. The pretense
was that the firm wanted "the best and brightest.” The reality was that
they wanted the most malleable, the most ambitious, the ones who
would work eighty-hour weeks without complaint and bill their lives
away in six-minute increments.

Bernard had interviewed seventeen students that day. They all
blurred together: the same pressed suits, the same rehearsed answers,
the same desperate hunger in their eyes. He'd heard about the pro
bono work they wanted to do, the passion for social justice, the desire
to make a difference. And behind every platitude was the unspoken

truth: I want the money. I want the prestige. I want the corner office.
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He was tired. His feet ached. His mind kept drifting to the hotel bar
waiting for him downstairs.

The final interview of the day was scheduled for 5:00 PM. Bernard
checked his watch: 4:58. He stretched, cracked his neck, and pulled
the next resume from the stack.

Charlene Vasquez. Third year. Law Review. Top ten percent. Sum-
mer associate at Morrison & Foerster.

He flipped through her file. Decent grades. Respectable experience.
Nothing that stood out.

There was a knock on the door.

"Come in."

The woman who entered was... unremarkable. That was the first
word that came to Bernard's mind. She wore a navy pantsuit that fit
well but did nothing to flatter her figure. Her hair was pulled back in a
plain ponytail. No makeup. Flat, sensible shoes—the kind orthopedic
doctors recommended. Her face was pleasant but forgettable, the face
of a woman who had deliberately erased herself.

"Mr. Olafson," she said, extending her hand. "Charlene Vasquez.
Thank you for taking the time to meet with me."

Her handshake was firm. Her voice was steady. Her eyes—brown,
intelligent—held his gaze without flinching.

They sat. Bernard asked the standard questions: Why law? Why this
firm? What kind of work interested her? Charlene answered with the
same polished responses he'd heard all day, but there was something
different about her delivery. A slight edge. A hint of amusement, as if
she were playing a game he didn't know the rules of.

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

Bernard glanced down.



THE BERNARD CHRONICLES 77

Her foot was encased in sheer black nylon. The stocking was slightly
damp at the toes, the fabric clinging to the contours of her foot. She
made no move to retrieve the shoe. Instead, she wiggled her toes, just
barely, as if stretching them after a long day.

Bernard's mouth went dry.

He forced his eyes back to her face. She was watching him. Her
expression was neutral, but her lips were curved in the faintest hint of
asmile.

That's when he knew.

She saw him. She knew.

He cleared his throat and asked his next question. She answered.
The interview continued, but something had shifted. The air in the
room felt charged, thick with unspoken understanding.

When the clock hit 5:30, Bernard stood and extended his hand.
"Thank you, Ms. Vasquez. We'll be in touch.”

She shook his hand. Her palm was warm. "I look forward to hearing
from you, Mr. Olafson."

As she turned to leave, she paused. "By the way—where are you
staying?”

"The Ritz-Carlton."

"Lovely." She smiled, and this time it was genuine. "I hope you enjoy
your evening in Boston."

She left, and Bernard sat back down, his heart pounding, his mind
racing. He had interviewed dozens of women. Not one had ever
dropped a shoe during an interview. Not one had ever looked at him
like that.

He gathered his files and headed for the bar.
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The hotel bar was all dark wood and amber light, with leather stools
and a pianist playing something soft and forgettable. Bernard ordered
a double Maker's Mark and stared at the ice, trying to decompress.

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

"Hello."

He glanced over. A young woman in a black 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 kind
of precision that took an hour to achieve. She was beautiful. Striking.
Devastating.

He looked away. "I'm not interested."

"You don't recognize me?"

He looked again. Those eyes. That voice. The slight smirk.

"Charlene?”

"In the flesh.” She laughed, a low, throaty sound. "Yes, I accept.”

"Accept what?"

She leaned closer. "Your offer. To take me shoe shopping.”

Bernard blinked. He hadn't made any such offer. But the way she
said it, the confidence in her voice, the challenge in her eyes—it was a
test. She was daring him to play along, to see how far she could push.

He took a slow sip of his bourbon. "You're bold."

"You're predictable.” She smiled. "All lawyers are. You saw my re-
sume. You know I'm qualified. But you're not going to hire me because
of my grades."

"So why would I hire you?"

She reached down, unbuckled one of her silver heels, and slid it off.
Her foot emerged, bare but for a thin layer of sheer black nylon. She

rested her heel on his thigh, under the bar, where no one could see.
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"Because you know I can see you," she said. "And you need someone
who can see through you.”

Bernard's cock stirred. He could smell her—the faint scent of
leather from her heels, the warm musk of her skin trapped in the
stocking. He took another drink to steady himself.

"Fine," he said. "Let's go shopping.”

The mall was a glittering cathedral of consumerism, all marble
floors and soaring ceilings, the air thick with perfume and money.
Charlene led him past Prada, past Gucci, past Jimmy Choo, until they
reached a boutique that sold shoes that cost more than Bernard's first
car.

A saleswoman in a severe black dress greeted them. Charlene asked
to see the Condora Botta Alta boots in black patent leather. The
saleswoman's eyebrows rose slightly. "Of course. Please have a seat.”

The boots arrived on a velvet pillow. They were magnifi-
cent—knee-high, stiletto-heeled, the leather polished to a mirror
shine. The soles were pristine, the heels sharp enough to puncture
skin.

Charlene took them reverently. She sat down, unbuckled her
sandals, and pulled off her stockings. Her bare feet were slender,
well-formed, the nails painted a deep burgundy. She slid her feet into
the boots, one at a time, and buckled them with deliberate care.

When she stood, she was five inches taller. The boots transformed
her—her posture, her presence, her power.

She walked to the mirror, turned, and looked back at Bernard.
"Well?"

He couldn't speak. His mouth was dry. His hands were shaking.

She spent the next hour trying on shoes—strappy stilettos, peep-toe

pumps, ankle boots with cruel zippers. She paraded for him, flexing
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her feet, arching her insteps, letting the leather catch the light. Bernard
bought her five pairs. The boots alone were $2,500.

"Want a private showing?" she asked, her voice innocent.

"Yes."

His hotel room was on the twenty-third floor, with a view of the
Charles River. The curtains were open, the city lights glittering below.

Charlenekicked off her sandals at the door. She walked to the center
of the room, turned to face him, and slowly unzipped her dress. It
pooled at her feet. Underneath, she wore only a black lace bra and a
matching thong. Her body was toned, her skin smooth, her legs long
and flawless.

She reached into the shopping bag and pulled out the boots.

"On the floor," she said. "Face up.”

Bernard obeyed. He lay on his back, the carpet rough against his
suit, his erection straining against his trousers.

She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on the boots. The leather
creaked as she zipped them up. When she stood, she loomed over him,
a goddess in black patent leather.

She lifted one booted foot and brought it to his face.

"Smell."

He inhaled. The leather was new, sharp, chemical. Beneath it, there
was the faint trace of her skin, the warmth of her foot, the scent of the
store's carpet. It was intoxicating.

She pressed the sole against his nose. "Deeper.”

He breathed in, his eyes closed, his cock throbbing.

Then she lifted her foot and brought it down on his chest.

The heel dug into his sternum. The pain was sharp, immediate,
breathtaking. But beneath the pain was something else—a surge of

pleasure that shot straight to his groin. His hips bucked involuntarily.
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"Don't move," she said.

She stepped onto his stomach, her full weight pressing down. The
heel of her other boot found his ribs. She shifted, grinding the sole into
his abdomen, the leather squeaking against his shirt.

"You're going to hire me," she said. "Aren't you, Bernard?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I'm going to hire you."

"Say my name."

"I'm going to hire you, Charlene."”

She stepped down harder. The heel dug into his diaphragm, forcing
the air from his lungs. Pain lanced through him, but his cock was so
hard it ached.

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

"Please," he gasped.

"Please what?"

"Please let me cum.”

She smiled, slow and cruel. "No."

She stepped off him, turned, and walked toward the door. Her
boots clicked on the hardwood. She paused at the threshold, looking
back over her shoulder.

"I'll see you at the office, partner.”

She picked up her dress, walked out, and closed the door behind
her.

Bernard lay on the floor, gasping, his body trembling, his cock still
painfully hard. He hadn't come. He hadn't touched himself. He was
amess of pain and arousal and desperate need.

He smiled.

She's hired.



