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“These heels are killing me.” Jessica had to stretch to rest her backside on the edge of the last desk in the row. She didn't care whose work she was sitting on; she needed to take the weight off her feet.

“High heels are part of the dress code.” Michael tried not to stare at the skirted ass abutting his in-box. “All the administrative personnel have to wear them.”

“Bet ya five bucks it was a bunch of dudes who made that rule.” Jessica slipped a shoe off and let her hosed foot dangle in the cool air. “No one who ever had to fetch coffee would ever chose to strap themselves into these torture devices.”

“They look professional.” Michael's gaze wandered down Jessica's leg to her curling toes. The suntan pantyhose she wore were cheap and worn thin, but that wasn't enough to make him look away.

“What's so professional about shoes that put your ass on display, Pete?”

“That's Mr. Sullivan.”

“Come on.”

“I'm serious.”

“Everyone's at lunch. It's just the two of us.”

“You're administrative staff …”

“You mean airhead, bimbo secretary.”

“I didn't say that.”

“Not in so many words.”

“You're administrative staff, I'm management; it's professional.”

“Like the heels?” Jessica tapped the tip of the high heel she was holding against Michael's desk. It clacked sharply against the metal.

“Exactly.”

“Well that's just propping up a completely different kind of ass … Mr. Sullivan.”

“Don't you have someplace else to be?” Michael recognized the insult, but found it hard to believe a secretary with only a GED like Jessica could've come up with it.

“Of course, Mr. Sullivan. Right away, Mr. Sullivan.” Jessica slipped her heels back on and slid off the desk.

Michael had to shift in his seat. Jessica's words may have been respectful, but her tone was anything but. She sounded like she was talking down to him. Like he was a small child and she was a grownup playing along with his little game.

Or a pet.

It sounded demeaning and condescending and it was having a profound effect on parts of Michael's psyche he didn't like to even think about at work. And Michael's psyche was having a profound effect on his body. At least he was seated and behind his desk; the last thing he needed was a sexual harassment complaint if Jessica got a look at the tent he'd pitched in the front of his pants.

Was it his imagination or was Jessica exaggerating her walk as she strut away? Adding a little sway to her squat hips. But it wasn't her wiggling ass Michael was staring at as she headed out the door for lunch. Or the brief flashes of her huge retreating breasts in profile that caught Michael's eye.

Michael couldn't tell you when his foot fetish started. It was so ingrained with all the other kinks floating round his psyche it seemed he'd always been turned on by them from sole to toe. He couldn't tell you when feet became his thing, but he could pinpoint the second he became obsessed with Jessica Ichiro's feet.
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“Is it Friday yet, Mr. Sullivan?”

It was the 5th time in two weeks Jessica had left her cubby to sit on Michael's desk and air her hot tired feet. Michael counted. Sometimes the pantyhose encasing her calloused feet were nude. Others nude. One might have been white once, but multiple trip through the wash had made it dingy and unclear. All of them were cheap. Jessica made it clear she wasn't going to spend a penny more than she had to in order to meet the company dress code. Their cheapness hadn't made Michael take his eyes off the arch of her dirty sole or the Payless heels she dangled from her outstretched toes.

Michael had no idea why she thought it was easier or better coming over to his desk to perform this odd ritual, but his need to see her feet outweighed his curiosity. If he asked too many questions she might find someone else's desk to lounge on.

“Some of us have to work weekends.” Michael held his file so it looked like he was reading the latest quarterly returns rather than staring at Jessica's feet.

“That must be very hard, Mr. Sullivan.”

“Sometimes.”

Hard? Michael wondered at her choice of words. Does she have any idea what seeing her like this is doing to me? I'm going to have to carry this report in front of me on the way out the door to keep anyone seeing my hard on.

Michael fidgeted his chair a little further under the desk and decided it was just a coincidence.

“And you have to work so hard cause you're a manager?” Jessica slipped the heel off her foot and rested it on Michael's desk midway between them.

“Yes.” A knot formed in Michael's throat. He was lucky to get the one syllable out.

“There's one thing I don't understand, Mr. Sullivan. Probably because I'm so much younger than you. Or maybe it's above my pay grade.” Jessica ran a single finger down the shiny cheap leather shoe. “All the other managers have offices. Even Ms. Pipps and she just graduated last year. Don't you have some degree from some really important school?”

“Duke.” Michael didn't like the way the conversation was going, but was too mesmerized by the shoe on his desk to care.

“For a girl who barely passed her GED that sounds real impressive.” Jessica's fingertip slowly went up and down the heel like she was teasing her lover's cock.

“Thanks.” Michael could almost feel that phantom finger working its way over his own erection.

“But if you're so smart and managery why is it all the other managers have offices and you're stuck out here with nothing but a desk like all of us office bimbos?”

“You're not bimbos.” Michael needed to change the subject.

“That's sweet of you to say, Mr. Sullivan, but we both know everyone out here's not exactly head of their class at Harvard. Cassie goes through jobs like tissue paper. Brenda'd probably be fired if she didn't flirt with Mr. Olsteen so much. My last job was a record store before I got this gig last month. My very first big girl job and I'm bottom of the totem pole, stuck covering the place while everyone else is at lunch.”

The words “big girl”almost made Michael jump.

“Is that what's up with you, Mr. Sullivan? Are you at the bottom of the manager's heap? I mean you're here now doing the same mindless sorta crap I have to do. Is that why they won't let you have a real office?”

“They're low on office space.” Michael lied.

Working in the common area with the secretaries was a sore point for Michael. A constant source of humiliation he only sometimes was able to vent through his fantasies and fetishes. This tiny uneducated girl who'd barely been with the firm seemed to zero in on his weakest link status.

“But what about the empty office between Mr. Gonzalez and Ms. Choi?” Jessica wasn't letting him off that easy.

“That's … under renovations.”

Michael wanted to excuse himself. Tell her he had to use the bathroom to get away from her and this conversation. If it was any other time that wouldn't be a problem, but with the erection he'd cultivated under his desk made that impossible. It was better to sit there and lie rather than have this grown up child see him skulk off to the men's room with a boner tenting his pants.

“If you say so, Mr. Sullivan.” Jessica sounded less than convinced.

“I do.” Even Michael didn't think he sounded sincere.

“You know what, Mr. Sullivan?” Jessica leaned in a bit closer like she was about to share a naughty secret.

“What?” Michael welcomed a change of subject.

“I think I figured out why we've got this bullshit dress code. The part about all us bimbos having to wear heels and hose.”

“They're professional.” Michael was almost drooling over the shoe as Jessica continued to caress it with her fingertip.

“You keep saying that, Mr. Sullivan, but this airhead secretary has her own theory. Wanna hear it?”

“Yeah.” Michael would've agreed to anything.

“I think one of the managers is a real perv. I think he gets off on 'em.”
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“I've been doing some research, Mr. Sullivan.”

It was six days since Jessica'd dropped her bombshell on Michael and her first trip back to his desk. He'd laughed her theory off, but knew there was some truth to it. Not that he had any say in the company dress code, just that it dovetailed nicely with his fantasy. Fantasies.

He'd wanted her to come back sooner, but didn't know how to invite her without coming off as weird. He knew he was, but his career depended on other people not knowing. Now she was sitting in what he considered her spot massaging her stockinged foot with one hand, a single heel standing on his desk between them.

All she had to do was walk towards him after everyone else had filed out for lunch and he felt his pants tighten around his growing manhood. Michael felt like Pavlov's dog. He didn't mind.

“What about?” He pretended to read something on his phone, but it was aimed at the shoe. Michael only took a couple pictures for later, but left the camera on so he could get a good long look without looking like he was perving on Jessica's cast off.

“The office perv.”

“There's no such thing.” Michael took another picture.

“No. It's a thing. I read about it online. There're guys … mostly guys … who do all kinds of kinky things to girls' shoes. They sniff 'em. Lick 'em. I saw this really gross video where a guy put his … thing in one and … you know. I bet the office perv does something like that.”

“Again, there is no office perv.” Michael could feel himself start to sweat. This was getting too close to his real interest. “The people who came up with those rules are a lot more boring than you're giving them credit for.”

“Or maybe he wears 'em.”

“Jessica.”

“I can see it. Shaves his legs, pulls up some pantyhose, slides on his girly heels and prances around shaking his butt like a street whore. Sorry. Shouldn't have said that last word in the office. We used it a ton back at the record store.”

“I don't …”

“I wouldn't hold it against him if he did … Mr. Sullivan. High heels can be fun. Especially when you're a tiny girl like me. Before I started working here high heels made me feel tall and powerful. And sexy. Guys look at you different when you're wearing heels. Maybe the office perv wants people to look at him.”

Michael looked up from his phone to see Jessica staring right at him.

“I have work to finish.”

Michael needed the conversation to end before he admitted anything he'd later regret. Or her teasing words accidentally pushed him over the edge and he did something unprofessional in his pants. He was wearing tan khakis this afternoon; there'd be stains if he did.

“You're a manager, Mr. Sullivan. Supposedly. Who do you think the office perv really is?”

Michael dropped the phone at the question. Not because of what Jessica was verbally implying; because her extended finger came into view, pointing up at him from her empty shoe.

“I'm not …” FUCK! “I don't want to wea…”

“Who said anything about that, Mr. Sullivan.”

Jessica purposefully looked down at where her hand lay. Michael could see her gaze jump from the high heel to her finger.

“So THAT'S what you were looking at so hard. My little shoe. When you refused to make eye contact I figured you had your camera pointed down my blouse. I guess that's pervy too. Boring pervy. Like a real man. I guess you like a little bit of leather better than my big 'ol boobies.”

“I wasn't.”

“Your camera's on.”

“I don't know how that happened. It must've turned on when I dropped it.”

“So you weren't perving on my shoes?”

“Of course not.”

“But you were creeping on my tits?”

“Yes … no. I wasn't doing anything wrong.”

“Let's just see for ourselves.” Jessica scooped the camera off the desk and started flipping through his picture library.

“Give me my phone back now, Jessica.” Michael tried to sound powerful and authoritarian, but his voice cracked halfway through. He sounded more like a whiny brat than a boss.

“In a minute.” Jessica turned away from him.

“Jessica!”

“If you want it so bad take it from me.”

Michael would, but that meant getting up and exposing his shameful erection. Even this small power play was enough to effect him deeply.

“You've rested long enough, Jessica. Back to work.” Michael desperately needed to regain control.

“That's three … four … five pictures of my shoe just today.” Jessica smiled manically down at Michael's phone. “And … wow! That's a lot of pictures of me. Every day for weeks. There's none of my face, but I know it's me. Those're my clothes. And shoes. You really do like your high heels, don't you, Mr. Sullivan?”

“It's not what it looks like.”

“I'm sure it isn't. I'm just an airhead bimbo stuck in the secretarial pool. What do I know? I'm sure HR will be able to figure them out.”

“You can't.”

“Already e-mailed 'em to my account. Two button clicks and Pam finds out what you see in me, Mr. Sullivan.”

“Please, don't.” Michael may not have been able to sound like a boss, but begging came naturally to him.

“That'll depend on how good a boy you are.”

“What do you want?” Michael's mouth went dry. Did she want money? A promotion? Petty revenge? He couldn't give her the first two; he dreaded the thought of the third.

“Get up and stand in front of me, Mr. Sullivan.” Jessica's tone was playful, but in control.

“I'd rather not.”

“That just makes me want it more.”

“Please.”

“Get over here. Now.”

Michael got to his feet. Jessica's back was to him so she couldn't see his cock tent the front of his pants. For a brief mad second he thought about bolting for the door, but she still had his phone. Even if she didn't it'd only take her an extra minute to ruin his life. If she wanted.

He crossed his hands in front of his crotch trying to look as natural as he could as he shamefully walked in front of his supposed inferior.

“Hands at your side.” Jessica was pointing his own phone at Michael.

Michael could feel her casual command having its effect on his imagination and his body. If he were fantasizing this he'd say “yes, ma'am.” Even the thought of letting those word tumble past his lips was enough to make his already stiff cock grow. It took all his willpower not to say them out loud for real.

“Do you have a stiletto in your pocket or are you just glad to see me?” Jessica smirked as she pointed his phone at him.

“Did you take my picture?” Michael knew the answer, but dreaded the confrimation.

“You took plenty of me.”

“That was different.”

“Yeah. I wasn't horny as fuck and I didn't know what you were doing.”

Jessica lowered the phone to her lap. She let her legs swing on the desk, her feet dangling well above the floor. One shoe on, the other standing guard on Michael's desk.

“I'll do anything if you keep this quiet.” Michael stared down at his feet.

“Is that part of the fantasy? Do you get off being 'made' to do things?”

“Sometimes,” Michael admitted softly.

“You're getting off on this, aren't you?”

“yes”

Saying the word felt like a weight had been taken off Michael's shoulders. And he'd fallen into a trap. He wanted that feeling of surrender to go on. He was scared of what'd happen if it did.

“Is it cause I'm less than you?”

“I don't understand.”

“I think you do. You went to Duke. I'm a dropout. You're a manager. I have to shake my ass bringing grown men coffee they could get their own damn selves. You've been with the company twenty years. I was two years old when you started here. I only got the job cause their first choice decided to work at Subway instead. You're a man, I'm a woman. I know we're supposed to be equal, but we both know that's bullshit.

“Using every definition you're my superior. More money. More power. More privilege. God damn it, you're even taller than me. By a lot. And the age gap? If you had a daughter she'd be about my age. Maybe we'd be besties. So you got the father figure thing working for you too.

“But here you are standing at attention waiting someone barely better than an unpaid intern to tell you what to do. Most men would be puffing out their chests. Making their hands into fists. Getting all macho. Waiting for an opening to put the little bitch in her place. But not you. You can't even look me in the eyes. You know you're weaker than me. You know I'm better than you even with all those fake advantages.”

“That's not true.” Michael wanted to yell. It came out a whisper.

“Then how come your pecker twitches every time I talk down to you?”

Michael didn't have an answer.

“I thought so.” Jessica knew she'd won. She wasn't sure what, but she'd recognized victory when she tasted it. “Now help me off this oversized desk.”

“But you … but you got up there ok.” Michael was so overwhelmed he could barely get words out.

“I was wearing my heels then. My short little legs won't reach without them.” Jessica stretched her legs for show. “It's kinda funny. The things that make me need to plop my butt down on your desk are the same things that let me reach it. Is that irony, Mr. Sullivan? You went to Duke.”

“I guess.” Michael sounded lame. “Couldn't you just put your other shoe back on? Or step down with the one you're wearing?”

“Are you scared of touching me, Mr. Sullivan?”

Michael wasn't looking at her face, but he could here the smile in her voice.

“Look at me.” Jessica's order was cold and direct.

Michael didn't have to lift his head much. She was right there looking at him like he was the prize freak in the sideshow. He couldn't tell what she was doing with his phone, but he doubted it was anything good.

As soon as he looked up Jessica reached down, slipped off her other shoe, and put it behind her with its mate.

“Now you have to touch me, Mr. Sullivan. If you don't I'll be stuck here all afternoon. Everyone will come up to me and ask why I'm sitting here. I'll have a real fun story to tell them.”

“I could call security.” Michael knew he was grasping at straws even as he made the threat.

“And have me tell them about your little fetish?”

Little?

“I think you're going to do what I say from now on. Don't you, Mr. Sullivan?”

She couldn't possibly know. Michael thought. She doesn't have a clue. Even Sherlock Holmes couldn't guess.

“I could lose my job.”

“That's not an answer.”

“If I lose my job I won't have anything. If you want anything I won't be able to give it to you.”

“You have absolutely no idea what I want.”
“No. I guess not.” Michael didn't like this. If she wanted money that was one thing. A motivation he could understand. Not knowing what made her do this … that opened up too many nightmare scenarios for Michael to be happy.

“I tell you what, Mr. Sullivan. You play nice for me and I'll play nice with you. No one needs to know you're the office perv. That I've made you my little bitch.”

“They don't?” Michael asked.

“Think of it as roleplay. You can go on playing at being the boss. I'll pretend to be your loyal submissive assistant. At least when there're other people around. When it's just the two of us we can stop acting and be our real selves. I say jump, you jump. I say suck, you suck. I say help me off this desk …”

Jessica let the sentence trail off.

“How do you want me to do this?” Michael's mouth went dry. He took a hesitant step towards Jessica, like she was a venomous cobra and not a pretty young girl.

“Put your hands on my hips and slide me forward until my feet touch the floor.” Jessica lifted her arms in the air like a toddler begging to be picked up. “Pretend you're a big man.”

Big?

Her order was insane. A blatant demonstration of the power she now dangled over Michael. A power that, unfortunately for him touched a piece of his psyche he was ashamed of. A need to submit. To give up control. Jessica was right. The fact she was his inferior only made it that much more intense. Made the power trip that much more sublime.

Jessica could've stepped down without a second thought. This wasn't for her benefit, it was for Michael's education.

Michael had to step closer to wrap his hands around Jessica's hips. Her sweat and perfume wafted over him stronger than he wanted. A strange mix of chemical flowers and natural musk punctuated by the odor of the warm damp leather cooling on his desk.

Jessica's body was compact, but curvy. Older cultures would have bowed down and worshipped a woman like this. Michael wanted a taste of that old time religion. Michael couldn't wrap his arms all the way around her without pressing her full breasts against his chest. He didn't know if she wanted that; he did know the heat from her body and the humiliation boiling inside his balls wouldn't last long if he made that contact. He'd explode. Michael didn't want to walk around in his own cum all afternoon.

Michael gripped Jessica's hips just above the belt and pulled her forward. For all her curves she felt light in his grasp. Like he could toss her over his shoulder and carry her off like some caveman looking for a mate. When he looked in her eyes he knew she was the savage. He wanted this to end. He wanted her to toss him over her shoulder.

“Good job, Mr. Sullivan,” Jessica said when her stockinged feet were planted firmly on the cold floor. “I didn't think you had it in you.”

Michael towered over her in almost every way a man could. Physically. Academically. Professionally. Age. But there was zero doubt who was really in control.

“We should get back to our desks.” Michael took a step back. “People'll be coming back from lunch soon.”

“Put my shoes on for me.” Jessica pulled her skirt up a couple inches past her knees and looked expectantly from her feet to Michael's face.

The side of Michael's arm brushed against Jessica's shoulder as he reached past her for the heels. He breathed her scent in even deeper letting it numb and intoxicate away the fear of discovery. How every thing he'd built in his life could come tumbling down at that moment.

Michael had to kneel. The humiliation thundered in his chest sending out arcs of lightning through the rivers of his arteries and all the backwater veins. He could smell her feet more intimately now he was almost on their level. All that sweat and leather and cheap nylon. At least Jessica could see his cock throb at the odor. At the submission.

“I like it better when I'm the one looking down at you, Mr. Sullivan.”

Michael's hands were trembling as he worked Jessica's feet in the heels. She refused to lift her foot or give him any help whatsoever. He had to lift each foot and guide it into its leather home. His face was inches from her toes. He wanted to cry he was so happy and scared and horny.

When it was done Jessica placed her palms on Michael's cheeks. She lifted his face with gentle pressure until they were looking in each other's eyes.

“This is crazy.” Michael wanted to pull his face away. Jessica had soft hands, weak arms. It should have been easy, but he couldn't.

“Maybe, but it feels right.”

“I'm your boss.”

“Sometimes. When I let you.”

“Jessica …”

“I don't think you should call me that anymore. Not when we're being real.”

“Then what?”

“Ms. Ichiro sounds natural, don't you think?”

“Yes, Ms. Ichiro.”

“Good boy.” Jessica stroked his burning cheeks. “You want to tell me what it is you do with girls' shoes?”

“The others will be back soon.” Michael wanted to rise to his feet, but his knees were planted to the floor.

“Are you scared they'll see the real you?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Jessica knew he'd deflected her question, but there'd be time enough to dig that secret out later. For now she pulled his face closer, turning it until his blushing cheek rested on her skirt. She shifted forward a bit to make sure his face was pressed into her crotch.

Thin layers of cotton panties, nylon hose, and polyester work skirt lay between Michael's face and Jessica's sex. All of them weren't enough to mask the smell of her aroused pussy or shield him from its furnace heat.

“I know how we can have some fun without anyone else in the office knowing the truth.” Jessica ran her fingers through his hair. “Wanna know how?”

Michael nodded.

“Everybody knows how you tried to pull rank on me a little while back. They know why I've been calling you Mr. Sullivan. Why I've been snarky about it. Starting when everyone gets back that's gonna change.”

Michael wasn't sure he liked the sound of this, but he knelt there silently waiting for his superior to finish talking.

“I'm still going to call you Mr. Sullivan, but I'm going to make it sound respectful. Like you were a man I could look up to. A mentor. I'll come up with some bullshit if anyone asks why I started playing nice with ya.

“The thing is whenever I call you Mr. Sullivan from now on you and I are going to know its code for something different. Like a special game only you and me get to play or even know about. When I call you Mr. Sullivan it may sound like I'm calling you by your name, but I'm really calling you my little bitch.

“Does Mr. Sullivan understand?”

“Yes.” Michael spoke the word into Jessica's crotch. He could almost taste her through her clothing.

“And when Mr. Sullivan calls me Jessica or Ms. Ichiro he's really calling me something else. Mr. Sullivan is calling me Daddy.”

“Yes, Ms. Ichiro.”

“Now tell me what you really are.”

“I'm … I'm your little bitch, Daddy.”

“It took you forever getting my stinky feet into my shoes.”

“I think someone's coming, Ms. Ichiro.”

“Do your hands smell like my feet now?” Jessica could hear some faint noise down the hall outside the door.

“Yes.”

“Mr. Sullivan isn't allowed to use the little boys' room for the rest of the day. I don't want you washing me off your hands. Or touching yourself in the stall. You can do that tonight after you get home. It's all right; I give you permission.”

“What if I need to urinate?” Michael's head was still swimming. Did he really need this girl's permission to jack off?

“If you have to go tinkles come to me and tell me. I'll take you to the unisex upstairs and supervise.”

“Thank you.” The words came naturally to Michael. He just didn't know why he felt so grateful.

“Now kiss my shoe and I'll know you'll be a good little boy for me.” Jessica took her hands away from his head.

The leather tasted like every sidewalk Jessica had walked on that morning. Michael could smell car exhaust and old gum under the sweat and leather. That didn't matter. He kept his lips pressed firmly against the toe of her shoe until Jessica pulled her foot back.

“Hey.” The voice was female, not Jessica's, and very much confused. “Everything ok?”

Michael felt his heart cannonball against his ribs. How could he not hear the door open?

“I see it, Mr. Sullivan. It slipped between the crack in your desk.” Jessica sounded like a normal human being again, not something out of Michael's deep fantasies. “Hey, Cassie. Mr. Sullivan's being super nice right now. I knocked his phone off his desk and he insisted on looking for it instead of making me crawl around with my backside sticking up. Isn't that right, Mr. Sullivan?”

“Yeah.” Michael didn't know when Jessica had put his phone there, but he clearly saw it wedged against one of the metal legs.

“I didn't break it, did I?” Jessica sounded earnest and concerned.

Michael took a look. Instead of his regular screen saver there was a picture he didn't recognize. Him, on his knees, face pressed into Jessica's crotch taken by her. If you knew her wardrobe you might be able to identify Jessica. Michael's face was covered, but anyone seeing the picture would know it was him.

“No.”

Michael turned it off and put it in his pocket. He could deal with changing the screen saver later.

If Ms. Ichiro lets me.
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The first night had been bliss. An erotic dream of submission and feminine domination. He'd jerked off as soon as he slammed his apartment door shut after work and once more before he nodded off to sleep that night. Even as he wiped the hot cum from his shrinking penis Michael wondered if it had really happened or if he'd just fantasized the whole thing.

The lingering scent of Jessica's feet on his hands told him the truth.

In those few minutes between orgasm and sleep Michael began to have his first doubts. A seed of uncertainty that putting himself in Jessica's power wasn't for the best. By the time he woke the next day that seed had flowered.

Michael thought about calling out sick. How could he show his face to Jessica when they both know what had happened? What he was willing to do to chase the thrill of his deepest fantasy. He thought about the clothes in the back of his closet. At least he hadn't told her about that part of his fantasy. That much knowledge was too dangerous. And Jessica was still an uneducated child. He shuddered at the thought of what she could do if she knew.

For all his worries his cock was stiff at the thought.

Nothing happened that first day back. Jessica acted polite. Called him her little bitch in her special way. He called her Daddy.

Michael was disappointed when Cassie stayed behind to cover the office during lunch. He told himself he was going to put an end to this sick game, but he was really hoping Jessica'd make him kneel before her again. Kiss her shoes. Her bare feet. Lift up her skirt and make him worship her ass.

The next day was the same. And the day after that.

Michael started coming in early. Staying late. Looking for opportunities to be alone with Jessica. His plan to set her straight morphed with his fantasies. He masturbated each night to the thought of him confronting Jessica, demanding their game stop, and her laughing in his face before taking even more control.

Two weeks passed and the only hint of domination was the hidden mockery of “Mr. Sullivan.”

It was looking to be another boring Tuesday. Michael made it in two hours early and got to work. With all the extra hours he was putting in he'd caught up with his own work and was doing some of Jessica's. She hadn't told him to do it, it just seemed like the right thing to do.

If the young dropout noticed her workload had been steadily declining over the past several days she didn't say anything. She certainly never thanked Michael.

Half an hour before the office was set to open Michael resigned himself to another day without Jessica. Five minutes later she marched through the door and straight to his desk.

“Good morning, Mr. Sullivan.” Jessica sounded happy. Michael didn't know if he liked that.

“Good morning, Ms. Ichiro.”

Michael had accidentally called her that in front of the other secretaries. They tittered at his civility. He'd been forced to call them by their last names as well to keep attention away from him and Jessica.

“I've got a surprise for Mr. Sullivan.”

“This has been fun, Jessica, but we need to talk.” Michael started to get to his feet, but stopped when he realized he was already hard.

“We've already said all that needs to be said. You're my bitch; the only question is how long a leash I'm gonna give you.”

“What happened before. Me on my knees kissing your heels. That can't happen again. Cassie may be enough of an airhead to believe that story you made up, but the next time it could be someone with half a brain finding me on my knees. I could get fired.”

“How many times have you fapped thinking about being my little bitch?” Jessica put both of her palms flat on the desk and leaned forward.

“I haven't …”

“Don't lie to me when you're staring at my tits, Mr. Sullivan.”

“Ok. I have. Are you happy now? I admit I've masturbated fantasizing about what we did.”

“The confession's great, but it doesn't answer the question. How many times?”

“A couple.” Michael couldn't make eye contact. He couldn't even look her in the breast.

“Only twice?” Jessica sounded like she smelled some serious bullshit.

“A day.”

“That's more like it.” Jessica smiled down at the seated man. “I want details.”

“I do it first thing when I get home. Before I go to sleep. Sometimes when I wake up if I have time.”

“Ever toss one off in the little boys room?”

“A couple times.” Michael wanted to melt into the floor and end this conversation. Somehow his dick was even harder than before.

“Were you thinking about me every time?”

“yes”

“Sounds like you've been demoted from slave to addict.”

“If you want to play outside the office that'd be fine. It's just we can't do anything here.”

“Mr. Sullivan's forgetting who's in charge.” Jessica put the palm of her hand on the top of Michael's downturned head. “I don't know if I can trust you out there. Here I've got a lot more control.”

“Please.”

“Did your dick twitch right now? Does begging an airhead bimbo turn you on?”

Michael nodded.

“I'll take it under advisement. In the meantime I've got you some presents.”

Jessica took her hand off Michael's scalp. By the time he'd lifted his head she was already emptying a canvas bag, piling shoes one-by-one in pairs on his desk. All of them high heels. All of them pairs Jessica had worn to work over the weeks she'd been with the company. Michael recognized them all; he'd jerked off to the memory of each pair.

When Jessica had lined up every pair of cheap heels she owned she lifted the bag over the desk, flipped it over, and let dozens of pairs of pantyhose rain down.

“I'm done with these.” Jessica smiled at the stunned look on Michael's face.

“You got new shoes?” Michael couldn't wait to see the heels she'd gotten.

“Uh huh.”

Jessica had to step on tip toe to get her foot on Michael's desk. She'd been careful to leave herself space to rest her sneakers.

“What are those?” Michael was confused.

“Checkered slip on Vans.” Jessica turned her foot to give Michael a better view. “I thought the red checks would make a good choice for my first day of foot freedom. They already feel like I'm walking on air.”

“But the dress code.”

“I've had a few heart-to-hearts with Mr. Walker about that. It took a little convincing, but he came around to my point of view. The office bimbos don't have to hobble around in stilts anymore. Or give ourselves yeast infections wearing tights.”

“Mr. Walker?” Michael wasn't sure what sort of talk she had with the big boss. Did she top him too or something else?

“If you want I can ask him to give you my old dress code.”

“Ok. Ok. Ok.” Michael put up a placating hand. “The dress code changed, but why are you giving me all this?”

“I know my little Mr. Sullivan's got a secret. Some pervy fetish he won't even tell his Daddy about. I know it's got something to do with my feet. My heels. Maybe my dirty pantyhose. I know you want 'em. To sniff. Or wear. Or something even freakier. I don't like those fuckin' shoes. I don't want those fuckin' shoes. So I'm donating them to pervert charity. Go nuts doing whatever it is you do. I didn't bother washing them in case that helps.”

“I'm not going to do anything with them.” Michael crossed his arms over his chest trying to look stern.

“Trash can's right over there.” Jessica nodded to a can five feet from Michael's desk. “You could toss 'em in without even getting up.”

Michael didn't move.

“Thought not.” Jessica crossed her arms over her own chest. Unlike Michael, she looked like she was in control. “I'll make you a deal. Tell me what you do with my dirty hand-me-downs and maybe I'll play with you the way you want.”

“No.”

“Hope this big secret's worth it, Mr. Sullivan.”

“I don't have any secrets, Ms. Ichiro.”

“If your mouth's done lying I got something better for it to be doing.” Jessica tilted her foot until the sole was pointed towards Michael. “Kiss it.”

“You want me to kiss your sneaker?”

“Mr. Sullivan's a smart boy.”

“Why?”

“You were so thirsty to kiss my heels.”

“But I don't want to kiss your sneakers.”

“That's why. It's not fun making you do things you want to do. My fun starts when I make you do what you hate. Wouldn't it be hilarious if I gave you a sneaker fetish? Made it so you couldn't get off without thinking about sucking the dirt off my soles.”

“That's disgusting.” Michael could feel his face flush.

“Maybe Mr. Sullivan would like to stand up. Show his Daddy how soft his little pee pee is at the thought of kissing her smelly sneakers. Show me you're soft and I'll never ask again. But if you can't … you're gonna be worshipping my shoes every day for the rest of your life.”

Michael could feel the tip of his cock pushing against the underside of his desk. Throbbing in time to his racing pulse. Soaking his underwear with precum. All he had to do was will his cock down. Show himself he had some self control. Prove to Jessica he wasn't a slave to his penis or her.

He thought of baseball stats and tax returns. Everything boring and unsexy his mind could conjure up, but none of them were strong enough to tear down the tower erected between his legs.

Michael couldn't look Jessica in the face. He knew he was defeated. He knew what was going to happen next. He leaned forward letting his chest brush the treasure she'd given him. The heels and hose he'd be playing with later. That brief contact. The lingering scent. All added to the pressure he was now bowing to.

He pressed his lips against the sole. It looked new, not even a day's wear, but it was still filthier than anything he'd kissed. It was wrong. It was disgusting. This wasn't any part of his fantasy.

Jessica didn't give the order; Michael used his own initiative when he snaked his tongue out of his mouth and licked the filth off her rubber sole.
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The rest of the week fell into a pattern.

Jessica wore a new pair of sneakers to work each day. Good sneakers with names Michael recognized. Converse. Vans. Keds. They may have looked more casual, but Michael knew enough about women's shoes to know they cost a hell of a lot more than the cheap heels she'd gifted him. He wanted to know how she could afford them on her secretary's salary, but was too intimidated to ask.

Each morning she'd arrive early or stay late. When they were alone she'd make him worship her sneakers. The worst days were the late ones. Michael would watch her walk around the office getting the shoes he'd later be sucking dirtier and dirtier. He thought he'd cum in his pants when he saw Jessica purposefully step in gum Cassie had spit out. Later that night she ordered him to bite it off and chew the dirty gum until he made it home.

Michael never thought he'd get hard looking at a pair of sneakers, but he'd never met anyone like Jessica Ichiro.

Michael had plans for Jessica's castoffs, but they had to wait for the weekend. He wanted to take his time. Let his fantasy play out the way he'd dreamed. In the meantime he stuffed the hose into the shoes to keep them smelling like his young domme then put them all in ziplock bags to keep them fresh.

Michael woke up that Saturday harder than held been since he was a teenager. He'd done nothing to relieve the pressure the night before. He'd gone to sleep as horny as fuck; he woke hornier.

The stash of girl clothes was buried deep in the back of his closet. He never had company let alone anyone who'd go through his things, but that didn't stop him from being paranoid anyone was going to find the bimbo-wear he had carefully purchased over the years. Every item ordered online, paid for with a gift debit card he'd bought and burned, and delivered to a PO box he got in a shadier establishment. One that didn't mind him giving an obviously fake name. The kind of place that took cash and didn't look too close at him.

Michael laid out his outfit for the morning and made his way to the bathroom. He peed sitting down to get himself ready for his new role. Even thinking of it as “peeing” instead of “taking a piss” was getting himself into the prim, feminine mindset he ached to achieve.

The few drops that had dribbled down his tip to his balls made Michael smile. It meant he really did have to wipe before he got up. He always liked having to do something feminine instead of doing it out of habit. He'd been debating about getting something to keep his little thing in line. One of those devices that'd keep him from getting hard and make him sit to pee even when he didn't feel like being womanly. He'd debated, but was still too chicken to give it a try.

He wanted to get done fast, but there was too much work to rush. It'd been a couple weeks since the last time he'd shaved everything and the stubble wouldn't look very ladylike poking out from under his girly office wear.

Michael compromised. After his shower he coated every inch of skin below the neck with a thick coat of Nair. The smell was awful, but it reminded him of the last time he'd played dress up. And the time before. His cock had only gone soft long enough to pee he was so desperate to cum, but the stench of his hair being chemically burned from his body was enough to make it twitch in anticipation.

I am so fucked in the head, he thought as he ran the shower over him several minutes later. Women do this because society says they have to; I get off on it.

He patted himself dry with a towel he only ever used in girl mode. The lotion he worked into his smooth skin smelled like lilac. He put it everywhere except his straining cock. If he touched himself like this he knew he'd explode, ruining everything. All that anticipation gone up in a few quick spurts.

A layer of powder followed the lotion. His own bedroom smelled alien, masculine, when he walked out of the feminine scented bathroom to get dressed.

He tucked himself between his legs. He used to need a gaffe, but he'd been doing it so long he could keep everything in place with good placement and a firm panty. He'd chosen the tightest most constricting panty girdle in his collection. Someone could bury their face between his legs and have no clue there was anything male under the slick white fabric. It made him smooth which made him horny. The fact his dick couldn't even make a tent in his girdle only made Michael throb more inside its confines.

Michael took his time sniffing Jessica's used pantyhose. He sniffed at the feet, crotch, and backside of each garment until he was certain he'd found the pair that'd captured her scent the strongest. That'd be the pair he wore; the one that made him most like his young, uneducated subordinate. He put the second most pungent pair to the side. He'd have other uses for them later.

It took several minutes to line up the breast forms perfectly. Years of practice had taught Michael to be patient. Being even a half an inch off could ruin the way they swayed on his chest once they'd been glued on. He could've skipped the glue, but they felt more real once they'd become attached.

He lay on his back holding the rubber tits to his chest as he waited for the glue to dry. For a moment he fantasized he really was the bimbo secretary brought back to the executive's bed. He spread his hosed legs and imagined some faceless executive thrusting between his thighs. In his fantasy his superior shifted from a faceless man to Jessica wearing male drag, entering him with a strapon.

I should have checked to make sure I have the solvent before putting my tits on. This stuff sticks like crazy. Even these ginormous knockers won't fall off for weeks without the solvent. It took five days to get the last tube; if I'm out I'll have breasts for almost a week. I don't have that much sick time. I'd have to go into the office and try to explain why I'm suddenly stacked. The secretaries would laugh at me. They'd be right. They'd know the truth.

Michael was almost disappointed when he got up five minutes later, his boobs bouncing like they'd grown naturally on him, and found the tube of solvent.

The bra didn't match the panty girdle, but that didn't matter. Micheal's femme side wasn't the kind of girl who worried about matching her lingerie. As long as it all made her look good, felt constricting, or feel slutty it didn't matter to him.

The weight of his mammoth tits shifted from his chest to his shoulders as he adjusted the straps. An ex-girlfriend had shown him how. She mocked him about his girl side when they'd broken up; Michael had jerked off to the memory of her insults.

The blouse was tight, low cut, and didn't cover most of Michael's hairless midriff. The skirt was a tight black band that barely covered the panty girdle. Both looked like parodies of what a real professional woman might wear to the office. No woman would wear this to work. Not unless she was a whore or a stripper.

The wig was the cherry on the slut sundae. A long monstrosity of wavy pink material that looked like it was designed for men to spooge on. At his horniest Michael sometimes took out the wig and blew his own load onto it. It turned him on knowing he'd wear his own dried spunk weeks, maybe months later.

Michael's little clitty throbbed under his girdle.

The makeup wasn't subtle, but it was feminine. An exaggerated bimbo look Michael had spent months working on. He wasn't sure if he could pass as a woman outside his apartment, but he knew he could pass as a slut anywhere.

He wore his own heels; his feet were too big to stuff into the one's Jessica had given him. The final jewel in Michael's bimbo crown was the necklace with his name on it. The one he called his dog tags cause it showed what a bitch he was. The one that said in flowing feminine cursive his girl name

Bubbles.

Bubbles picked up a pair of Ms. Ichiro's heels. The pretty pair that smelled the strongest. Bubbles positioned them at the foot of the bed facing outward like Ms. Ichiro had just taken them off. Bubbles draped the fragrant pantyhose over the edge of the bed leaving the waistband on the comforter and tucking the feet into the heels. The black stockings looked like Ms. Ichiro's shadow was sitting on the bed ordering her bimbo secretary to do the only thing she was any good at.

Bubbles knelt in front of her shadow goddess. She kissed the shiny black toe of each shoe before kissing her way up the tights to the place Ms. Ichiro's pussy would've been if this really was Ms. Ichiro.

Everything was perfect. The smell of leather and sweat. The humble, frankly humiliating position. The image Bubbles had in her head of the real life woman who'd worn these items and dominated her fantasies. When Bubbles brought the pillow between her legs she should've been able to hump herself to an intensely mortifying cum. The plan was to make a mess in her panties and force herself to clean her “boss's” apartment without changing into a fresh pair. When her clitty started throbbing again she'd resume her place between Ms. Ichiro's legs and hump another wet load into the rigid gusset. After hours of housework and as many cums as her clit stick could fire she'd allow herself to go back to being Michael.

Everything was perfect, but nothing was working.

Bubbles' orgasm was close, but just out of reach. Every time she brought herself to the edge she found herself unable to push through to the other side. It shouldn't have been possible. Shee was literally living his dream. He'd fantasized about shoes like this since before he knew what sex was. He'd brought himself off to those thoughts since he'd figured out how to masturbate. He'd obsessed over Jessica and her heels since she took control of him weeks ago. This should be easy. He should've cum a dozen times over by now.

Michael thought about Jessica. Heard her call him Mr. Sullivan in his mind. He focused on her words, her attitude, the dominance she casually displayed every time they were alone. The images got him close to where he needed to be, but not far enough.

He thought about her feet. In pantyhose. In heels. It wasn't till he'd thought about her in those sneakers he felt the first hint he could push through this block and bring himself off. Michael leaned into the fantasy. Remembering every time he'd kissed the rubber soles of Jessica's sneakers. Licked the dirt and grime and gum off them with his bitch tongue while she smiled down.

Michael wasn't aware he was crying until his orgasm gave up its last final spasm. Hot ugly tears ran down his face, down his fake cleavage, and into the hose and girdle where they mixed with his hot sticky mess.

She'd beaten him. That stupid uneducated child beat him. And she wasn't even aware of her victory or there was any conflict. This was his goddamned fantasy. A dream he'd spent his whole life and fortune attaining. This should be a moment of triumph for him. Ironic triumph, but victory none the less. He was living the dream.

Only that little idiot changed everything. Took away that perfect dream and gave him another. She wanted to give him a new fetish and she had. One that trumped his old favorites. Michael might have had all the things needed to live out his old dream. The fetish heels. Dirty tights. His slut fantasy outfit. But none of that mattered now.

Not when he couldn't have what he really wanted – the sneakers of a bimbo secretary half his age.
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“That's cute, Mr. Sullivan, but these sneakers aren't going to kiss themselves, are they?” Jessica barely looked at the phone screen Michael pointed towards her. “You're in my seat.”

Michael had spent the whole day building up the courage to tell Jessica it was over. He'd be his own man again. He'd walk away from her domination. That her power over him was something he'd gotten over. Been able to toss in the trash like he'd tossed her cheap high heels and dirty pantyhose.

He wasn't going to tell her about his new fetish.

“ … b … b … but the pictures.” Michael felt his confidence deflate while his prick did the opposite. “This proves I'm over you.”

“ … b … b … but you'll never be over me.” Jessica leaned her face past the proffered phone until it was inches from Michael's face. Her mocking stutter sent sprays of her spittle over Michael's face. “Didn't I tell you to move?”

Michael wanted to wipe them away, but he didn't dare move.

“I'm working, Ms. Ichiro.” Michael kicked himself for calling her that. When he'd played through this moment in his head he'd called her Jessica.

“There's only one thing you're good for. Since I don't feel your tongue on my sneaker you must be goofing off. Stand up!”

Michael almost dropped his phone getting up and out of Jessica's way. Obeying her barked command like a slow puppy finally responding to training.

He tried to meet Jessica's gaze when she took his seat, but his eyes were drawn to her feet like a compass needle to the pole. She was wearing the white Chuck Taylor high tops. The platforms made her almost as tall as she'd been in her heels. A pair of short pink socks peeked out from behind the tongue.

Real men get turned on by a bit of thong sticking out. Michael thought. I'm getting hard seeing her socks. How fucking pathetic am I?

“Where'm I supposed to sit?” Michael was Jessica's superior, but he might as well have been a naughty child standing in front of his stern teacher. A teacher who punished.

“You know where you belong.” Jessica gave a meaningful look look to the narrow space under Michael's desk. “It'll help remind you who's 'over' who.”

Something had changed over the weekend. Jessica had never made him crawl underneath his desk before. Or ordered him to wait for her after work. There was always a harshness to her domination, but it usually lurked below the surface; a predatory alligator hunting in shallow waters.

Tonight Jessica sounded like she wanted to rip Michael's throat out.

The space under Michael's desk was barely big enough for his legs. There'd be no turning around if he tried to crawl face first under it. Michael may not have figured out Jessica's new mood, but he knew exactly where she wanted his mouth. And it wasn't kissing the modesty screen on the front of a cheap-ass desk.

He started backing in.

“You can either kiss my Chucks or wear clothes. I'm not letting you have both privileges.” Jessica rested the heel of one foot on Michael's neck stopping his backwards progress. Michael looked up trying to read anything from her expression, but in that position all he could do was look up her skirt. He could see how wet this power trip was making her.

“This is the office.” Michael sounded timid. Shy.

“It's just my little bitch and me.” Jessica stretched to reach a waste bucket and put it by his head.

“You want me to throw my clothes away?” Michael saw a drop of Jessica's juices fall to her thigh like ripe fruit leaving the tree.

“You're good at throwing things away, aren't you? Putting things you need in the trash?” Jessica showed Michael his phone. The picture he'd tried to show her earlier was still on the screen. He had no idea when she'd taken the phone. “It doesn't matter. You can still fish it out of the garbage when you're done. I bet it wouldn't be the first time you'd done that.”

“But …”

“The only butt I wanna see is your naked ass pressed up against the front of my desk.” Jessica rested her other foot on top of the one on Michael's neck. “Or am I talking over your head?”

It's my desk. Michael thought, but only said, “Yes, Ms. Ichiro. May I please stand up? I can't get undressed like this.”

“You haven't earned that privilege. Strip on your knees, bitch!”

Jessica's weight pressed down on Michael's neck and shoulder. Her sweaty foot perfume wafted down on him inches from his face. Physically he had the strength to toss her across the room; emotionally he was too weak to do anything but submit.

It wasn't easy, but Michael stripped under Jessica's sneakers. His tie and shirt, pants and shoes, socks and underwear were all wadded up and stuffed in the overflowing waste basket. He knelt there under her hot feet naked and shivering in the office air conditioning.

Jessica leaned down until her eyes met Michael's. When she was sure she had his attention she made a show of sucking back her spit. He thought she was going to spew it in his face, but she smiled at the last second and spat on his clothes instead.

“That dick's too tiny to be showing off out here,” Jessica said. “Back that bimbo ass of yours where it belongs.”

Michael started to say something, but Jessica shut him up with a dirty sole to his stunned face. It only took a little pressure to push the cowed man backwards.

It was cramped under the desk. Michael was forced into a half kneeling, half fetal position that didn't allow him to move his arms and barely shift his legs. It'd felt cold outside, but under the desk felt warm. Maybe he'd heated the space himself sitting there all day. Maybe he burned knowing what was about to happen.

Once Jessica pulled her chair forward Michael was trapped. The desk was cheap, but it was big and made of metal. Given a good angle he could've shifted it from above, but crouched beneath it he was an impotent turtle stuck in a shell too heavy for him to move.

And it was dark down there. Not a complete blackness; there was a small gap around the edge of the desk that let a little light through. Enough to catch an ankle-high glimpse of the world outside; not enough to see the Chuck pushed firmly against his lips.

If he didn't think about it too hard Michael could almost imagine Jessica had shrunk him. Made him small as a mouse and stuffed him inside her shoe. God knew the view he had under the desk was one any rodent would be familiar with.

Michael hit his head against the bottom of the desk when he heard the office door swing open.

“You're late.” Jessica didn't sound upset. She seemed happy. Almost playful.

“I'm sorry, Mistress,” Cassie said. “It won't happen again, Mistress.”

Michael's mind raced a thousand miles a minute. What was Cassie doing here? Was Jessica going to expose him to yet another office airhead? What had Jessica already told her? And, most importantly, why did Cassie call her Mistress?

“You know what you're supposed to call me when it's just the two of us, don't you, baby girl?”

“Yes,” Cassie answered. Her voice sounded as playful as Jessica's.

“And it's not 'Mistress', is it? That fantasy's all on you.”

“I'm sorry, Daddy.”

Michael pulled his face away from Jessica's foot trying to focus on the conversation above. He could see Cassie's feet through the gap under the desk. Michael watched as she coquettishly twisted her red Keds.

I really am looking at her the way a mouse would. Michael's cock twitched at the thought.

“I can't here you apologize with all those clothes on.” Jessica was almost purring. She lightly kicked Michael's cheek. “Why don't you step into something a little less tangible and try again.”

“Here?”

“It's just you, me, and the bugs under the desk.”

Jessica pushed her foot down Michael's neck, over his chest, past his stomach, until the top of her sneaker pinned his dick against his belly. Michael had to bite her dangling skirt to keep from moaning. Letting Cassie know her fellow secretary had trapped him under his own desk.

Does Cassie know? What did Jessica mean by “bugs”? She can't know my fantasy; she's not a mind reader.

Things grew silent in the world above. Jessica held him prisoner on the edge of her shoe like a butterfly pinned to a board. Michael looked away from Jessica's skirt, but didn't let the cloth fall from his clenched teeth. He had a mouse-eye view of Cassie kicking off her Keds.

The shoes had barely come off when the skirt slid down her legs. She stepped out of the puddle it'd formed and gently kicked it away with her stockinged foot. Cassie's bra and blouse rained down from a sky Michael couldn't see. Her bunched up socks became two pink snowballs she tossed across the room out of Michael's sight.

Cassie's panties came last. Her toes curled a little when she slid the yellow thong down her legs and over her feet.

“I'll take those.” Jessica punctuated her order by sliding her foot forward wedging her shoe deeper between Michael's thighs, grinding the laces deep into his erection.

“Yes, Daddy.” Cassie sounded like a child who knew she was naughty. One who wanted to be punished.

“These panties are soaked, young lady.” Jessica was a year younger than Cassie, but that didn't stop her treating her like a little brat. “Did it make you wet thinking about all the things Daddy was going to do to her little bitch after work?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

A sea of emotions roiled inside Michael. Fear of discovery crashed against a desperate need to submit. Humiliation stoked lust that morphed into adoration.

And jealousy.

It didn't make sense, but hearing Jessica call Cassie her little bitch hurt. HE was Jessica's little bitch, not Cassie. Jessica was HIS Daddy, not hers. What he shared with Jessica was personal. Intense. This stupid girl was cheapening it.

Jessica slid her foot back five inches and Michael almost came.

“I'm going to have to confiscate these pretty panties, baby girl. You called me a bad name. Bad girls don't get to keep their pretty panties, do they?”

“No, Daddy.”

There was a brief flash of light. Michael looked up to see Jessica pull away from the desk. The pressure against his crotch changed as his dominant subordinate lifted her other foot off the floor and draped Cassie's thong over her sneaker.

Darkness returned when Jessica pulled herself back. Half a blink later Cassie's thong was on Michael's head and he had a sneaker shoved into his face as well as his crotch.

“Since I'm sitting in my special manager's chair I'm going to make a new office rule for my little bitch. From now on you're not allowed to wear any panties in the office ever again. If they're back home in your panty drawer you can't soak them at the office. If you get excited all that girl drool will just run down your legs and everyone will know what kind of slut they're working with.”

“Yes, Daddy.” Cassie was breathing hard.

“And if I ever catch you wearing any forbidden fruit of the looms I'll pull them down, bend you over my lap, and show the whole staff what Daddy does to bad girls.”
“That sounds awful.” Cassie's tone suggested otherwise.

“Are you sassing me, baby girl?”

“A little.”

“Maybe a red ass'll make you respect your betters.”

There was another, longer flash of light. Michael was convinced he'd been discovered, but he couldn't see anything through Jessica's Chucks, Cassie's panties, or the blinding light searing down at him from above. All he was sure of was the way Jessica's body shifted position against his. How she slid the foot pressed against his face over his shoulder until the back of her heel rested on his back and her skirt covered his face. How the one on his crotch retracted slightly, but not all the way off.

Michael was sure he'd left a trail of precum on the leather and laces.

Cassie must've been too distracted by her Daddy to notice the naked manager crouched under his own desk. It helped that Jessica had only pulled back far enough to let Cassie wedge her hips between Jessica's belly and the desk.

“You're sitting funny, daddy.” Cassie squealed. Michael couldn't see her kick her legs in the air.

“I've got your panties under my skirt, baby girl. That's bound to make Daddy sit funny.”

Michael's world was black. Darker than it had been since he'd gotten on his knees before his bimbo goddess. Cassie's spread body blocked the light coming in from above better than Jessica's had. Jessica's skirt prevented him from seeing the light from below.

Jessica started stroking Michael's cock between his belly and the top of her Chucks.

thm It was hot beneath the desk. Humid under the skirt. Michael's world shrank until the only things he was aware of were Jessica's leather caress and the aroused odors of both women; Cassie's slightly old slightly stale scent trapped on her thong, Jessica's fresh and hot and flowing need cascading down from him from above.

Michael didn't register the first few spanks. They might as well have been gunshots in a movie he wasn't watching.

By the fifth he couldn't help but feel Cassie squirm as Jessica built up momentum and Cassie's resistance wore down.

Cassie struggled by the ninth spank. Her movements forced Jessica to break the steady rhythm she'd been building between Michael's legs. He'd felt the jolt of Cassie's thrashing before her heard the yelp she'd let loose. Lightning before the thunder.

Somewhen during all the heaving and rubbing Cassie's thong had fallen into Michael's face. He sucked it in like a drowning man needing air. When it was all in his mouth he bit down on it to gag himself. He'd barely ever spoken to Cassie, but now he knew what her pussy tasted like.

Jessica was relentless in playing with both her bitches. Cassie was squealing and kicking her legs with each blow that landed on her upturned ass. Michael could feel the laces being rubbed into him. Leaving their marks on his straining balls. The steady motion interrupted whenever Cassie jerked around on top.

By the 17th spank Michael and Cassie were both ready to pass out. By the 25th he came. By the 40th he thought his dick was going to fall off.

“There, there, baby girl.” Jessica sounded soft. Maternal. She wasn't speaking to him.

Jessica continued to rub her Chucks against Michael's shriveled dick as she ran her fingers through Cassie's hair, calming the submissive girl even as she tortured the submissive boy.

She reached past the naked woman on her lap to pull her skirt up. When she looked down she could see the broken man kneeling there looking up at her. Begging her to stop with those puppy dog eyes. She laughed when she saw he'd gagged himself with the other girl's panties. She pulled back further so he could see her tenderly caressing Cassie in a way she'd never touch him. Michael may have gotten his orgasm, but Cassie had her affection.

Jessica rubbed him raw before she finally stopped.

Cassie wasn't paying much attention to anything not Jessica. It wasn't hard getting her on her feet and away from the only access to Michael's trap. Jessica swung her legs out kicking Michael's chin in the process. By the time he'd recovered she'd turned completely around until the back of the chair blocked his view.

“What does my baby girl have to say for herself?”

“Thank you.” Cassie spoke in a voice as small as Michael felt.

“I'm proud of you, baby girl. I don't think I've ever seen someone take as much as you just did. Even the boys. I've got a special treat for you. Tonight, just this once, I'm gonna let you wear my Chucks home.”

“Thank you, Daddy, but what will you wear?”

“Your Keds outta fit. Now be a good girl and change my shoes.”

Michael froze when it sank in. Some of his jizz was already drying on his belly. Dripping off his pubes. But most of it was on that masturbating sneaker. If Cassie was going to handle Jessica's shoes that closely there was no chance she wouldn't find the evidence of what he'd done.

“Daddy?” Cassie sounded confused.

“Yes, baby girl.”

“Your shoes … there's something on them. It's wet.”

Fuck, no. Michael thought.

“It's another treat for you. Lick it up like a good girl.”

“It's … salty, Daddy.”

“Sometimes Daddy's treats are sweet. Sometimes salty. Just lick it up and Daddy will tell you what you're gonna do while she's on vacation.”

Michael heard a slurping sound. He couldn't believe Jessica was making Cassie do that. His DNA was going to be all over that stupid girl. In her. If anything happened to her his genetics would lead the cops to him.

And what was that about Jessica taking a vacation?

“First off I want you to take extra special care of Mr. Sullivan while I'm gone.”

“Mikey?”

“That's not how we talk about Mr. Sullivan, baby girl.”

“But he's such a pathetic loser.”

Michael wanted to jump out from under the desk and teach that brat a real lesson. Only he was scared she'd be the one teaching him.

“He can't help that,” Jessica said. “Some men got good looks. Others brains and personality. Mr. Sullivan wasn't that lucky.”

“What'd Mikey get, a big dick?”

Jessica laughed.

“Oh, no, baby girl. Mr. Sullivan got the short end of that stick.”

“You've seen his cock?”

“He doesn't go on many dates, the poor thing. He wanted a woman's opinion. I think he was scared that he's deformed … down there.”
“Is he?”

“It looks … normal. I mean if you don't have anything to reference it against. It looks like a normal penis. For a toddler.”

Michael thought he was going to wither up and die. These two airheads were talking about him. Making up shit about his manhood. And there was nothing he could do about it.

Except feel his raw cock try to come to life.

“Anyway there's something else I want you to do for me.” Jessica went on. “I've got this very important package getting delivered the Friday I'm gone. Can you be the perfect baby girl and be their when the guy comes to drop it off?”

“Sure. Anything for Daddy.”

“I'll leave the key under the potted plant as usual. He'll be there around three. You don't think that'll be any problem?”

“No.”

“You look pretty awesome in my Chucks, babygirl.”

“Thanks, Daddy.”

“Oh, hey. How much is bus fare?”

Cassie rattled off a number.

“Thanks. Now get dressed quick like a bunny.”

“What about my panties?”

“Leave 'em. Call it a disobedience tax.”

“Won't Mikey find them?”

“Let him think he's got a secret admirer. They're the closest thing to pussy he's ever gonna get.”

Michael fumed under the desk while the two secretaries got ready. He spit the thong onto the floor.

He was plunged into real darkness when they turned out the lights on their way out. He waited until he heard the elevator ding its goodbye before poking his head out from his hiding hole.

He didn't dare risk turning the light back on. The cleaning staff might wonder what was going on. He almost tripped getting to the nearest desk lamp. All he needed to do was dig his things out of the waste basket, get dressed, and pray Cassie didn't run into a serial killer on the way home.

The waste basket was gone.

All the waste baskets were gone.

Michael started panicking. Not only was he naked, he didn't have his wallet, phone, or keys. He was as helpless as he'd been that night trapped in Jessica's heel. All he had was a yellow thong that smelled like slutty secretary and was soaked in his spit.

He let out a sigh of relief when he found a note addressed to him on Jessica's desk. She must be playing another game. She'd hidden his clothes in one of the offices. Maybe in a supply closet. It'd be humiliating for him, but he'd follow her orders, find his clothes, and get home. Maybe he'd even jerk off to this later when the heart attack fear wasn't so fresh in his memory.

But there wasn't any map to his clothes. No instructions to chart his way through a maze of humiliation. Just two words written on the paper.

“Good luck.”

There was bus fare underneath.
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