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Chapter 1

How had it come to this she thought for about the hundredth time? Everything she held dear was being put in jeopardy by her behaviour. Her well paid executive position was in the balance, her home life and relationship with her husband was in chaos. My God how she hated Linda Deveraux! The girl was a bitch, pure and simple. She’d brought her to the brink, she was evil and she was to blame.

But in her heart she knew that wasn’t quite true. It was she who had employed Linda Deveraux in the first place. Despite Miss Deveraux’s lack of formal qualifications and limited experience she had insisted on hiring her. There was just something about her...something special? Something ... she didn’t really know even now if she were being honest. Linda Deveraux was half her age. She’d left school with no qualifications but had worked her way from the secretarial pool to her current Personal Assistant status.

She on the other hand had a armfuls of qualifications from the various prestigious establishments she’d attended. She was now a middle manager for a major accounting firm. She was well paid and respected. She was also married to Tony, an artist who was a beautiful, sensitive man. She remembered with a certain amount of pride the first time she’d brought Tony to a company party. Her female workmates had been astonished. Tony looked like a male model, tall and chiselled with an impressive physique and perfectly styled, jet black hair.

He was 36, three years younger than her. They'd met at a dinner party and although he'd immediately drawn her attention, she tried to avoid him for the rest of the night. He was so far removed from the sort of average, needy man who seemed attracted to her that she knew she'd be wasting her time . However, towards the end of the evening, he'd brought over two glasses of wine and they'd chatted away like old friends. He was not only handsome but a really nice, charming guy. Before they parted he asked for her number and actually called her the next day.

Once she was over the shock, they met up in a bar and discovered they had a lot of interests in common. Within the week they were enjoying sex together. It was quite a whirlwind romance. She was utterly smitten with him, he was creative as well as beautiful. They decided that they were soul mates and were married six months later, despite the half-hearted opposition of her parents who were hoping that she'd find a wealthy executive-type to settle down with. As opposed to some sort of aging hippy as she heard her father describe his new son in law.

And although she was a respected senior employee she could tell the girls were surprised that she and Tony were husband and wife. She wasn’t unattractive by any means; she was pretty in fact. with her mousey, light-brown hair and her hazel eyes. But she was easily outshone by him. And she was quite small, although she preferred the term petite. But that didn’t matter did it? The fact was that it was her and not they who would be going home with Mr Adonis. It was her and not them who would be having fantastic sex that night.

For the first couple of weeks at least, she congratulated herself on appointing Linda Deveraux. The girl arrived on time, was efficient and organised and fitted into the office very well. She was popular with the rest of the staff, very popular in fact. Although she was the youngest person in the office she had a certain aura about her. Her blonde hair and blue eyes certainly helped. She was tall and buxom as well, but more importantly perhaps she seemed to have time for everyone.

She liked to chat but also listen to other people’s problems.  Other people, but not her boss’s it appeared. Strangely Linda and Charlotte had hardly exchanged a word that wasn’t work related. It was almost as if Linda wasn’t interested in her or her life outside work. Charlotte wanted to talk about it but it was a difficult topic to bring up.

Things came to a head on that Friday though. Charlotte remembered that particular Friday very well, that was the day it all began. The morning in the office was pretty much routine, but by mid-afternoon most of the staff had drifted off or were on their way home to take advantage of the long weekend. Charlotte and her PA were pretty much the only people left. Charlotte glanced across to Linda’s desk; she was looking very attractive today. She was wearing heels as usual, shiny black courts today.

Charlotte hoped, for reasons that she wasn’t quite sure of, that her sleek black nylons were stockings rather than tights. She wore a demure, knee-length black pencil skirt and in contrast a crisp, white shirt that had perhaps one too many buttons undone. It was a classic office ensemble but somehow it looked extra special on Linda. For one thing the bra she wore certainly emphasised her large, succulent breasts.

If there was one thing that Charlotte was envious it was large, full breasts. All her life she had been tormented by the fact that her own breasts were particularly small. She had always hated stripping off for sports when she was at school. It was clear that she was spectacularly under endowed. Of course she had always tried to compensate by wearing expensive padded bras, and in her professional life it wasn’t such a big deal, but...she knew. She couldn’t help feeling inferior somehow.

At that moment Linda looked up from what she was doing and caught her eye. The girl smiled a little and to her everlasting shame, Charlotte felt her cheeks blush. Quickly she dropped her eyes and pretended to busy herself at her desk. An hour or so later the office was empty. Charlotte heard a tapping at her door. When she looked up, it was Linda. Charlotte felt herself flush a little. What the hell was wrong with her? Linda entered and sat herself in the chair across the desk from Charlotte.

“Hi Linda, was there something you wanted?”

Linda smiled and looked at her; she crossed her long legs with a discernable hiss from her nylons.

“Yes there is, Mrs Redfern. I’m feeling unhappy and threatened at work and I think we should talk about it.”

Charlotte was shocked! “Threatened you say, by what? I’m a little bit confused.”

Linda looked at her for a good thirty seconds; it was as if her beautiful blue eyes were searching the very depths of Charlotte’s soul.

“Not by what, Mrs Redfern but by whom.”

“I’m sorry I still don’t follow your...”

“Oh please Mrs Redfern let’s not beat about the bush here. It’s clear to me, and the rest of the office to be frank, that you resent me and don’t want me around.”

“Wh...what do you mean don’t want you around...I don’t understand what you’re saying. It was me that hired you in the first place?”

“Please don’t take me for a fool Mrs Redfern. You’ve hardly exchanged a word with me in the six weeks I’ve been here.  All you do is stare at me. I find it horribly unnerving, and quite threatening if I’m honest.”

“B...but I...”

“Were you or were you not staring at me less than an hour ago? Every time I turn around there you are...looking at me in that way.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“When I tell the tribunal that you never speak to me, just perve at me they’ll know what I mean. The girls in the office have all noticed. I was talking to Sarah Hudson about it only yesterday .She’ll back me up.”

“Back you up? What tribunal?” Charlotte was bewildered now.

“That’s what I’m here to tell you. My mother‘s a solicitor, she’s told me that you’re trying to constructively dismiss me and that I should take you to a tribunal.”

“But that’s just nonsense. Why would I employ you if I didn’t want you in the office?”

“Well, because you're interested in me in a sexual way I imagine?  As my mother says, why take me on when I’m the least qualified of all the people you interviewed?”

“B...but that’s just not...”

“And that’s why you spend all day perving over me and staring at my tits.”

Charlotte felt herself blush from her toes up to the roots of her hair. Really she should just call security or something and have this presumptuous girl ejected from the premises. She couldn’t believe the cheek of her! But despite desperately trying to maintain eye contact she found her own treacherous eyes sliding up Linda Deveraux’s pristine blouse to catch, if only for a second, her impressive cleavage.

“See, see, you’re even doing it now!” squealed the young girl excitedly. “You just can’t leave me alone can you? I’m calling mum, let’s see what she has to say about all this.”

Charlotte cracked; she just couldn’t let this go any further.

“Please Linda, put the phone away. There’s no need for any of this.”

For long seconds the attractive girl held her gaze before slowly putting her mobile away. “I’m only not calling mum because I like you Mrs Redfern, you know that don’t you?”

“I suppose so Linda, thanks for that.” Why on earth she was thanking her?

“There’s going to have to be changes though Mrs Redfern. I’d like us to be better friends; we should get to know each other more. What do you think?”

Charlotte was relieved, yes she could do that. Take an interest in her young secretary’s life. To be honest that’s what she would have wanted. Had she really been ignoring the girl?

“And in return for that Mrs Redfern I’ll let you look at my tits more often, if that’s what you want?”

Charlotte blushed an even brighter shade of red than she would have thought possible.

“I’m not sure if that would be appropriate, Linda. In fact I’m sure it wouldn’t be. Thank you for the offer though.”

Linda smiled at her and slowly undid one more button on her shirt.

“We’ll see Mrs Redfern, we’ll see.”


Chapter 2

On Monday morning Charlotte was oddly reluctant to go to her own office. Had she dreamed that entire episode with her PA? Was she ‘perving’ over the young girl as she claimed? She had always considered herself to be clearly heterosexual. She may have had crushes on certain senior girls when she was at school but that was fairly common wasn’t it? When she eventually arrived at her desk she was greeted with a cheery ‘Good Morning’ from her PA. She mumbled something back and then scurried into the sanctuary of her office. She fretted for thirty minutes before screwing up her courage and calling Linda into her office. The girl arrived, almost bouncing into the office with a big smile on her face.

“Morning Mrs Redfern, what can I do for you?”

“Erm...good morning Linda. Yes, could you er...er get me a coffee please?”

“Of course Mrs Redfern, but only if you look at me and tell me what's different about me this morning.”

Charlotte looked up sharply. The girl was beautifully dressed as usual. Blue heels this morning, smoked coloured nylons, a blue pleated skirt and a dark grey shimmery blouse buttoned to the throat. “Oh erm...erm you’ve...oh your hair.” At the last moment she’d noticed that Linda had put her lustrous blonde hair into a high pony tail.”

“See, you do care! Do you like it?” She did a little twirl to give her boss the full benefit.

“Yes, Linda it’s very nice.”

The girl smiled at her and then left. She returned a couple of minutes later with a cup of steaming coffee. She brought it around the desk and bent over in order to place it by Charlotte’s hand. Charlotte looked up to thank her and found herself staring at her subordinate’s breasts again. Linda had unfastened the top button of her blouse.

“Th...thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Mrs Redfern,” she replied with a grin. “I’m going shopping for shoes at lunchtime; will you come with me...please, pretty please?”

Charlotte smiled despite the situation and agreed to go shopping with her secretary. Anything, in fact, to keep her excitable young secretary's mind from any sort of tribunal.

It didn’t take her long to regret that decision though. Charlotte dragged her from shop to shop while she tried on endless amounts of shoes. Her opinion was demanded for each and every pair. It was as if they were mother and daughter. To make matters worse they bumped into Sarah Hudson and her secretary from the office.

“Hi Charlotte, I didn’t think lunchtime shoe-shopping was your thing?”

“Oh hello Sarah, erm...no it’s not usually but Linda asked me and... I’m quite enjoying it,” she replied, defensively.

“Oh Mrs Redfern, don’t you remember that it was you who asked me to come with you?" Asked Linda Deveraux, mischievously.

Sarah and her friend giggled to each other and walked off.

“What did you say that for?" Asked Charlotte with a hint of panic in her voice.

Linda smiled sweetly at her. “This is all about bonding, Mrs Redfern. It was you who agreed to spend more time together, remember?”

Eventually the girl settled on an expensive pair of admittedly beautiful red heels. They accompanied the sales girl to the till, whereupon Linda declared that her boss was buying them from her before simply turning around and walking off. The two young sales people looked expectantly at Charlotte, who was again could feel the blush rising up her cheeks.

“That’s £245 please madam, how would you like to pay?”

She was absolutely dumfounded, but she daren’t create a scene. She fumbled for her Gold card and handed it over. Jesus, £245 for a pair of shoes! What was Linda playing at? As she exited the store she could clearly hear the two girls behind the counter giggling. She glanced at her watch, she was already 15 minutes late and she hadn’t even eaten yet. As she entered the office she tried to carry the bag as inconspicuously as she could and sidle into her room.

An hour later, Linda breezed into her office without knocking. Her eyes lit up when she saw the bag.

“Oh thank you, Mrs Redfern. That’s so generous of you!”

Everything she was going to say to her young assistant seemed to stall in her head. She was just so happy that Charlotte didn’t have the heart to be annoyed.

“Do you know what? As a special treat I’m going to put them on for you right now, like a private viewing?”

Charlotte could feel her throat constrict. She shook her head, “ I don’t think that’s appropriate Linda, do you?”

Linda pouted, “But I am wearing stockings Mrs Redfern, I know you like my stockings. Don’t you want to see my stockings inside your shoes?”

Charlotte knew, she clearly knew that she was on the brink of a very slippery slope. But despite that she couldn’t help but nod her head. With a little squeal of delight her PA sat down and unfastened her blue heels. She reached into the box and produced the red ones. She ran her hands appreciatively over the supple leather.

“Come over here Mrs Redfern and feel the quality. You’re such a great boss!” Charlotte felt herself get up and obediently go around the desk.

“Here, feel them. Aren’t they great?”

Hesitantly, as if in a dream, Charlotte could only agree that they were indeed marvellous. Linda reached down and strapped her right foot into her new shoe and then examined it from different angles, twisting and turning her foot for the best effect.

“Could you help me get the other one on please, Mrs Redfern?”

Charlotte knew that this was deeply, terribly wrong but she just couldn’t help herself. Perhaps if she did it quickly enough she could get away with not calling attention to herself. Hurriedly she knelt down and reached for Linda’s foot.

“No looking up my skirt now, Mrs Redfern! I know you want to, but that would ne naughty wouldn’t it?”

If it was possible to die from embarrassment, then she should slowly keel over and expire. She felt a gentle prod on her shoulder.

“Answer me please Mrs Redfern, it’s only polite to answer a question isn’t it? Well, it would be naughty, wouldn’t it?”

What option did she have? “Yes it would be naughty.” She heard herself whisper.

“So you won’t do it will you? Try and catch a peek of my knickers.”

“No, I...I wouldn’t do that.”

“That’s okay then, just help me get the shoe on.”

Too defeated to argue Charlotte Redfern, mature accounting manager and wife, remained on her knees to assist her teenage PA with her new shoes. When she had fastened them to Linda’s satisfaction the girl stood up quickly and paraded around the office. Charlotte slowly staggered to her feet. She glanced quickly out of the office into the typing pool, nobody seemed to have noticed. The four girls in there were all concentrating on their screens, perhaps she’d got away with the excruciating situation?

Her hopes were shattered when Linda brushed by her and went outside. She squealed and pointed to her new shoes and was immediately surrounded by the other girls. Before Charlotte could hide away she saw Linda point at her, immediately followed by four heads swivelling to look at her. Oh my God, what should she do? She stumbled back to her desk and sat down heavily in it. This was clearly getting out of control.

Linda twirled excitedly back into Charlotte’s room.

“Oooh Mrs Redfern, the girls in the office are sooo jealous. They all wish you were their boss, but I’ve told them that you belong to me," she giggled.

The afternoon passed slowly for Charlotte. She had plenty of work to do but her attention wasn’t on it. How was she going to tell Linda that the situation between them couldn’t be allowed to carry on? She glanced over to the side of her office and saw Linda’s blue Heels still lying where she’d kicked them off. They were beautiful, clearly expensive and quality. She went and picked them up; the heel was higher than she herself normally wore. She rubbed the expensive leather with her fingers. They were still warm, without really thinking she edged them towards her nose. They still smelled of Linda, or rather of Linda’s stockinged feet. She arranged them neatly side by side alongside her desk.

Ten minutes before the end of the working day, Linda breezed into her room again.

” I’ve been thinking, Mrs Redfern. It would great if you could take my old shoes home and bring them back for me tomorrow morning. Would that be okay?”

“Why do you want me to take them home?” Charlotte was mystified.

“Well because I want them cleaned and polished, silly.”

Charlotte could literally feel her mouth drop open.

“Do you really think I’ll clean your shoes for you?” She asked, trying to reassert her authority.

“Yes Mrs Redfern I think you will, in fact I know you want to. You were waiting for me to go home before you had a quick sniff of them weren’t you?” The girl smiled conspiratorially at her. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of Mrs Redfern, lots of people have a foot fetish.”

“But that’s ridiculous! I don’t have any sort of fetish. I won’t...”

“I expect them to be on my desk first thing tomorrow Mrs Redfern, cleaned and polished.” The girl interrupted her and then calmly strolled out of her room.

Charlotte sat at her desk fuming. The sheer arrogance of the girl! Well, there was no way that she’d be carrying out that demand, no way. An hour later, when she was sure that everybody had gone home, Charlotte departed from the office, Linda’s high heels squeezed  together and jammed into her briefcase.

Her house was empty when she got back, Tony was at the gym apparently. She went to her study and quickly took out the shoes. They were a little dusty and scuffed but clearly high quality. Once again she couldn’t resist a quick sniff. Immediately the musky smell of feet reminded her of Linda, Linda’s beautiful long legs and her wonderful breasts. Guiltily she put them down. She certainly wouldn’t polish them, but she would give them a wipe down.

That wouldn’t take her too long, and then she’d get dinner on. Her husband would be back in an hour or so. She took a rag and quickly wiped them down, they were beautiful. The leather felt so luxurious, would they fit her? They didn’t of course, Linda was clearly a lot taller than her, and the heel was way too big for her. She liked them though; perhaps she should treat herself to a pair?




Chapter 3

The following morning she got in early and put Linda’s shoes, carefully wrapped in a bag, under her desk. Forty minutes later the admin staff began to arrive in the office. Nine o’clock came and went, eventually Linda rolled up twenty minutes late. Charlotte couldn’t help but look as she approached he desk. She didn’t look too happy. She was clearly looking for her shoes. She sat at her desk and discovered the bag. Even then she looked unhappy. She took her coat off and then went into the kitchen. She emerged fifteen minutes later with a coffee which she brought into Charlotte’s office.

“Good morning, Linda.” Charlotte greeted her.

Linda looked at her without smiling.

“Is there something wrong?” Asked Charlotte.

“I thought we agreed last night, Mrs Redfern, that you would clean and polish my shoes for me and then leave them on my desk? That was the arrangement, wasn’t it? I’m not imagining that am I?”

Charlotte felt herself colouring up again. “Well...no but I didn’t think you meant actually polish them. I didn’t have any polish in the house of that colour and I thought...”

Her gabbled reply was interrupted by the young girl.

“Have you heard of supermarkets or shops? The simple answer would be for you to get in your car and go and buy some, don’t you think?”

Charlotte was at a loss for words. She was too stunned to even think of an answer. She could see that the teenager was clearly annoyed.

“I...I’m sorry you think that way, I just didn’t have the time last night. I did wipe them over though.”

She blushed again and felt herself cringe inside, what a pathetic answer! What was she now, the girl’s servant?

“Well that’s a start I suppose. However I think it would be a good idea if you were to go out at lunchtime and buy a brush, a cloth and some blue shoe cream. You can do them this afternoon. There’s no point in looking at me like that, Mrs Redfern. You did promise to do them, and if you still want to be my friend that’s exactly what you’ll do.”

Charlotte's heart was beating wildly. She had gone out at lunchtime and obediently bought the specified cleaning products. She had collected the shoes from under Linda’s desk and now she sat looking at them. She really shouldn’t go down this path. If she cleaned her subordinate’s shoes, where would it all end?  She had agreed to do it though, and anyway all the girls were at lunch so if she was going to do it now was the time.

Quickly she set too and polished the rich, supple leather. They really did polish well. When she’d finished, Linda’s footwear was absolutely gleaming. She felt bizarrely quite proud of her handiwork. Hurriedly she carried them over to Linda’s desk and put them back where she’d found them.

Once again Linda was late back from lunch. When she eventually arrived she picked up her shoes and examined them at arm’s length. She nodded and replaced them back under the desk. Charlotte felt absurdly proud that they’d passed muster. For a second their eyes met across the office floor. Linda blew her a happy kiss which made Charlotte scurry for cover behind her desk.

The rest of the day went well and Charlotte caught up with a large part of her outstanding work. As the working day drew to a close and the girls in the office began to drift away, Charlotte began to experience that excitement in her stomach that being close to Linda brought. Sure enough the teenager waited until it was just the two of them in the office before strolling over.

“Thanks so much Mrs Redfern, it was great of you to polish my shoes for me. I’ve got so many pairs that it’s almost a full time job. What I need is a full time live-in maid.” She giggled as she said it but Charlotte squeezed her thighs together under the desk.

“So, you did such a good job that I’m going to reward you. I thought about showing you my knickers, they’re one of my favourite silk ones, but this skirt is simply too tight."

She indicated the black pencil skirt that was tight enough to show off her plump buttocks wonderfully.

” But here’s my next idea.”

Slowly she unbuttoned the second, then third and fourth button of her gleaming white blouse. Reaching carefully behind her back she undid her bra and her large, taut breasts almost sprung to attention. She came around the desk and then sat on it, within touching distance of her dumbfounded boss.

“Well, aren’t you going to have a feel? You know you’ve wanted to for quite some time, now you have my permission.”

It was like a dream sequence for Charlotte. How could this be happening? A teenage girl was sat on her desk virtually naked from the waist upwards inviting her to feel her breasts!  Surely she had to draw the line here? It wasn’t even as if she was gay or anything...and yet? What must it be like to have such attractive and large breasts?

The skin was absolutely perfect, the aureoles were large and symmetrical, the nipples firm and erect. Hesitantly she raised her right hand and touched one of them. Slowly her hand massaged one of the beautiful mounds. Oh my God, they were absolutely perfect. The sort of breasts that she'd dreamt about when she lay miserably on her bed all those years ago.

“You can lick them if you want.”

As if hypnotised the mature, professional woman leaned slightly forward and timidly licked the turgid nipple of her Personal Assistant.

“Harder than that, Charlotte!”

The slightly admonitory tone was enough for Charlotte to immediately obey the teenager. She licked deeper and harder. Linda leant forward and encouraged her boss to take even more of her succulent breast into her mouth. All of a sudden the girl sat back,

“Now now Mrs Redfern, enough’s enough. If you want any more you’re going to have to earn it.”

Calmly she began to redo her bra and button up her shirt. Charlotte was panting now; the exertion and her own lasciviousness had left her quite flushed. Her face was bright red and covered in drool, her hair at the front was matted and sweaty. Linda coolly looked her up and down with a derisive smirk on her perfectly made up face.

“Oh my, Mrs Redfern, you are a greedy little girl aren’t you? I’m going to have to go home and shower now, if only to wash away all of that slime you’ve left on me. Naughty, naughty Mrs Redfern. Does hubby know what you do all day at work? The girls said he was a hunk and they weren’t lying were they?”

Charlotte looked at the photo on her desk of Tony and her together. She was so ashamed that she started to cry.

“See you tomorrow...boss.” called Linda as she left the office, totally unconcerned by Charlotte’s tears.

Charlotte didn’t sleep well that night, her mind was racing. How on earth was she going to resolve this situation?




Chapter 4

Charlotte checked her appearance in the mirror anxiously for what seemed like the tenth time. Everything was in hand, the dinner table looked marvellous and the delicious smells emanating from the kitchen suggested that the food was going to be fine as well.

“What are you so worried about babe, it’s only your secretary coming to dinner isn’t it?” Asked Tony in an amused voice.

Charlotte was startled by the sudden interruption to her thoughts.

“Yes of course darling, but it’s only polite to be dressed properly isn’t it? And she isn’t my secretary she’s my PA, there is a difference you know?”

She hadn’t changed out of her smart work suit and had re-applied her make up before Linda came over. Her secretary had impressed upon her that it was only right that she should show a certain amount of respect to her dinner guest. Her dinner guest! Linda had actually demanded to be invited to dinner at Charlotte’s house on that Friday evening.

Tony, her beautiful husband, had simply grinned at her and playfully ruffled her hair. When the doorbell rang she’d almost jogged to the front door. Then when she opened it, she was met by a stunning sight. Linda was wearing a quite fabulous silver dress, which was fashioned in such a way that it showed off her two biggest assets to a most extraordinary degree. Her blonde hair was piled on her head and with her high heels on she appeared to be almost as tall as Tony.

She could tell straight away that her husband was impressed. So impressed in fact that he spent the rest of the evening fawning over her.  She’d known him long enough to realise when he found another woman attractive. Linda for her part oozed sophistication and charm. Gone was the office airhead and in her place was a mature, confident young woman. When she hurried back into the kitchen after preparing the dessert she found the two of them staring into each others’ eyes. They parted as Charlotte crossed to the table.

“Linda thinks her eyes are blue but they’re most definitely green, what do you think darling?”

Charlotte was forced to mumble something or other in agreement. She knew exactly which shade of blue Linda’s eyes were; she’d looked into them enough hadn’t she? They evening slowly meandered on, Linda paying rapt attention to Tony’s old stories and giggling at his sad jokes. Charlotte felt more and more on the periphery of the conversation. Eventually, when she’d served coffee to the two of them, the evening appeared to be drawing to a close.

“Linda darling to you mind if I don’t help you fill the dishwasher? Linda’s asked to see some of my stuff?”

“Do you mind awfully Charlotte? I’d love to see Tony's work.” 

Linda smiled at Charlotte and winked conspiratorially at her.

Charlotte was forced to agree, how could she say no? Angrily she banged around the kitchen, crashing the dishes and pots and pans against each other. How dare Tony treat her like this? How bloody dare he? He was behaving like some sort of Neanderthal! She really should go and see what they were up to down in his art room, but she daren’t.

She’d look such a fool if they were just chatting away about his paintings. Angrily she stomped into the living room and switched on the TV. Thirty minutes later the two of them wandered back upstairs. Without being able to help herself Charlotte looked for evidence of impropriety, Linda's clothing dishevelled perhaps or a lock of Tony's perfect hair out of place, but instead they were discussing his work.

“Oh Charlotte you’re so lucky. Tony is such a talented guy, have you seen his stuff?”

Of course she’d seen his stuff! But she couldn’t honestly remember the last time she’d gone downstairs to specifically look at his artwork. The rest of the evening seemed to drag in to infinity as far as Charlotte was concerned. She tried to join in the conversation, something to do with art and brushwork technique, but she soon realised that she was out of her depth. She just hadn't paid enough attention to her husband's passion , she knew that now. Instead she had to sit and feign interest  and hope that the evening would draw to an end and she could be rid of her unwelcome guest.

She glanced at her wristwatch, Christ it was gone 11am and she and Linda both had work in the morning.

"We're not keeping you up, are we love?" Joked her handsome husband.

She looked angrily at him, as if looks could kill.

I don't want to be a pain, Charlotte, but I could really do with a coffee. Is that okay?" Asked her PA in the sort of voice that Charlotte had become only too used to.

***

“Anyway it’s been great meeting you Tony; you’ll have to come over to mine sometime.”

The miserable evening had finally drawn to a close. The three of them gathered by the door. Did she hold his hand slightly too long? Was she imagining things now, was she paranoid? She followed Linda to the front door.

“And I’ll see you tomorrow at work, Charlotte. We have ever so much that we need to talk about.” She smiled sweetly and left.

She went straight back into the living room and tore immediately into him. Why had he spent the whole evening flirting with a teenager, what was he thinking of? He’d made her look like a fool in front of her own secretary! He’d accused her of over-reacting which only served to fuel her rage. As a result, they slept in separate bedrooms that night.




Chapter 5

The following Monday morning back at the office she found herself thanking Linda for  'a great evening'. She hadn't enjoyed herself in the slightest,  and she was fairly sure that Linda knew that as well. The whole thing had been more an opportunity for Linda to demonstrate her hold over both her and her husband.

"That's quite okay, Charlotte. Did Tony enjoy himself?  He's such an interesting guy isn't he? You're lucky to have him, you know that don't you?"

Charlotte felt herself flush a little. She seemed to be doing that an awful lot nowadays.

"H...how do you mean, lucky?"

She was immediately on the defensive when people asked her questions like that. As if he was way out of her league or something.

"Well, he's such a nice guy. Good looking, charming, interesting opinions. There's not many of those about . He's a keeper for sure. How long have you two been married by the way?"

"Over six years, seven years in April."

"Ahh, isn't that so nice?" She replied with just a faint smirk. "Are you still shagging? Or has the attraction faded by now?"

Charlotte blushed to the roots of her mousey, brown hair.

"I beg your pardon!?" She spluttered furiously.

"Don't get your knickers in a twist, boss. I'm only asking if hubby still finds you attractive?  I mean, look at him? He must get plenty of interest from the ladies. He's at home alone all day doing something or other, and you're stuck in the office till all hours. Know what I mean?" She winked knowingly.

"I can assure you that Tony and I are still very much in love. Not that it's any of your business."

"I could make it my business, Charlotte, unless you are very much more respectful to me."

Charlotte felt her blood run cold. Linda could be such a bitch at times.

"All I wanted to know is if you're still fucking? I mean it's not a trick question or anything."

"Yes, we are. Of course we are!"

Linda smiled her infuriating little smirk again.

"I'll bet any money that all you two do is the missionary position. Am I right?"

Charlotte blushed again, but said nothing. Linda was right of course, all Tony and her did, and all they had ever done, was very basic, straightforward sex. To tell the truth, that was enough for her. And Tony had never complained so naturally she assumed he was happy as well. She just wasn't particularly adventurous. The feel of him in her, her hands wrapped around his muscular body, a satisfying orgasm and then sleep was all she really wanted.

"Haha. I knew it. What a waste, Tony looks like the sort of guy who'd be up for anything as well."

Again, Charlotte could feel a vague sense of panic. Despite Linda's relative youth, she was a deeply manipulative person. There was no problem in her marriage to Tony. They still loved each other and got on just fine.

"Does he have a nice cock?"

"Linda, please. This is such an inappropriate conversation."

"Well?" Linda raised her eyebrows in anticipation.

"Y...yes, I suppose so."

"How do you mean, you suppose so? Oh, I see," she giggled, Tony's is the only live cock that you've ever seen, isn't it?"

Charlotte nodded, miserably. Although why the fact that she'd only ever had sex with her husband should make her feel vaguely ashamed, she had no idea.

"So you were a virgin when you first slept with him? Bet that excited him at first, but turned out to be a bit of a disappointment for the poor man."

It was Charlotte's turn to look questioningly at her assistant.

"Well, you don't have the experience do you? You don't know any tricks, you don't have any ideas. Just a little bit of vanilla sex and a hug. How long do you think a stud like Tony is going to go along with that arrangement? Did it ever cross your mind that he's bored and just going through the motions with you?"

It had never crossed her mind. But now the malicious girl had sown the first seeds of doubt in her mind.

"I...I really don't think that's any of your business, Linda. You don't know anything about Tony, or about me for that matter. You should keep your nasty insinuations to yourself."




Chapter 6

A couple of weeks later and Charlotte was feeling even less happy in her relationship with her 19 year old assistant. The girl was just so confidant and irresistibly...dominant. Trying to deal with her was like trying to hold back the tide. She'd come to realise that Linda inevitably got what she wanted and therefore there was little point in denying her anything in the first place.

" I can see this being an important week for you, Charlotte. Your annual assessment is due around now, I believe? You certainly need to be on your best behaviour. You don't want to give management the opportunity to dispense with your valuable services, do you?"

Again it was said with just a slight hint of amusement. It wasn't an overtly hostile statement, nothing that Charlotte could really take offence at. But it was if the younger girl, still her assistant when all said and done, was taking a particular delight in belittling her. The girl raised her eyes when Charlotte's reply wasn't immediately forthcoming.

"N...no, Linda. I really do have to make sure I'm well prepared for the assessment, you're right."

"See, this is the sort of thing I have a problem with, Charlotte. You seem to be in some sort of a dream for half the day. When you're interviewed, the person asking you the question will want an immediate answer. Not some half-assed, drippy nonsense, but a crisp, respectful, intelligent answer. I think we should practise that sort of thing, don't you?"

"Erm...yes, of course Linda."

"So let's do that in future. When I ask a question I want an immediate reply. Got that?"

"Yes, Linda."

"Good, see. You can do something when you put your mind to it?"

The sheer incongruity of her, a senior manager, being spoken to by a teenage secretary in this way, wasn't lost on Charlotte. But by now her mind was in a whirl. She had so many things on her plate to deal with that in a sense, she was grateful that someone, a stronger character than her, was willing to stand up for her and help her out. The least she could do was to go along with what Linda said. In truth Charlotte was beginning to run out of options.

"Go and make us two coffees while I think about what to do next."

Charlotte scurried off to the kitchen, trying to ignore Linda's rudeness. Already there was Janine, Sarah Hudson's assistant. She smiled at Charlotte as she noticed she was making coffee for two.

"It's very nice of you to make coffee for Linda on such a regular basis, Charlotte. All the girls think so as well."

Charlotte blushed but said nothing. But already she knew that Janine would take great delight in reporting this back to Sarah as soon as she could.

***

"So I think that what we should do is embark on a sort of PR exercise, Charlotte, " explained Linda once they were back together in their office.

"How do you mean?"

"I mean something like being more approachable to the rest of the office. You know that you come across as a bit of an ice-queen don't you?"

"Erm...I'm not really sure that..."

"But I'm quite sure, Charlotte dear. In my opinion it's your personality that needs a makeover. Do you remember how rude and inappropriate you were towards me when I first joined the Company?"

"Well..." started Charlotte.

"I do hope that you haven't forgotten that incident? You do know how unhappy I was about it at the time?"Interrupted Linda.

"Well, yes. And I'm sorry about that. You know I am." Charlotte hated that whining quality that her voice seemed to have taken on.

"I think that what you have to do is to make it clear that you're a team player. That's the sort of thing that will impress people. You know how Jack is always banging on about it?"

She meant Jack Morton, the owner and CEO of Morton-Mathews. The big boss, as he was known. Charlotte had never referred to Jack Morton by his first name in the entire time that she'd worked for him. He was always Mr Morton as far as she was concerned. To hear her young PA casually refer to him as Jack was a little unnerving somehow, as if the girl and the CEO were currently on speaking terms.

"Well, I suppose..."

"Charlotte!" Interrupted Linda, rudely. "This is all a part of the problem. If you want my help, then I'm making the decisions. I thought we'd discussed this, I thought you understood the situation? If you don't want my help then you've only got to say it. It's up to you, what do you want?"

Charlotte bit her lip gain. This was all getting to much. She could feel the pressure mounting almost by the hour. The last thing she needed was having to face it on her own.

"I...I'm sorry, Linda," once again she was apologising to the teenage girl, she realised. But the alternative might be even worse.

"So, we're agreed? You need my help and you'll do what I say in future without all this silly nonsense?"

It was time for Charlotte to make a decision. Either she could back out of her arrangement with Linda and then face the consequences. Or she could submit and follow the girl's advice. And to be fair to Linda, she did seem to have Charlotte's best interests at heart.

"Yes, we're agreed. I'll do what you say in future."

"Good girl, Charlotte. Right, first things first. Let's try and get your relationship with your staff sorted out shall we?"

***

The queue in the local cafe was quite long. Charlotte bit her lip nervously. She was doing that quite a lot now, she noticed. She had so much work to be getting on with. Ever since Linda had come into her life she seemed to becoming less and less efficient. Work she would normally slave diligently over was now mounting up. Her PA had convinced her that working overtime was bad for health and what she should do was leave the office at 5pm.

Some days Linda even insisted that the two of them go shopping together after work, making her traipse around from shop to shop looking at teenage fashions. All the time Charlotte's stomach would be clenched with tension when she thought about the unattended work piling up on her desk. She could never relax, she really wanted to take some work home on weekends but that was the only real time she got to spend with her husband.

Even loveable, laidback Tony had noticed the change in her behaviour. She was short tempered with him and easily upset. She could tell that he wasn't particularly happy with her, which just made her feel all the more upset and tense. Their sex life had become almost non-existent. And now here she was in a lengthy queue waiting to get a coffee order for her own staff! As if she didn't have to prepare for a fairly important presentation in the next couple of days.

It took a good twenty minutes before Charlotte made it back to the office, laden down with the various orders. At first, her junior work colleagues had looked quite surprised as she went from desk to desk with a pad and a pen. There was a certain element of mutual embarrassment as if her subordinates thought that somehow their boss was playing a prank on them, while Charlotte worried that her dignity was being eroded.

However, when she started handing out the drinks and the various change due to each of them, the mood had lightened. Linda had been right about one thing, thought, Charlotte, her offer had certainly got the girls in the office talking. But was it the right thing to do? She still felt vaguely humiliated at asking them each in turn what they wanted from the shop as if she was the youngest of interns, as opposed to the departmental head.

But that's what Linda wanted, and at the moment she was in charge. Charlotte needed a helping hand, she had accepted that. And now she'd placed herself in the hands of her young PA. And at least Linda was pleased with her, which was a good thing. In return for doing the coffee run, Linda sat in Charlotte's chair and pulled her skirt slowly up her thighs until her stocking tops and her white thighs were clearly visible.

Linda swallowed nervously and glanced at the door. What would happen if someone came in now, one of the girls maybe or, God forbid, Sarah Hudson? Her blood ran cold at the mere thought of it. What she should have done, what she ought to have done was to send Linda packing. Send her out of her office, out of the business if necessary. Instead she just stood and watched as her young PA pulled her pleated, pink skirt up even further to reveal her tight, sky blue knickers nestling around her plump Mons.

"Don't be shy, Lottie. We both know you like what you see. Come over and have a feel if you want."

Charlotte stood transfixed. She'd never really thought about other women like that until she met Linda Deveraux. And now she could hardly get the girl out of her mind.

"Come here!"

It was more an order than a request, but Charlotte went willingly enough. Stumbling a little in her heels to stand before the girl.

"Give me your hand."

Slowly, Charlotte obeyed. She knew she shouldn't have but...

Linda smiled as she reached out and guided her boss's hand onto the inside of one perfect, white thigh.

"You've been a good girl, Lottie. And good little girls are rewarded."

She slid Charlotte's hand higher until the fingers brushed against the nylon of her panties.

""Is that nice, Lottie? Isn't that what you really wanted?"

Charlotte nodded, her mind empty of all but the shape of Linda's Mons and the little tufts of blonde hair peeping out of the sides of her knickers.

"Don't be afraid, give it a good feel. You have my permission."

Charlotte's heart was beating wildly, this was so wrong! And yet she was powerless to refuse. What was wrong with her? Why was she doing this, risking everything but for what? The obvious answer was for love. She simply couldn't hide the fact that she'd fallen for her 19 year old PA. And what made a ridiculous situation much worse was that both of them knew it.

Charlotte, really, really wanted to pull her hand away from between the younger girl's thighs, but the sad truth was that she just couldn't. And Linda's smiling, superior face told her that the girl recognised the truth of that as well. Right at this precise moment, there was nothing that Charlotte wouldn't have done for her assistant.

Her hand edged high until her forefinger brushed the gusset of Linda's sky blue underwear. The young girl groaned loudly, loudly enough for Linda's heart to jump wildly. Oh God! What if someone heard? What if someone was bold enough to open the door to the office and peer inside? What if her perversion, and that's what it was she realised, what if her perversion became public knowledge?

Charlotte briefly thought of stopping what she was doing, but a reassuring giggle from Linda and a whispered,

"You know you want to," reassured her.

Charlotte pushed a little more firmly and heard Linda gasp.

"You're a good little bitch, Lottie."

Even the diminutive of her name, which normally she couldn't stand, wasn't enough to dilute the feeling of pleasure at those words. She scraped her nail down the length of the panties, feeling Linda's labial lips squirming beneath her.

"Mmmm, good girl, Lottie."

Linda began to pant as Charlotte stroked her more and more firmly.

"Lick me, Lottie. Get down and lick me out," she slipped her legs up Charlotte's back until they wrapped around her neck. Charlotte slowly adopted a kneeling position and timidly extended her tongue towards Linda's moist knickers.

"Don't be shy, Lottie. We both know you want it."

Charlotte licked down the length of her PA's gusset and was rewarded with a long sigh and a groan of pleasure that sounded so loud in the office. Linda exerted a little more pressure with her knees pulling Charlotte further forward. She reached down to her panties and pulled them down to one side.

"Deeper, you bitch. Get your tongue in deeper," she demanded, urgently.

Charlotte was only too happy to oblige. Even been described as a bitch by her junior didn't deter her. Despite her acquiescence , she realised that the longer this took, the more exposed to discovery she was.  She applied herself with some vigour, licking and sucking and stimulating Linda's little nub for all she was worth. The girl suddenly tensed and dragged Charlotte's head towards her sex, before suddenly coming to a squealing climax while rubbing herself all over her Charlotte's flushed face.

Charlotte sat back on her heels and gasped for air. She looked up at Linda, just in time for the girl to take a picture with her mobile camera! Charlotte felt her stomach churn. Oh God, no! Linda smiled down at her, totally unperturbed by the look of shock on her face.

"Linda, delete that right now, please," begged Charlotte.

Linda laughed.

"Why would I do that, little Lottie?"

"Well, because if anyone else sees it, I'm finished. That's why! Don't you even care?"

"My, my. You're going to have to calm down, little Lottie. You sound like a spoiled, obnoxious brat. You can't go around demanding things anymore, don't you realise that?"

Charlotte struggled to her feet, angrily.

"And stop calling me little Lottie! My name's Charlotte, as you very well know!"

"This isn't the time to be making demands, little Lottie. In fact I'm going to need you to apologise for that little outburst," replied Linda. Totally unconcerned by her boss's display of temper.

"Look, Linda. This has gone on quite long enough. It's got to end. I...I can't stand much more,"

"Apologise please, Lottie."

Charlotte began to cry, but instead of sympathy she heard her PA giggle.

"I decide when something has gone on long enough, and in this case I'm just starting to enjoy myself. But first I want to hear a sincere apology from you. Either that or I'll put you across my knee and spank you right now, here in your own office. How would you like that, Lottie dear?"

Charlotte wiped her eyes.

"I...I'm sorry, Linda."

"Sorry for what?"

"S...sorry for my outburst, it won't happen again."

Linda smiled down at her in a condescending sort of  way.

"Apology accepted, Lottie. But next time I may not be so lenient, understood?"

"Yes, Linda. Sorry."

"Good girl, let's get back to work shall we? You've wasted quite enough time already."


Chapter 7

Charlotte's head was in a complete mess. She knew, she just knew that the work she needed to do was simply piling up on her desk and yet here she was on her knees by the side of Linda's desk hoping and praying that nobody would come in unexpectedly. In her hand was one of the beautiful, red shoes that she'd bought for her PA on their first shopping expedition together. She held it up for Linda to examine.

"No, I don't think so, Charlotte. They still need a little work in my opinion."

Charlotte bit her lip in frustration and picked up the piece of cloth she was using to polish and buff the shoes. This was absolutely ludicrous! She had so much to do, spreadsheets to make, reports to write, people to call, but this is what her PA wanted her to do first that morning. And she was so thoroughly under Linda's thumb that she daren't say no.

The girl was sat in her beautiful, well-cut suit and just her stockings working at something on her desk while Charlotte slaved over her high-heeled shoes at her feet. It was so incredibly incongruous but yet at the same time Charlotte didn't hate the task that had been set for her. It seemed right somehow that she should be frantically polishing her subordinate's shoes. It was a sensation that she couldn't quite explain, but it felt just...right.

The only issue was that time was passing, and awfully quickly too. Just the thought of the looming deadlines that she had to meet was making her stomach tie itself in knots. She had tried articulating her fears to Linda, how her job was on the line if she didn't fulfil her work obligations. But that had merely made her PA smile at her in that infuriating way she had.

"Linda, please...I have to get on..."

The girl hand up her hand without lifting her head from the piece of work on her desk. Charlotte silently ground her teeth but said nothing. Minutes went by while Charlotte rubbed angrily at the already gleaming leather in her hand.

"What is it, Charlotte? I'm busy , you can see that, can't you?"

The sheer, mind-boggling rudeness of Linda's reply almost made Charlotte gasp.

"I...I've  done your shoes, and now I s...simply must get on with my work, " Charlotte realised angrily that she was beginning to develop an involuntary stutter.

Linda made a show of looking at her watch.

"Show me my shoes again."

Charlotte held up both shoes for inspection.

"Hmmm, they'll do I suppose. Now let's get them back on my feet and then you can do...whatever it is you do, I imagine."

Charlotte blinked back her tears. Really, the girl was so incredibly rude! Linda knew very well that she ran a busy accounting department, and pretty damn well too, she thought angrily. But as she helped her teenage assistant back into her shoes, she realised that incongruity of what she was thinking. She used to run a busy accounting department, and she used to run it pretty damn well. But now she was at the beck and call of Linda Deveraux, and those times were in the past.

"I'd like you to kiss them for me, Charlotte. You've tried your best I suppose, and for that you deserve some sort of reward. So, you have my permission to kneel and kiss my shoes. Just the tips of them. I don't need you slobbering all over them like some sort of bitch on heat, you know what I mean, don't you?"

Charlotte looked up at the girl hopelessly, as if at the last minute Linda might show her a little mercy and not insist on her debasing herself in her own office. But, as she was slowly coming to realise, the word 'mercy' didn't seem to exist in Linda's vocabulary. The truth was that Linda was an alpha and she, Charlotte Redfern, senior accountant and office manager, was undeniably a beta. When Linda gave orders and expected them to be obeyed.

Slowly Charlotte bent forward and applied her lips to the tip of her subordinate's beautiful red leather shoe. She kept them pressed there for a few seconds before raising her head again.

"Take your little cloth and wipe it for me, Lottie. I have a meeting with someone today and I don't need your drool all over my lovely new shoes."

Charlotte obeyed immediately.

"Now kiss the other one, and do hurry up. I need to be on my way."

Charlotte leaned forward and kissed the other shoe before quickly applying her cloth to it. Somewhere she wondered in the recesses of her mind just who her personal assistant was in such a hurry to go and meet.


Chapter 8

How had it come to this she thought for about the hundredth time. Her career was on a knife edge, her relationship with her husband was at an all-time low, and she was unhappy. The last six months had been a disaster as far as Charlotte was concerned. And the common factor in all of it was her Personal Assistant, Linda Deveraux.

Although was the 19 year old really her assistant? That was her actual job description, although anyone seeing the two of them together wouldn't necessarily agree. To the casual observer it would probably seem as if Linda called the shots in their office. Their roles appeared to somehow have been reversed, as if Charlotte the senior manager had morphed into Charlotte the timid intern.

She felt dominated by her larger than life PA. Charlotte knew it was wrong. Horribly, dangerously wrong. But she was still in thrall to the beautiful young woman who now ruled over her. For the first time in her life she was attracted to another woman. That wouldn't have been so bad in itself, but it was when the girl in question was young enough to be her daughter. God only knew what her colleagues or her friends and family or most terrifying of all, Tony would say if they ever found out the depths of her feelings for Linda.

Charlotte knew that's what she'd agreed to a couple of months ago, that she'd do as Linda told her. But the reality of the situation wasn't quite what she had in mind. She felt as if she was at Linda's continual beck and call. The coffee run had now become a regular thing, people were beginning to talk about her behind her back. At the start of the year, and how long ago that seemed, there was talk of a promotion up to the top floor. But now, according to Linda, that promotion and the consequently large increase in salary had been earmarked for Sarah Hudson.

Sarah Hudson! Sarah had been Charlotte's intern five years ago. She'd actually mentored Sarah for 12 months, and yet here she was, just about to leapfrog her into the higher echelons of management at Morton-Mathews. It all seemed so unfair somehow, as if all Charlotte's hard work and commitment had been for nothing. Yet when she'd made her feelings known to Linda, the young woman had told that it was foolish aiming so high when Charlotte's real target should be simply to maintain her role at the company.

She'd cried a little at that, but maybe Linda was right? She seemed to have awfully good contacts in the business considering that she had only been a part of it for 6 months. Maybe Charlotte should just concentrate on keeping a hold of what she had? Maybe getting in earlier and leaving later was the answer? That would surely impress the top floor? She knew one thing for sure, she couldn't afford to lose her job.

Linda had been helpful to be fair. She had taken a share of the work that had been mounting on Charlotte's desk and worked her way through it. Her assistant was, she realised, pretty good at her job. She had a good grasp of what was happening in the business, and how to deal with it. Charlotte had made her deadlines, just. She was fairly sure that no alarm bells were ringing at the moment but she knew very well that she couldn't take her eye off the ball.

Her  biggest problem wasn't work however, it was her relationship with Tony. It was going through a rocky patch at the moment. The pressure she was under at work was making her tense and argumentative. Tony had stormed out of the house a couple of times and gone to the pub. She could hardly blame him, she was being a bit of a bitch and he was such a nice, unthreatening guy. But his leaving the house was a new thing. Usually, when they argued, they'd make it up with a spectacular night of sex. But recently he'd begun to get home long after she'd gone to bed.

She couldn't deny that she missed his presence in her bed. The horrible, bitchy things that Linda had said about her vanilla sex life were starting to worry her now. Clearly Tony wasn't missing sex with her. Perhaps he was getting it somewhere else? He certainly had the motive and the opportunity. In truth she didn't really know what he got up to  when she was in work.

She's seriously considered just walking away from Morton bloody Mathews and Linda bloody Deveraux, but what would they do for money then? She'd certainly have more time to spend with her husband by doing that. But then how could Tony maintain that Bohemian lifestyle that he clearly loved so much without her regular salary? Her nagging fear was that if the money dried up he might seek out another source of it. It wasn't as if he was short of female admirers, as Linda had so kindly explained to her she thought bitterly.

***

"Jack Morton wants to see you in his office, Charlotte."

Charlotte looked up as Linda told her the news. She could feel the fear clench in her gut like a physical thing.

"W...what about? Has he told you?"

"Something or other about a report, I think? Anyway he wants to see you ASAP, that's as much as I know. So I'd get a move on if I was you. He doesn't like to be kept waiting, I can tell you that."

Charlotte got to her feet, trying to control the rapid beating of her heart. Her hand automatically went to her hair to check if it was tidy.

"Don't waste time, Charlotte. He didn't sound in a very good mood."

Charlotte scurried out of the door and made her way towards the lift.

Jack Morton's office was huge and impressive as benefited the CEO of a very profitable organisation. Charlotte had only been in the room a couple of times, but they were quite pleasant occasions. This meeting felt distinctly different. For a start, he didn't offer her a chair. Instead he looked at her over his steel-rimmed spectacles.

He was, despite his years, an attractive man. Tall and well built with a trim physique honed by many hours in the gym. He wasn't quite Tony good- looking, but he had the added confidence and aura of a very wealthy man.

"This report you sent me, Mrs Redfern?"

"Erm...yes Mr Morton?"

"It's really quite good."

"Oh, thank you," she added, brightly.

Perhaps the meeting was going to be a good one after all?

"All your own work, was it?"

The cold, clammy hand of fear gripped her again.

"Erm...yes. Yes it is."

"You don't sound very sure?"

That was because she wasn't sure. Maybe she had written it, but there again maybe Linda had written it for her? Linda was doing more and more of her work nowadays.

"Well, if it has my name attached to it, then it's mine."

"You'd think that wouldn't you?"

What on earth was he playing at? She could feel herself trembling slightly.

"Well...yes."

"So this is typed up. Did your PA do it for you?"

"Yes, she must have. Can I see it?"

"Why, have you already forgotten what it says?"

"N...no, it's not that. It's just that I write so many reports that..."

"Here you are," he held out the report for her to take.

Charlotte scanned it quickly and realised that not a word of it was hers. Linda must have written it on her behalf and then submitted it. At the bottom were Charlotte's initials. That left her in a bit of a quandary. Should she admit that Linda had written the report, or claim ownership of it for herself? She swallowed briefly then chose the latter option. After all, why would the company employ her on her salary if her PA could produce comparable work?

Jack Morton nodded his slightly greying head and then looked up at her.

"Then how do you explain this, Mrs Redfern?"

He held up another piece of paper for her to examine. To her horror she realised that it was the original hand-written report which must have been accidentally included in the typed-up version. She shook her head slightly.

"Is that your handwriting, Mrs Redfern? I'd advise you to think carefully before you answer. I've already spoken to Miss Deveraux about this, and to her credit she refused to implicate you in any wrong doing. But I have a strong suspicion that if I was to check this report against your handwriting then the two wouldn't match. Am I right, do you think?"

There wasn't much she could say, slowly, haltingly Charlotte admitted that her PA had written the report rather than her.


Chapter 9

Charlotte's fall from grace was swift and humiliating. Sarah Hudson, her erstwhile intern, was indeed offered the post of senior manager up on the top floor that once seemed to be Charlotte's for the asking. Sarah's PA, Janine, had departed on maternity leave. Rather than replace her, Jack Morton had simply re-assigned Charlotte to that role. It was that, he explained, or he would fire her without references and make a point of informing all her future potential employers of her duplicity. Plus, he added in a slightly more mollifying way, it seemed to him that Charlotte would be happier in a less demanding, stressful role.

Linda Deveraux, on the other hand, was promoted immediately into Charlotte's old job, complete with the commensurate boost to her salary. There was nothing that Charlotte could do, other than accept her new role and the 60% pay cut that she was required to suffer. Her options at this stage were clearly quite limited. And perhaps Mr Morton was right, maybe it was time for her to take a temporary back seat from the daily stress that her life had now become?

But if that wasn't bad enough, it turned out that Sarah was a particularly demanding boss. She was very strict about timekeeping and punctuality for example. She gave Charlotte her own personal time sheet with instructions that it needed to be filled out every day detailing just exactly how she spent her day. Sarah also insisted on a particular workplace dress code for her new PA. In Charlotte's case that was a crisp white blouse and a budget-priced dark suit, stockings and high heels. There was to be no variance on those basic items.

Everyone knew of course. The entire workforce of Morton-Mathews were aware of Charlotte's shameful demotion from senior management to personal assistant. Everywhere she went in the building, and Sarah regularly sent her out on errands, she could feel eyes on her. Every so often a little bout of giggling between the junior secretaries at her expense would remind Charlotte just how far and how quickly she'd fallen.

Tony hadn't been exactly happy when he found out. He was even more unhappy when he checked their bank account and realised how much less she was paying into it. He wanted to know exactly why, of course. He was bewildered at first, why had she been demoted in the first place? What had she done to deserve that? And why was she putting up with it? Why didn't she take the company to a tribunal? Or at least why didn't she just walk away and get another job on a better salary?

These were all questions that Charlotte had asked herself. But ones that she already knew the answer to. The last question in particular, and the answer was that Linda Deveraux wouldn't let her. Linda liked to have her around, mainly to mock her and torment her it seemed. But also to tempt her and to tease her. Charlotte was desperately, painfully in love with the girl. She knew that and there was no point in denying it.

No matter how cruel and unkind to her that Linda was, there was nothing that the beautiful young woman could say or do to Charlotte that would make her leave. All Linda had to do was briefly flaunt herself in front of the older woman and Charlotte would be her willing slave again. Both of them knew that. Linda had probably known that since her first day in the office, reflected Charlotte. It must have been apparent to her at the time that Charlotte was a secret beta woman.

***

A few weeks later, Linda invited Charlotte out for lunch. Once she'd asked Sarah Hudson's permission for an extended break the two of them went to a nice little restaurant together. They hadn't talked much since Charlotte's humiliation in Jack Morton's office. Their paths seldom crossed nowadays, Linda was management and Charlotte was someone else's office assistant. But once they were settled down, Linda explained the reason why she'd called the meeting.

I've been thinking about you and Tony's relationship, Charlotte darling. And it seems ridiculous to me that you're both unhappy."

"But how..?"

"Don't be naive, Charlotte. Tony and I have been seeing quite a lot of each other recently. The poor man is lost and confused, if only you took the time to notice."

Charlotte felt the tears in her eyes immediately. What did Linda mean by ' seeing quite a lot of each other'?

"I don't want to take Tony off you, little Lottie. That would be mean. No, what I want to do is to share him with you. I'm quite willing to do that just so long as you remember your role in our relationship."

Charlotte could feel the tears rolling down her cheeks.

"You are okay with that, sweetie? Because if you're not willing to share like a good girl then the alternative is to forfeit. You do realise that don't you?"

Charlotte nodded her head dumbly. She couldn't lose Tony, she just couldn't. He was pretty much all she had left.

"So you're happy to share him with me then? I'd hate to think I was making you do something that you didn't want."

Charlotte tried to wipe her eyes with the sleeve of her blouse but only managed to smudge her mascara even more.

"Well, I asked you a question, Lottie?"

Linda's sharper tone made Charlotte consider her answer.

"Y...yes. That's okay?"

"What's okay, you need to be more precise, dear?"

Charlotte sniffed miserably. Linda was going to make her humiliate herself.

"It...it's okay for you to share T...Tony with me."

As soon as she said the words, Charlotte felt weak and miserable.

"Are you sure? Do you really want to share your lovely husband with me?"

Charlotte nodded, but kept her eyes on her shoes.

"Yes."

"Speak up, Lottie, I didn't quite catch that."

"Yes, I'm sure."

"Well, that's good news. We'll tell Tony this evening. He'll be so pleased."

***

And so it turned out. Gorgeous, dependable, faithful Tony seemed most amenable to the idea of having two women in his life. Charlotte almost willed him to refuse her offer, but on the contrary he seemed pleased to accept. Linda had told her what she must do, approach her husband with the idea as if it was her own. Tell him that she'd given a great deal of thought to the idea and that it seemed the best solution for all three of them.

After all, she loved Linda. Linda loved Tony, and Tony loved Charlotte and Linda. Where was the harm in that? It wasn't as if she and Tony were saying goodbye to each other. They were simply inviting a much loved friend into their marriage. Although that happy state of affairs wasn't quite true. Linda had suggested that unless she was able to convince Tony of the new arrangement then, unfortunately, she'd convince him herself.

Charlotte thought back to the many pictures that Linda had taken on her mobile phone. What if she sent them to Tony? There'd be no room to manoeuvre if he wanted a divorce. She could just imagine the headlines in the newspaper, 'Local businesswoman seduces 19 year old intern!'. God, she'd never live down the shame of it! She'd certainly have to move out of town and start a new life somewhere far away. Her stomach churned as she imagined her narrow-minded parents reading that particular piece of news over the breakfast table.




Chapter 10

The new arrangement was very much Linda-centric. For some reason, Charlotte had imagined that the term 'share' meant to apportion equally. But in reality it meant that Linda got to spend almost all her free time with Tony. On a Friday evening, for example, Linda would get a lift to the house in Charlotte's car straight from work.

While she showered and changed, Charlotte would prepare a meal for the three of them. Linda insisted on her doing that because Tony didn't need to be distracted from his art. Plus, Tony was helping Linda shower and change and he didn't need to be distracted from that either. When the two of them eventually descended the stairs, Charlotte had to serve out their food for them and open a bottle of wine.

When they were happy she was allowed upstairs to quickly shower and change. She then had to get on with her chores, cleaning or vacuuming or whatever until she was called downstairs again. There she'd find the two of them staring into each other's eyes like a pair of lovesick teenagers. Actually, one of them literally was a lovesick teenager. The other, unfortunately, was Charlotte's husband of seven years.

She then helped herself to the remnants of the food that she'd made an hour earlier. What little there was left of it was only lukewarm of course. Not that the couple cared at all as they made their way into the living room to sprawl in front of the TV while Charlotte ate her meal on her own. When she'd finished she had to wash the dishes and clean the kitchen before being allowed to join Linda and Tony.

She wasn't allowed on the settee whenever Linda was on it, so usually she sat on the floor by their feet. Often Linda would want a foot massage, which Charlotte was expected to carry out with a smile. Occasionally Linda insisted that Charlotte give her own husband a foot massage which at first had been weird for the pair of them. Burt now Tony seemed to consider it normal to have his wife on her knees working on his sweaty feet.

When that task had been carried out to Linda's satisfaction, Charlotte might find herself used as a footstool for one or both of them. Often an hour might pass with her kneeling on all fours, head pointing away from the TV while they gossiped about their day or discussed what they were watching on the screen.

What was particularly shocking as far as Charlotte was concerned, was the behaviour of Tony. When Linda had encouraged her to tell Tony everything on that fateful evening  a couple of months ago, she was worried about his reaction. And at first he was dumbfounded. Was she serious, did she really want to share him with her young assistant? Even after confirming that, yes. That's just what she wanted, Tony was still confused.

He wasn't the sharpest tool in the box, but he still took a while to come round to the idea. Charlotte really wanted Linda to share their marital bed? But why, what was wrong with their current arrangement? Was he doing something wrong, was she bored with him? She smiled despite herself and explained that nothing was further from the truth. She certainly wasn't bored with him, she just wanted a change. Didn't he want Linda in their bed?

He eventually relented as Charlotte knew he would. He was only a man after all and she knew he had the hots for Linda ever since their first meeting. She could tell that the idea of a threesome, with her as the cuckquean in the relationship, was quite a turn on for him and his male ego. And although Charlotte was the natural subordinate in the group, she was still looking forward to it. Sex with both her gorgeous husband and her beautiful PA? What could go wrong?

Unfortunately for Charlotte, she had once again misunderstood the word 'share'. Their first threesome resulted in her kneeling between Linda's long, alabaster thighs and licking her out while her husband watched and idly stroked his cock. When Linda was ready, she pushed Charlotte to one side and lay with her legs open waiting for Tony to mount her. When he did, she told Charlotte to get off the bed and go and stand in the corner of the room with her back to the two of them.

She had to stand and listen as they made love on her marital bed. To her shame, her hand drifted between her thighs and worked at her own sex. She couldn't help herself, just the thought of their two, naked, attractive bodies coupling just behind her was enough to set her off. She turned slightly and risked a look over her shoulder. She just had to watch as her husband's muscular buttocks rose and fell rhythmically while her PA gasped and moaned in pleasure.

It was astonishingly humiliating for Charlotte to witness such a thing on her own bed in her own bedroom in her own house. Her entire body felt suffused with the heat of her shame and yet...and yet she couldn't tear her eyes away from the scene. It was as if her life with Tony had been building to this moment. Being treated like this was what she deserved. She'd been found out. She'd tried to deny it, but it was no good. She didn't deserve Tony, he needed someone better than her.

She'd been a fool, but in the end the only person she'd deceived was herself. She could see that clearly now. She'd been found out in work and now she'd been found out in the bedroom. She could still remember her mother's little talk before she left for university, don't aim too high, darling. You'll only ended up disappointed. If only she'd listened to those wise words! Instead she'd flown too near to the sun and been burnt.

She'd allowed herself to believe the lie that she was some sort of high achiever at work, when in reality she knew now that she was far more suited to being Sarah Hudson's assistant. Similarly the idea that she deserved someone as attractive and charming as Tony as her long-term partner was really quite risible. The bottom line was the just wasn't good enough for him. The only surprising thing was that it had Tony so long to realise the fact.

Just for a second, Tony changed his position slightly and Charlotte found herself looking straight at Linda Deveraux. And despite the sweat and her tousled hair she still looked magnificent. Charlotte felt a sudden surge of...what? Pleasure, pride? She wasn't sure, but what she could see made her even more certain that Tony and Linda deserved each other. Charlotte may have lost out, but she'd lost out to the better woman, where was the shame in that?

She watched open-mouthed as Linda was brought to a shattering climax by the skilful ministrations of her husband. Charlotte already had a finger inside herself. her juices were running down her thighs. Was it her turn now? Would Tony call her over? Instead, it was Linda.

"Clean me up, you dirty little slut," she growled. "Get your tongue in me and clean me out."

Once again Charlotte found herself knelt between Linda's thighs, her tongue lapping at her labia.

"Wow, that was fantastic, babe," gasped Tony stroking his erect penis again.

"Can you taste hubby in me, Lottie?" Asked Linda in a mocking tone, tugging at Charlotte's hair. "He's very good isn't he? Wasted on someone like you, I suspect."

Charlotte didn't answer but she had a sneaking suspicion that Linda might be right. Tony had never described their love making as 'fantastic', as far as she could remember. She gasped a little as Linda grabbed both her ears and pulled her more deeply inside her.

"Why not fuck her now Tony? She's ready for it, the old whore. I can smell her from here, can't you?"

There was no immediate answer from her husband. Charlotte's ears were trapped between Linda's thighs, but nevertheless she expected some response from him. And if she was being honest she would very much like to be fucked by him at that precise moment.

"Yeah, I can smell her. But I don't think so, babe. I'd rather wait until you're ready again if I'm honest."

Charlotte could hardly believe it! Tony would rather screw Linda twice than give her, his wife, what she wanted. Above her she heard her erstwhile PA snigger. Charlotte's head was released from between Linda's thighs. When she didn't move immediately, Linda slapped her face.

"Piss off, you old baggage. Go and stand back in your corner. And don't you dare look around at us, you pervert."

Humiliated beyond belief, Charlotte scurried off the bed and into the corner of the room.

"This time keep your hands on your head. I don't like to see you playing with yourself, it's not a particularly attractive sight. An old woman like you should be able to control herself."

This times the noise of their lovemaking was even louder and more intense. Charlotte desperately wanted to turn around and watch what was going on. But Linda had specifically warned her not to do so and Charlotte, as always, was reluctant to challenge any authority figure in her life. Even one as young and inexperienced as Linda Deveraux. Obediently she still kept her hands on the top of her head, fingers laced together.

As the intensity behind her increased, Charlotte could hear Linda's excited squealing and her husband's grunting. She could tell he was about to cum, he always made that sort of noise. But usually she was the recipient of that pleasure, normally his rigid cock was pushing deeply in and out of her. Instead it was pulsating inside another woman, a work colleague, a 19 year old girl, the woman she loved.

And yet Charlotte wasn't unhappy, she realised. As the conflicting emotions whirled around in her head she managed to rationalise her thoughts. Her gorgeous husband, who she still adored, was evidently happy. Linda, who she loved despite everything, was happy. Both of them were attractive alpha's who deserved each other. She herself was very much a beta, but the current arrangement gave her the chance to be a part of both their lives.

So, in a sense, she was a winner as well.

The noise of the almost simultaneous orgasm invaded her thoughts. Charlotte had to physically prevent herself from turning around to witness their post-coital pleasure. A couple of minutes of silence followed.

"Lottie, get over here. Your husband's cock needs cleaning up."

Charlotte's heart gave a little leap. She hadn't been forgotten! She turned from her position in the corner and hurried over towards the bed, a smile plastered to her eager face.

The End
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