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I glanced around the café and breathed in the warm, rich fragrances of the various coffee concoctions the baristas were bringing to life. It was always pleasant to get out amongst strangers and show off the fact that I was in a relationship. Here I was, a regular guy with a perfectly normal relationship; it was a reality that I still couldn’t quite believe was the case, after a lifetime of loneliness and rejection. I savoured these moments, and felt like I was glowing in my seat.
As I took a slurp of my coffee, it was as if it suddenly tasted better than it ever had before in my life. Why? Across the table, my girlfriend, Barbara, was looking radiant as ever, and that was enough to make me tingle all over. Her golden blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, her enticing pale skin, with its ever-present pinkish tint holding my attention a constant prisoner. Her deep blue eyes hovered over me, seemingly considering various thoughts while she looked me over and shyly smiled. She may have been a few years older than me, but it didn’t matter, she was a ray of sunshine in my eyes, and I glanced around the café at the other occupants, wondering if they were jealous and impressed with the girl I had managed to win the heart of.

We’d met on a dating application, one that I had been using for years and had never had much luck with. I’d have the odd match and stifled conversation, but that never seemed to lead anywhere. I’d usually overcompensate with the compliments, until eventually the girl would lose interest and make it clear that they didn’t want to date. That was until I’d matched with Barbara, and suddenly here was this girl that seemed to possess all the attributes I was looking for; on top of that: she actually liked me! She was ten years older, though while in her late-thirties, she still looked good for her age and had told me she kind of a laid-back free spirit approach to life through her twenties. She had a good career, and was renting a nice apartment in the city, a lot like myself, though I had a mortgage was I gradually paying off. The only difference between us was that Barbara had reached the age where she was ready to settle down, and from our brief conversations, it seemed that she’d been through a lot of bad relationships and heartbreak. She was honest and open from the start. She wanted marriage and kids, and if that wasn’t for me, then I shouldn’t waste her time. I was all for it, such things always having seemed to be a distant dream to me. After years of failure regarding women and having never really had a girlfriend, I was ready to go all in with Barbara and finally show my friends and family that I was an inept loner anymore. There was just one problem, and I wasn’t sure how to deal with it.

During our first date, in a similar place to where we were right now, Barbara had chuckled before asking me, “Is there anything I need to know? Any skeletons in the closet?”

I had been so taken in by her pretty eyes, and the casual, fun nature of her personality, that I hadn’t wanted to risk scaring her off. There had been plenty I needed to tell her, particularly about my lack of experience and the fact I had still been a virgin. “No,” I’d said while looking towards my soda and taking a sip. “Nothing at all.” She’d wanted honesty from the start, and even at that early stage I’d lied to her. 

It had almost been fate itself that emerged at that moment, as if my lie had been about to bite me in the ass. A text had come through from my housemate, Jasmine, asking what time I was going to be home. I had pushed the phone aside on the table after replying with a snoozing emoji, just as another message popped up before the screen turned black: have fun, bitch boy.

Barbara had peered over, but thankfully, I’d closed the screen before she could read the derisive message. “You get points for that,” she had joked. “Nothing worse than someone who plays on their phone during a date.” Her smile had been warm and reassuring, almost as if she had seen in myself the solutions to all her problems.

I had smiled politely, relieved that she didn’t suspect the reasoning behind the text. Jasmine had known that I was out on a date, but still, that hadn’t stopped her from messaging me as usual. At first, she used to message me once a week, but gradually, that had turned into multiple times a day. As I had looked at Barbara, and how pretty she was, I was reminded of Jasmine’s final words as she’d waved me off. “Good luck, bitch boy,” she had said. “Try not to let her know how much of a weirdo you are straight away.”

I had been rhythmically chanting that mantra to myself on the way over to the café before I’d even met her. Don’t be weird, I had urged myself, even as I had first laid eyes on her, patiently waiting for my arrival. Please, don’t be weird, James.

“Was that text from anyone I should be worried about?” Barbara had asked with a dipped head; her sparkling eyes teasing that it was a joke but betraying their genuine concern. “Not a jealous ex-girlfriend or anything?”

“Nothing like that,” I had said. “Just my housemate.”

“Well, at least I know you’re not some weirdo that lives alone and collects dead bodies.”

I had awkwardly taken another sip of my drink. “No ex-girlfriends to worry about, and no dead bodies.” There had never even been a kiss on the lips to worry about, since such a thing had never happened.

We’d spent the next hour getting to know each other, while I had worried throughout that she’d realise how I wasn’t worth the effort, yet, she had stayed interested and attentive. A walk along the beach had followed, before settling down on the sand with a bottle of wine. I had even got a kiss on the cheek; even at that early stage, it had been the most romantic success I’d ever experience.

Now, here we were, six months later, and I’d fumbled along during our relationship, trying to treat her in the way I thought was correct and pretty much went through the motions of what I believed a boyfriend was supposed to do. I was painfully in-experienced when it came to having a girlfriend, and I just wanted her to like me and maintain our coupling for as long as possible. As a result, I pretty much agreed with whatever she said, and kept most of my sexual interests hidden, not wanting to give her any ammunition to be scared off. I mean, other girls had always found any tiny excuse to reject me, so I kept a low profile when it came to m darkest fantasies.

All had seemed to be going well, and I’d somehow managed to last this long unscathed. However, there was just one thing that seemed to bother her, and that was how I always insisted that we met up at her apartment. “It’s just more convenient,” I’d always argue. “There’s more room, plus you don’t have a housemate to get in the way.”

“Well, I’d like to at least meet her someday,” Barbara would say, but I’d brush it off, assuring her that Jasmine wasn’t at all interesting, and our evenings would be more romantic if we steered clear of my apartment. Barbara had reluctantly agreed for the most part, but the longer it had gone on, the more her curious became piqued. She’d narrow her eyes at me whenever I made an excuse, and though she usually bit her lip and swallowed down my reasoning, I could sense the accusation in her eyes: what are you hiding, little man?

Now, as we celebrated our six-months anniversary, Barbara had said those words I’d been hoping for, while dreading at the same time. “Is our relationship serious? Because, I think it’s time we thought about moving things on, James.” The excitement was evident in her jiggling cheeks. “Do you think we should move in together?”

“You want us to move into your place?” Already I was feeling anxious at the thought of telling Jasmine she would have to move out. I mean, if I had to sell up, then at least that was a firm reasoning I supposed.

“Of course not, silly. I’m only renting. You have a mortgage, right? You could add me to it and I could help you pay it off?”

I blinked, and felt uneasy about having Barbara living with me. I mean, Jasmine surely wouldn’t approve of that. She was used to it being the two of us, and she’d so far tolerated that I was in a relationship with Barbara, but if it began to intrude on our home environment, well, she wouldn’t be happy. Of course, I couldn’t tell Barbara any of this, not after six months of dancing around the subject. I hadn’t really told her anything about Jasmine, other than the fact we used to work together and I was, as I phrased it: helping her out.

The first time I’d mentioned that Jasmine wasn’t paying rent, accidentally I might add, Barbara had been taken aback.

“What?” she’d asked, her face a picture of surprise. “Why would you let someone live with you for free? You have a mortgage, yeah?”

She simply couldn’t comprehend why I would have another woman living with me for free, and she found the whole thing uncomfortable. Lots of questions followed, endless questions, which I mostly danced around and struggled to answer, because...there really wasn’t a suitable excuse to explain why I allowed it to happen. I mean, I couldn’t exactly tell her the real reason Jasmine wasn’t paying rent, could I? However, the longer I lied about it, and the more frustrated Barbara became with my bumbling excuses, the more I realised that the Jasmine situation was a ticking time bomb.

Everything else in the relationship seemed perfect and as if it was the right time for this step in my life; moving in together was what most normal couples did after all. There was just the one problem in the way, and it had been lingering from the first moment when she’d messaged me. I’d kept putting off telling her about it, convinced that either she’d see sense and break up with me anyway, or that somehow, the problematic situation would solve itself and no longer be an issue. Thankfully, we spent most of our time together at her apartment, though, on the few occasions we’d hung out at our apartment, I’d made sure it was when my housemate wasn’t around.

The Jasmine thing was a worry to myself more than Barbara, because honestly, I’d gotten myself into a situation I didn’t know how to get out of and had just been burying my head in the sand as the relationship progressed. I was surely a coward, and had no intention of raising the issue, until Barbara did that for me.

On that first date, when Barbara had asked me if I had any skeletons in the closest. I’d lied and said no. The truth was, I had a whole fucking cemetery swinging around in there, and it all revolved around my housemate Jasmine. The longer Barbara and I had dated, the more curious she had been about the role Jasmine played in my life, especially since I always seemed so reluctant to introduce them. It had been a worry growing inside me with greater ferocity each day and a reckoning was approaching.

Now, on our six-month anniversary, and with the motive of making things more serious, it seemed I couldn’t divert attention away from the issue any longer.

“So, we really need to talk about the whole Jasmine situation,” Barbara said, while avoiding eye contact and taking a sip of her own coffee. After a moment, she looked up at me and waited

The words hung in the air as my girlfriend stared at me expectantly. There was both annoyance and impatience plastered all over her face as she evidently assumed I was going to be able to decipher whatever she was talking about. I mean, I knew exactly what she was talking about, and this was a conversation that I knew was coming. However, after the past six months of playing ignorant whenever she brought the subject up, I was well-settled into my role. Though, despite the act, my legs began nervously shaking beneath the table and I picked at the knee of my jeans. It was a conversation that I knew was eventually going to happen, but that didn’t mean that I wanted it to.

“Seriously,” she added before blowing on her coffee. “What’s up with that? I honestly don’t get it and it’s about time you explained it all to me.”

I awkwardly bit my lip as I thought about how to answer. It was obvious what she was getting at, but still, the cowardly me attempted to play ignorant.  “What situation?” I was trying to muddy the waters. If anything, I was trying to buy myself some time so I could figure out how to explain away my odd relationship with my housemate. It had been a lingering bombshell throughout my entire relationship with Barbara, and even after half a year to come up with a suitable explanation, I still didn’t have one. There simply wasn’t any explanation that would stop Barbara from breaking up with me and running to the hills. As soon as she stepped into my apartment, and realised what was really going on, she would be out the door in a heartbeat.

She folded her arms, kicked a foot against the leg of the chair, and then let out an exaggerated gasp. “You really think this is a normal set-up? Some young girl living with you for free?” She shyly looked away, then gently whispered, “I mean, if it wasn’t for the fact I knew you were a virgin before we met, I’d be convinced the two of you were fucking.”

I blushed at her highlighting my sexual ineptitude. I had been a virgin until twenty-seven, when I’d met Barbara. My first time seeing her naked had been atrocious. I spent most of the five minutes it lasted, trembling and shaking on the bed while Barbara giggled at how adorable I was. I couldn’t even get hard, and it took another three attempts before I was able to penetrate her. Even then, my mind had to be elsewhere, thinking about something else, something back in my apartment. That was the only way I had been able to keep an erection, and though Barbara had been enthusiastic, she’d realised immediately that I was a shy, inexperienced virgin.

“It’s okay,” she had said, surprising me with her compassion. It had been a mental block for me for so long, that I’d convinced myself that any girl would use it as a means to mock me. “This actually makes it more special.”

Still, I disagreed, and found the whole affair humiliating. Yet, Barbara had been a patient and considerate lover, and over time, I’d gradually come out of my shell. A five-minute failure, soon turned to a half-hour marathon, and her older body really seemed to appreciate my youthful stamina.

Through years of porn, I’d even convinced myself that I had a below-average penis. However, it turned out I was quite well-endowed, and Barbara certainly enjoyed my length and girth as she bounced up and down on it. She always seemed to climax during sex, and I did too, but, I wasn’t thinking about Barbara while doing so. I was mentally betraying her with every sexual encounter, and the longer it went on, the more it ate me up; but I simply didn’t know how to tell her after such a long time. I mean, how do you suddenly confess to the woman you love that you’ve been fantasising about something else every time you’ve been intimate. 

“Come on, James,” Barbara said from across the table. “It’s time you started being honest. You need to tell me everything, because this Jasmine thing, it’s a problem.”

I gulped, as my arrangement with Jasmine was one that had come to fruition during a dark time I’d found myself in. I’d been stuck in a rut of low confidence after countless rejections, and I’d become infatuated with a young girl that my restaurant had employed. From the first moment I’d met her, Jasmine had been an outlet for me; an outlet to a dark side that no one else knew about. It was terribly embarrassing, and if anyone else had found out, especially Barbara, I’d have been mortified. However, Jasmine had never judged me, and for that reason, I found it difficult to remove her from my life. Despite knowing she would likely cause the end of my relationship, I’d formed an attachment to her, and it was impossible to let go.

Obviously, I knew it wasn’t an arrangement that was going to last forever, but I’d enjoyed the past two years that Jasmine had been living with me. She’d never judged me throughout, even when I’d first suggested the arrangement after she’d crashed at my place for a couple of days. If anything, it sounded like she’d wanted it more than I had. However, with Barbara now in the picture, my living situation was definitely a problem. Obviously, I’d kept the full nature of my relationship with Jasmine a secret, and it had been guilting me whenever she demanded my time or attention, and I’d chosen her over my own girlfriend. I mean, Barbara would be furious if she knew that straight after our dates, I’d rush home excitedly after a single text from Jasmine.

Since our very first date, I’d had the guilty feelings arise where I knew she wouldn’t be happy with the deal I had going on with Jasmine. However, I kind of buried my head in the sand and put it to the back of my mind. I was so used to rejection that I figured I wasn’t going to get anywhere with Barbara anyway, so why would I risk bringing an end to the good situation I had going on with my housemate? 

You see, I was thankful to Jasmine because she’d been there for me when I needed her, she’d fulfilled a purpose in that moment, and the arrangement had been beneficial for the two of us. As I looked at Barbara opposite, and the total catch and perfect partner that she was, I realised that she was the future I wanted, and that Jasmine needed to be left in the past. Though I enjoyed the thing I had going on with her, it wasn’t healthy and not at all normal. It was so weird, that I even struggled to verbalise or consider what we were doing. Whenever the thought came to my head, I’d push it away, almost coasting through my daily life and pretending that there were two versions of myself: the one dating Barbara, and the other one that lived with Jasmine. But, still, whenever the one side settled on reasonable course of action, the other side would rear its head and wrangle back control.

I wrinkled my forehead. “What do you mean?”

“She’s living at your place for free, James,” she said aghast. “She doesn’t pay you anything. You think that’s normal?”

I shrugged, and committed myself to my usual narrative, the dark side winning out. Despite knowing the toxicity of my words, that half of me wouldn’t relent. “She needed a place to stay and I’m just helping her out.”

Barbara cocked her head and eyed me suspiciously. “For two years?” 

“It...it just kind of developed like that. She’s not a bad housemate.”

Barbara’s eyes were wide. “Really? From the snippets I know: she does nothing. You do all of the cooking, cleaning, and you’re basically a prisoner in your own home.” She waved her hand around the cafe. “Do you honestly see us living together with a housemate leeching off us? What about kids, James? We going to have a child in the room with us while she’s squatting in what could be our nursery?”

“Well, I, just...” I gulped again. I knew what she was saying was reasonable, but still, this was Jasmine. I did all those things for her because she wanted me to, and Jasmine always got what she... “What am I supposed to say to her? Sorry, you’re homeless now?”

Barbara rolled her eyes and tutted. “Of course not, you just tell her our relationship is serious, I’ll be moving in, and she has a month to find her own place. Say you’ve enjoyed helping her out and everything, but it’s been long enough for her to find her feet and you have to move on in our relationship. You’re paying the mortgage, James, and she’s offering you zilch.”

I didn’t say it, but Jasmine was offering me more than that, she was offering me more than Barbara ever could. Sure, she didn’t lift a finger around the apartment, or contribute a single cent to any of my bills, but she didn’t need to. She was contributing something that reached a part of me to which no one else had access.

“I’ll help you with the mortgage. We can build a life together.”

“I guess,” I said while scratching my head. Barbara’s reasoning was completely logical of course, from her perspective, but she was oblivious to the true nature of my living arrangement with Jasmine. The mere thought of asking her to leave terrified me. I mean, what if she told Barbara about everything that had been happening for the past two years? My relationship would likely be over instantly. “It’s just not an easy conversation to have.” I slipped my hands into my pockets, looked towards the floor and kicked the toe of my shoe against the table leg. “I’m not good with stuff like this.”

“You know this isn’t a jealousy thing, right?” Barbara added, and honestly, that thought hadn’t even entered my head. She took a step towards me and gently squeezed my bicep. “I know she’s attractive. Is that why you’ve been keeping us apart? But it’s not even about that. I really think you need to ask her to leave, for your own good. Even if we weren’t dating, this whole situation is very unhealthy. She’s totally mooching off you, and if there’s going to be a future between us, James, then we can’t have a third wheel constantly in the way.” She placed a fingertip beneath my chin and lifted my head so our eyes met. “Imagine it, we want to have some alone time and she marches through the room in her underwear? We’re not in student housing, James, and I’m uncomfortable with some scantily-clad girl constantly barging in on us.”

“She’s not like that, but okay. I get it.”

“Do you need me to speak with her? Is that it?” There was kindness and genuine concern in her eyes. “Is it difficult because you’re friends? Maybe if it’s coming from me it’ll be easier, especially since I’m much older?”

Though the idea of Barbara taking the responsibility from me was tempting, I was fearful of how Jasmine would respond to such a request from my girlfriend. She could easily lash out and expose me. Though I had been dating Barbara for half a year now, I still hadn’t fully disclosed my particular interests to her, the interests that Jasmine was painfully aware of. Barbara knew that I was a giving person, but as far as she understood, this was just bore out of kindness; the Jasmine situation almost being confirmation of that. In her eyes, I had helped out a work colleague, who had subsequently taken advantage of me. But the truth was, a truth I was too shy to share with her, was that I just liked being used by demanding girls. Especially beautiful, bratty girls like Jasmine. I hadn’t had the courage to truly confess all of my fantasies to my girlfriend, and pissing off Jasmine would probably lead to an onslaught of revelations which Barbara would feel totally betrayed by. Revelations that may have been passable if I’d be honest and eased her in, but I’d turned this whole situation into a clusterfuck. I mean, they hadn’t even met, and Barbara wanted to roll up and say: Hi, pleased to meet you, now, would you kindly fuck off? Jasmine would implode my life while being dragged from her free-ride.

The safer option was for me to have a soft, quiet word with Jasmine. It had been a good two years, and she’d certainly done well out of our peculiar understanding. Obviously, it couldn’t last forever, and she was fully aware that things were going very well with my girlfriend. In fact, she’d been supportive of our dating from the start, as long as it didn’t change things between the two of us; as long as it didn’t affect our living arrangement. Perhaps my misgivings were unnecessary and I was doing Jasmine a disservice. I mean, she’d been completely understanding and indulging when it came to my fantasies, hadn’t she? She’d surely show equal level-headedness when it came to my romantic life. The times we had shared had been fun, but now, things needed to get serious. I had a genuine chance at a healthy, normal future with Barbara, and I couldn’t throw that away because of some odd kink.

“I’ll do it,” I said. “You can get off to work. I’ll have a conversation with her and sort it out.”

“You’ll do it right now?” she asked, clear disbelief on her face. “Because I know what you’re like.” She rolled her eyes. “How many times have you already promised to take me to your apartment and introduce us? It must be a hundred by now, and we still haven’t met.”

“You want me to call her now?”

Barbara shook her head and finished up her coffee. “Don’t be silly. I’m guessing she’s home right now?”

“Now?” I asked, shocked and already fearful of confronting my housemate. “Can I at least have the time to plan what I’m going to say?”

“We can talk about it on the walk over. Come on, no time like the present.” She stood and was already leading me towards the exit.

I’d managed to keep Barbara away from my apartment, and with it, Jasmine, for a full six months, but it seemed that was about to come to an end. Barbara encouraged me down the street with such enthusiasm, such confidence and a determination that I was helpless to oppose. They were bold attributes that I adored her for, but they were nothing in comparison to the arsenal my housemate possessed.

***
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Outside my apartment, I was fumbling the keys, terrified about what was going to happen once I dropped this bombshell on Jasmine. I already knew that she was going to be pissed off if I suggested she was to move out. Why would she do that? For the past two years, she’d had a free ride at my place, and that was what we had agreed upon. In return for her indulging me, she got to live at my place for free and I pretty much took care of everything. Other people would find it extremely weird, but it worked for us, and we were both happy with how things were. Outside the apartment I was free to do whatever I wanted, thus my relationship with Barbara. However, Jasmine was the one in charge inside my own home, and she’d been firm about that from the beginning, making sure this was exactly what I’d wanted. The fact we had once worked together, and I had actually been her superior, was simply the icing on the cake as far as I was concerned.
“Open the door already,” Barbara insisted. “I know you’re stalling, James. Stop being such a scaredy cat. She’s a grown woman, she must have known this was coming eventually.”

I was petrified, as the two of them had never actually met. they’d seen photos of each other, where Barbara had wrinkled her nose at how pretty Jasmine was, whereas my housemate had snorted and quipped that she wasn’t surprised that was the best I could do. I mean, I thought Barbara was pretty, but according to Jasmine, I was mistaken. She’d always been like that though, looking down her nose at people she considered beneath her, or rolling her eyes at girls that weren’t pretty. That was part of the reason my fucked-up brain found her so endearing.

I hesitantly walked along the hallway towards Jasmine’s room, thankful that she wasn’t lazing around watching television. At least I wasn’t granted a few extra seconds of reprieve, before I paused while staring at her door.

“Is that where she is?” Barbara asked.

I nodded glumly, though praying Jasmine wasn’t actually home. Even if she wasn’t, there was a feeling of resignation, where I couldn’t kick this can down the road any further. “You better get off to work,” I said. “Leave me here. I’ll get it sorted.”

“If I leave you here, you’ll chicken out and we’ll be having the same argument again next week.” She rolled her eyes at me, already knowing me better than I knew myself.

“I promise I’ll do it,” I said. “But please, let me do this alone? If this happens the first time she meets you, it’s going to make this so much worse.”

“You’ll do it, right now?” She cocked her head at me and waited, then when I failed to respond in any way, Barbara brushed passed me towards Jasmine’s room. Before I had a chance to process what was happening, she’d loudly knocked the door multiple times.

“What are you doing?” I whispered in a hushed tone while scampering after her. “Don’t do that!”

“What?” I heard Jasmine shout impatiently from inside her room. “What is it?”

I flinched in fear, but Barbara merely giggled. “She sounds a handful,” she said, then while covering her mouth, she added, “I’m making sure you do what you’re told.”

Immediately, a wave of apprehension washed over me, more so than the first time I took Barbara out on a date. I was never one for being put on the spot and this kind of situation made me extremely nervous. I gulped, my body already trembling as I heard Jasmine’s feet stomping across the floorboards. When she was alone in her room, she didn’t like to be disturbed, unless she’d explicitly instructed me to do so via a text or whatever. That had been one of the firm rules of our arrangement; the apartment was hers to use as she pleased, but her room was firmly off-limits to me unless invited.

As if to make matters even worse, Barbara gave me a final thumbs up as she backed down the hallway, looking around for somewhere to hide, before yanking open the restroom. “Be a big boy,” she whispered with a nod of her head. “You can do it. Get rid of her!”

Almost in an act of synchronicity, as the restroom door closed behind my girlfriend, Jasmine’s swung open, revealing her stood there with a grimace. She was wearing nothing but a t-shirt that came down just above her knees, and as I squinted, I realised it was one of my own that had disappeared some months back. Things like that tended to happen a lot, but it was just another confirmation of Jasmine being entitled to anything that was mine. She wanted the shirt, so she’d taken it. Thankfully, Barbara had never been aware that it was my shirt in the first place. Seeing Jasmine swanning around the apartment in it would have raised even more questions; questions that I really didn’t know how to answer. While she scowled in my direction at the interruption, my eyes uncontrollably lurched downwards in search of the part of her that had initiated this whole situation, a part of her that I had hidden my penchant for from my girlfriend: Jasmine’s feet. Her black-painted nails wiggled impatiently, the silver rings on the second toe of each foot gleamed, her signature tattoo on the top of one foot almost taunted me, and I was reminded once more with how this had all escalated out of my control. Even as I stared down at her feet, Barbara’s instructions fresh in mind, I couldn’t bear the thought of Jasmine leaving. The past two years had been so fantastic with her living at my apartment, and despite wanting a future with my girlfriend, I couldn’t imagine my life without my housemate in it. A life of being at her beck and call.

“Eyes up, bitch boy,” she said rather loudly, and I cringed, sweat trickling down my back, convinced that it was loud enough for Barbara to have heard. “You think you get to gawp all over my feet after bothering me like this?”

“I...uh...sorry,” I said in a hushed tone.

“Sorry, what?”

“Sorry, Queen Jasmine,” I said in barely a whisper, again, nervously glancing back over my shoulder, convinced the restroom door was about to slam open and an enraged girlfriend would come bounding over. 

With that, Jasmine’s annoyance seemed to dissipate and her youthful beauty re-merged. Her spunky, strands of purple-dyed hair, amongst her natural black, were a sight to behold, along with the piercing in the corner of her nose. She almost looked like that same innocent girl that had turned up for work two years ago, a young girl still in the stages of experimenting with her own identity, and for a moment, I couldn’t even believe that we had come this far.

“So, what do you want, bitch boy?” she asked while smirking.

I swallowed nervously.

You see, despite Barbara thinking as much, Jasmine wasn’t a regular housemate. She never had been. I’d known she was special from the first day I’d met her. She was an old employee of mine. I’d taken a job in a local fast food restaurant and had gradually worked my way up to manager. After about five years at the helm, Jasmine had come on board as a team member at the ripe old age of eighteen, her first job, and while still living with her parents. Even in the greasy uniform she had been a sight to behold and I had been smitten with her from day one. The way the tight pants had hugged her peachy ass and how even with her hair tied in a ponytail beneath the standard baseball cap, she had still managed to look jaw-dropping. She had these sharp features, with pronounced cheekbones and a ski-slope nose, marked with a ring in one nostril, all above the juiciest, plumpest lips I’d ever seen.

Despite that, the uniform requirements were a killer, even for a young, beautiful girl like her. She had almost looked dorky as she had worn the same boring shirt, pants and plain black slip-on shoes that the rest of us had to. This had been further compounded by her bright, dyed hair swinging from the rear of the similarly dorky baseball cap which sported the restaurant’s logo. Of course, I had found this incredibly frustrating, due to Jasmine’s attractive features, her smooth, blemish-free skin, her youthful and slender body, her punk-like attitude and the way she had an aura-like ability to draw people in. All of the boys on shift that day had glanced at each other and nodded at the new girl, but as the manager, it was left up to me to introduce her to the set-up. I had jumped into the task with enthusiasm, and while leading Jasmine around the restaurant, I had noted the jealous looks from the other employees; even some of the customers. I had kind of lost myself in the fantasy that we were a couple as I showed her around, and it felt good to live in that feeling, however fake it was. I had gone out of my way to make a good impression, and I had wanted to make her work transition as easy as possible. I had wanted her to like me, more than anything. I mean, if I was nice enough to her, she’d date me, wouldn’t she? Such a fantasy, that seemed so crazy, could actually become a reality. I just had to go out of my way to make her feel welcome and make myself an approachable boss. Even I could admit, that whenever a pretty girl like Jasmine joined the restaurant, I’d treat them better than the other employees. It wasn’t an intentional strategy or anything, it was just something that had always naturally occurred.

In my years of isolation from the dating scene, and my ability to shrink away from any sort of romantic interaction with women, I’d developed an infatuation-like response to pretty girls. I’d pander to them, I’d aim to please them, deluding myself into thinking they’d see me as a viable match, however, I’d never actually ask them out. I had always been too afraid, and instead, I’d just hover around, basically doing anything they wanted to seek their approval. For some reason, my continued rejection and indifference from these women had sort of crystallised, and perhaps in an attempt to cope with the continued disinterest, I had grown to enjoy the way these women that I desired constantly brushed me off. It was almost like I had developed a way to turn their rejection to my advantage, to in effect, gain something for myself from it.

That first time Jasmine had arrived for her induction day, I was immediately overwhelmed with excitement at getting to work with such a youthful and beautiful girl. The women that usually arrived were either older, large in the midriff, or not at all my type; my type being the alpha sort of female that paid me no mind at all. I’d initially go through this phase where I’d delude myself into believing that a girl such as her would find me both interesting and attractive, even saying to myself: this is the one. That once she had realised my suitability, from there, some kind of romantic relationship would bloom. But, I had always left it to the girl to make a move.

Of course, this never, ever, happened, and what would begin with politeness and patience, would eventually result in a girl either friend zoning or ghosting me. That was just the inevitable resolution to any interaction I had with a female. I couldn’t even place why it was the natural course, but I was abundantly aware of it happening as I set out on the same trajectory again and again. I was alright looking, and of average height, and I didn’t have a harmful bone in my body. Being a manager in the restaurant, I earned a decent wage and I had my own car and apartment. It wasn’t as if I was some kind of social outcast or anything. Of course, there was the whole element of working together, but I’d seen other employees get together, and even on one occasion a fellow manager had paired up with a new starter.

My loneliness could only have been because I was painfully shy and lacked confidence when it came to women. It was as if they could immediately sense it upon speaking to me, and I’d recognised that immediate twinkle in Jasmine’s eye after the first time we spoke. My words had been nervous as I showed her around. There had been no composure and authority, with my voice constantly wavering and lacking conviction. To make matters worse, I had struggled to look her in her pretty eyes, and my eyes had often dropped downwards, awkwardly lingering on her black shoes, wondering what her feet looked like. This was something I often did whenever we had a girl start at the restaurant, and it had almost begun as a confidence thing, with me avoiding eye contact. Though, it had later developed to a greater focus on their actual feet. That was something I couldn’t fully explain, but I had always had a thing for pretty girls, and once I realised that even their feet could be pretty, it had stirred something inside me. Almost as if not only were these girls too good for me, but even their feet were too. Whenever a new girl had started at the restaurant, I’d be overcome with curiosity about how their feet looked. Unfortunately, the dress-code required closed-toe, black shoes, so usually, I’d just leave it at that. However, Jasmine was so young, and such a beauty, that despite knowing she was adhering to the dress code, I still couldn’t shake my curiosity and wanted more than anything to find out how beautiful her feet were. I mean, imagine if her feet were just as beautiful, along with the rest of her? Imagine I got to date a girl like that!

I had been so obvious in my behaviour that she must have seen straight through it. However, she didn’t say a word or call me out for my weirdness, instead nodding along as I had shown her around the restaurant while she asked the odd question. Every time my eyes had dropped down to her shoes, and I’d hesitate or stumble over an answer, Jasmine would look at me curiously, before a slight smirk would come to her lips. She had probably just thought I was some uncool, odd, awkward guy. The kind of guy that was completely out of touch with the youth of today, but, that seemed to relax her somewhat, and her true personality had begun to come through. I hadn’t been a threat, or an asshole to her, and she seemed to appreciate that. As we had moved between appliances, I noticed that her questions became less formal, and rather more jokey. I liked that, and I had encouraged it, making a few jokes of my own that seemed to fall flat. But, she had been fun, spunky and easy on the eyes from that first day; what more could I have asked for in an employee?

During that initial morning, and as she settled in and learned how things work, I had learned that Jasmine’s attractiveness was just the icing on the cake, because it was her attitude that I had found utterly enticing and unable to resist. While I had been walking her around and explaining how things work, Jasmine had come across as being increasingly uninterested. What had begun as honest questions, and then became jokes, gradually turned to bored expressions of exasperation. The more she had realised that it was a hard, tiring job, and she’d actually have to do a lot of work, the more she seemed to lose interest.

At one point, I had been showing her how to refill the milkshake machine. When it was her turn, I had looked down and said, “Okay, you try it now.”

She had poured herself a strawberry milkshake, sat down and then drank it instead.

“That’s not exactly what I meant when I said try it,” I had said, feeling slightly annoyed, even though I already had a blooming crush on her. There had been so many other tasks to get through in her induction, and Jasmine had been dragging them out all morning. “We all need to know how everything works. If there’s a hole in the team it’ll all fall apart.”

“I’m the taste-tester,” she had said, without a hint of irony. 

“You’re the taste-tester,” I had repeated in disbelief, unsure how to make a joke out of it. 

“Plus, I’m tired,” she had said while stretching her legs out, the soles of those black shoes pointing directly at me. I had noticed there was some flower trapped into the grooves of the tread. She tossed the almost-full milkshake into the trash, then had taken a stick of gum from her pocket and stuffed it between her lips. “You’ve been dragging me around all morning.”

I had thought about educating her on how we had to manage waste, and couldn’t just take the hit of a milkshake every time she felt like it. That, on top of the fact that gum was a big no-no. It was unprofessional and unsightly to see our employees smacking gum, especially around food. However, with her legs still out crossed, she had seemed the vision of relaxation, and that had ignited something inside me. If it had been a boy saying those things, I would have probably already told him to sling his hook. However, because it had been a pretty girl like Jasmine, I had wanted to see just how entitled she really was. I mean, I had already known she had the looks of a top-level girl, but I had become increasingly excited as I realised that her personality fit the bill too. “Well, that is part of the job,” I had said in jest. “This is hard work.”

“I hate hard work,” she had whined. “I didn’t even want this stupid job. My daddy said I had to get it or he was going to kick me out.”

“Oh, well, I’m sorry—” 

“So, like, when do we get paid?” she had asked, while twirling a strand of hair between her fingers and loudly smacking gum in her mouth.

I had cleared my throat, attempting to be patient with her rude attitude, though secretly enjoying every second of it. There had been other staff within earshot though, and I hadn’t wanted them to think I had a thing for at that early stage. “Pay is every Friday, a week in leu, so you’ll be getting your first payslip the week after next.”

Jasmine’s mouth had parted slightly, revealing the gum squished into her teeth. “What? That’s like so far away.”

“Well, you haven’t even done any work yet, so I think maybe worry about that later, yes?”

The rest of the induction had followed suit. Jasmine being shown how to do something, then complaining about how much work it was. Yet, that was only a taster. I had found out on her first real day, that Jasmine was both lazy and incompetent when it came to actual work. She had frequently screwed up orders and her customer service was abysmal. She had flirted with at least three guys when she was supposed to be taking orders, and during lunch time the queue had been out to the door. Instead of mucking in and trying to clear it, she had been helping herself to soda and cracking jokes. I had a quiet word, but she basically brushed me off and told me she’d handle it. She didn’t. Still, I had put it down to teething problems on her first day, and I had clearly been blinded by the way she looked. 

However, the same thing had happened the next day, and then the rest of the week. By the end of the first month of her probationary period, the other employees had already lost patience with her and it was clear that Jasmine had to be let go. Despite being attracted to her, even I had been at the end of my tether. She simply wasn’t a team player and she had a poor work ethic. She’d frequently leave cleaning tasks to the other employees, and on a number of occasions, I’d had to stay behind late to redo things that she’d screwed up. Despite thinking she was gorgeous, I had known I was going to have to fire her, and I had been truly gutted, but, it was her own damn fault! I had given her so many opportunities to buck her ideas up, but she’d flutter her eyelashes at me and seemed to figure that I was too much of a pushover to actually fire her.

I had called her into the office intent on ending her employment, though, once I had her sat down, I had frozen. She had looked her dreamy self across the table, pulling off the company baseball cap and allowing her shimmering hair to fall free; my decision suddenly wasn’t so easy. Immediately, a thought had come to my head: she was young, wasn’t she? It had been her first job, and maybe her screw-ups weren’t really her fault. I didn’t have the heart to throw her to the wolves. Like she’d said, her father was going to kick her out. I couldn’t be responsible for her being homeless, could I? She had just needed a bit of help and guidance, and I assured her as much.

“This hasn’t been the best first month,” I had said. “But I think there’s potential. If you need a hand with anything, just let me know, I’ll be happy to help, okay? I’d hate to lose you.”

“What do you mean?” she’d asked curiously. “Am I getting a pay rise, or a promotion?”

I had blinked, completely aghast, wondering if this was another one of her jokes. I mean, surely, she couldn’t have been that ignorant or tone-deaf. “Are you being serious?”

She had stared back at me blankly. “Well, yeah? It’s been a month, hasn’t it? How long do I have to stay at this stupid job before the pay gets better?”

“Ummm.” I had shaken my head. “Jasmine, your performance has been terrible. Just last night I had to stay back late and re-wipe all of the tables in the lobby. One was completely covered in ketchup. You signed off that you’d already done it.”

I had expected her to be ashamed, but instead, she had just shrugged. “Well, it got done, didn’t it? You did it, and you did a better job. You said we’re a team, right, so what’s the problem?” She had pulled a nearby chair over, then leaned back and crossed her black shoes up on the seat. It had been totally unprofessional behaviour, especially when being chewed-out for poor performance. To make it worse, as if I wasn’t even there, she had begun checking out the state of her manicure. 

“Being a team doesn’t mean...I do everything for you.” I had glanced down at her black shoes, the soles bared in my direction. My eyes had been lingering on the tread as I mumbled, “Do you really think that’s how things work here? The manager running around cleaning up your mess?” 

There had been silence, and after a moment, I had managed to pull my eyes away from her shoes. Jasmine had been looking at me from across the table, and what had begun as concern in her eyes at having to deal with the manager, had immediately shifted to something else. She had noticed I was staring at her shoes, again, and though she may have not fully understood why I was doing it, she had recognised that I wasn’t normal. She had recognised that I was a pushover when it came to pretty girls, and that her workload wasn’t going to be as exhaustive as she’d first expected. She must have known that I was about to fire her, and yet, that still hadn’t happened. The question had replayed itself in my mind, and I wasn’t sure what I had wanted her to answer: had I been hoping she was reasonable, or had I wanted her to finally reveal just how much of an entitled brat she was? She had looked me dead in the eyes, and shrugged, looking at me knowingly as if she had known what I secretly wanted her to say. “Yeah, why not? If you can do it, and I don’t have to, why wouldn’t I like that? I’ll still get paid the same, won’t I? Even if you do my work for me.”

There had been a twitch in my pants, and I had shuddered as an exciting thought came to me. Had that been the reason I’d stayed back late the night before? I’d done that work, so Jasmine didn’t have to redo it? Had I done it so it was completed and she wouldn’t get fired? Had I done it because my place was not just as her manager, it was to make her life easier? She was a young, beautiful, girl and such work was clearly beneath her. I mean, why should she have had to do it if she had someone like me to do it for her, and she could still get paid? I had felt my cheeks flushing in embarrassment, as I fumbled and knocked all of the paperwork across the floor.

“You alright?” she had asked.

“Uh...french fries,” I had mumbled.

“What?” She had raised an eyebrow at me. “What are you going on about, french fries?”

“Come,” I had said, while stumbling towards the office door. “Come, I’ll show you the french fries.”

Jasmine had raised a hand in the air as if I was completely confusing her, before she had let out an annoyed sigh. “Okay?” She had lifted her feet and slapped the soles of her shoes loudly on the floor, my eyes instantly lurching downwards. She had paused, before following my eyes down to her shoes. “Why do you always do that?” she had asked. “You always look down.”

“Uh, french fries,” I had said. “Come.”

She had shaken her head bemused, before following me out of the office. I had led her towards where we served up the fries, popped the little paper bag on top of the scoop, before plunging it into the pile of crispiness. “So,” I had said, while darting my head to look at her nervously. “I’ve...uh...already showed you how we serve fries, but I’ve noticed you always leave it to...uh someone else.” I had imagined that someone else being me, as I usually was, and I had to gulp at the realisation of just how much she had always depending upon me at the job. “So, uh...watch again. This is how we serve the...uh fries. Make sure there’s plenty in there. There’s two sizes, regular and large.”

Jasmine had leant over the section and wrinkled her nose. “I’m not doing that,” she had said while looking in disgust. “That grease will totally ruin my nails.” She had made a point of lifting her hand and displaying her freshly manicured fingers in my direction; each painted a purple that matched with her dyed hair. “Plus, the oil is like totally bad for my skin.”

I had blinked while placing the bagged fries onto the rack. I mean, I had known she was lazy, but she had suddenly been completely blatant about it. Did she really think that it was work everyone else had to do, but not her? “So, uh...what did you have in mind when you applied to work here?” I hadn’t been sure whether I was a bit taken aback by her attitude, or if I was curious about just how entitled she really was. She had seemed completely out of her comfort zone and I honestly couldn’t have pictured her lumping boxes back and forth or dealing with the burger station. Whenever I’d asked her to do such a thing, she’d usually disappear, and I’d find her either in the break room after a need for a ‘restroom’ break, or leant up against the front counter, talking to a customer or helping herself to a drink.

“I thought I’d just sell food on the front and that’s it. Just smile and take orders. That seems easy enough, right? That’s what I always do, and it works, doesn’t it? Why do you want me doing all of this cleaning and stuff? That’s not my job.” She had nodded over towards some of the boys in the kitchen. “They can do that.” She had then looked me dead in the eyes. “Or you can do it. Just like last night.” She had wrinkled her nose. “I don’t want to get all icky and sweaty.” She had tugged at the collar around her neck.

I had paused while sheepishly looking at Jasmine, being blown away by her entitled attitude. She was just like all of the popular girls at school that I used to shyly avoid. The kind of girls that I had literally no chance with and preferred to make fun of me rather than consider me as any kind of suitor. I’d always been the kind of dorky guy that secretly lusted after such girls, imagining myself as being able to date them. I had been rapidly realising that Jasmine was another level up from such girls, and it was painfully obvious that I hadn’t had a hope in hell with her. Still, her presence and confidence had been intoxicating, and I had felt like I wanted to remain in her radiance, however much to the detriment of my own self. I had found myself excited by the idea of being used by girls like her. It was better than being completely rejected, wasn’t it? I mean, it would be worth doing all of her work, if it meant I got to share in her company, right? Being around a girl as gorgeous as Jasmine was a reward in itself.

As a result, I had found myself shyly looking into Jasmine’s brown eyes and seeing nothing but expectation in return. Even in my position of manager, I had been back to being that little boy at school, powerless beneath the accusing stare of a girl that I could never hope to be with. The kind of girl that had everything handed to her on a plate because of her looks. The kind of girl that felt like such work was beneath her and she only had to bat her eyelashes at a guy like me to get her way. Even though I had bene older, more accomplished, and the one in the position of authority, I could see in Jasmine’s eyes that she had expected me to make life a lot easier for her, simply because she was pretty. That’s the way it had always been for her, and I had been shaking excitedly as I considered keeping that status quo for her. Why should a pretty girl like Jasmine do such grunt work, when she had a donkey like me to do it for her? Feeling overwhelmed with a submissive, self-depreciating high, I had relented and told her what she wanted to hear. “You’re right,” I had said, while knowing I was going completely against policy. “A girl like you shouldn’t have to get her hands dirty. It’ll be better if you’re customer-facing only. I’ll make sure you’re there always on the rota. If you need help with anything, just let me know.”

Jasmine’s head had turned slightly, as if she didn’t quite believe what she was hearing, before a pleased smirk appeared. “Yes, exactly.” She had nodded down towards the floor and dragged the toe of her black shoes through a trail of spilled oil. “I don’t want to be cleaning or anything like that.”

I too had stared down at her shoe, and I had thought about how I felt all warm and fuzzy while imagining Jasmine swanning around with a perfectly clean uniform, while the rest of the staff, including me, had to muck in and make up the workload to cover her. We had tended to run a skeleton staff, and the rota was always framed in a way that we had two people in the kitchen, one in the drive through, one in the burger station, one on fries and other sides, and then usually two on the front counter. The two customer-facing staff would usually alternate their duties, and while the one was serving the customers, the other would make up any cleaning tasks that needed doing, for instance the tables out front or any other area of the restaurant. However, if I had allowed Jasmine to only ever serve customers, then obviously the other staff member would become pretty annoyed with having to pick up the slack.

On the rota, I had marked her down to only work on the counter for the following few weeks. She had done exactly that, and never left the front. She had flirted with customers, she had played on her phone, she had helped herself to drinks. All of the restocking and cleaning she had left to someone else, and if they didn’t have time to do it: I had to do it. Over time, I had gradually found myself doing all of the grunt work for her. She would come to me to shift boxes or fix something that she could have easily done herself. Yet, I had bizarrely felt almost proud while jumping to her request. I had almost seen myself as a kind of knight in shining armour that was rescuing the damsel in distress from the most minimal of work. I had thrived in my role as Jasmine’s lackey, and determined myself to making her work life as easy as possible. For the first time ever, I had felt like a pretty girl actually saw potential in me, that I was worth keeping around and I wasn’t just some shy, loser who she’d inevitably brush off from her presence. I had given Jasmine a reason to keep me as part of her life, and I had been determined to keep things that way.

Back in my apartment, while awkwardly shifting outside her room, my voice was shaking as I reluctantly parroted the words Barbara had instilled in me, scared that she had her ear to the door. “Jasmine, I think it’s time for you to move out.”

Jasmine squinted at me. She almost seemed baffled that I would suggest such a thing. “What do you mean move out? That wasn’t the arrangement,” she said in a matter-of-fact manner. “You said I could live here for free, remember?”

“Yes, but things are different now.” My voice was shaky and lacking all authority. I knew it was possible that Barbara could hear every word we were saying, and I compelled myself to do the right thing. Despite my situation with Jasmine being exciting, I knew it needed to end. “I have a girlfriend.”

Jasmine blinked. “Why does that mean I have to move out?” She gestured around her room. “I’m not getting in the way, am I? I’m happy for you having a girlfriend, and all, James, but as I told you when I moved in: this isn’t going to be a game, it’ll be for real.” She cocked her head and considered me as I stewed in her doorway sheepishly. “This is what you wanted, remember? You invited me here. We even agreed from the start, if you somehow get a girlfriend, then things don’t change between us. You made me a promise, and I made you one. I’m still keeping mine.”

“I know, but...” I trailed off as I watched Jasmine turn and skip towards her bed. She flopped inside, then stuffed her feet beneath the blanket. Under the tented material, I could see her soles were facing me, teasingly hidden away.

“It’s just,” I said, before she narrowed her eyes at me and pushed a finger to her lips.

“Good talk, James,” she said. “But I was being doing something when you interrupted me.” She plucked up her phone, and played around with something or other, music blaring from the screen. For a few minutes, she just ignored me, finishing whatever she was doing.

I just stood there, trying to think of some way to speak up or assert the point that Jasmine had to move out, but while watching her, and the way she was nonchalantly ignored me, palming me off to the side as if my entire presence was irrelevant, it only confirmed to me why I enjoyed this arrangement so much. I was being made to feel out of place in my own home, as if I was nothing more than any annoyance. As a result, I just stood there quietly for a few minutes while Jasmine finished with whatever was so important.

Once she was done, the music paused and she looked up. “What were you saying, James?” She lifted her hand to her side, phone still clutched in her manicured nails. Her black hair, with the streaks of purple, were tied off into two cute pigtails, framing her pale face and dark eyeliner. The nose piercing shimmered as her head turned. “Is this really what you want, James? For me to move out?” She made a show of re-crossing her feet, beneath the blanket, and it was killing me that I couldn’t see her soles. She bit her lip in some kind of mock-attempt at being sad. “Do you really want my little feet to move out? Because we have such a good deal going on, don’t we?”

By this point, my eyes were fully captivated by Jasmine’s feet beneath the blanket. I thought back to the many shifts that we’d worked together and how Jasmine’s feet were always hidden away inside those socks and slip-on shoes. Despite me doing most of the donkey work for her, the very nature of the hot, oily and greasy setting of the restaurant would leave her sweating as much as everyone else by the end of her shift. I’d walk around the restaurant in a daze, fantasising about the goings on inside Jasmine’s shoes whenever we crossed paths. Once again, I was paralysed into silence while fantasising about revealing Jasmine’s feet. I’d put so much work previously into getting to see them on a regular basis, and now I was considering throwing that all away? What the hell was I thinking?

“You want to see them, don’t you?”

I swallowed a mouthful of saliva. “I...umm...if you want.”

With that, I was startled by Jasmine snapping her fingers. “I don’t think I like your attitude, bitch boy.” She nonchalantly flicked her finger towards the end of the bed and her shuffling feet as they freed themselves from her blanket. Her soles bared in my direction, she crossed her legs at the ankles and blinked at me expectantly. Immediately, my eyes were transfixed and suddenly, all that mattered was taking in the soft beauty of Jasmine’s gorgeous soles. All the while, I stood in the doorway, almost drooling as my eyes were kept glued to the bottom of her feet. I took in all of the intricacies of her skin as her toes gently flexed and her insteps wrinkled as she shifted position for comfort.  “I think you need a reminder of who the boss is.”

“I don’t,” I said unconvincingly, my eyes never wavering. “I know who the boss is.”

“Really?” she asked in a girly, teasing voice. “Tell me who that is then.”

I swallowed nervously. “It’s you, Jasmine. You’re the boss.”

“Then you better kiss my feet and apologise right now,” she said, before looking down at her phone and returning to whatever she was doing. Such was her sense of control and expectation regarding my capitulation, that her disinterest was mockingly evident. It was as if she knew I was going to drop to my knees and kiss her feet, even while I remained standing and awkwardly shifting from foot to foot. Just like that day she’d known I was going to do all of her work for her at the restaurant. My suggestion that she moved out was nothing more than a mild blip in her day, because we both knew that I was putty in her hands whenever she revealed her feet or exerted her bratty ways over me.

Despite knowing that Barbara had insisted I stand my ground and serve Jasmine with her notice to leave, I couldn’t deny the stirrings that were re-emerging within me. Whenever Jasmine treated me in this way, with such apathy and disdain, it would ignite something within me where I would be left fighting the urge to resist her nonchalant, entitlement. I loved that she knew I desired her feet so much. It was like a secret between us, and she’d never told anyone else about my weakness for her feet. Instead, she used it to her advantage on a daily basis, and she’d ensnared me as her willing foot slave for the past two years because of it.

I glanced back down the corridor, convinced that Barbara must have been watching from somewhere. She was still pretty oblivious to the true nature of my relationship with my housemate, and if she discovered the truth, then there would be all hell to pay. Still, her soles were like my own personal tractor-beam, and I couldn’t resist their pull, my thoughts all over the place as I stumbled into her room, and dropped to my knees at the end of her bed. Once I was up so close to her soles, I knew it had all been worth it. Her toe rings were so pretty, and I licked my lips at the thought of feeling their coolness on my tongue. It didn’t matter what Barbara thought anymore, because all that was important was Jasmine getting her way; as she always did.

“That’s it,” she said in a cheery, sardonic voice, still without looking away from her phone. “Down where you belong, like the little bitch boy you are. Now apologise for even suggesting that I move out.” She wiggled her toes teasingly. “Kiss my perfect feet and apologise.”

I remained hovering at the end of the bed, sweat beginning to trickle its way down my spine as I nervously considered the best course of action. I’d been through this scenario a hundred times before, and I’d always be as hard as a rock. The very first time I’d kissed Jasmine’s feet while admitting she was the boss, all while still wearing my manager’s uniform, I’d felt a spark run through my entire body. She’d deliberately made me wear it, even though the event had taken place in my apartment, and while down on my knees, I’d been overcome by all sorts of female domination fantasies. All thoughts of having a girlfriend had gone out of the window and I’d felt like that was what a relationship was supposed to be like for me. I wasn’t capable of dating a girl on parity, I could only ever be at her feet, serving and pandering after her, and Jasmine had realised my potential. She hadn’t just friend-zoned me or pushed me aside, she’d found a useful place for me in her life, one that I seemed to enjoyed and could thrive in. I almost felt like an idiot that I had wasted so much of my youth running after girls that were so far out of my league. How I had offended them with my nice-guy behaviour and creepily smothered them in my attempts to win them over. I should have been begging at their feet for them to make use of me, just as I was about to do with Jasmine.

While she completely ignored me, I nuzzled my face into the sole of her foot, almost mewling in defeat and snivelling subservience. I buried my nose into the warm, sweaty groove beneath her toes, built up from hours of her laying beneath the humid, stuffy blanket, and in response, they naturally curled and clutched at my skin. While I breathed in their light, girly scent, my thoughts drifted to how I had once been this young girl’s manager, yet, now here I was, breathing in the smell from her feet while she lived for free in my apartment. I practically waited on her hand and foot, while she lazed around my place and lived without a care in the world. But what did she have to worry about? I didn’t charge her rent and I covered all of the bills and expenses. She basically had it made, but for that very reason, I loved being used by her. It had been the perfect arrangement for the past two years, but now, I had a girlfriend, as much as a surprise to myself as anyone else. This situation simply couldn’t continue with another woman in my life, could it? However, as I breathed in her foot stink, that stance was becoming less solid. I should have known that as soon as she tapped into my submissive desires that I was in trouble, and I actually lamented that Barbara had abandoned me to confront Jasmine alone: I didn’t stand a chance.

“You’re the boss, Queen Jasmine,” I whined, while breathing in the vitalising odour from between her toes. Simply admitting such a thing made me shiver with pleasure as I caved in my conviction. It was something that often occurred between us. I was constantly down at Jasmine’s feet throughout the week, grovelling and apologising for trivial things. For taking too long to prepare her breakfast or for not cleaning up after her to her satisfaction. “I’m so sorry for suggesting you move out.”

“Good boy,” she whispered, while her phone clearly held more importance than me: her eyes never leaving it. Her casual indifference towards me only tapped into my subservient manner. The more she treated me as if I was an irritation, an annoyance that she merely had to tolerate in order to mooch off me, the more I wanted to be taken advantage of by her. It was the same way she had rolled her eyes at me or tutted back when I was her manager, whenever I’d ask her to do something. I was just an annoying older guy that was making her day harder, by actually expecting her to do some work. She’d soon shown me the error in my ways, however, and in a short time she’d reduced me to nothing but her workplace lackey. Now, I’d become a full-time servant in my own home, and all to Jasmine’s benefit.

She glanced over the phone, and offered me the briefest attention. “Now, kiss it,” she said, while pushing the ball of her foot against my lips. “Kiss it and show me how grateful you are that I choose to live here.”

I whimpered as I placed my lips against her wrinkled sole, and softly kissed it, feeling that exciting feeling of surrender flowing through me as it always did. However, there was something else tingling me on this occasion. It wasn’t just the fact I was submitting to Jasmine, as I always did, but rather, I was doing so against the wishes of my girlfriend. Barbara had explicitly told me I was to ask Jasmine to move out, and what was I doing? Grovelling before her and kissing her feet. If Barbara was to walk out, she’d be shocked to her core, confused and devastated by witnessing such a pathetic, snivelling scene. But that scene was my reality, and had been so for the entirety of my relationship with her. It had been a miracle that I’d hidden my servitude of my housemate for this long. However, as I was down on my knees at Jasmine’s feet, breathing in their divine stink while I planted a series of adoring kisses all over their length, I contemplated if my relationship with Barbara had been the lie all along? This, right here, was my true calling in life.

“See, you don’t want to stop doing this, do you, James? You like doing things for me, right?” I felt a shiver run down my back, and suddenly Jasmine’s black-painted toes dipped beneath my chin, raising my face until our eyes met. There was an adorable little smile on her face as she batted her eyelashes and said, “You like doing things for me, right, bitch boy?”

I licked my lips excitedly, and immediately, I was transported back years to the sight of Jasmine wearing the restaurant uniform, leaning against the counter, and playing with her phone in the same way she always did whenever I was humbling myself at her feet these days. She had been more concentrated on texting whoever she was talking to, rather than cleaning any of the dirty tables out in the lobby. That’s where I had been, sweat trickling down my brow as I wiped the table clean in my shirt and tie. It had been a couple of weeks since she had started the job, and gradually, over our shifts together, she had been doing less and less work, whereas I was doing duties unbecoming of a manager. Working my fingers to the bone with tasks that I hadn’t been expected to perform for years, but had suddenly become a daily routine, ever since Jasmine’s realisation during her probationary review that I was nothing but a pushover.

Some of the other staff had even made teasing comments, saying how I had been smitten with the new girl, and how I had basically become her simp. Of course, it had been terribly embarrassing, but still, it was had to resist her intoxicating magnetism. She just had a way of making me feel good whenever she offered me the tiniest crumb of approval. A flutter of her eyelashes, a minuscule smirk of her juicy lips, or the way she’d turn and offer me a glimpse of her peachy arse. It was like I had been constantly secretly rewarded for doing her work, and hopeful for that to continued, I had thrown myself into the task.

As I had finished up with the lobby, and deposited a tray of empty burger wrappers into the trash can, Jasmine had momentarily glanced up from her phone as I passed her at the counter. There had been a grin on her face, a sparkle in her eyes; her entire expression the picture of amusement. She had been the new girl, after all, the bottom rung of the ladder, and yet, there she had been relaxing, while her manager scurried around and did her work. She had seemed so at home with the situation, so used to having an easy life because of her looks, that I had been helpless and putty in her hands. The worst part had been...she knew it. “You like doing things for me, right?” she’d teased leaning her velvety butt against the counter, her slip-on shoes crossed against the tiled floor. It had been a sentence I was going to become very familiar with, though at that stage, I was too shy to tell her the truth. I had blushed and cringed while bending to her will, but I had never, ever vocalised the truth behind why I was doing it: because I liked it.

On that occasion, I hadn’t answered at all, instead, I’d merely reddened and pretended I had something to do in the office. However, once alone, I had found myself hard as a rock beneath the desk. Being used as a lackey by a girl so much younger than me, especially one who had barely been at the restaurant five minutes, whereas I had worked my way up through the ranks...well...it had been strangely exciting. I knew I’d been entering dangerous territory, with her being my employee and all, but I couldn’t resist her compelling pull. Jasmine had been different to all of the other girls that I became infatuated with. She hadn’t rejected or ghosted me; she’d allowed me to remain in her orbit and please her on a daily basis. I knew all I had to do was keep getting in her good books, and perhaps, she’d see the potential in me and our interaction could turn even one day turn romantic. That had been the end goal, hadn’t it? I hadn’t just been doing all these things because it had given me a cheap thrill. That had just been an extra bonus, surely? I mean, I had the goal of becoming her boyfriend, still, hadn’t I? The more she had smiled at me, licked her lips, winked and teased me, the more I had accepted that the humiliation of following her around like a lovesick puppy was worth it. Everyone else that had been poking fun at me was just oblivious to the truth of my relationship with Jasmine.

Jasmine’s toes slapped against my cheek and brought me back to the current situation. “Quit daydreaming,” she said. “I asked you a question, dummy.” She lifted her foot and tapped me on the nose with her cute big toe. “You better not be fantasising about us dating again. You know how things are, right?”

“I’d never think that,” I said. “I know I can never be your boyfriend, Jasmine.”

“That’s right,” she said with a smirk. “You’ll never be my boyfriend. You’re just my bitch boy, and that makes you happy, doesn’t it?”

I nodded. When she’d first moved in, I’d deluded myself into believing that if I treated her like a princess, that our relationship would progress to something more romantic. With us living in the same apartment, eventually, she’d succumb, and realise that us dating wasn’t so far-fetched. However, during that first week in my apartment, Jasmine had swiftly put me in my place, and while she’d settled in, she’d made it clear that we would never be a couple. “You’re going to be my slave,” she had bluntly said during those early days, while I was down on my knees as she applied her makeup. “Nothing more. We will never date. You will never know what it’s like to take me on a date, like the guy I’m meeting tonight will. You know that?”

“Yes,” I’d said excitedly, while cowering at her feet, one placed on my back commandingly while the other was offered beneath my lips.

“If you really want me to live here with you, then this is how it will be. You’ll be a slave to my feet, and I’m going to milk you with them as much as I can. I’m going to use you, and that’s why you wanted me to move in, right?”

I had felt like I was in a dream, and had agreed while planting kisses all over her pretty, little feet. The same feelings were still running through me at this moment, as I kissed her feet devotedly, two years later. It was as if my devotion to Jasmine had never wavered since my initial submission to her.

“Good. So, just go back to kissing up to my feet and apologising. This is my home as much as it is yours, right?” She giggled to herself. “Actually, it’s probably more mine than yours by this point.” She lifted her leg up and arched her foot so its shiny ball was right in my face. “Tell me the truth, you like doing things for me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned while leaning in and placing a flurry of soft, affectionate kisses along the length of her sole, starting at the ball and working my way down to her heel. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled against her skin. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” It felt so damn good to grovel, to give in to her, to celebrate her getting her way once again. As my kisses progressed, I upped my slavish commitment, dragging my tongue all over her sweaty skin and probing between her toes.

“Ohhh, tickles,” she said while cooing and encouraging me. “That’s a good boy. Make love to my feet because this is the closest you’ll ever get.” It was the same rejection that had plagued me through my life, but God, Jasmine just knew how to make that rejection feel so damn good.

Ever since I’d first met her, and had been taken in by her spunky attitude and natural confidence, I’d spent endless hours fantasising about kissing her soft, pouty lips. I’d imagined her looking up to me as her manager and being completely awestruck and eventually realising what a catch I was. That over time, as I helped her out and made her life easier, she’d come to accept that I would make a wonderful, loving boyfriend for her. That making her life easier was just a part of a relationship with me, and I would do everything in my power to worship and adore her. From the way I’d treated her at work, she’d realise, that I’d treat her even better at home.

I’d been correct in my assessment, and Jasmine had indeed realised all of that, however, the ‘boyfriend’ aspect had evidently never been an option. She wanted all of the other treatment, but actually dating me was something that had never crossed her mind. She viewed me as a guy to be used, not to have sex with, and I now accepted that role with all my heart.

“So, do you still want me to move out?” Jasmine’s eyes were squinting in my direction, almost challenging me to defy her. As I remained kneeling at the foot of her bed, my nose still intoxicated with the invigorating scent of her light foot sweat, my tongue still tingling from the delicious flavours I’d extracted from between her toes, my mind was completely hypnotised by her resolute femininity and I could barely conjure a coherent thought. In my hesitation, her lips curled slightly into a smirk, before she placed the ball of one foot against my cheek and nudged me away. “I didn’t think so,” she said. “Now, why don’t you be a good boy and make me something to drink. This whole waste of time has left me parched.”

“Ugh, yes, Jasmine,” I stuttered, while nervously crawling towards her the hallway.

“And Jaaaaaaames,” she called after me, which left me frozen. “Give your girlfriend a kiss from me.” She poked her tongue out, flapping it up and down obscenely. “Maybe she’ll be able to taste my feet too.”

She was cackling as I closed the door behind me, and I left Jasmine’s room in a daze, my whole body buzzing with the exhilarating feeling of submission. Whenever I’d give in to Jasmine and allow her to boss me around, I would be filled with a pleasurable sensation that surpassed all others I’d ever experienced. Even my fumbling sexual encounters with my own girlfriend couldn’t compete.

I stumbled towards the living area, and crashed down onto the sofa. My thoughts replaying Jasmine’s words over in my head: imagining kissing Barbara and her recoiling at the taste of Jasmine’s toe sweat. My cock was rock hard in my jeans, and I felt embarrassed that my girlfriend had trusted me to do the right thing, and instead, I’d been sent away with an erection induced by my own capitulation. While I sat there, rubbing its length through the material, my thoughts were entirely on my housemate; my girlfriend almost a distant memory. Even throughout our six months together, my infatuation with Jasmine had remained, and now, while on the brink of taking the next step with Barbara, that obsession remained resolute.

I’d never stood a chance, and my crazed lust had gradually festered its way into our working environment further. After having received some complaints from her colleagues, most focused around how Jasmine wouldn’t get her hands dirty like everyone else and felt like the work was beneath her; I had started rostering myself into working alongside her on the front counter in a kind of hybrid team-member/manger role. I had played this off as being necessary due to our staffing issues, however, having an excuse to be around Jasmine had been the true motive. Therefore, while Jasmine was busy serving customers, I’d get around the other mundane tasks, moving between stations and keeping everything clean, on top of serving customers with her when things got extra busy. I had tried to play it off like I was just being a good manager and keeping a close watch on things, however, it was painfully obvious that I was basically Jasmine’s lackey to anyone with half a brain.

While I would be out front, wiping the dirt from tables, Jasmine would be leaning against the counter, playing on her phone, or helping herself to a cold drink from the soda machine. At times, she’d even pour herself a milkshake or enjoy an ice cream: treats that were expressly forbidden to the other staff. I’d shoot her daggers, and nod to the others, pleading with her to remain out of sight, and she would do so. Hiding away to enjoy her stolen treat, while I had to cover her ass on the counter. With my sleeves rolled up to my elbows, sweat blotting my forehead, I’d glance over and feel that same fuzzy feeling as I basically demoted myself to menial work, all so this pretty girl could earn her money in the easiest way. She’d sit on a box of empty cups, hidden away between machines, teasingly licking her ice cream cone with the soles of her black shoes facing my direction. Whether she had been aware or not, that was reward enough for my exhaustion, and it kept me committed to the task of doing the menial shit she was evidently too good for.

I looked around my apartment, and grimaced at how clean it was, and knowing that was all because of me. That was a plight in itself, as Jasmine often just threw things on the floor or made a mess, particularly at dinner time. I mean, why would she bother worrying about keeping things clean, when she had me to do that for her? Still, it was all worth it, because I felt alive whenever I was at her feet. Even now, alone on the sofa, my body was still throbbing and shaking with adrenaline after the recent bout of depraved subjugation. I had gone up against my housemate, and I had come away the loser, like I always did. Like I lived for. I was more excited after that brief encounter, than I’d been earlier that day when Barbara had suggested we move in together.

I lay back against the cushions, and suddenly felt relaxed. Was this all really so bad? If anything, Barbara was the distraction, and she was the one getting in the way of my servitude of my housemate. Jasmine was right, I enjoyed doing things for her, and it made me feel useful and gave me purpose. I was enjoying having Jasmine living me with, and basically mooching off me on a daily basis; it was almost as if I went about life on the edge of a constant orgasm with the way she so persistently tapped into my submissive side. It fulfilled all of the rejection-fuelled masochistic desires that had built up from my childhood. Jasmine was shrewd and adept at her role in everything too. She didn’t pay a cent towards rent and often lounged around my apartment in her underwear: just as Barbara had feared, though forever teasingly out of my reach. Whenever she wanted something, like a snack, she’d call out towards my room without bothering to lift a finger herself. I was in charge of keeping the groceries stocked and all of the cleaning responsibilities fell towards me. Jasmine’s role in all of this was basically to be my boss, the same way I’d been for about the first minute of her arrival at the restaurant. There was no pay cheque ever sent my way though; my payment was her beautiful, irresistible feet.

There were other tasks too, and since she didn’t work anymore, I’d often find myself expected to cover outside expenses. If Jasmine wanted to meet up with friends, I’d usually get a payment request sent my way, along with a picture of her foot to lure me in. The first time it had happened had been a joke on her part, an attempt at pushing her luck, but after my enthusiastic response, it had now become a routine. These days, I’d even find myself vacuuming and polishing Jasmine’s room, while she’d be laying on the bed with her feet crossed; her soft soles constantly motivating me that the effort, and the decimation of my male-pride, was worth it. She only allowed me to enter while she was there to supervise my work, and her feet and strict overseeing only made me work all the harder.

It was an arrangement that had lasted a full two years up to this point, and I’d found it both exciting and fulfilling. No one else would have understood, and Barbara would have surely been horrified, but it worked for the pair of us, and I suddenly felt annoyed that Barbara wanted to take it all from me. I mean, I wasn’t forcing my way into her life and demanding she give up the things that made her happy, was I? Meanwhile, Jasmine seemed in no rush to change anything. I mean, why would she? She pretty much had it made while living off of me. But if it was what I wanted too, maybe Jasmine was the one that really cared about me? Barbara and I had enjoyed a six-month relationship, but that paled in comparison to what I’d shared with Jasmine.

“How did it go?” Barbara asked expectantly from behind me.

“Jesus,” I yelled while almost jumping from my seat. “Where did you come from?”

“Did you tell her?”

“Kind of,” I said, while reaching over for the TV remote, clicking it on and attempting to pretend everything was now sorted.

“So, she’s moving out then?” She took a seat next to me on the couch, and leant over and kissed me on the lips, slipping her tongue inside for a snog, before I realised what had happened. She then sat back, licked her lips, and offered me a strange look.

“Ummm, well, I, kind of,” I said, while looking at her mouth and wondering if she knew what she’d just tasted. Despite feeling bad, my cock remained hard at the idea that Barbara had just accidentally learned what Jasmine’s toe sweat tasted like.

“What’s that mean?” She screwed up her face, then licked her lips again, before adding, “Did you brush your teeth today?”

“Yes,” I said more firmly, though I could feel her eyes still boring through me. “I told her.” That was the truth. I just wasn’t revealing that it hadn’t worked.

“Well, great.” Barbara snatched the remote from my hand.

“Hey, what you doing? I was looking for a movie.”

She poked her tongue out, then cycled through the apps on my television. “We can watch from my streaming app here now,” she said. “Since I’m going to be living here soon and all.” She entered the details, and after a few minutes, we were looking through the various movies and shows on offer. Barbara picked one, and cuddled up to me.

However, I couldn’t settle, knowing that Jasmine was mere metres away and if the two of them came together, well, it wasn’t going to go well, was it? “Shall we head out?” I suggested.

“Don’t be silly.” She rolled her eyes. “We just got here. I’m going to enjoy having quiet nights in with you.”

I gritted my teeth, my mind cycling through the various ways this was going to head south. Still, each time I tried to encourage Barbara to leave, she was having none of it. As a result, I stayed there on the sofa, trying to watch the movie, while my head constantly turned to Jasmine’s room, praying that she was busy with something and wouldn’t emerge before I could get Barbara off home.

However, it was only minutes into the movie, before I closed my eyes in resignation as I heard the familiar call of, “Jaaaaaaames.” The voice was Jasmine’s, and the two of us turned to see her scampering through the living area towards the kitchen. “Where the hell is my drink?” She was now wearing a tight pair of hot pants along with my loose-fitting t-shirt; her pointed nipples evident through the fabric and revealing that she wasn’t wearing a bra. “Oh,” she said pausing near the kitchen door, with no attempt to cover herself up. “Is this her?”

Barbara turned towards me, her eyebrow raised in confusion. She silently mouthed to me: what is she wearing? When I failed to say anything, she called out, in an unimpressed tone, “Hi, you must be Jasmine, right?”

“You must be”—Jasmine paused and dropped her fists to her hips, only resulting in pushing her nipples out further—“Brenda? Right?” She cocked her head and stared quirkily at my girlfriend. “Or was it Brianna?”

“Barbara. It’s Barbara.”

“Oh, sorry, Babs. I’m terrible with names.”

“Just Barbara is fine.”

Jasmine bit her lip, then she held her hands aloft and looked over at me with a roll of her eyes. “Okay,” she mouthed, before backing into the kitchen. As she neared the doorway, my eyes dropped to her feet momentarily. When I looked up, she winked at me and mouthed, “Bad boy,” before grinning and disappearing out of shot.

“What is she wearing?” Barbara asked through gritted teeth, nudging me painfully in the arm with her elbow. “I knew it. Does she always dress like this?”

“No, I...uh...” I watched as Jasmine headed back to her room, one of my cold bottles of beer dangling in her grip. I was only thankful that their first meeting had been mostly painless, and my girlfriend hadn’t recognised the t-shirt was one of my own.

Barbara appeared totally flabbergasted anyway. “You didn’t tell her, did you?”

“I did,” I said in my defence. “It’s just difficult is all.”

“Why is it difficult?”

I looked sideways at her and swallowed, obviously unable to share with her the true nature of our exchange. “She’s been here for a while now. She’s settled, and I’m kind of booting her out into the street from nowhere.”

Barbara seemed completely unimpressed. “A month’s notice is hardly from nowhere, is it? That’s plenty of time for her to sort herself out.” She rolled her eyes and turned back towards the television, clearly annoyed. Beneath her breath she mumbled, “Sometimes I think you have no backbone.”

“Hey, come on, don’t be like that.” She’d be even more annoyed if she knew I hadn’t even reached the notice part: Jasmine’s delicious feet had put paid to that. I attempted to wrap an arm around her shoulder, however she wriggled free and instead rose to her feet. 

“Why don’t you go snuggle up with your girlfriend back there instead?” There was clear jealousy and self-conscious hesitance written all over her face. Having seen Jasmine’s youthful beauty for the first time, it was evident that Barbara’s aging body was no competition. She was usually so confident and assured, but mere seconds in Jasmine’s presence had blown apart her matured composure.

I then made the mistake of being the one rolling my eyes. “Don’t you think you’re being a bit dramatic?” I mean, I didn’t know whether to be somewhat proud that Barbara thought I was capable of dating a girl like Jasmine. Barbara was certainly attractive, but Jasmine was a whole over level entirely.

“Really, James?” she shot back. “How would you like it if I shared my apartment with another guy and he walked around wearing next to nothing? A younger, hot guy I was letting stay there for free? Wouldn’t you think there was something going on?”

“Yeah, you’re right, I get it,” I said, already feeling the pangs of jealousy at simply imagining such a scenario. However, Barbara wasn’t looking at the entire picture was being irrational because of her own prejudices. I didn’t even consider that my own opinion was being similarly blighted by my infatuation with Jasmine as I spoke, “I get it, but come on, look how bad it looks, though. The two of you haven’t even met, and I’m suddenly kicking her out.”

“Why haven’t we met, James? Whose fault is that?”

I dropped quiet since obviously I’d kept the two of them separated, fearful of this exact scenario. If Barbara continued to cause a scene, and went on the attack, then Jasmine might lash out and reveal everything. “We should go,” I said. “Let’s head to yours.”

“We can’t.” Barbara had her arms crossed and looked truly put out.

“Why—”

The doorbell rung, and Barbara tutted and rose to her feet. “I ordered us a curry to celebrate. I thought it could have been like our first meal in here together, before I move in and all.” She scowled before heading to the door. “Stupid me, huh? To trust you to actually do something you said you would.”

As if to make things even worse, at that moment, Jasmine came wandering back out of her room, still wearing next to nothing. “Don’t mind me,” she said without even looking our way. “I forgot a bottle opener.” Usually that request would have come to me via a yell or a text message, so clearly Jasmine was on her best behaviour since Barbara was present. Besides the whole way she was dressed and all.

The delivery guy was holding out the take-away and almost dropped it as he caught sight of my gorgeous housemate. “Umm, that’ll be...something,” he said, while not paying my girlfriend any attention.

“Keep the change.” Barbara snatched the bag from his hand and tossed him a few bills, before turning and petulantly slamming the door shut with her heel.

“That smells nice,” Jasmine said. “What we having? Indian, is it?”

Barbara was on her way to the kitchen, when she stopped in her tracks. “You know what?” she said, while holding the plastic bag out towards her. “I’ve suddenly lost my appetite.” She then looked over and glowered at me, jiggling her eyebrows as if she expected me to do something.

“Is there a problem?” Jasmine asked, seemingly bemused while now holding the take-out.

“None at all,” Barbara said, before adding while glaring at me, “apparently.”

“Great,” Jasmine responded, before raising up to her tip-toes and peering over at the coffee table in front of me. “So, it’s beer, curry and a movie? Hoo-rah.”

Barbara looked at me annoyed, then she almost growled, “Help yourself.” She slung her handbag over her shoulder and marched towards the front door. Before leaving, she turned towards me and looked furious, then snarled in Jasmine’s direction, “Since you help yourself to everything else.”

Jasmine looked confused for a moment, raising the beer at me in a shrug, before she giggled. “What’s got up her ass? Is she always like this?” She walked over and put the curry down along with the beer. A snap of her fingers then jolted me. “Hurry, bitch boy, get me a plate.”

I knew I should have gone after my girlfriend, but with her gone, I instantly sprung into servant mode and skipped to the kitchen, returning with a plate and some cutlery. I was already imagining how I was going to serve Jasmine while she enjoyed the food, especially considering that Barbara had paid for it and all. For some reason, my mind kept focusing on that fact, and it was terribly satisfying. It was almost as if Jasmine was such a greedy, entitled brat, that she’d peeled that meal from my girlfriend without her even realising. I set the plate down while Jasmine began picking through the take-out.

“No wonder you’ve never brought her around,” she said while handing me the bottle opener and nodding at the beer. “She has quite the attitude.” She turned and looked at me candidly. “She seems like a total drag.” 

I didn’t know whether to lie or tell the truth. Honestly, at this point, I wasn’t sure who my loyalties were supposed to lay with. I mean, I loved my girlfriend, but I revered and worshipped Jasmine. I also knew her well enough that she probably wouldn’t be annoyed by the reason anyway. Despite having a relationship skewered in her favour, we were able to talk about mostly anything. It was like we shared a trust and didn’t need to lie to each other, especially in the same way I constantly lied to Barbara. I nodded towards her shirt. “She wasn’t happy with what you’re wearing. She thinks it’s inappropriate.”

Jasmine pouted, then looked down her shirt. “Everything is covered up?” she said in a bemused expression. She jiggled so her nipples prodded through the shirt. “Is she jealous or something?”

“I don’t know.”

“I mean...I’ll wear whatever I like around my own place.”

I thought about reminding her, that despite our arrangement, this was actually my place, and Barbara was kind of right about the way Jasmine dressed in the communal areas. I mean, I had no problem with it when we were alone, nothing was more enjoyable than lusting over Jasmine’s young, tight body, but she could at least show some courtesy towards my girlfriend, especially considering they’d only just met. However, as I looked at Jasmine, and noted her bemused expression, a part of me wanted to surrender to her even more. I had flashes of myself kneeling at the end of her bed, making out with her soles in a way I never did with Barbara, and declaring that Jasmine was right and my girlfriend was wrong. Admitting that even though my name was on the contract, that this was actually Jasmine’s apartment. Whenever I had this kind of mental conflict, it was always Jasmine that seemed to come out on top. “Yes, you’re right, it’s your place and you do what you want.”

She looked up at me and grinned. “Exactly. Anyway, how was I to even know she was here. You never said anything?” She then dipped her head and stared at me curiously. “Was she here earlier, when you were”—she gestured towards her bedroom with a fork—“you know, making out with my feet?”

I blushed, and swallowed, before nodding animatedly.

“Wow, check you out, bitch boy.” She chuckled while scraping some rice onto her plate, along with whatever dish Barbara had picked out. “It’s almost like you were trying to be caught, you bad boy.” She shook the fork at me, accidentally flicking a dollop of brown paste onto my shirt, which only made her giggle even more. She then narrowed her eyes, before letting out a sigh. “Ahhh, now it makes sense. She totally put you up to asking me to move out, didn’t she?”

I blinked, too afraid to tell the truth, even though I trusted her fully. I was always prepared for any consequences Jasmine deemed me deserving of, but if they were directed at Barbara, I wasn’t sure I’d be so accepting.

“We hadn’t even met, and she was already trying to get rid of me?” She cocked her head. “You don’t even need to answer. It’s written all over your face, bitch boy. You can’t hide anything from me.”

I stayed quiet as she continued loading everything onto her plate, until there was barely any food left in the metallic containers. I had a quick finger through, and all she’d left me was a bit of the salad, notably some lettuce and half a tomato. “Am I gonna get some of that too?”

Jasmine smirked. “Well, I seem to remember she told me to help myself, right?” She tossed the plastic bag on the floor, before brushing all the empty cartons aside too. “So, I don’t mind if I do,” she said while flopping down onto the sofa next to me. “Maybe you can have anything that’s left over.”

A fuzzy feeling flowed through me as I felt Jasmine’s warm skin up against my leg. She kicked back, lifting her feet up next to her beer and taking full control of the television remote. “What you watching?” she asked, before her eyes lit up. “When could we stream movies? That’s totally dope!” 

While she greedily gobbled forkfuls of the curry, and freely surfed through the shows on offer, my eyes remained fixated on her feet, her toes dancing around almost victoriously. I knew Barbara wouldn’t be happy that we were still using her account, but while focused on Jasmine’s feet, it didn’t seem that important. I lingered over the strong, yet feminine shape of her arches and her perfectly formed nailbeds, each painted a matte black. On the top of her left foot was a kitty tattoo, its cheesy grin almost mocking me and teasing that she was a young, innocent girl. We both knew she was anything but.  

Barbara’s parting words kept ringing in my ears, and I imagined how I’d feel if she was letting a guy stay with her for free. Clearly, I’d be jealous and assume that they were having an affair. I mean, she wasn’t wrong, was she? Obviously, there was something going on with Jasmine, but I just didn’t know how I was supposed to tell her that. How would I explain such an odd situation to my girlfriend? That despite her being my partner and the woman I planned to one day marry, I was a slave to another girl’s feet. A much younger girl who literally did nothing all day and blatantly took advantage of me. A girl who had been living with me and mooching off me on a daily basis for years. A girl who still had me infatuated despite knowing I could never be anything more than her devoted servant. A girl who was greedily eating my girlfriend’s celebratory meal while she was out in the cold. Barbara would probably have been more accepting if I’d told her we actually were fucking; at least she could have understood that, rather than the bizarre reality.

If I disclosed the true relationship between myself and Jasmine, well, Barbara would probably break up with me immediately. Not only that, but she’d likely tell my parents and my friends about the seedy little situation I had going on in my home. I mean, it looked bad, even without the whole submission element of our relation. In some ways, I wished that Barbara had wandered out and caught me kneeling at the end of Jasmine’s feet, my pathetic face pressed against her smooth soles. At least then all of the anxiety would be gone and I’d likely already be single and knee-deep in the consequences. Right now, it was like I was dangling from a cliff constantly. If Barbara had already kicked me to the curb, I could focus on what really matters, making sure Jasmine’s life was comfortable and without any problems. If everyone else thought I was a weirdo, at least I knew Jasmine accepted me.

However, though Barbara had marched off, we were still an item, as far as I knew, and I was too much of a coward to break things off myself. Despite being a total deviant, I was still clinging to the idea that I had could have my cake and eat it. That I could have a semblance of a normal relationship with Barbara, while at the same time, satisfying my more depraved needs with Jasmine. Despite it being the ideal scenario, it just didn’t seem possible though, and I had to choose what kind of guy I wanted to be. A decent member of society or a perverted despot. Clearly, if I was going to be happy with my girlfriend, and be a regular, normal guy, then I had to do what she said and get rid of Jasmine as soon as possible. However, while Jasmine’s crossed feet were propped up on the coffee table as she chomped away on her meal, her arches clearly displayed, while her toes flexed and picked at each other, I found myself lost in my infatuation and unable to muster the necessary words. Being normal was the right choice, but being Jasmine’s foot bitch was the pleasurable one.

“Shouldn’t you be rubbing my feet already, bitch boy?” she said through a mouthful of rice. “You know how I like things when I’m eating.”

Simply being called such a thing, in such a blatant way and straight to my face was the exact reason why I was so thankful that Jasmine had embraced this strange dynamic between us. My girlfriend had left in a huff minutes before, yet all Jasmine cared about was stuffing her face and getting her feet rubbed. Her selfishness was constant, and it reached me so deeply.

Up until my relationship with Barbara, I’d been a complete failure with women, and had stumbled through every attempt at wooing women. I’d often been left with the impression that most thought I was a loser, though none had explicitly stated so. Though some girls had slyly brushed me into the friendzone and kept me at arm’s length, none had seemed comfortable truly using me for their own benefit. However, Jasmine was a different breed, and from the very first day that I’d met her she’d had no qualms in using me to make her life easier. It was almost as if she felt that she deserved such treatment, and that a guy like me should simply do as she says and pander to her whims. Girls like her just didn’t get their hands dirty; they were just way too pretty and pruned after all.

As a result, with Jasmine, it felt different from all of the other times I had been rejected or shunted into the friendzone, as I felt like I actually had a use and a place. I felt like I could actually offer something beneficial to such a beautiful girl, and in that regard, there could be an intimacy between us. Even if the nature of our relationship was slanted more towards one of dominance and submission, in that dynamic I felt alive and excited, as if I was finally getting to experience the joys of the female form for the first time. Jasmine had made me realise that I was never going to be good enough to get with a girl like her. My tongue would never know what her cute little mouth tasted like. My hands would never get to feel the softness of her delicate breasts, and whereas I’d usually felt depressed and resentful about such realities, I now found that I could embrace my unworthiness in this regard, because there were other delights that I could savour and appreciate.

On the flipside, Barbara allowed me to enjoy every part of her body, yet, my fucked-up brain almost looked down on her for that. I mean, how could she ever compare to Jasmine? My tongue had explored every nook and cranny of Barbara’s body, yet, it had only ever been allowed to sample Jasmine’s feet. In some ways, I felt like Barbara lessened herself by choosing me as a partner; the very same guy that my housemate saw as nothing but a doormat. I was a loser, wasn’t I? So, what did that make Barbara for seeing me as a potential husband?

Jasmine nodded towards the beer, and when I reached down and handed it to her she took a long slurp. Seconds later, she let out a huge belch and then burst into laughter, before gesturing towards her propped-up feet. “Get down there and make yourself useful while I relax, bitch boy.”

The very idea that Jasmine was going to relax, after a day of doing nothing, was both annoying and seamlessly a turn-on. I scooted from the sofa, and was about to drop to my knees when she let out an impatient gasp. “I forgot my phone,” she said while flicking me away with her fingers. “Go fetch it for me.”

“Yes, Queen Jasmine,” I said excitedly, that familiar thrill of service flowing through me. I adored when we entered one of these playful scenarios, because I knew that I was going to be able to likely service her for the rest of the night. That was an extremely exciting prospect to me, more so than whenever I shared a bed with Barbara. Yes, sex for me was enjoyable, and I had really grown into it with her guidance and nurturing, but it was no comparison with the way my body shook excitably whenever I was able to serve at Jasmine’s feet. Her nonchalant use of me reached me in a way that vanilla sex never could. On occasion, I’d last only minutes with Barbara, and she was never one for foreplay. Despite being pretty, her sexual interests were rather plain and she wasn’t interested in trying anything particularly new. That was part of the reason why I was reluctant to share my hidden desires with her, as I got the impression she would brush me off.

Meanwhile, Jasmine would string out my excitement for hours, keeping me on the edge while I remained attentive and devoted. She just had a way of knowing exactly what I needed to hear to keep me on task. Even the subtlest of body language was enough to let me know I was doing the right thing, and brush aside any qualms about my own self-pride. A simple look down her nose or the raise of an eyebrow was enough to communicate the disparity of our roles within my own home: Jasmine was the one in charge. She was the boss, and she’d keep me jumping up and down, responding to her pettiest whims, all while knowing I’d eagerly comply. It was almost as if we’d naturally transitioned from the restaurant, except now I wasn’t just clearing tables or wiping floors; I was cleaning her mess and wiping her feet clean with my tongue.

However, it was the verbal encouragement that truly made me accept that this odd arrangement was all worthwhile. Jasmine just had a way, in her young, girlish voice, of almost treating me like a puppy, and therefore ensuring my loyalty.  “You’re such a good boy, aren’t you?” she said after me, while I made my way to her room, and I swooned as if I was a cherished pet. While I collected her phone, the thought of Jasmine previously being my employee, and now getting to talk to me in such a patronising manner while I performed as her obedient lackey, made me feel light-headed.

As I handed it to her, the mocking, “Atta boy,” I received in return, her voice a baby-talking shrill, made me blush in embarrassment, but shiver with desire.

My own pride should have ignited the need to defend my dignity from the outset of Jasmine’s, bratty, entitled behaviour. The moment she had made it clear that she had no work ethic, I should have released her from her contract. The moment it became evident that she had no interest in me romantically, I should have ceased my efforts and kept the interaction completely professional. However, I liked how she was willing to use me for her own needs while keeping me romantically at bay. I adored how she toyed with me and almost did so in a cuteish manner. 

I used to be ashamed of the way other guys would make fun of me for chasing after girls. How they’d call me pathetic for treating them like princesses while the very same women showed no sexual interest in me. How even as a successful manager of a restaurant, the young female employees I hired saw me not as a potential partner, but as some weak older guy who they could take advantage of. Each time another opportunity would arise, I’d delude myself into thinking that it would be different this time, but the same level of rejection would eventually arise as it always did. It was almost as if through my years of rejection at the hands of similarly beautiful girls, I had projected my insecurities somewhere else, somewhere pleasurable as a means to deal with the trauma of being overlooked so many times.

Now, I didn’t feel at all bad that girls like Jasmine saw me as being beneath them and viewed my only use to them as that of a simp. It felt damn good to simp for her, and within the confines of my own home, I felt safe and free to explore my every fantasy. If anything, Barbara had disrupted my secret happiness and I was caught in a tug-of-war between choosing a regular, normal relationship or indulging in taboo fantasies that I found way more exciting.

Perhaps that’s what had happened, and in a defence-mechanism, my body eventually turned that constant rejection into a pleasure-source, and now, nothing turned me on more than rubbing Jasmine’s feet while she lauded over me how much of a bitch I was for her. Once she was finished playing with me, I’d always retreat to my room, and pathetically jerk off while fantasising over the previous hours. Having cum, I’d feel regret and long for Barbara. Yet, the cycle would continue all over again at the first sight of Jasmine’s feet or the next demand from her. She had warped my brain to the point that pandering to her had become my sexual fulfilment, even more so than sex with my own girlfriend. The fact that I had at first thought there was a possibility of a romance between us, only seemed to make my service of her that much more enjoyable. It was as if she had well and truly put me in my place. I wasn’t her manager that she took orders from, I was her bitch to order around. 

I dropped to my knees at Jasmine’s feet and revelled at how lucky I was. I was a total beta boy, there was no denying it, but whereas most guys of my ilk were sat at home, jerking off to internet porn as I used to do, here I was, getting to serve and pamper an absolute goddess on a daily basis. Jasmine had been kind to me by indulging my desires and allowing me to thrive in my beta status, so it felt abundantly wrong that she should be so thoughtlessly discarded now that Barbara had entered my life. Barbara, not knowing the full extent of Jasmine’s significance, was completely out of line.

I pressed my thumbs into Jasmine’s instep, which brought a pleased moan from her, and I realised that this was the most genuine, honest intimacy I’d ever experienced. For my entire relationship with Barbara, I’d always felt like I was trying to play a role. I didn’t even feel like I was her actual boyfriend, but rather I was stumbling around attempting to act the part. At times I’d feel like I was out of place, and I was constantly apprehensive about my behaviour and whether I was performing as a boyfriend was supposed to. It was as if someone had handed me a space suit and told me I was now an astronaut. I didn’t have a clue what I was doing. I particularly felt uncomfortable when we were in public together, as if everyone else could see straight through the ruse and would realise that I was nothing but a fraud. I’d constantly glance around, wondering and hoping that people were jealous of me, but simultaneously fearing that they could see straight through my act of being a normal person.

At times, while we hugged, and Barbara’s eyes were closed while she lay in my arms, my own eyes would remain open. I’d sit there, staring at nothing in particular, wondering if the way I was feeling was correct. Doubting whether the emotions I had for her were genuine love, or whether they were bore from something else entirely. As if my relationship with her wasn’t the real deal, but instead a mask, to hide the true love of my life. A love that didn’t love me back.

I was deceiving her in more ways than she knew. During sex, my thoughts would often wander towards my egotistical housemate, and while gazing into Barbara’s eyes, I’d fantasise about the ways in which Jasmine had recently used me and how the sweat from between her toes had been my only reward. While thrusting inside my own girlfriend, I’d think of the soles of Jasmine’s feet, imagining them relaxed on my coffee table while she lazed around my apartment, used my electricity and ate my food. I’d grunt and climax hard inside her, and Barbara would profess just how good at sex I had become. She’d boast about how she’d taught me so well. Yet, without straying to those seedy thoughts, I couldn’t reach the finish line, and I realised, that not a single orgasm I’d shared with Barbara had ever been void of Jasmine’s influence.

Afterwards, I’d feel guilty beyond belief, and while we cuddled, and Barbara offered me affectionate woos and kisses, I’d sink deep inside myself somewhere and ponder what true happiness was. On the surface, our relationship was normal, the standard, what everyone expected and what my parents approved of. It seemed to be fulfilling to everyone other than myself and I didn’t know whether it was better to suffer through it for the sake of appearances, or finally admit that my place was at Jasmine’s feet. I wasn’t cut out to be a boyfriend, because my true role was as a foot slave.

Unlike with Barbara, in Jasmine’s presence there was almost no pressure or expectation. I didn’t have to pretend that I was something else. I didn’t have to devote energy to being what I thought a real man was. She knew that I was unworthy of her, so there was no need for me to make any attempts to impress her. There was no chance of her being interested in me, so I didn’t have to worry about saying the right thing or trying to make her laugh with a joke. I could just be myself, my hidden, servile self that I’d always felt ashamed of and had always tried to supress; that I’d try to redirect as flirting. That I felt was some deformed part of myself that I could overcome on my route to being a regular, normal guy. I had the normal relationship with Barbara, yet, I was constantly drawn back to Jasmine’s feet and my desire to be subjugated and debased at them. That was where I felt most alive and where I seemed to enjoy the most pleasurable feelings. It was extremely embarrassing, and a dagger through my masculinity, but I couldn’t deny the response of my body.

Jasmine took a swig from the beer, allowing a few trickles to dribble down her chin. In some ways, I’d enabled her slob-like tendencies, as she’d never appeared this way when we were worked together in the restaurant. Even in the mandatory uniform, she always looked well put together, with her makeup expertly applied and her hair cutely arranged beneath the baseball cap. Perhaps I should have been delighted and felt complimented that I was allowed to see this side of her, that she felt so comfortable in her subjugation of me, that she felt no need to try and put on her best appearances. As if to confirm my suspicions, she rudely let out a loud burp, before stuffing the remainder of the curry straight into her mouth. She chewed loudly, her tummy bloated from beneath the t-shirt, her mouth open with no care for how she appeared in my company.

While I kneaded my knuckles into her sole, I realised that the two of us were able to freely be ourselves; me the pandering servant and Jasmine the demanding overlord. It didn’t matter that I was older, a man, more accomplished or anything like that, because the natural order of things was that Jasmine was on top. We both acknowledged and accepted it as fact. We didn’t have to hide anything, because absolute trust existed between us, trust that even evaded my real relationship with my girlfriend. I mean...I couldn’t tell Barbara about any of this, could I? She simply wouldn’t understand. She wasn’t even into foreplay, so how the hell would she be on board with any of my female domination fantasies?

“You all settled down there, bitch boy?” Jasmine teased while stroking the side of my face with the toes of her other foot. In the process, I caught the light, pleasant fragrance of her foot sweat and I involuntarily closed my eyes and enjoyed a breathy inhale. “God,” she said with a giggle. “That is so pathetic, but so hilarious. I can’t believe you’re the same guy I used to work for.”

I in turn blushed, my eyes flickering open bashfully, incapable of offering any retort to the simplest of facts. Jasmine rolled her eyes, then she lifted the same foot, curled her toes back and offered the shiny ball of her foot towards my lips in an unspoken command. As if on instinct, I puckered my lips and affectionately planted them against her soft, smooth sole. There was none of the worry or hesitance that often occurred whenever I kissed Barbara; the concerns of whether I should initiate or if I was actually doing it right. 

“The same mouth that kisses your girlfriend’s lips, only gets to kiss my feet.” Jasmine cackled to herself before taking another sip of beer. It almost spilled from her lips as she mumbled, “Maybe she needs to see you doing this so she’ll realise she has no chance of getting rid of me?”

Before I could even answer, Jasmine had edged her leg forwards and harshly dug her big toe into my lip. All I could see was the top of her foot, that kitty tattoo blurry at such close view, as her toe moved back and forth, circling my mouth in a teasing motion. “Do you want to suck it?”

I mumbled a response under the assault on my lips, wanting more than anything to suckle on her delicious toe. It was the best reward possible for my loyalty and service, wasn’t it? After all, I’d been instructed by my girlfriend to evict Jasmine, yet here I was, kneeling at her feet and about to worship her instead. She must have been supremely pleased.

“Tell me you want to suck it,” she said. “I like seeing your face go all shy when you admit what a bitch you are for my feet.”

I burned in shame, the humiliation tingling my skin all over. It was a rather bizarre feeling and one I was most familiar with. I’d often be left in a similar state after approaching a girl and being rejected. However, on those occasions, my first instinct would be to retreat to safety and flee the scene. Once out of the judgemental gaze of the object of my affection, as well as any witnesses, I was able to settle down and reassure myself that next time things would be different. However, while in Jasmine’s presence, I was kept in place, sizzling and stewing in the height of paralysing humiliation. It was a prolonged ordeal, with her continuing to poke and prod at me, marvelling at my shy and bashful responses. The more I shrank with embarrassment, the more Jasmine seemed to rejoice in my debasement. She was like a cat toying with her catch, and she refused to put me out of my misery because it was just too much fun for her.

“I want to suck it,” I said. “Please, Queen Jasmine, let me suck your toe.”

She giggled, then nodded towards her big toe. “You’re pathetic, James, you have a girlfriend now, but look at you, still so helpless for my feet. Go on, go ahead and suck on my toe.”

Instead of replying, I simply slipped her big toe between my lips, and sucked it as if a pacifier. It had a resultant effect, seeming to calm and reassure me that this was where I belonged and that doing this sort of thing was perfectly okay. I mean, I’d been doing this for the past six months while dating Barbara, and Jasmine hadn’t betrayed me, had she? The salty flavour of her toe satisfied me in a way that Barbara’s lips were incapable.

“Clean the tables and sweep the floors,” she said in a mocking imitation of my own voice. She lifted her other foot and clutched my nose between her big and second toe, before shaking my head from side to side. It was a struggle to keep her big toe in my mouth, but I formed a suction with my lips and clung on. “Did I ever do any cleaning in that job?”

“Ummmm no,” I mumbled from around her toe.

“Why was that?”

I tried to reply, but her toe dampened my words. She popped it free, and after licking my lips, I muttered, “Ummm, I did it for you, because you’re too good to clean stuff.” My cock was throbbing in my pants as we played the game, twitching each time I lavished praise upon her and massaged her ego.

“Do I ever do any cleaning here either?”

“No.” I gulped, enjoying the waves of this prolonged verbal humiliation. “I do that all too. You just get to live here for free.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I’m a bitch for your feet, Queen Jasmine.”

“As you should be,” Jasmine marvelled. She raised her foot and hovered it in front of my face, my eyes immediately being drawn to her sole, almost hypnotised in my concentration. “All because of my little feet.” She bopped me on the nose with her big toe, and unexpectedly knocked me out of my daze. “What is it with you and my feet anyway? I’ve never understood it. I mean, I know they’re pretty and all, but still, you do everything for me...because of my feet?”

“I just...umm—” My voice trailed off as I took in the sight of Jasmine’s sole up close. It was in such close proximity that I could make out the swirly lines of her toe prints. I swallowed and couldn’t quite believe that I got to see her pretty feet so closely these days, as they had evaded me for so long. During her induction at the restaurant, I’d have never imagined in my wildest dreams that one day I would be kneeling as she rubbed her foot all over my face.

“Do you remember the first time you saw them?”

“Yes,” I breathed. Jasmine slipped her toe back between my lips and I lost myself to that cherished memory as I closed my eyes and contentedly sucked.

It had been about four months of working with Jasmine before I had seen her feet for the first time. Up until that moment, and having had my romantic attempts firmly rebuffed, I’d been diligently making the working life of my youngest employee extremely easy. Other than serving customers with a smile, Jasmine had barely lifted a finger for weeks, often being found leaning against the counter while playing on her phone and popping gum. She’d even state she needed the restroom, and I would act as cashier in her place while she disappeared for up to half hour. Her lack of effort and laziness had not gone unnoticed by her co-workers, who had often spat complaints my way as they rushed around to make up for the empty shirt that Jasmine pretty much was. Still, despite acting like I was going to discipline her and calling her into the office on occasion, mostly for show, I’d always relent upon her using her feminine charms. It would only take a softer tone, or a flutter of her eyelashes while whining that this kind of work was beneath her, and I’d be nodding along while secretly excited as I gave into her complaints. Of course, my weakness had usually been lured from me, as she us regularly crossed those, black, slip-on shoes up onto a chair, offering me the slightest glimpse of her sweaty, white socks. Well...that always just completely dismantled my resolve. I mean, it’s quite the thing to reprimand a lazy, incompetent employee, but for them to kick back and relax while you were doing so; I’d leave each encounter even more infatuated with her, almost driving myself crazy while imagining what her feet must look like. Her fingers had always been perfectly painted, her nails filed and pristine. That’s why she never went near the fry station, after all. I had reasoned, if her hands looked like that, her feet, which she hardly used since she rarely left the front counter, other than to take a break, must have been even more impressive.

Bizarrely, it had been outside of the working environment when I had first caught sight of Jasmine’s feet. After a gruelling day shift, I’d swung by the local supermarket to stock up on groceries. I’d spent the past few hours doing administrative tasks, while occasionally having to muck in on the floor when Jasmine requested some help. She’d then subsequently left a half hour before her finish time, leaving me to work through all of the closing tasks alone. As a result, I had been exhausted, and looking forward to just getting home and settling down. I had been perusing my way down the fresh vegetable aisle, when startled by a, “Jaaaaames?” from behind me. “Jaaaames? Is that you?”

Turning, I had been taken aback and didn’t instantly recognise her without her uniform, but there Jasmine had been, shopping with what I had presumed to be her mother. Before I could even muster a polite response, my nerves had already been shaking by seeing her for the first time without her uniform. Her hair that was usually tucked away beneath the baseball cap, had hung loose around her shoulders, a mixture of black with streaks of purple. She had been wearing multiple studs and rings in her ears, which were usually absent at work; however, the ever present one in her nose looked had enchanting while it wasn’t beneath the shadow of her work cap. A white blouse with a black tie had hung around her neck, above a red and black pleated skirt.

However, it had been when my eyes drew down to the floor that I found myself completely awestruck: Jasmine had been wearing a pair of goth-style high heels with see-through plastic, tied up via laces in the middle. Poking out the end were her cute little toes, painted the same purple as her dyed hair, all except the second toe of each foot, which had been painted a glittery silver and bore a similarly matching toe ring. I don’t know why, but despite her being so attractive all over, it was her feet that had shaken me the most that evening. I mean, I had regularly glanced down at pretty girl’s feet for a snoop and been impressed, but Jasmine’s had rocked me to the core. Perhaps because for the previous months, I’d only ever seen her wearing plain, black shoes and their unveiling had built up so much. I liked feet, as they had become kind of a symbolic representation of my failure with women, being the lowest part of their body and all, and still being out of my reach. I hadn’t been worthy of dating or kissing a woman, but perhaps I was worthy of kneeling and kissing her feet? I’d fantasised about that very scenario so many times, and after the months of working with Jasmine, it was where my thoughts had lingered whenever I saw her work shoes and she had asked me to do something for her. However, I had still been taken aback by how pretty her feet actually were, and it formed quite a juxtaposition when considering the grease-monkey environment that I had usually seen Jasmine in.

My lips had parted in astonishment, and I must have been gawping right there in the supermarket as my eyes remained fixated on her pretty toes. It had almost been as if I was seeing her naked for the first time and for that reason I’d been caught completely off guard and rattled. Her feet had been just so cute and pretty. Had they always been this decorated throughout the months of us working together? Through all of those shifts where I’d embarrassed myself as her lackey, had her toes been painted like that and had she been wearing those little rings beneath the white ankle socks and slip-on shoes? Suddenly, her attitude had seemed justified regarding work. I mean, why would she have expected to have to hurry around the restaurant or lump around boxes when she had cute little feet like that? Her skin had looked so soft and unblemished, and it seemed fitting that the young girl I so routinely laboured for was so specifically detailed in her pampering. I had learned she was prim and proper from head to toe, and the grunt work I had always done in her place was clearly beneath her. Her day should have been filled with massages and spas, not menial labour.

“What’s he looking at?” I had heard the older woman whisper.

I had been startled to shoot my eyes up when Jasmine cleared her throat. As we had made eye contact, she squinted at me curiously, before looking down herself and wiggling her toes. Almost stupidly, my eyes had followed and once again became enraptured by the soft, pale complexion of her polished toes. I had known I should have looked away, even as I noticed Jasmine’s head look back up in my peripheral vision, but I had been totally captivated, and part of me felt like I might never get another opportunity to see that much of her naked flesh again. I mean, it had been months of that boring uniform and shoes, with only her skinny arms, face and hands on show. Of course, her fingers had always been immaculately polished, but I had never considered that her feet would be even better. I’d be seeing her again in work the next day, but she’d be wearing those usual shoes, and I wouldn’t be granted that same mesmerising view. I had realised I simply couldn’t waste the opportunity, and my eyes had blinked as if I was snapping photos to archive away.

“James?” Jasmine had said again, and my vision had blurred slightly before I looked up once more in a panic.

“Yes?” I had asked, my face blushing upon seeing the confusion in her eyes. There had been something else settled behind the deep brown colour too, something which I hadn’t quite been able to fathom.

“What are you looking at?”

“Nothing.” I had swallowed awkwardly, then leant down and pretended to look beneath the shelves that housed boxes of carrots. “I think I dropped something under here.”

“Oh, really?” she had asked while craning her head to look too. “What did you drop?”

“I...umm...something.” My skin had already felt as if it was on fire and my fingers had trembled at my stupidity. I had always been nervous around Jasmine at work, and there, out in public and seeing her dressed so provocatively, well, all composure had suddenly been shot.

“Something?” She had turned towards her mother and chuckled. “He doesn’t even know what he’s lost.”

“Sounds like he’s lost his marbles.” Her mother had laughed too. “No wonder you run rings around him.”

Jasmine’s eyes had sized me up. “Yes, where would he be at work without me telling him what to do? He’d lose his head if it wasn’t screwed on.” They had both been staring at me as if I was some peculiar creature behind the bars at a zoo, proudly performing some simple task that regular people found easy.

The pair of them had giggled together, and with that, my whole body had shuddered; had Jasmine been bragging about the way she seemingly had me wrapped around her finger at work? While I had been pandering after her, trying to make her life easier because I thought it would impress her, had I been nothing but a joke to her? Such a joke that after our shifts she went home and mocked me to her own mother? They had been like two peas in a pod, with her mother sharing a similar alternative look: her hair short in a pixie cut.

My teeth had been almost chattering as I scrambled for some witty retort, some way to talk myself out of that embarrassing predicament. It had felt different with us outside of work. However, there had been a twinkle in Jasmine’s eye as we looked at each other, with something in there that seemed to reach me. She had rolled her eyes and patted her mother on the arm. “He’s such a gentleman,” she had said in a clear sarcastic tone and her confidence and control of the situation seemed well beyond her years. “Always looking after me...and wanting...nothing in return, isn’t that right, James? It’s not like you enjoy scurrying around for me, just for the sake of it...is it? It’s not like you treat me differently to everyone else, is it?”

There it had been, laid out. She had known what I’d been doing all along. She had known my behaviour had been bore from some kind of masochistic desire to serve her from the start. She had known she was completely unobtainable to me, yet, I had willingly done her work all the same for months. I had been stammering and stuttering amongst heavy breaths while the two of them watched me in fascination. It must have been quite a sight for two beautiful women to witness an inferior male capitulate in their presence.

“Are you okay, James?” Jasmine had asked while cocking her head and watching me almost sympathetically.

My hand had been shaking as I clutched onto the handles of my basket, however, I still hadn’t had a clue what to say. For any normal guy, they’d have probably been enjoying a regular, ordinary conversation at that moment. However, I had felt completely uncomfortable and exposed, even in somewhere as publicly acceptable as a supermarket.  It had seemed the longer the awkward moment went on, the more jumbled and fractured my thoughts had become. “I...should...go...” I had finally managed to squeak-out in an embarrassingly high-pitched and wavering voice. It had been an odd cause of action, especially considering Jasmine’s question, but I had just wanted out of there. I had wanted to flee the scene, the same way I’d always done whenever a girl rejected me. Whenever I’d previously mustered up the courage to shoot my shot and had been shut down immediately. I hadn’t even fired the gun on that occasion, and still, the flight part of me had sounded the alarm.

I had made a frantic shunt to turn, however, Jasmine had grabbed the sleeve of my coat with her soft and gentle hand. She had smiled at me almost reassuringly, then nodded slightly towards the floor. After a pause, where I had almost silently pleaded to be set free from her grip, I had followed her lead down, as one of her feet slid forward across the polished floor towards the bottom shelf of vegetables. “Is that what you’re looking for?” she had asked. “Is there something down there you see? Something that you need?”

I hadn’t even been able to pay attention to whatever her foot was directed towards, because once again my eyes had been held prisoner by her cute, little purple toes. It had taken me a moment to process her words, but then I had realised, she’d known I needed her feet, hadn’t she? That’s what she had been implying. As her foot had twisted in the heel, and her wrinkled arch had become visible through the plastic, I had to swallow with an audible gulp while being on the verge of salivating. What the hell was a girl like that doing working in my fast food restaurant? Despite the embarrassing nature of our encounter, I had almost hoped that one of my friends or family would catch sight of us so that I could have be seen breathing the same air as her out in public. She had clearly known I was completely weak for her, and she had been sticking me as if a matador with a helpless bull.

“Do you see it?” Jasmine had encouraged. Her foot had twisted slightly. “It’s right there.” When I had failed to respond as I had still been pretty much drooling over her foot, she pushed me on the arm slightly. “Get in for a closer look.”

As my eyes had lingered over her foot, and she lifted it slightly so that the weight rested on the front, I had noticed from behind the laces that there was some kind of tattoo on the top; a circle with a few lines scribbled out of it. Back then, I couldn’t tell what it was, and it would be a while before I’d see it in all its glory. Of course, I now knew it to be the familiar kitty symbol, but during that moment, I had been perplexed. She had been teasing me, and she had known I was staring at her feet, hadn’t she? Her words had been clear as day, and she had wanted me to admit it. Get in for a closer look, the words had rung in my ears, and I had felt safe to speak. “Yes, I see it,” I had said, finally understanding what she had been talking about. “You have a tattoo on your pretty foot.”

Jasmine had abruptly released my arm and withdrew her foot. She had narrowed her eyes at me, a mixture of confusion and annoyance, before bending her knees and scooping something from beneath the shelf. There had been a plastic bag with a tomato inside, which someone else must have dropped earlier that day. “I mean this,” she had said, while she had held it out towards me hesitantly. “You dropped this, right?”

I had wiped my forehead of its sheen-like sweat, awkwardly glancing towards her mother and putting on a fake, teethy smile. “Oh, yes, silly me.” I had taken the bag and dropped it into my basket, before looking towards her mother again, who had seemed completely oblivious to what had happened. “Like she said,” I had added. “I’d lose my head if it wasn’t screwed on.”

I had expected Jasmine to laugh and be pleased with the joke, but her eyes had already moved back down to her feet, as she had wiggled her toes, seeming to consider and ponder them for a moment. She had lifted one foot, raising the heel from the floor, turning it in place on the toe as she looked over every arch and curve of her foot. When her thick heel had returned to the floor with a thud, she had glanced up at me in consideration, her head cocking as if she had been seemingly lost in thought. Her lips had quivered as she was about to say something, but then, thankfully, her mother had let out a single chuckle before squeezing Jasmine’s shoulder. “Lucky you have my girl to watch over you then. I think she’ll make a great manager one day, once she’s finished with her studies.”

Jasmine had widened her eyes and bit her lip as if embarrassed. Obviously, she had known what a lazy, waste of space she had been in the restaurant. If anything, she had made the running of the place more difficult. I had constantly had to make sure we had an extra member of staff to cover her ineptness, never mind the frantic calling around to replace her whenever she had either called in sick, turned up late or simply demanded the day off. I could have told her mother the truth, and a real man would have, however, I had been a putz from the moment I had first met her, and the desire to improve Jasmine’s life at the expense of my own had only heightened after having seen what a perfect little pampered princess she actually was. Once I’d caught sight of her precious feet for that first time, I had realised that my months of devotion to her had been entirely deserved.

“Uh, yes, she’s definitely leadership material,” I had lied. I mean, it had been a lie regarding the restaurant, but it had been the truth in terms of her place in my life. Jasmine had truly beamed as I continued to falsely compliment her and praise her despite her glaring laziness and lack of interest at work. “She’ll definitely...uh...be in charge of her own business one day.” The more I had lied and complimented her, the greater the submissive rush had been running through me. All those months of picking up her workload and covering for her, despite being above her in the pecking order, had made me tingle all over. I hadn’t even been able to meet their eyes as the final, pathetic, snivelling morsel of praise had slid from my tongue, “I wish all of my employees were like Jasmine.” The thought of an entire restaurant filled with workers like her had left me light-headed. “Honestly, she’s better guiding the ship with her intelligence, rather than getting her hands dirty below the deck.”

“Ohhhh,” her mother had cooed. “Sounds like someone might be in for a promotion soon.”

Jasmine had been biting her lip as she nodded at me.

The next day at work had been a clusterfuck, with Jasmine constantly freeing her socked foot from her slip-on shoe whenever she had asked me to do something for her. It had been a new weapon in her arsenal, and it had been painfully obvious why she was doing so. I’d outed myself, in the most careless and foolish way possible, and for the entirety of our morning shift, she had teased and tormented me, luring me into the most trivial of tasks so that she hadn’t had to lift a single finger. The more it had gone on, the more I had realised that I wasn’t just being teased, I was being trained. If I did what she wanted from then on; then maybe I’d get to see her feet again out of those shoes.

“Jaaaaames,” she had said later that day in a whiny voice. “I spilled cola all over the floor. Where’s the mop?” She had indeed dropped a cup of soda and it was splattered everywhere. It had been her mistake, but evidently, it had become my problem to rectify. 

I had been in the midst of packing an order for the drive thru since we had been extremely busy, with the other staff swamped. With a car waiting for their food, Jasmine could have really made things easier for us all by getting the mop herself. The other woman on the front counter, an older belle named Dolores, that had worked there for years, had been struggling her way through the queue while Jasmine floundered around as if the soda was lava. She had known exactly where the cleaning cupboard was, not that she’d ever bothered to venture inside.

“Just a minute,” I’d said, while dropping a portion of fries into the bag, then turning about to hand it off to the boy at the window.

“Jaaaames,” she had called again, while flapping her arms around in a panic like someone had detonated a bomb, her purple-laced ponytail swinging from side to side. Our eyes had met momentarily, and for the briefest second, I had grimaced. The heat of the moment, the stress of the workload upon me, the months of demeaning myself in front of my own employees, it had all come to a head, and I had almost, just almost, told her to grow up and sort it out herself. But, before I’d been able to speak my mind, Jasmine had bitten her lip cutely, and then lifted her shoe above the puddle of cola. “Pleeeeease,” she had added. “What if I step on it and ruin my shoes?” She had moved her foot in a circular motion above the spilled drink. “What if it soaks into my socks and my feet get wet?” She had lowered her foot slightly until the sole was just dipping into the fizzy liquid. “What if my pedicure gets ruined?” Her head had dipped marginally, and she had waited for my reaction, her eyes never wavering as she had curiously analysed the effect of her words. “You know, my cute purple pedicure that matches my hair?” She had lowered her voice to a whisper, “On my pretty little feet?”

“I...ugh...I...” I had been frozen in place while watching Jasmine perform, the paper bag still dangling from my hand. My thoughts had been all over the place, a mixture of Jasmine’s pretty face, her expectant eyes, the teasing sound of her voice, and finally, the image of her cute little toes in those exquisite gothic boots. The way they wiggled freely, pretty and free of any coca cola. I had to keep them that way, didn’t I? I had to keep those feet looking as immaculate as they had at the supermarket. Jasmine may have been the one to spill the drink, but it had been my job to mop it up, hadn’t it? She had been too young and pretty to do something like that herself, especially when there was a guy like me around to come to her rescue. 

“Boss, they’re waiting,” the kid at the window had said, before he had leant over and taken the bag from me. He had looked at Jasmine, then at the cola on the floor, before tutting and shaking his head in disgust. It had seemed everyone else was immune to her charms, whereas I had been her constant captive.

When I had returned from the cleaning cupboard, mop proudly in hand as if it was a sword, Jasmine had been leaning against the counter, arms folded across her perky breasts. She had looked at me with her dashing brown eyes from beneath the baseball cap, popping a single bubble of gum from between her juicy, maroon lips. “What took you so long?” she had teased.

“Jas,” Dolores had pleaded as she stuffed a wad of cash into her drawer. “Would you give me a hand please? The line is out to the door!”

“Calm down,” Jasmine had offered over her shoulder, without even having the decency to turn around. She had blinked at me, before smirking and nodding towards the puddle. “You gonna clean that up, boss man?”

No witty response to placate what I had been about to do came to mind, and I had awkwardly shuffled and began mopping the spill from the floor.

“Mr Richards,” Dolores had said while looking at me with confusion. “Could you tell her to pull her weight? She’s doing nothing!”

“I’m supervising this spill being cleaned,” Jasmine had almost snarled. Our eyes met, before I had sheepishly looked back down. “We don’t want anyone to slip, do we?”

“That’s not your job,” Dolores had fumed. “The customers are piling up.”

“I’m practising. James said I’ll make a good manager one day.” I had pretended not to hear anything, until Jasmine uncrossed her arms and stood up, making a point of stepping in the puddle. “Didn’t you, James?”

“Uh, yes,” I had whispered.

She had leant down and looked me straight in the eyes, before she herself had whispered, “Good boy.” While I had turned a blood red, she patted my head and walked off towards the break room, leaving a trail of brown footprints in her wake.

Of course, though I had been secretly excited at being so publicly humiliated, after wiping up the rest of the spill, I had taken her place at the counter and tried to play the whole thing off. “She’s young,” I had said to Dolores. “She’ll come good eventually.” I had nodded at the next customer in line. “Yes, Sir? What can I get for you?”

“She’s lazy,” Dolores had said through the side of her mouth in a deadpan voice, her expression muted and unimpressed. Suddenly, it had been replaced by a smile. “Yes, Ma’am, what do you fancy today?” After we had both taken the orders, she had stepped passed me to pour a soda, but not before leaning in and saying, “You let her get away with murder. We all see it.” I had turned in surprise, and she looked me up and down, then in a tone I’d never heard from her before, without a hint of respect, she had said, “You should be ashamed of yourself. We all know why you do it.”

“I...uh...next please,” I had said, after swallowing a flustered mouthful of saliva and turning back to the customer, who had stared back at me blankly. Had everyone noticed all that morning that Jasmine had been teasing me with her feet? Had they realised that I was completely obsessed with her, not just because she was so attractive, but because I had actually enjoyed serving her?

“Umm, I just gave you my order,” the customer had said.

“Oh, right, sorry.” I had fumbled and looked over the screen, before darting around and apparently forgetting where everything was.

Dolores had shaken her head with impatience. “Get it together, Mr Richards. You’re supposed to be the manager, but you’re like some dumb kid with a crush.”

I shouldn’t have tolerated such talk from her, but I had been terrified that she was going to say something about me staring at Jasmine’s feet. So, instead, I had just pretended not to hear her and focused on clearing the line. As I had cycled through the customers, their orders had become a blur, and my mind had kept wandering back to Jasmine and the way our working relationship had apparently developed. She had never explicitly brought up that I’d obviously been staring and drooling over her pretty feet the night before, but she hadn’t needed to: her behaviour communicated everything. She’d laid a trap as a test and I’d walked straight into it. She’d used her feet to get me to do what she wanted, clear as day. She’d probably even deliberating spilled the drink, and what had I done? Danced to her tune and cleaned it up for her. She had obviously been testing what more she could get away with, and whether she’d discovered a new weakness inside me. I mean, I’d been running after her for months, but that had been on the basis of a generally normal infatuation. Yes, I had secretly loved the fact that she used me to make her workload easier, but she hadn’t known that, had she? She had just thought I was a foolish older guy that found her attractive. She’d noticed me looking at her shoes previously, but she’d never so blatantly taunted me with them. Things had become very different, however, and I’d lowered myself to weirdo levels. I’d stared at her feet like I was in love, and Jasmine damn well knew it. She had been playing with me, testing if she could get away with even more by teasing me with those feet, and I’d already known that day that I didn’t stand a chance.

After a half hour of being gone, Jasmine had slinked back to the counter, and I had stepped aside and returned to the burger station to help out the guys in the back. Mere minutes had passed before she had been bothering me again, asking me to get a box of straws from the back, since it had apparently been too heavy for her to lift.

“Get them your damn self,” one of the guys had said from the kitchen. “Can’t you see we’re swamped back here?”

However, Jasmine had just rolled her eyes at him, before, while out of sight of everyone else, she had eased her foot from her slip-on shoe. As soon as I had caught a glimpse of that shapely, socked foot, I had again been reminded of the pretty, little toes inside with those pedicured nails and cute rings. She had been doing that for a reason, hadn’t she? She had been showing me what my reward would be if I did what she wanted? She’d seen how excited I’d been upon seeing her bare foot the night before, and she had been showing how accepting of me she was. She hadn’t thought I was weird at all? She had liked the way I did whatever she wanted, and she had been demonstrating that if I continued to do so, then her beautiful feet would be my reward.

“I got it,” I had said, and I downed tools on the chopping board, right in the middle of making a chicken burger.

“For fuck sake,” I had heard someone say under their breath as I moved away from the station. “She literally does fuck all and he says nothing.”

I had winced under the weight of the slight, however, I had been running on tunnel vision and my mind had been made up. Those guys, they hadn’t understood about the opportunity I had. I couldn’t waste my chance with Jasmine because of a little ego and pride, could I? They hadn’t been aware of the understanding that had been building between her and I. It had been beautiful, as if a gorgeous girl finally understood me and realised the potential in me. I hadn’t just been a loser to her, or some guy to be ignored or brushed aside. I had my uses, and she had known that with the right girl, I would be extremely loyal and devote myself to pleasing her. Every other girl I’d attempted to flirt or woo hadn’t understood that. Jasmine had got it, and perhaps, if I had continued to impress her and play her games, then maybe one day she would have realised that I wasn’t just a lackey obsessed with her, but I could make a great boyfriend too. She hadn’t even seemed bothered that I had been drooling over her feet, if anything, she had liked it. 

“That’s not true at all,” I had heard someone else say as I headed towards the stock room, and I had breathed a sigh of relief that one of them had actually been defending me. “He says ‘Yes, Your Majesty’ every damn time.” A cackle of derisive laughs had broken out amongst them, and I hadn’t even cared, because I’d already started imagining calling her that while rubbing those pretty feet after a long day and treating her the way a woman as magnificent as her deserved to be treated. She’d see I’d make an amazing partner eventually. I’d wine and dine her, bring her roses every day, run her a hot bath and pamper her endlessly. What girl wouldn’t want a guy like that?

Once I’d brought her the straws, the same routine had followed. Jasmine would shout over for something, and I’d jump to do it. The insults had become louder and more intense from the others, as they had realised that I wasn’t going to discipline any of them for their taunts. If anything, it had only made me want to please Jasmine even more. I had been pushed away from the rest of my team, but Jasmine had welcomed me with open arms. After all, she hadn’t seem bothered by their comments, and she had certainly not ceased her requests, even when the others had shot her dirty looks or made bitchy snipes. She had brushed it all off, because all that mattered to her was getting what she wanted, and she had wanted me as her own personal grunt. She had wanted my loyalty and obedience, and I had been determined to give it to her.

Every time she had asked me to do something for her, whether it be clean some tables out front or empty the trash cans, work that she should have been doing herself, I’d blush while she twisted her foot and imagined getting to see it as a reward for being her good boy. Every time she had teased me with her foot, I’d glance around at the other staff, sheepish and concerned that they had known what was going on. She had barely lifted a finger that day, and when she had disappeared on another break, I had imagined her relaxing as she deserved while I slaved away with work beneath my role.

The others hadn’t seen things my way of course. After only ten minutes of her being on break, the moaning and bitching had started.

“Boss, why do you let her do whatever she wants? She’s dragging the rest of us down with her.”

“She’s an empty shirt. She brings nothing to the team.”

“Why won’t you say something to her? You wouldn’t let the rest of us get away with that.”

“You used to be the best manager, but ever since she arrived...”

My replies had been a load of whataboutery in my defence and various other methods of skirting the issue. I had brushed aside concerns by pulling rank and pretending this was all part of the learning process for her. “You weren’t so perfect when you first joined, were you?” had been a common defence coming out of my lips. Totally undeserved, but I had felt compelled to defend Jasmine for some reason. I mean, I had known she was a useless employee, but I had loved having her as part of the team because it had felt so damn good running around after her. It was almost like I had seen myself as some kind of martyr, sacrificing my dignity and hard work for her amusement. It had all been worth it, for the faintest display of approval from her.

Yet, the barrage of complaints had continued, and when some of the others had started making noises about calling head office or the district manager, obviously, I had to do something to stem the building mutiny. Yes, I had adored my submissive tendencies towards Jasmine, but I still had bills to pay, and the last thing I had wanted was to get in trouble with corporate. I could hardly keep doing Jasmine’s work if I was out of a job, could I?

Frantic, with a queue out to the door, severely understaffed, and with the rest of the team constantly complaining about her absence, I had headed to the break room, a sweaty mess intent on pleading with her to man the other cashier; if not for my sake then for the sake of her co-workers. Upon swinging the door open, I had been greeted by the image of Jasmine resting back in a chair while watching the television pinned to the wall. She had been absent-mindedly dipping her greasy fingers into a large portion of fries she’d clearly helped herself to, the same oily fries that she had claimed she couldn’t serve because it would apparently ruin her manicure. Between sips of a milkshake; the condensation dripping down the cup resembling the sweat down my forehead, she had hummed to herself as if perfectly at ease.

“Jasmine,” I had said anxiously. “Is there any chance you could come and give us a hand? We’re really busy and everyone is getting pretty stressed.”

Jasmine had let out a huff and looked away from the television, as if I had been out of line for interrupting her. “I’m quite happy where I am,” she had said nonchalantly. “Can’t you just do my job for me?” She had waved her greasy fingers towards me dismissively. “You know, like you always do?”

“I already I am.” I had held my hands together in a praying position. “Please, could you just come and help out for a bit?” If it had been any of my other employees, I would have demanded they get out on the floor immediately, but with Jasmine, things had always been different. I had liked that I had to basically beg her to do the work she was being paid for. As she had raised her eyebrow and dismissively continued to sit in place, my tummy squirmed with excitement.

“I suppose I could come and help out.” I had flinched as there was the distinct sound of something clunky hitting the floor. Jasmine had shifted in her seat, and then before my eyes, her socked feet had lifted up and crossed on the corner of the table. Instantly, my eyes had been drawn to the slightly-dampened soles, the white fabric darkened somewhat from the sweat of wearing those shoes the entire shift. She had stretched and flexed her toes inside the material and I found the action hypnotic; her shapely footprints recognisable through my moistened material. “What’s in it for me?” she had asked, while my attention remained firmly on her feet.

I had blinked while imagining what was going on inside those socks. Her feet had been but a few feet away, and I had known how pretty and cute they were, yet those socks denied me from fully appreciating their beauty. 

“What you looking at, James?” she had teased. She had made a show of lifting her feet into the air so that both soles were facing me, before she had dramatically re-crossed them. “See something you like, do you?”

“I...uh...”

“I think someone has a thing”—she had lifted the foot on top and waved it around, watching me closely as my eyes tracked its every move—“for feet, don’t you?”

Hearing her say that out loud had sent my tummy twisting into knots and a panic left a shiver running up my spine. My eyes had darted around the break room, convinced that someone else must have heard her say that too. It had been bad enough that everyone figured I had a crush on Jasmine, and therefore let her get away with murder, but if they had discovered that I also had a thing for her feet too, well, I would have been ostracised without doubt. I mean, how could I have defended myself against jokes focused around that?

However, once I had accepted we were in fact alone, and that Jasmine seemed completely at ease with the topic, my eyes had returned to her feet. While her socked foot danced around, all I had been able to think about was those cute little purple nails inside, the glittery silver on the second toe, the rings that so fittingly adorned her feet, and of course, that mysterious tattoo that I hadn’t yet seen in its fully glory at that point.

“Come on, James, be honest,” she had said. “I saw the way you were looking at my feet last night. Right in public, staring at them like a pervert, you couldn’t get enough, could you?” She had giggled and covered her mouth. “You like my feet, don’t you?”

My lips had trembled, on the verge of admitting she was right, but some part of me had still been scared, fearful of what door that may have opened. Admitting such a thing would have been a whole other aspect to my infatuation with that young girl. It would have moved beyond the realms of a crush and towards something seedier and kinkier. Being attracted to your youngest employee was one thing, but being attracted to her feet would have been something else entirely. It had shifted the balance from romantic to sexual, and that brought with it a whole other load of connotations. I wouldn’t have any longer been the older manager that had a soft-spot for a cute employee, I’d have been the old pervert trying to take advantage of the innocent and naïve young girl. Forcing my fetishes and kinks upon her pressured self. Even with the context of myself being the one that was constantly taken advantage of, no one else would have seen it that way. 

“What are you so afraid of? I might be young, but I’m not stupid. Just say you like them.” She had leant forwards and slipped her finger into the ankle of her sock. “Maybe I’ll even let you drool over them some more.”

I had looked around blushingly, the overwhelming urge to do what she had wanted rising, but still afraid of someone else finding out.

“Are you worried I’m going to tell someone else your naughty little secret?” She had seemed to be able to read my mind, simply from my panicked body language. “I can keep a secret, James,” she had said. “No one else has to know but the two of us.”

My mouth had dried out, and I had been unable to look in her in the eye, but to the sound of Jasmine’s giggles, I had finally admitted the truth. “Yes, Jasmine,” I had said in barely a whisper. “I think your feet are pretty.”

She had dropped her socked feet back down, and shuffled them into her shoes. “I’ll be out in a minute,” she’d said. “Once I finish my food.” While I had hesitated by the door, she flapped her hand at me. “Run along,” she’d said while her eyes returned to the television; her fingers plunging back into the fries. “Get back to work.”

It had been twenty minutes before she joined the rest of us on the floor, breezing to the counter with a yawn and a stretch of her arms. Of course, everyone else had been immensely annoyed, and I had received further derisive insults. But, that day had been worth it, as when I had been closing up later that night, I had found Jasmine’s white socks stuffed into my jacket pocket. Later that night, I had orgasmed to the smell of her feet for the first time.

Back down at Jasmine’s delicious feet, in my own apartment, while she continued to slurp my beer down, I could hardly believe that I now got to suck on those same toes that had taunted me. My current situation was pretty much a confirmation that all of my servile pandering to my employee’s whims had been worth it. The mocking and taunting from her colleagues, didn’t matter, because now I was exactly where I belonged, kissing, licking, sucking and worshipping those pretty little feet that had infatuated me from the first moment I’d laid eyes upon them. The road that led to this moment was still as exciting as the first time I’d travelled along it. It felt so long ago now, and Jasmine was so adept at subduing me with her feet by this point, that the very idea of even suggesting for her to lift a finger seemed ridiculous. She used me and completely took advantage of me on a daily basis, but I didn’t loathe her for it, but instead revered her. I kissed her feet on the daily to exude my gratitude toward the one girl that saw opportunity and potential in me. The girl that didn’t ghost me, but instead enslaved me. She was no longer the bratty 18-year-old I’d first encountered, but now she was an experienced 20-year-old, who knew exactly what buttons to push to keep me down at her feet.

“Do you remember what I told you?” she said while wriggling her saliva-soaked toes from my mouth. “When you asked if you were allowed to date that annoying woman?”

I licked my lips, trying to savour every taste of Jasmine’s bratty, sweaty feet. Honestly, I couldn’t remember what had been said. The conversation had likely taken place while I was prostrated at Jasmine’s feet, and at those moments, while in the bliss of servitude, my thoughts were often hazy. I’d throb with a submissive high where everything else seemed irrelevant. While sniffing the stink from between her little toes, or tonguing the sweat from the wrinkles of her soles, I’d nod along and agree to whatever she declared from her throne above me.

“I told you I didn’t mind as long as it didn’t come between what we have going on, remember? As long as she’s not a problem and gets in my way, then we’re cool.” She lifted a foot and lazily dropped the heel atop my head, causing me to jolt down in agony. Seemingly unsatisfied, she angled her ankle so that her toes pressed above my ear, before driving my cheek downwards towards the floor. Her foot arched up so the ball and her soft toe pads pressed into my face in a kind of dominant, victory pose. “She’s become a problem, bitch boy.”

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled, my cheek struggling to move on the floor.

Jasmine ground her toes painfully into my cheek. “Be a good little worker and do what your boss tells you!” She giggled and pushed my face away, before crossing both feet on my prostrated body. “How’s that working out for you, Mr Big Boss Man?”

“Not well,” I said with a gulp.

“Get up,” she ordered, while lifting her legs, and I struggled to my knees.

She placed both feet on my shoulders, one either side of my head, then remained silent while watching me with curiosity, occasionally taking another sip from her beer bottle. I remained hunkered in place, though sporadically peeking up, only to immediately drop my eyes when making eye contact.

“You still want me to move out?” she asked with a curious expression.

“I...umm...no.”

“I didn’t think so.” She eased back into the cushions and settled her foot onto my shoulder, absent-mindedly tugging on my earlobe with her toes. “I know that was her idea.” She flicked her foot against my cheek. “You can go ahead and admit that now.”

“Yes,” I said, feeling shame as I betrayed my girlfriend’s trust. “It was Barbara’s idea.”

“Well, I won’t be moving out.” Jasmine snarled as she finished off the remainder of the beer, before tossing the bottle aside on the sofa. I sighed while noticing its remnants trickle onto the cushion. “Maybe next time she’ll have the balls to do her dirty work herself.”

I didn’t say anything, but with the way Barbara had left, it wouldn’t have surprised me at all.

“You might be her boyfriend, but you belong to me, don’t you?” Jasmine asked, lifting one foot and placing the ball and toes against my forehead. “You belong to my feet.”

I couldn’t fight the urge to submit that was flowing through my veins. I knew that admitting such a thing would be damaging to my relationship, and would leave Barbara distraught, should she ever find out. However, my cock was throbbing between my legs while I considered disparaging my own girlfriend for the benefit of Jasmine’s whims. To throw away a relationship for her young and supple feet? It was a ridiculous suggestion, but for that reason, it appealed and excited me. “Yes, Queen Jasmine,” I said. “I belong to your feet.”

Jasmine didn’t say anything in return. Instead, she pushed down until I was crouched into a kneeling position. Then as she crossed her heels upon my back, my forehead flat against the floor, I listened as she flicked through Barbara’s streaming account until she found something she wanted to watch.

“What the fuck, James?” Barbara sounded absolutely furious while screeching down the phone at me the next day. “Are you being serious?”

“What?” I was genuinely confused, as I figured we’d brushed over the whole Jasmine situation and Barbara was willing to give me some time to get it sorted. I hadn’t heard from her at all for the remainder of the night before, and now, she was phoning me up at work and yelling vague statements at me.

Obviously, she still wanted me to kick Jasmine out, I just didn’t know how I was going to do that because my housemate still had me well and truly under her spell. Every time I thought about her leaving, I would immediately think of her soft, smooth soles, the light scent beneath her toes and the salty way they’d taste whenever I wrapped my lips around them. Even while on the phone with my girlfriend at work, I felt a chill run down my spine as I fantasised about being at Jasmine’s feet once more. It always felt so damn good while I was humbling and humiliating myself beneath her feet, and she seemed to get it. She understood my desires and need to serve in a way that Barbara never did.

I’d stepped out of work for a moment, and my manager was eyeing me through the window, tapping his wrist in place of a watch. Still, I felt I had to stand there and listen to Barbara as she continued to vaguely rant and rave about something or other. It all seemed rather frustrating, because the previous evening, down at Jasmine’s feet, had been so fulfilling. I never got to enjoy Barbara’s feet in the same way, not that I wanted to or anything; they were nothing in comparison to my housemate’s. Barbara just didn’t have the same entitled or domineering personality to boot. She was more of a whiner, whereas Jasmine just took whatever she wanted and didn’t feel the need to moan or bitch.

If I had broken up with Barbara, she’d likely accept it and, though sad, she’d have put on a brave face and pretended it was for the best. What had happened when I’d tried to ask Jasmine to leave? I’d ended up down on the floor and sucking her feet. It was the exact treatment I would have longed for from a girlfriend, and if Barbara had an inkling of Jasmine’s personality, then I’d probably be hers unconditionally. But girls with Jasmine’s personality just weren’t interested in me in that way.

Unfortunately, even on the few occasions that I’d attempted to take on a more gentlemanly role with my girlfriend, she’d always batted away my efforts, declaring that she was independent and didn’t believe in any of that kind of stuff. I want an equal relationship, she had said a number of times, and we’d reached the stage where she wouldn’t even allow me to spoil her. I’d once offered to pay for her pedicure when she’d announced she was going, as I saw it as a subtle and safe way to satisfy my submissive foot fetish, while at the same time doing something useful for her. Her reaction had been a look of discomfort. I’m perfectly capable of paying for that myself, she’d said, and that had been the end of the discussion. I didn’t even get to see the result afterwards, and when we had sex that evening, she’d kept her socks on the entire time.

Even on our first date, when I’d slid the bill towards me and declared it was on me, Barbara had immediately pulled it back and bluntly stated that we were going to split it. Obviously, it was kind of reassuring that she wasn’t out to use me just for my money, and to every other guy that would likely have been a positive. However, my sexual desires and needs had undergone years of twisting and shaping, and I’d reached the point where being with Barbara felt like nothing but a break from my real role of serving Jasmine. I longed for the way she used me. I longed for the grin on her face when I offered to pay for her pedicure and the way she’d snatch the bills from my hand excitedly. I loved the way she’d laugh whenever a bill came through the door, and she’d throw it in my direction and tell me to deal with it. There was no hesitance or apprehension on her part, no discomfort in the way there always was in Barbara’s eyes. In Barbara I saw only love and compassion, feelings from a female that had always evaded me, and perhaps for that reason I saw them as unreal. My own traumatic dating life had left a voice in the back of my head that convinced me that every girl saw me as worthless and that if someone like Barbara came along, then there must be something wrong with her. She was only treating me well because she hadn’t realised what a loser I was yet. Whereas, in Jasmine’s eyes, the disdain was genuine and to my warped mind, I was experiencing a true emotional response from her.

While Barbara continued to gripe down the phone about something I didn’t understand, some scheme I was apparently in on, I began to lose my patience. I never got this kind of hassle from Jasmine. Our relationship was simple: she told me to do something, I did it, and I got to be at her feet as a reward. There was none of the drama and politics that I was currently being forced to listen to. Even when we had sex, it was always how Barbara liked it, and she wouldn’t even listen or entertain any of my ideas.

To make matters worse, in my desperation to be normal at the outset of our relationship and move away from the bizarre situation I had with Jasmine, I’d even attempted to include my foot fetish in my sex life with my girlfriend in the subtlest of ways. While relaxing and watching television together when we’d been going steady about a month, I’d reached over and pulled her feet into my lap, figuring that rubbing them wouldn’t be too weird and that she’d appreciate the caring gesture. However, Barbara had merely grunted and yanked her feet away from me. I’m ticklish, she’d whined, and I really don’t like people touching my feet.

Obviously, that was a devastating revelation, and it was only compounded later when I returned home, with Jasmine brazenly flopping down onto the sofa next to me and planting her feet straight into my lap. Rub my feet, foot boy, she’d said, with an entitled and demanding expectation that I had wished had come from my girlfriend. I’d obediently rubbed them till my hands were sore, easing the aches from her fleshy soles with a devotion that my girlfriend remained obliviously unaware of. After that, I’d sucked her toes while she drifted off in a nap. There was no bullshit, no dancing around in regards to what we both wanted, and I adored her for that.

“Are you listening to a word I’m saying? Look,” Barbara said, before my phone buzzed at my having received a photo. I switched to the attachment and for a moment was confused.

“What is it? Why are you sending me this?”

“Are you being deliberately stupid?” She gasped with childish impertinence. “That’s my movie account.”

“Okay?”

“What do you mean, okay? Why the fuck is there suddenly another user on there?”

My eyes scanned the screenshot of the app on Barbara’s phone, and next to her own account, there was now another profile named Jasmine. I feared the obvious. I mean, I knew Jasmine had been using Barbara’s account on the communal television. How couldn’t I have known? She used me as a footstool while doing so. However, I didn’t realise that she had made her own profile and was likely back at home, while the both of us were at work, watching it in her room too. That was a whole different category of entitlement. She wasn’t just taking advantage of me at this point, she was overstepping into my girlfriend’s possessions too.

“I was just about to watch something on my break, and I see this. She’s completely taking the piss!” She almost growled. “I don’t even want to watch it now. She’s ruined my mood.”

“Okay.” I didn’t really know what else to say.

“Is that it? You’re not going to call her?”

“What am I supposed to say?”

“Remove your damn name from my girlfriend’s account, you entitled bitch! Is it really that difficult?”

“I can’t say that.” I’d never spoken to Jasmine like that in my life, and I wasn’t about to start now, even if she was currently making a fool out of my girlfriend.

“You know what? I’m coming over tonight,” Barbara spat down the phone. “And we’re both going to be having a talk with your ‘housemate’ or whatever the hell she is. Since you’re apparently afraid of standing up to her, then, I’ll have to do it for you.”

“No, please, don’t do that.” It was too late, as Barbara had already hung up. I called her a few times, but all went to voicemail.

For the rest of my shift, I moved around like a ghost. Even my co-workers commented on how I seemed so pale, and my manager checked numerous times to check that I wasn’t feeling poorly. I couldn’t shake the thought of what was going to happen later. Barbara was going to confront Jasmine. That wasn’t the scary part, however, Jasmine’s response was what I feared the most. I mean, imagine she told Barbara everything, and I mean...everything!

***
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When I arrived home from work that day, and I was parking in the street. I noticed that Barbara’s car was already parked outside along the curb. Immediately, my heart skipped a beat, and I was overcome by an intense, humming anxiety; a buzzing in my ears that threw me off balance. Maybe I was already too late, Barbara had stormed in and now she was sat in shock, listening, as Jasmine explained every vulgar, explicit detail of our relationship. I didn’t know whether that would be a disaster or a relief. The idea that it was all out in the open, before I’d even arrived, had a strange finality to it. That at least it was all over now, the lying could stop and I didn’t have to keep up the charade. Either Barbara would kick me to touch, or impossibly, she’d accept my weirdness.
I got out of the car, took a breath, steadied myself, and approached my apartment to discover my fate. Barbara’s car door swung open as I passed it though, and she jumped out. “I was wondering how long you were going to take.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “I was scared you’d gone in without me.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” she said. “I’m not letting you get off that easy. You need to be present when this happens.” She started making strides towards my apartment, and I desperately reached out and grabbed her hand.

“Please, can we talk about this first?”

She turned and scowled at me. “What else is there to talk about? You need to show some backbone and stop letting your housemate take advantage. It’s bad enough that she uses you, but you’ve let her get away with it so much, that now she thinks she can use me too!” She tugged her hand free, and marched onwards towards my front door. Once there, she crossed her arms and stood waiting impatiently. “Come on. Open the damn door already.”

“God,” I muttered beneath my breath. I approached the door, unlocked it, and before I could even stop her, Barbara had pushed her way inside. “Please,” I called after her. “Can we get a clear head before you run in guns blazing? The last thing I want is for her to smack you or something.”

Barbara stopped mid-stride down the hallway towards Jasmine’s room. Thankfully, my housemate wasn’t in the shared, communal area, otherwise there would have already been fireworks between the two of them. “Would she do that?” Barbara’s face was perplexed, before it transformed to a picture of disgust. “Well, come on then. What’s your big insight.”

I walked over and calmly took her hands again. “Please, come to the kitchen. Let’s have a cup of tea, talk it through, decide what we’ll say. We’ll go to her room together and tell her how out of line she’s been.” Even as I was saying it, I felt scared of how Jasmine was going to react, but she was out of line. The agreement between us extended to freely using my stuff, not my girlfriend’s. That had never been part of the deal. Still, I also didn’t really want to do confront her. I mean, what if Jasmine got the hump and just moved out? My access to her feet and her divine dominance would be over. I wasn’t sure I could give such a thing up so easily, even if it meant I’d have a normal, stable relationship with Barbara. Being married, having kids and all, yes, on the surface it sounded great and something I never thought I’d ever have. But it wasn’t for me, it was just a show, for everyone else, to make them think I wasn’t a weirdo and that I was a normal, everyday guy. There would be no shame down that route, but there would be no excitement either. The way I felt alive, whenever I slaved after Jasmine, or the inexplicable waves of pleasure that would run through me whenever I tongued her toes submissively; that would all be over. I wasn’t sure I could give that up, even if Barbara wanted me to.

Anyway, Barbara followed my lead to the kitchen, and once she’d sat and calmed down, I made her a cup of tea, dropped some slices of bread in the toaster, and the two of us sat opposite across the breakfast bar.

“So, how are we doing this?” she asked. “What’s your grand plan?”

“We have to be more pragmatic and not fly off the handle.”

“Don’t talk to me as if I’m some jealous, reckless teenager. I’m totally justified in my reaction.”

“I know, I know.” I tried to soften her fire with wafts of my hands. “This is all my fault and I’m accepting that. But, I think, if we want an amicable resolution to all of this, we need a lighter approach.”

Barbara stared at me silently, considering my words. “What do you suggest?”

“Let me talk to her alone, and I could break this to her gently. Yesterday wasn’t a good idea at all. You two hadn’t even met yet, and I’m suddenly booting her out of the apartment.”

“We hadn’t met because you’ve never let me come here before.”

“I know, I already said it’s my fault. But I move at a slow pace. You know this is the first, real, major relationship for me? This is all still pretty new to me and I’ll admit I haven’t handled this well at all.”

With that, Barbara seemed to lighten up slightly. She’d light-heartedly teased me so much about losing my virginity to her, that she could hardly hold my experience against me now.  “Okay, I get it.”

“Great,” I said, with the bomb successfully diffused. “So, I figured—”

“Hey guys.”

I’d already closed my eyes in defeat, while gripping my tea cup with frustration. There must have been someone up above in the sky, making sure this was as difficult as possible for me. I slowly opened my eyes, and there was my confident housemate, wearing nothing but a bathrobe, her hair still wet and matted, having evidently just showered. My eyes immediately, almost uncontrollably, dropped down to her feet, though I breathed a sigh of relief upon seeing she was wearing slippers.

“Hi,” Barbara said to Jasmine, before closing her lips and not uttering another word. Her annoyed expression returned, and she raised an eyebrow at me, impatient for my reaction.

“Hi James,” Jasmine added, as she headed to the fridge. “Did you get my text?”

I instinctively reached for my phone in my pocket. “No, I never realised...” I trailed off as I noticed Barbara was looking at me with disapproval, clearly unimpressed with my urgency.

“So, I’m guessing you didn’t bring me home some ice cream like I told you to do?”

“Told? No, we didn’t,” Barbara said before I could answer. “We didn’t have time with us working and everything.” She was almost drilling through me with her eyes. “Sorry, your majesty,” she said sarcastically to my housemate, before blinking and shooting me a smug look.

Jasmine looked at me for my reaction, then she rolled her eyes, before firing back with similar sarcasm, “No bother.” She smirked at me, before shrugging towards my girlfriend, “Just try to do better next time. I have high standards.”

At that moment, the toast popped up out of the toaster, causing myself and Jasmine to flinch. However, Barbara was in the process of scowling at me, holding a hand aloft and apparently flabbergasted by Jasmine’s sarcastic response.

I was about to go for the toast, when Jasmine snatched it up instead. “Perfect,” she smirked. “Forget the ice cream. This will do nicely.”

“Oh my God,” Barbara whispered. “I...I just...cannot...even.”

While we sat awkwardly facing each other, occasionally taking sips of our tea, Jasmine took a jar of jam from the fridge, plunged a knife in, and then licked the fruity paste straight from it. She lingered in the kitchen while helping herself, busy dipping and licking jam from the knife again and again. While we watched, Barbara in astonishment, she dipped it straight back into the jar and took another slurp, before going for a third dip and then splattering it all over the toast. She lazily sloshed it around, managing to get dollops all over the kitchen surface in the process.

Barbara scrunched up her face in disgust. “Is that her jam?” There was no effort to mask her voice, and she clearly wanted my housemate to hear everything.

“Well...it’s for the house,” I said. “It’s everyone’s...kinda.”

“Does she do that with everything?” She looked down at her cup of tea and screwed her face up in disgust. “With the milk too? Does she drink it straight from the carton?”

Jasmine was listening with interest, and then while we both watched, she swung the fridge back open and took out the carton of milk. “You mean this?”

“Jasmine,” I said. “Come on...”

She held it up, and I was silently willing her not to do what I feared. Sure enough, seconds later, the corner of the carton was pressed against her lips, as Jasmine guzzled a mouthful, streams of white trickling from the corners of her mouth. Once she was finished, she gasped, then wiped her mouth with the sleeve of her robe.

“You know we used that too,” Barbara said, pushing her tea aside, before turning towards me aghast. “Aren’t you going to say something?”

My lips quivered as I knew this is the moment where I was supposed to step up as the man of the house, but how I was supposed to pretend I had any element of authority with the girl who I willingly licked the feet of? I mean, I’d be posturing, and it was an undisputable fact that I was nothing more than Jasmine’s foot bitch. She was acting like a total brat, because she knew she was entirely safe doing so.

“James,” Barbara added, before slapping me on the arm. “Say something, for God’s sake.”

“I, ugh, that jam is for everyone,” I mumbled. “It would be better if you didn’t...”

“What’s the big deal?” Jasmine shrugged while dropping the knife into the jar with a rattle. She left the kitchen, and the mess behind her, before heading over to the sofa, the toast and a carton of milk along with her. She kicked off her slippers, and her bare feet lifted up onto the coffee table. While the two of us watched from the table, Jasmine opened Barbara’s streaming account and logged into her newly made profile.

Barbara mouthed my name, then pointed to the television. When I just looked back confused, unsure by what she expected me to do. She slapped her hand violently onto the kitchen table, and then stood up. Walking over, she neared the side of the sofa and said, “You know that is my account you’re using, right?”

Jasmine glanced to my girlfriend briefly. “Yeah? Thanks.” She then resumed checking through the new movies as if Barbara was a mild annoyance, until she paused on one. She turned towards me and shouted over, “Have I watched this one already?”

I squinted at the screen. She’d watched all kinds of movies while I’d been down at her feet, and honestly, I couldn’t keep track. Most of the time my face was either impaled on her foot or squashed against its sole. I’d overhear the movie’s dialogue and soundtrack while I serviced her, but I usually didn’t get to watch any. Sometimes, I’d lay along the base of the sofa with her feet gently rubbing on my face for the entire movie. There I’d feel content and she’d whisper down at me about what a good boy I was as the sweat passed from her soles to my face. She’d cup her toes over my nose and urge me to breath in their stink. She’d slip her toes between my mouth and lightly moan as I suckled on them. Occasionally, she’d take out her phone, and mention some transactions she needed me to reimburse while I devotedly kissed her toes; I’d whimper and agree to each and every one.

As I stared at her feet on the table, I wished I was down there right at that moment, servicing her in the way she deserved. But I couldn’t, because my girlfriend was in the way and that made me oddly resentful. “I, ummm, I don’t know,” I said, blushing at that thought. “Maybe.”

Jasmine scoffed, then turned back. However, before she could click play, Barbara had reached over and snatched the remote from her hand. “Hey,” Jasmine said in surprise. “What are you doing? I’m choosing something to watch.”

“Not on my account, you’re not.” She paused the show on screen.

Jasmine sneered, “You logged your account into our TV, so I figured it was free to use. How was I to know it was an exclusive thing? You know I use this TV too, right?”

“You should have asked first.” Barbara crossed her arms. “It’s my account.”

Jasmine seemed confused. “James said I can do whatever I like here.” She nodded towards me. “Right? I wanted to watch something so I figured it was cool.”

I shamefacedly kept quiet as the atmosphere became more intense.

“Well, it’s not,” Barbara said. “I’d appreciate if you don’t use it anymore.”

Jasmine narrowed her eyes. “But I’m like halfway through a couple of shows already. You can’t just leave me hanging mid-series.”

“That’s not my problem.”

“Why’s it a big deal anyway?” Jasmine added. “It’s not like me using it causes you any inconvenience, is it? I’m not bitching about you coming here with your grumpy face two days in a row, am I?”

“This isn’t your apartment!” Barbara groaned, clearly losing her impatience. “It’s James’s apartment, and you’ve been crashing here for way too long.” She looked towards me with disgust, then took a step closer towards Jasmine while shaking the television remote at her. “He may be too much of a coward to tell you that you’ve outstayed your welcome, but I’m certainly not.”

Jasmine seemed unamused by Barbara’s rant, almost as if it was a petty, childish tantrum, and instead directed her attention towards me, her eyebrows raised expectantly. “Is that right, James? Have I outstayed my welcome? Who would you prefer living here. Me”—she gave a thumbs up towards herself, before then pointing at my girlfriend with her middle finger—“or this frumpy bitch?”

My head bobbed back and forth between the two of them, my mouth parted in shock at the way Jasmine had spoken to my girlfriend. I was already envisioning the ensuing fallout of the two descending to a full-blown argument; my depraved status at my housemate’s feet being the eventual card she’d play.

“Right. I’ve had enough of your attitude.” Barbara looked towards me for reassurance. “James, ask her to leave, please.”

My eyes were wide while I sat there shell-shocked by Barbara’s demand, this time requesting it of me while Jasmine was sat there listening. 

“Ummm, who the hell even are you?” Jasmine said. “This is not even your place.”

“It isn’t yours either,” Barbara yelled back.

“Yeah, but at least I live here.”

“For now,” Barbara said through the side of her mouth. “But, not for much longer.”

“Actually, for always,” Jasmine said back, before she turned again and looked at me. “Your girlfriend is annoying me, James, and I’m getting fed-up of her self-righteous attitude.” She faced the television, crossed her arms, and then spoke with finality. “Get rid of her.”

“Excuse me?” Barbara asked. “You think you can just tell him to get rid of me? I’m his bloody girlfriend!”

“I think we should be leaving,” I said while making my way over to Barbara. I wrapped an arm around her and tried to lead her towards the door. I needed to bring this situation to an end, but in the process, I was accidentally bowing to my housemate’s wishes.

“There you go,” Jasmine taunted with a gleaming smile. “Twice you’ve tried to get rid of me, and both times you’re the one leaving.” She fluttered her eyelashes at me, causing me to blush. “James will never ask me to leave, will you?” She paused for a second, and seemed to be hesitating, considering her next words, before her eyes sparkled, “He’s the one that begged me to move in.”

My face immediately flushed over as this was the first instance of our odd situation being raised. I couldn’t even look in Barbara’s direction as I succumbed to a panicked damage-limitation, instead trying to frantically fumble with the doorknob and get her outside. “I...umm...yes, to help you out,” I whispered while I opened the door. “I’m sorry,” I directed towards my girlfriend as I steered her out. “This is my fault.”

Barbara seemed confused as I bustled her out of the apartment, dropping the television remote in the process. “I thought you told me she needed a place to stay and she was desperate?” 

I gulped. “Well, yes, I’ll explain it all once we get you home.”

I heard a snigger from the sofa. “Is that what he told you? James, you big liar! He was desperate for me to move in,” Jasmine interrupted before I could close the door. My stomach sank as she continued, and my worst fears became realised. “He loves having me live here.” Through the open door, she looked over at me expectantly, then slightly nodded, as if encouraging me to confirm what she was saying. I realised at that moment, that what was about to happen, wasn’t her fault, it was my own. She’d warned me that if my having a girlfriend caused her any problems, then she wouldn’t be happy. Clearly, we’d reached that stage. There was a slight smirk on her face, as she tossed the grenade intent to blow-apart my relationship, “Come on, bitch boy, tell her the truth already.”

Barbara stepped to the side and peered around me. “What did she call you?” She then turned and looked at me in the most vulnerable way. “What truth?”

My cheeks were tingling to the point I felt like they were going to erupt. My mouth had fallen completely dry and my throat felt like all words had abandoned me. Such was the panicked, nervous state I was currently buzzing in, I could barely keep my thoughts aligned. What the hell was I supposed to say? I was the very definition of being caught between a rock and a hard place. Obviously, in the eyes of a normal person like Barbara, Jasmine had well and truly outstayed her welcome. She was blatantly using me and taking advantage of me on a daily basis. Now, that had escalated to her doing the same towards my girlfriend, and what was I supposed to say? Jasmine hadn’t just turned up here randomly one day, had she? This had all been my doing. I’d invited her, encouraged her, and basically enabled her bratty and demanding ways. Now, I was being put on the spot, and I didn’t have a clue how I was supposed to salvage this situation. I was well and truly in over my head.

Jasmine turned in the sofa, then crossed her feet up onto the armrest. “Unless you want to suffer the consequences later, bitch boy,” she said, without a hint of hesitation at calling me such a thing again in front of my girlfriend. “You better start grovelling and begging for forgiveness.” Her bare, wrinkled soles were faced in my direction, and I suddenly felt woozy as they drew my eyes. “Don’t keep me waiting,” she demanded. “I better feel your lips on my feet in the next ten seconds.”

My knees went weak, my tummy rumbling as a panic struck through me. It felt like my skin was so hot and throbbing with such intensity that it was going to vibrate straight from my bones. It was like all of my darkest fantasies were being brought to fruition, however, the actual reality was truly terrifying. I mean, Jasmine destroying my relationship with her feet was something I always thought was possible, but never believed she would actually do. I’d masturbated to the possibility many a time, and most of my most intense orgasms while having sex with Barbara, usually involved me thinking about how much Jasmine’s feet owned me while we were doing it. However, that was a fantasy, and I didn’t actually want to see Barbara get hurt. I stumbled back into the apartment, my cheeks so hot they felt like they were about to melt and drip down my face. My fingers were trembling, teeth chattering, as I grasped the doorknob and closed the door so there was barely a crack, I pushed my head to the gap and frantically mumbled, “I’ll talk to you later, okay? You get home safely.”

Barbara was stood confused, her mouth still part-open as she’d been shocked into silence by what she’d heard. Jasmine’s blunt and brutal words had thwarted her, and the seedy nature of her revelations had truly stumped my once determined girlfriend. I couldn’t even tell if Barbara fully comprehended the nature of what Jasmine had thrown out there. She looked over towards me for assistance, for some kind of explanation or reasoning that would decrypt the truth behind Jasmine’s words. 

My stomach flipped and a queasiness overcame me. This was the first time I’d been put in a situation where I would have to choose Jasmine’s feet or my girlfriend, while they were both present. I looked into Barbara’s fragile eyes. There was such a dire need in them for me to do something, to make all of what Jasmine had said go away.

“I’m counting,” Jasmine said from behind me. “You better be on your knees in the next second.”

“I’ll talk to you later,” I said, and with that, I closed the door and left Barbara outside in the hallway. Immediately, I leant my back up against the door and felt instant regret. With that final action, I’d pretty much brought an end to my relationship. I knew, and from the look on Jasmine’s smug face, she knew it too. Barbara hadn’t even really understood the weird things Jasmine was suggesting, but what she would know, is that I’d done what Jasmine wanted. I’d kicked my own girlfriend out of the apartment so I could, in Jasmine’s own words, grovel at her feet. There was no way I could ever explain and justify my actions. Nothing I could ever say would undo that slight. I’d chosen Jasmine’s feet over my own girlfriend. I was, without doubt, the worst boyfriend imaginable.

I swallowed, and immediately realised that I’d instinctively made this choice without thinking. I’d panicked, and my gut decision was to kick Barbara out and stay here with Jasmine. A decent boyfriend would have left the apartment with her. Yet, here I was, leaning against the door like a coward while staring straight at Jasmine’s flexing soles. The more my eyes remained on them, mesmerised by their hypnotic movements, the less I thought about Barbara outside. Choosing these feet was the right thing to do, wasn’t it? It almost felt like it had been inevitable, and that there was no way I could ever resist them. In the past six months, I’d been more intimate with Jasmine’s feet than I’d been with my own girlfriend. I’d kiss her toes more often than I’d kissed Barbara’s lips. I’d masturbated to Jasmine’s feet more than Barbara and I had enjoyed sex, and even when we did, it was Jasmine’s feet that I thought of. It made total sense that my body would naturally lurch towards the true objects of my desire, rather than the sane, rational one.

Surely, Jasmine was going to appreciate the magnitude of what I’d just done? She looked so adorable sat back on the sofa, her hair still damped, while her impressive cleavage peeked out of the bathrobe. I wasn’t going to be reward in the best way for being such a good boy? Maybe I’d even get to taste something more than her feet for once, something even more intimate that would fulfil me in ways I never thought possible. Jasmine would recognise my sacrifice and be kind to me, wouldn’t she? Oh, such stupid, hopeful thoughts, of course she wouldn’t, because I was nothing but her bitch. “Get grovelling already,” she said from the sofa, before adding in a cute, sing-songy voice, “I know you want tooooooo.”

“Ugh,” I groaned, as my knees went weak and I stumbled towards her, instantly dropping down at the side of the sofa and moving my face right up to those delicious soles. My tongue outstretched hungrily, ready to lavish her feet with the slavish devotion they required. I had thrown away my own girlfriend, and now I was to receive my prize.

However, Jasmine’s toes poked out and pressed against my forehead, holding me at bay. “You’re going to have to really beg for forgiveness before I let you kiss them, bitch boy,” she said from above. “You really shouldn’t have let your stupid girlfriend speak to me like that.” Her toes retracted slightly, before slapping back against my forehead. “You’re MY foot slave,” she said, “and nothing is going to change that.”

I was already hardening in my pants as she teased and toyed with me in the way she knew I didn’t resist. She knew me way better than Barbara ever could, and in just a few words, she’d turned me on more than any sexual encounter with my girlfriend ever had. The connotations of her words reached a part of me that had always been inaccessible to Barbara. The part of me that craved Jasmine’s rejection, while simultaneously worshipping her for it. I wasn’t good enough to be her boyfriend, in the way I was for Barbara, but she still intended to keep me as a slave to her feet. That fact left me feeling lightheaded, and the unfairness, coupled with her selfish entitlement, left me frantically spluttering in response. “I’m sorry, Queen Jasmine,” I pathetically stated. “I belong to you. I belong to your feet.”

“Yes, you do, bitch boy. So, why did you let her speak to me like that?”

“I don’t know. I was scared. I’m so sorry. Please may I make it up to you?”

Jasmine’s toes began swinging back and forth, the tips of her nails lightly brushing across my forehead. “Well, I don’t know. I’m not sure you really deserve it? Do you think your stupid girlfriend was out of line?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling ashamed that I was betraying Barbara, but at the same time, excited that I was pandering to my selfish, bratty housemate. In terms of general, social decency: Jasmine was clearly the one out of line, but I was siding with her. I was down on my knees, intent on smooching her soles while telling her how right she was and how my girlfriend was the one in the wrong. “She was out of line.”

“That’s right,” Jasmine said. “Don’t ever let her talk to me that way again. This is my apartment,” she said matter-of-factly. “My feet own you, and therefore, I own this place.”

“Yes, Queen Jasmine.” My eyes were almost fluttering closed as I sank into that familiar subspace. “You own me. You own everything.”

Her foot suddenly flexed up, revealing her soft, smooth sole. “Go ahead and kiss, bitch boy. Grovel. Apologise. Suck up to me. Make it good and maybe I’ll forgive you.”

I shivered while listening to those explicit words from her juicy lips, almost not believing that I was really hearing them. Never in my wildest dreams, would I have predicted that the young girl who had shown up at the restaurant on her first day, would one day be lazing around my apartment while barking such depraved orders at me. Yet, she seemed totally comfortable and natural speaking to me with such disdain. I was infatuated, and I revelled at dehumanising myself in her presence. My transition from Jasmine’s boss to her foot slave had been an evolution of our subsequent societal positions: hers the beautiful and confident superior, whereas mine was the shy and awkward inferior. Being my subordinate at our job had meant nothing, because I would always be her subordinate in life. Barbara was foolish to think she could surpass Jasmine’s influence in my world, especially in a mere six months. Jasmine had spent years truly bringing me to heel!

“Yes, Queen Jasmine,” I spluttered excitedly, before lurching forwards and pressing my eager lips against her deserving sole. Instantly, I raised up onto my knees automatically and stuffed my nose into the groove beneath her toes, taking in a deep breath of her girlish foot stink and feeling completely content. Even after she had just showered, there was still a whiff of that intricate aroma. This was where I belonged, humbling myself at the feet of my ruler, and not outside in the hallway with my pretend girlfriend. As I took desperate, heavy sniffs from between Jasmine’s toes, I accepted that was all that Barbara was. She was someone who I was selfishly using to appear normal. My true place in life was right here. I could play at being a boyfriend as much as I wanted, but I would always be drawn back to Jasmine’s delectable feet. They had a hold on me that I could never break from, and they deserved both my loyalty and devotion. “I’m so sorry,” I whined, as my lips smacked and dragged against her flesh. “I’m sorry that my girlfriend was so rude to you. I’m sorry for her making you feel unwelcome.” I was practically french-kissing her sole by this point. “I’m sorry for letting her offend and disrespect you.”

“Promise you won’t let it happen again,” she urged, before her foot dove beneath my chin and lifted me up so her expectant face and narrowed eyes were visible. “From now on, she knows you’re mine, understand? Either she accepts that, or she can sling her hook.” Jasmine giggled before adding, “I bet she accepts it.”

I gulped, knowing that what she was asking was too much, and there was practically no way that Barbara would ever agree to such a thing. I mean, why would she? Why would she allow my continued service of Jasmine if we were apparently going to get married one day? I couldn’t fathom any reason why she would agree to it. “I will,” I said, while shyly looking her in the eye, already trembling at the thought of that conversation. “But I don’t think she’ll accept it.”

Jasmine sniggered. “She probably will. She’s as much of a loser as you are.” She lifted her other foot and circled my lips seductively with her big toe, as I instinctively kissed the tip as if one would a soulmate. It felt so strange to me, that this sort of intimate exchange freely occurred so regularly now. That she had no qualms sticking her foot in my face, or her toe straight in my mouth, knowing that I would accept and respond accordingly. Occasionally, I’d recall how we had met, and how things had led to this, and I’d feel lightheaded, almost entering an existential crisis as I questioned the nature of my reality. It all seemed just too good to be true. That young girl who had turned up on her first day in the dorky uniform, recoiling at the thought of grease and hard work, had ascended to the status of my foot queen and now seemingly held an iron grip over every facet of my life. “Tell me, I’m wrong then, loser,” she said, before playfully stuffing her pinkie toe up my nose. Nothing was out of bounds between the two of us, and Jasmine could do anything to me she liked. She knew that, she just chose not to tease any part of my body other than my face. I’d long hoped that she’d progress things towards my sexual means, perhaps still deluding myself that there was some chance for me. I’d jerked off many times fantasising about receiving a foot job from those gorgeous arches, but that seemed as far away as ever. Jasmine simply didn’t view me as a sexual being; in her eyes, I was nothing but a depraved slave to subjugate and use. “Tell me your girlfriend isn’t as pathetic as you are.”

I flinched slightly. Barbara was obviously no match for Jasmine, but she was hardly a loser. “I don’t think she’s that bad.”

A roll of her eyes came back. “Really? She’s what, forty or something? So desperate for a boyfriend that she shacks up with you, the biggest foot-obsessed loser on the planet, and she doesn’t even realise it! She actually thinks you’re a catch!” She covered her mouth and guffawed through her fingers. “So desperate that she’s trying to move in with you after half a year. Any other girl would have dumped you yesterday when she saw me and realised that she doesn’t stand a chance, but she came back, because she’s desperate and can’t do any better than YOU!” She burst into a cackle of laughter. “I ate her dinner last night, and she came back!” She was jiggling in her bathrobe, truly tickled by how she’d made a fool of my girlfriend twice now. She picked up the TV remote from where Barbara had dropped it on the sofa and nodded towards the television. “She told me to stop using her account on the TV, and”—she clicked play—oh, look, I’m still watching it, all while I have my toe shoved in her boyfriend’s mouth! How pathetic is that?” She released my chin and slapped her toes against my lips. “Now kiss my feet and tell me I’m right!”

My eyes were almost crossing in my head as I tried to reason with myself against her logic. However, when she pressed all of her toes against my lips, both feet side by side, I gave in and began making out with them in defeat, suckling them affectionately while whimpering in the process.

“Admit it,” she urged.

“My girlfriend is a loser,” I said, while taking three of Jasmine’s gorgeous toes into my mouth and slobbering my tongue all over them. “She’s as much of a loser as me,” I mumbled from around said toes. While I dug my tongue between them, and the tip fizzled from the harsh, salty tang of whatever lotion she’d smeared all over them, a thought came to me and I immediately began leaking pre-cum. “She should be sucking your toes,” I said excitedly as I ran with that fantasy. “We both should be down at your feet, like the losers we are, and serving our queen.”

“Oh my God,” Jasmine beamed excitedly while clapping her hands. “I’d give anything to see that.” She jammed her toes in a bit further, and grimaced from the effort.

“You deserve it,” I mumbled, still in the height of blissful subspace as my mind was doing cartwheels, imagining various scenarios of my own girlfriend being humiliated at my housemate’s feet. With each further image of picturing her gorgeous toes slipping between Barbara’s dried-out lips, my cock throbbed desperately, nearing the point of an impromptu orgasm. “Your feet own me...and...they...own...my girlfriend too!”

“Pathetic,” she said, sneering in disgust while abruptly pushing me away. “You’re such a bitch for my feet, that when you finally get a girlfriend, you want her down on the floor right next to you. I should have figured that’s what you’d look for in a partner, someone as weird as yourself.” She shunted me in the shoulder with her foot. “Now, anyway, quit slobbering around and go get me a beer.” The abruptness shocked me, and I fell backwards, my cock still a hardened rod down the inseam of my work pants. I’d been on the cusp of a mind-blowing orgasm, the taste of Jasmine’s toes coupled with her harsh words almost leading me straight to the brink, yet, now, it was apparently at an end.

“But...I...”

“But...you...should do the hell what I just told you, bitch boy,” she fired back in a mocking tone. “I’m done with you. Get me a beer, then go sort your shit out with your girlfriend, because I don’t want any more drama like the last two days.”

“But...what should I do?” I scratched my ear while still kneeling there. “What should I say to her?” It was inexplicable asking the very girl who had just exploded my relationship for advice, but who else did I have?

Jasmine screwed up her face. “How the hell should I know? I don’t speak whatever loser love-language the two of you do. Figure it out.”

While I slinked off to the kitchen to fetch her one of my beers, Jasmine resumed her show on my girlfriend’s paid streaming service. Once she was satisfied, I headed to my room and finally pulled my phone from my pocket. The entire time I’d been kissing and grovelling at my housemate’s feet, I’d felt my phone vibrating and blowing up in my pocket. No doubt Barbara had been peppering me with endless calls and texts, trying to fathom my bizarre behaviour and get to the bottom of the things Jasmine had said.

I should have been a man, a good boyfriend, and faced the consequences of my actions head on. However, as I’d been doing from the genesis of our relationship, I kicked the can down the road, putting off the problem and hoping it would go away. Even with the texts still coming through, I switched off my phone and flopped down on my bed, exhausted and unable to mentally deal with the fallout.
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I kept my phone off during work the next day, and gradually I deluded myself into believing that perhaps Barbara wouldn’t be as hurt and annoyed as I expected. I mean, she hadn’t actually seen any of the humiliating grovelling I’d done at Jasmine’s feet, had she? As far as she knew, I could have been ushering her away in order to protect her. The longer the day went on, the more I convinced myself that everything was going to be fine. As long as my phone remained off, then I wasn’t on the receiving end of the barrage of calls and texts, so therefore, in my warped thinking, Barbara couldn’t be that annoyed, could she?
So foolish were my actions though, that even if Barbara had been so confused that she hadn’t processed what Jasmine had demanded, my subsequent ghosting of her made the whole situation way worse. There was inevitably going to be some kind of confrontation, and I was burying my head in the sand and keeping it out of mind. As a result, the workday passed pretty worry free. My manager even commented on my quietness and how my attitude had improved from the previous day. “Maybe you’ll be on your way to managing your own restaurant again,” he said with a chuckle. “Just make sure there’s no pretty, young girls working for you this time, huh?”

I’d winced under that snide insult. Talk of my career, and its roll-back over the past two years, had spread around most of the offices in the district. I mean, I was still an assistant manager, but I didn’t get to call this restaurant my own. Not like I did back when, well, before I’d met Jasmine.

Once my shift was over and I was leaving, I was accosted by Barbara near my car.

“Why has your phone been off all day, James? Why did you ignore my calls last night?”

I hadn’t expected to be confronted in person, and immediately, all of the calmness that I’d built up throughout the day was blown apart. The only saving grace I had was that Barbara sounded more confused than anything. Her tone was reasonable and she wasn’t yelling at me. If anything, it stumped me, because I hadn’t expected her to show up like this. I figured our relationship was over and she’d never talk to me again after initially venting. “Umm, I’m sorry. I panicked after what happened yesterday.”

She crossed her arms and her face settled to a muted expression. Perhaps she was expecting me to throw a bunch of lies at her, and I’d surprised her with my honesty. I’d certainly surprised myself. She drew a line in the gravel with the toe of her shoe, purposefully avoiding looking me in the eye. “I’m still not entirely sure what happened yesterday,” she said. “So, tell me, James, what happened? What was she talking about?”

I fumbled with my keys and unlocked my car. “It’s just a thing between the two of us. She has a weird sense of humour.” I opened the door.

“Where are you going?” she asked, her head shooting up. “Are you running away from me?”

“No, I just have somewhere I need to be.” The flight part of me was kicking in again. That dire need to flee the scene whenever I couldn’t cope with a situation. I had nowhere else to be, other than running home and hiding. Running home to...Jasmine. My fingers trembled as I clutched the keys. Oh shit, I thought, I hadn’t just ghosted my girlfriend all day: I’d ghosted Jasmine too. I fumbled in my pocket and took out my phone, switching it on.

“Oh, so you finally remember how to use that thing? Do you?”

I glanced up at her, but my face immediately drew down my messages, noting that I had loads from Barbara, but only one from Jasmine. I clicked it without thinking, all while Barbara was leaning over me. It didn’t even enter my head that she was watching, because I was filled with an intense fear at displeasing my housemate. I’d never been unavailable to her since she’d moved in. Even during dates with my girlfriend, or when I stayed over, my phone was at my side, ready to serve Jasmine in any way she needed. I’d sometimes even feigned sickness in order to rush back home so I could do her bidding. The message popped up on my screen, and I audibly sighed in satisfaction at what I saw.

“Oh my God,” Barbara said. “You go straight to her message? Really?” She slapped me on the arm. “There totally is something going on between the pair of you, isn’t there? You dirty little—” Barbara’s voice suddenly cut off as Jasmine’s message remained open on my screen. I was too shell-shocked by what I had seen, that I foolishly left it open while my jaw remained dropped. She brushed right up against me, before she snatched the phone from my grip and held it to her face for a better look. “What the hell is this?” She moved the phone aside and looked at me accusingly. “James? What am I looking at right now?” When I remained speechless, unable to respond, she turned the phone and showed me the picture again.

There, on my screen, was a photo of Jasmine’s soles, bared straight to the camera. At one side was a hand pointing at them, on the other, was her other hand, flipping me off. The photo was of such detail, that the wrinkles of her soles was evident there on the screen. It had clearly been taken on my sofa, with the phone propped up against the arm rest. The connotations were clear, while I was at home, Jasmine had snapped this for me, while lazing around in my apartment. This was something she often did, as a means to motivate me at work. The caption attached to the photo only confirmed it: You better be working hard, bitch boy. You’ll be working even harder looking after these feet when you come home!

I stuttered and stumbled, unable to conjure a single coherent word as nothing but distorted sounds left my lips as my eyes darted back and forth between that captivating image of Jasmine’s soles and the flabbergasted expression of my girlfriend. “What does this even mean?” she asked, while pointing at the photo. “Is that stuff she said last night true?” She narrowed her eyes, shaking her head in disbelief at the words that were leaving her mouth, “Do you actually kiss your housemate’s feet?”

“I....”

“These are her feet, aren’t they?” She turned the phone to look again, squinting at the image. “I recognise the rings. She’s sent you a photo of her feet, and you couldn’t wait to open it. I saw the excitement on your face. You left all my messages unread though, didn’t you?” She narrowed her eyes one last time while taking a final analytical glance at the photo. “What does that even mean? Taking care of her feet? What does she mean by that?”

I blushed in abject shame at being outed in such a blatant way. Everything about the photo and caption was just so seedy and weird. There was no chance to even talk my way out of it because it was obvious that it was Jasmine who had sent it to me, even Barbara had recognised her feet. However, somewhat unbelievably, my cock twitched at that moment, as I realised that my girlfriend had previously noticed Jasmine’s toe rings. What reason had she had to notice such a thing? She’d only met her twice, both for very brief moments, but in that time, she’d taken note of Jasmine’s feet to the point she could recognise them from her toe rings?

She dropped the phone to her side. “James, you need to start giving me some answers right now, because I’m not understanding this at all.”

“I...I don’t know what to say.” I gulped, feeling like my whole world was collapsing in on me. The whole situation with Jasmine had been so exciting while it was a secret, and though I’d often fantasised about Barbara finding out, and where that may lead, the reality was daunting. I mean, what if she told everyone that I was receiving pictures of my housemate’s feet while I was at work? “I’m sorry,” I managed to offer, which Barbara merely frowned at in response. I stepped towards my car again.

“James, I’m your girlfriend. You don’t just run away when we have something we need to talk about. That’s not a mature way to act. I’m really confused about what happened last night, and your behaviour since is making it so much worse.” She flipped the phone up. “This thing here? This is just the icing on the cake. What the hell is going on?”

My eyes flickered over her, and where I recognised the hurt in her eyes, the same hurt I’d seen in my own reflection so many times when suffering a rejection, the empath in me came to the fore. I realised that Barbara didn’t deserve any of what I’d put her through. From the very start of our relationship, I’d been deceiving her in more ways than one. I’d been up to all sorts of sleazy shenanigans with Jasmine throughout our entire coming together. She hadn’t deserved that, to be betrayed in such a way, and then, when she’d finally found out, I’d thrown her out of the house and ignored her. Now was the time to be a man and finally tell her the truth.

Instead, I brushed passed her, jumped into the car, and while Barbara watched from the sidewalk, completely bemused: I drove home in a panic.

Once I was through the apartment door, Jasmine was waiting for me with a devious smile on her face. She was sat on the sofa with her legs-crossed Indian style, the television mysteriously turned off for once. Her grin truly made my stomach sink. She was fully dressed for once, wearing a patterned tank top with a pair of old, ripped jeans.

“Ummm, hi,” I said, trying to pretend like I hadn’t noticed the clear sinister atmosphere. “How are you?”

“I guess you got my photo today.”

I avoided making eye contact, instead hanging my coat on the back of the door and heading towards the kitchen. “Yes, thank you.”

“Did you like it?”

I momentarily glanced in her direction, unable to maintain the charade. “Of course, I did. You know that.”

“Your girlfriend not so much though, right?”

My hand was already on the fridge when I froze in fear. I turned and looked questioningly. “How do you know that?”

Jasmine pursed her lips and looked towards the ceiling. “Well, we’ve just had a very interesting conversation is all.” She looked back to me and arched her eyebrows. “Very interesting, James. You would have loved the stuff we talked about.”

My eyes danced all over every corner of the apartment, in search of Barbara and how she could have arrived here before me. “You spoke to my girlfriend?”

“I did.”

“How? Where?”

“She called me.”

My forehead wrinkled. “How? How did she get your number?”

Jasmine was biting her lip, clearly trying to stem a burst of laughter. “I thought it was you at first. You know, since your contact came up on my phone: bitch boy. I even answered calling you by name, bitch boy.” She cocked her head. “Imagine my surprise, bitch boy, when it turned out to be your bitch of a girlfriend instead.”

My throat suddenly felt very dry. “I...ugh...no.” I instinctively patted my pockets, and realised my phone was decidedly absent. I’d left my phone with Barbara when I’d run away. My phone with my entire message history with Jasmine. Months and months of orders, demands, teasing and...photos. I looked at Jasmine sheepishly. “Oh God.”

Jasmine merely bit her lip and nodded devilishly.

“What did you tell her?”

She dipped her head. “Well, I didn’t volunteer anything. But, you know, if she asked a question, I had to answer it, James, didn’t I?” Her face was a picture of innocence.

I was already on my way out the door, when she shouted after me, “Where the hell are you going, bitch boy? Get your ass down at my feet right now!”

I didn’t care. All the thoughts of my pleasures at Jasmine’s feet became irrelevant, because Barbara had my phone, and if she showed anyone else the seedy nature of its contents: my life was over.
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I thumped Barbara’s apartment door in a panic. “Barbara?” I shouted up towards the window. “Can we please talk?” Her car was parked outside, so she was definitely home. That was something at least. She hadn’t gone to my parents or anything, or even worse, waltzed straight into my work. So, I still had a chance to talk her around...for now. I thumped the door again.
The window up above slid open. “What do you want?” Before I could even respond, a load of my clothes had been thrown out onto the sidewalk. Stuff that I’d left there on the numerous occasions I’d slept over. “You’re a disgusting rat,” she said. “How could you do this to me?”

“I’m sorry,” I shouted up at her. “Please, could we talk about this?”

Barbara paused with throwing my stuff, then scowled down at me. “I asked you to do that, and you ran back to your other woman, or whatever the hell she is!”

“I know,” I said desperately, “and I’m sorry. I was scared. This is all my fault.”

There was a guy walking down the street who stopped to watch our drama. “You alright?” he asked me with a snigger. “Going in the dog house, are you?”

I couldn’t even think of saying anything clever, so I looked back up at Barbara. “Please, there are people watching. Can I come in?”

“Oh, that’s what bothers you, does it?” She turned her attention to the passer-by and I immediately regretted mentioning him. “Do you know what he did?” When the guy just shrugged, she continued, “He’s been letting a girl stay with him for free so he could suck on her feet!”

The sheer volume of her voice and the bluntness of her words made me cringe. My face was beetroot as I shyly looked towards the guy, who seemed completely bemused by what he’d just heard. I stuttered an excuse. “I...umm...it’s not—”

“Brooooo,” he said before raising his hands. “I don’t even want to know. That shit sounds way above my paygrade.”

As he trudged off, laughing to himself, I pleaded with her. “Please, let me come in and make this right. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry. I’ll tell you everything.”

The scowl returned. “Your housemate already did!”

My stomach sank, just imagining all of the sordid details that Jasmine may have spilled. “But I’ll explain it better, please. From my side. There’s things you need to know about me.”

Barbara’s face softened, and she put down a pair of my jeans that she’d been holding. While I watched, she disappeared from the window and I feared she was about to grab another load of my stuff to toss down to the street. However, I was startled when the door buzzed and opened.

During the walk up the stairs, I was shaking and terrified, my body running on adrenaline. The feeling of relief at getting out of the public eye only lasted seconds, before the reality of having to confront Barbara with my whole, seedy, squalid affair became very real. The moment I had been fearing for the past six months had arrived, and there was no way to avoid it anymore. I hesitated outside her door, trying to convince myself that there was a way that this could be okay. That there was something I could say that would make Barbara realise I couldn’t control this part of myself. I wanted her to understand; I wanted her to accept me for who I was. Selfishly, as I knocked on her door, I realised that I wanted Barbara to understand, so that things could continue with Jasmine.

Barbara opened the door, gave me a disgusted look then turned back and shuffled down the hallway. I tip-toed after her, anxious and scared that she was going to destroy my life and expose me to everyone. If that happened, I didn’t even know what I’d do; probably likely return to Jasmine’s feet. I mean, Barbara had caused this whole issue, hadn’t she? Things had been fine with my housemate for the past two years, before my girlfriend had entered the picture and all. Though Jasmine had sometimes teased me about revealing things to everyone, usually while I was busy licking the sweat from between her toes, I knew she only said it to turn me on and keep me devoted to her. However, I never thought she’d actually do it, because, what would she gain from it? People would probably think she was as weird as I was, but then, the whole age disparity would play her in favour and she’d probably come away unscathed. Meanwhile, I’d be toast.

“I’m guessing you came for this,” Barbara said, holding out my phone. “Take it,” she said.

I stared at the phone in surprise, considering this was some kind of ruse and not sure why she would offer it back so willingly.

“If you’re worried I’m going to tell anyone about what I saw on there: don’t bother. I’m not like you.” She looked straight at me. “I don’t hurt the ones I love.”

Immediately, that tugged at my guilt, and I sheepishly slipped my hands to my pockets and dropped my head. “I’m sorry, Barbara. I really am.”

“Sorry you got caught? Come on, take it.”

I fished a hand from my pocket and silently took my phone back. “What...what did she tell you?” I couldn’t even lift my eyes while I asked.

“I was angry at her to begin with. I yelled, shouted, screeched, but she just listened and let me vent. I couldn’t understand why, but when I asked more about what happened last night, she answered me truthfully, in a way you never have. She told me everything, and I realised, I should have been angry with you, not her.” She took a seat on the sofa, tucking her legs beneath her. “She told me all about your little arrangement. All of the sleazy details.” She sighed. “Can’t you even look at me?”

I blushingly looked up, making eye contact for a brief second before returning them to the floor.

“You know what though? I’m not even angry anymore. I’m just so confused right now,” Barbara stared off into space. “I feel like I don’t even know you anymore. You lie about everything. You even made her out to be the villain in this, but it’s all you. You invited her to live with you. If anything, she was helping you out, not the other way around. Helping you out with your perverted fantasies.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t know why I’m like this.”

“How long have you been like this?”

I gulped, anticipating the fall out that was about to occur. I even thought about lying and shortening the time, but I’d been dishonest with her enough and she deserved the truth. “For a long time.”

She seemed more hurt than annoyed. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t know how. What was I supposed to say? I wasn’t even convinced that our relationship was going to go anywhere.” I sighed as the truth came pouring out. “Sometimes I can’t believe I’m even in a relationship. That there’s a girl like you that actually loves me. Ever since we got together, I’ve been convinced that one day you’ll realise what I’m really like and that you’ve made a mistake. I’ve been convinced you’ll leave, and when that happens, I’ll always have Jasmine.”

Barbara remained quiet while processing everything I was saying. The anger had completely dissipated, and she stroked her chin. “I mean, is this what you want? You want to be used and taken advantage of?” She narrowed her eyes at me curiously. “Do you want to break up and spend your life being used by her?”

“I don’t know.” Already my cock was twitching at the mere thought of such a thing happening. Even as my relationship was on the brink, I couldn’t shake the pleasurable feelings that a second of Jasmine’s feet would bring.

“Couldn’t you have told me about this?” She shrugged. “Is that how you want me to treat you?”

I scratched my head. “Honestly, I don’t know.” When Barbara looked surprised, I felt compelled to elaborate. “I like our relationship, and the way we’re mutually respectful, but”—as I was about to speak my confidence suddenly waned—“there’s just a part of me...”

“What?” Barbara insisted. “Stop being a coward, James, and just tell me what the hell is going on. You owe me that much.” She waved her hand around. “Because honestly, this whole thing is weird and I’m really uncomfortable. You know what you’ve been doing is basically cheating, right? Even if you haven’t been having sex with her.”

I swallowed, then looked towards the sofa. “Can I sit?” When Barbara nodded, I took a seat next to her, and attempted to hold her hand. Initially she pulled it away, however, eventually she relented and allowed our fingers to interlock. “This is difficult for me.”

“I get that,” she said. “But I’m your girlfriend, James. I’m supposed to be the person you can trust more than anyone. You can’t hide stuff from me. Especially something like this.” She rolled her eyes. “I honestly don’t even know why I’m still talking to you. The old me would have ditched you already by now. I’ve been through enough heartbreak in my life.”

“I don’t know why you haven’t either.”

Barbara chewed her lip. “I meant what I said before we started dating, and you lied to me. Do you remember?”

“About being honest?”

“About me not wanting to waste time if this isn’t serious. If you had any skeletons in your closest. I’m approaching forty, James. I don’t have time to be wasting on stuff like this. My clock is ticking.”

“I know, I’m—”

“Do you want a future with me? Do you want to get married and have children? Because, if not, you need to say so right now. Before you waste anymore of my time.”

I blinked, confused, then looked her in the eyes perplexed. “Are...you...saying that you don’t want to break up? That there’s a chance?” I scratched my head, unconvinced that this was actually happening. “Even after everything I’ve done. After everything”—I nodded over my shoulder—“with Jasmine?” Barbara’s expression was muted, not giving me any inkling of what she was thinking, however, there was no anger. “You’re okay with it?”

There was a hoping rising within me. I mean, never in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine that Barbara would be accepting of my relationship with Jasmine. It just didn’t make any sense.

“I’m pretty far from okay with it, but I’m not a prude, James. I know things.” She squinted at me. “You like to be dominated, right? Obviously, you like feet too, yeah? You could have just told me about all of this from the start. We could have made it work between us.”

Even hearing her say such things out loud made me cringe. In my head, to Barbara, I was still the normal boyfriend, but now the other guy was rearing his ugly head. “It’s not an easy thing to talk about.”

“It is if you’re a mature adult.”

“You know I’m not great with relationships. I was afraid of scaring you off, and, I didn’t want to risk losing what I already had, if you weren’t interested.”

She crossed her arms. “Have the two of you ever had sex?”

“Never. She wouldn’t...”

“But, you would?”

I looked away in shame. “It doesn’t matter because she never would. She’d never have sex with a loser like me.”

There was absolute silence for a moment, before Barbara bit her lip. Then, there were almost tears in her eyes. “But, I would, right?”

“I didn’t mean it like—”

“I think you should be going,” she said.

I nodded glumly, resigned to the fact that every time I opened my mouth, I only seemed to make things worse. “Can we talk again soon? Straighten things out?”

“I don’t know,” she sighed. “I have a lot to think about.”

***
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I didn’t hear from Barbara for a number of days. This time it was me bombarding her with texts and calls; none of which went answered. I couldn’t even really explain why I was doing it, as in the subsequent days since our confrontation, Jasmine had been exerting her power over me to a greater extent. I should have tried to put a stop to our arrangement, especially since Barbara was so hurt and the only normal relationship in my life was falling apart. I mean, what would be a greater demonstration to Barbara that I truly loved her, than finally making Jasmine move out? Could there be a greater display of my commitment and acceptance that what I’d done was wrong? Instead, almost spurred on by the fact that Barbara had shown the faintest sign of weakness, that she was still thinking over our relationship rather than ditching me; I took that as a sign that she wasn’t totally weirded out by the Jasmine situation. All of the hurt I felt from Barbara finding out, I put to the back of my mind, and distracted myself with my devotion to my housemate.
She was still the one constant in my life that made me feel useful and happy, especially with Barbara ignoring me. In some ways, it confirmed that doubt I’d always had, that when Barbara had realised how strange I was, Jasmine would still be there for me. As if in confirmation, the first day, when I’d returned from Barbara’s apartment, Jasmine wasn’t even annoyed with the way I had run off and ignored her. She spent that evening stroking my hair and cooing at me as I wept, kneeling on the floor next to her, hugging her legs with my head in her lap. She listened, and told me everything would be okay, and assured me of how she’d always be there for me.

Once I’d wiped away the tears, she smiled, scooted back onto the sofa, and nodded towards her feet. “Go ahead and kiss them,” she had said softly. “I know that’s what makes you happy.”

Every day after returning from work, I’d prepare Jasmine’s dinner, before either spending my evening on all fours as her footstool while she ate, or down on my knees, diligently massaging her feet or lavishing them with oral attention. It was quite the exhilarating feeling, tired after my long shift, to be kneading the ‘aches’ and ‘pains’ from the feet of a young girl that had literally done nothing that day. Her mornings were filled with either socialising with her friends, visiting her mother, or when she usually stayed home, either sleeping in late or watching television. Of course, on those occasions that she did venture out, I’d usually receive a payment request from her to cover whatever her expenses were. Since she wasn’t working, it fell on me to stump up the cash whenever Jasmine wanted to enjoy herself. I loved it, of course, and it only played into my relationship with her. She was never over the top, and it was usually food or some light entertainment like the cinema that I would be billed for. As a reward, I’d usually receive a photo of her feet in response. I’d built up quite the collection over time, whether it be her heeled feet beneath a restaurant table or her cute little toes in flip flops while crossed up on the back of a cinema chair. There was always an incentive to please her, and while Barbara was ignoring me, I found refuge in my relationship with Jasmine. If anything, my apparent break-up had only deepened our connection.

Bizarrely, I noticed one time while Jasmine’s feet were crossed up into the nook of my neck, that she was still using her own profile on Barbara’s account. That was surprising and quite a shock, as considering that Barbara had been so annoyed by my arrangement with Jasmine, it didn’t make a lot of sense that she’d still allow Jasmine to mooch off her in the same way she mooched off of me. Perhaps I was overthinking things though, and Barbara was so hurt and distraught by my behaviour, that such a trivial matter hadn’t even occurred to her.

I even deluded myself into thinking that Jasmine’s apparent possessiveness of me meant that she was now interested in me romantically, perhaps even sexually. That foolish notion was put to an end, when after a night out with some friends, which I was subsequently billed for, she brought a guy back with her. I remained hidden in my room, too shy and devastated to come out, but I had to endure the sounds of the two of them making love until the early hours. My heart beat with jealousy as I listened in, but I didn’t know whether that jealousy stemmed from the fact that Jasmine would never do such a thing with me, or that I had once had that with Barbara but had now seemingly lost it. As if to rub salt in the wound, the next morning, before I left for work, Jasmine had called me over to her room, and while I sucked her toes to help her wake up, she detailed the nature of their intimate encounter in an explicit way.

“His cock was easily eight inches,” she said at one point as I scraped beneath her big toe nails with my teeth, apparently removing all of the sweat and crud that had accumulated through her marathon sex session. “Not like that little shrimp I know you have between your legs.”

I blushed, and slurped her toe into my mouth, instead of falsely attempting to defend my manhood. Whether it was intentional or not, her behaviour and words swiftly put me in my place, and I was resigned to being nothing more than Jasmine’s bitch and foot slave.

Still, some part of me still wanted to rekindle things with Barbara.  Obviously, the events of the previous week had been devastating for her, but a part of me was still stubbornly persisting in the idea that I deserved some semblance of normality in my life. I mean, yes, the arrangement between Jasmine and I was weird, but as she’d demonstrated, she was still fucking other people, so why couldn’t I? Despite being a slave to Jasmine’s feet throughout, my six months with Barbara had actually been a wonderful time while amongst my friends and family. I genuinely did enjoy Barbara’s company, and when we spent time together, away from my own apartment, things were pretty normal and it did seem that we were in love. It was only the true nature of my sexual interests that caused the problem, and they always led me back to Jasmine. Perhaps if Barbara’s personality had been more like Jasmine’s, then that would have solved the problem, though, the very fact that Jasmine wasn’t interested in me romantically, and used me relentlessly, was what drew me to her. I was trapped in a catch-22 with apparently no way out.

I worried all week about what Barbara’s decision was going to be once she’d finished thinking. A lot could happen in a week, after all, and whatever Barbara decided could completely alter the direction of my future. It was the most nerve-wracking night of my life. However, on the Friday evening at the end of the week, while I was busily licking the soles of Jasmine’s feet as she sat at the dinner table, enjoying the meal I’d just cooked while her feet were crossed under the chair beneath her, I considered that I’d once been a similar precarious situation, though this time, regarding Jasmine.

Jasmine had been working at the restaurant for a full eight months when my district manager had come in for a meeting. This had been a regular occurrence, though, that time, he’d brought along a member of the human resources department with him; something a manager never wanted to see happen.

“There’s been a complaint,” he’d said after the usual pleasantries were exchanged and we’d gotten down to business.

“A complaint?” I had thought over all of the customers we’d had coming through the restaurant, and how we did sometimes screw stuff up. Though, however much I had wracked my brain, nothing had come to the fore that seemed complaint worthy.

The woman from HR, a young, smartly-dressed graduate, had slid a piece of paper towards me. “There’s been an allegation of sexual harassment regarding one of your employees at this site.”

Immediately, my spine had shivered as I considered that my adventure with Jasmine had finally come to an end. I’d always known in my heart that she was toying with me, and eventually she would tire of the shenanigans I’d let her get away with during the months that had gone by. By that point, she had known I had a hopeless foot fetish, and she’d even taken off her socks on a number of occasions in the break room, just to make sure I hadn’t suddenly grown a backbone. A number of times, I’d been allowed to take a pair of her sweaty socks home, as a ‘reward’.

Obviously, I had feared the worst with that revelation, but I had also been truly perplexed. I’d been doing Jasmine’s bidding all of that week, and not once had she let on that she was uncomfortable or that she had wanted our secret arrangement to come to an end. The previous day, she’d even disappeared for a number of hours after a phone call had come through. Had I made her catch up the work later? No, I’d waved her off. Literally five minutes before they’d arrived, I had been carrying a box of the toys we put in the children’s meals at Jasmine’s direction. She’d smiled, arched her foot and had allowed me a quick peek at her wiggling toes from beneath her usual white ankle sock. “Good boy,” she had said, and I’d beamed with pride. 

Yet, mere moments later, the management team had arrived, and I had suddenly been accused of harassing her. It had to be Jasmine, obviously, as I had barely paid anyone else any attention. She had been the only employee I had ever been less than professional with. Even the other girls that I had a weakness for previously, had never captured my infatuation the way Jasmine had. My stomach had dropped, and I had felt utterly betrayed. How could she have done such a thing to me? After all of my loyalty and devotion. I’d made her working life so much easier. She had pretty much been getting paid for just standing around and playing on her phone.

I had peeked over the HR girl’s shoulder and looked through the window in the office door. Jasmine had been visible through the circular glass, leant up against the front counter and blowing gum bubbles while seeming completely bored. She had not been looking over at the office, curious about what was going on. She had been staring off into empty space, probably thinking about something she’d do after her shift was over.

“Which employee?”

“Jasmine Hutchinson.”

I had licked my lips frantically while looking over the complaint, and immediately, I recognised that it had been written in the third person. The complainant’s name had been redacted, but from the language, it had been evident that its origin was a third party. As I had read through, my hand shaking as my fingertip scanned along the page, I noted that there was no mention of feet at all. I had been painted as a horny older guy that had a thing for a young girl, wouldn’t leave her alone and had allowed her to barely do any work, while everyone else had to do extra. I had even read it through a second time, just to affirm that it definitely wasn’t Jasmine making the complaint. Of course, it had mostly been true, but if Jasmine hadn’t written it, then that meant she hadn’t betrayed me.

“Any response?” my manager had asked. He had scratched his moustache, and looked at me expectantly.

“I don’t know what to say.”

The HR girl had cleared her throat. “Well, is it true? Or do you dispute these allegations?”

“I dispute them,” I had said. “Yes, I do a lot to help her out, but there’s never been anything untoward,” I had lied. For some reason, even though the allegation had been true, the fact it had not come from Jasmine had emboldened me.

“We’ve reviewed the CCTV from the servers,” the HR girl had said.

I had gulped.

She had continued, “Though you do seem to devote a lot of your time to her station, we witnessed no physical or sexual harassment.”

I had breathed a sigh of relief. There had been plenty of occasions where Jasmine had teased me with her feet, but I’d never actually touched them. To others, it would have probably just looked like her sock was annoying her or something. “Because I haven’t done anything,” I had said a bit more confidently. 

“That’s what I thought,” my manager had said. “So, there’s two options as far as I see it.”

“What happens now?” I had asked.

The HR girl had slid another piece of paper forward. “My job is to protect the company and the staff. Since the allegation hasn’t come from the alleged victim, the most suitable course of action is to separate the two of you so there’s no further escalation.”

“You’re going to move her?” I had asked astonished. “You can’t do that.”

The girl had blinked. “We’re not moving her.”

My manager had let out an exhausted, impatient sigh. “We’re moving you, James. You’ll be heading to the Greening site.”

I had scratched my chin. “But that’s Dan’s restaurant?”

“You’ll be acting as his assistant manager for a cooling-off period.”

“I’m getting demoted? But I haven’t done anything.”

The HR girl had raised an eyebrow. “It’s your choice whether you accept this solution. The other option is that you fight this allegation, as you’re entitled to do.”

“Yes,” I had said. “I choose that.” The thought of being demoted and moved across the city had been devastating, especially after the years I’d spent working my way up. I’d have stopped the whole nonsense with Jasmine immediately if it meant I could have kept my job. The whole thing had been a reality check and I hadn’t been about to let it dampen my career. Really, I should have seen it coming with the murmurings from the other employees, as I had certainly let things get out of hand.

“Are you sure?” The HR girl had asked. “You realise what that entails?”

“Ummm, no.” I hadn’t considered the process at all. “I just make a statement and set the record straight, right?” When neither of their expressions had shifted, I had worryingly added, “Do I need a lawyer?”

“James,” my manager had said while adjusting his tie. “If you go that route, we’re going to have to bring her in and get her side of the story. She’ll likely make a statement too, if she chooses to do so.” He had leant forwards and spoke softly, “Do you want to leave it up to chance? Take the first option. This way its handled, there was a complaint, and we acted accordingly. You’ll have the chance to work your way back up over time.”

I had glanced out of the window again towards Jasmine. All of the things she’d said in the past, the teasing, the way she had taunted me for liking her feet and how she had never been afraid to use them to take advantage of me. Her self-interest had been off the scale, and if push had come to shove, she’d certainly have thrown me under the bus, wouldn’t she? She’d allowed our interaction because she’d benefitted from it, but would she have backed me up when it mattered? I’d figured there was trust between us, but could I have risked a written statement from her, explicitly stating that I had a thing for her feet and she’d noticed it? She had been so young, she could have even played it off that she’d only indulged it because she’d felt forced.

I had known it was too much of a risk, and with regret, I had signed my transfer, the district manager had taken over the running of the restaurant for the remainder of the shift, and I had been escorted from the building without even saying goodbye to any of my team, including Jasmine.

At my new restaurant, and demoted to an assistant manager, I had been completely depressed. I could still afford to pay my bills, if I had worked hard enough, but suddenly, it had seemed like all of my progress in the company hadn’t been worth it. What had been worse though, was the fact I had missed Jasmine and the way I had always been so useful to her. I should have admitted that my foolishness had cost me a good position in the company, but I had instead been filled with resentment at whoever had cost me my goddess.

My first week at the new location had sucked hard, and I had been necking a beer by the weekend, alone in my apartment, and completely discouraged about things going forwards. That had been until Jasmine had called me. “Are you sick?” she had asked. “Where the hell have you been? They said you left?”

It had felt so damn good to hear her voice again, and my own had been shaking as I answered, “Yeah, I don’t work there anymore. How’s the restaurant?”

“What? Why?” she had said. “I quit. The new manager expected me to actually do some work.” With that, she had giggled, and that giggle had reassured me. “What’s up? Why did you leave without even saying goodbye?”

“You don’t know?” I had been quite surprised. “They didn’t tell you?”

“Nope. I figured you had enough of me and just bailed.” Her voice had suddenly sounded much younger and playful. “Are you bored of looking after little old me?”

“They made me move,” I had said defensively. I had been overcome with anxiety at expressing my true feelings, but having known that Jasmine didn’t even work at the restaurant anymore, I had finally found some courage to speak up. “I loved looking after you.” I had gulped, sheepishly looking away, and feeling like I had told a girl I had loved her for the first time in my life. “I wish I was still doing it.”

There had been a pause, though I had still heard the sound of Jasmine breathing down the phone. “I got a new pedicure,” she had said randomly. “Do you want to see?”

“Yes,” I had said with way too much enthusiasm, almost thankful that we had moved on from my awkward confession. I had steadied myself. “Umm, yes, please.”

Jasmine had giggled. “How much do you want to see?”

“Ummm,” I had scratched my chin. “A lot...why?

“I’ll send you my address. Send a car over and you can see it for real.”

I’d have been happy with a photo, but the thought of seeing Jasmine in person again had sent my head in spirals. The thought of actually getting to see her feet...I had almost hyperventilated. She had ended a call, and once the address had come through, I’d sent a cab over to her immediately. Even as I had confirmed the pick-up, those same feelings of blissful submission had flowed through me. She had been using me again, just like back in the restaurant. The only difference had been that there was no longer any risk of me being fired.

Once Jasmine had arrived, and I’d given her a quick tour of my apartment, we had sat down and caught up a bit. I had learned that she had missed me from the first day I had left, and she’d realised just what a good deal she had going on. After I had told her about the reason I’d been moved, she had been annoyed at whoever had instigated the complaint. “Stupid ass,” she’d said. “Someone totally cost me my bitch!” Her eyes had then widened. “And my job! Cause I certainly wasn’t hanging around there without my bitch helping me!” She had then giggled and covered her mouth. “Sorry, but you know, you were kinda my bitch.”

I’d blushed at being called that so openly. During the work environment, my submission had kind of been a running understanding without it often being mentioned between us. Once we had been alone in my apartment, there had been no worries about anyone else listening in. “Were you really comfortable with everything?” I had asked. The whole complaint situation had really made me doubt things, and when I reconsidered my behaviour, it was more inappropriate than I first imagined.

“Hell yeah,” she had said with enthusiasm. “Who wouldn’t want someone that does everything they say?” She then scowled. “I bet it was that old hag Dolores or whatever. She was always so jealous.”

I had nodded. “Possibly, or one of the boys.”

“Whatever. It was a crappy job anyway.”

I had nodded again, then my eyes had inadvertently leered down towards her shoes: a pair of stylish flats that had completely hidden her toes. I must have sighed without realising, as Jasmine had chuckled.

“You miss them, do you?”

I had blushed and pretended to look at something on the coffee table instead, moving a magazine aside. “Umm, what?”

Jasmine had rolled her eyes. “God, James, quit the crap. I know you love my feet, and you know that I know, so why are you acting like a little kid? I still don’t understand why you like my feet so much, but I’m cool with it.” She had tugged at my sleeve until I looked up and our eyes had met. “Don’t you get that by now?” She had shrugged. “If you want to see them, just ask.” She had shaken her head in disbelief. “You know, for someone that’s supposed to be the boss, you’re actually a shy little boy.”

I had swallowed, as it had still been extremely difficult to voice my desires after so many rejections and mockery throughout my life. I had just been so used to pretty girls sneering, laughing at me and then ghosting me. However, having been reassured by the honesty in her eyes, and recalling how she had never actually betrayed me, I had remained fully looking into them as I had asked, “May I see your feet, please?”

She had nodded, grinned, and then kicked her shoes off for what would be the first of many times in my apartment. While I had looked on excitedly, she had turned and pushed her feet into my lap. Her nails had been painted a yellow, all except the second toe, which had stood out as a glittery black. Her toe rings had seemed cuter than ever, and I had been so thankful that I had gotten to see them up close again. The kitty tattoo had seemed to be smiling more than ever, as if thankful to see me again too. “You like my pedicure?”

“It’s beautiful,” I had said in astonishment. “I love it.”

“You can rub them, James,” she’d said with a shrug. “I know you’ve been wanting to do it for months.” I had blushed and that had only made her giggle more. “You’re so shy. It’s kinda cute.” She had grinned at me and fluttered her eyelashes. “This is so funny. The way you’re so nervous. You were my manager, and look at you.” She had poked my hand with her big toe. “Go on, it’s cool, you can rub them. You definitely earned it.”

With trembling hands, I had done exactly that, and had rubbed her feet for close to an hour. As my hands had become familiar with her soft skin and the curves of her feet, I had learned where to press and caress in order to encourage cute little moans and sighs from her. She had watched my television and chugged one of my beers throughout, and at one point had looked over at me questioningly, before muttering those familiar words, “You like doing things for me, don’t you, James?” Before I had even been able to answer, perhaps fuelled by the alcohol, she’d brushed her cute toes against my lips and teased, “Do you want to kiss them? If you grab me another beer from the fridge, I’ll totally let you.”

I had been shaking all over as I made my way to the fridge, and had been so shy and nervous that I brought it back to her unopened.

“Ummm, open it, dummy,” she had said playfully. “God, look at your hands, you’re a nervous wreck!”

Once I had opened the bottle for her, she had taken it and chugged a few mouthfuls. I had hovered awkwardly near the sofa, while Jasmine had glanced around my apartment and taken a good look. “You live alone then?” she had asked. “In this big apartment?”

“Yes,” I had said, with some level of pride. “I own it.”

“Interesting.” There had been a sparkle in her eyes. “You can sit back down, James.” Still nervously, I had taken the seat next to her, then flinched as her feet had immediately returned to my lap. She had crossed them at the ankles, with the toes on top wiggling excitedly. “Is there something you want to ask me?”

“Could...could...”

“Just kiss my feet,” she had said, before poking her tongue out at me playfully. “I know you want to, by the way you’re drooling over them.” Her foot had been in my face within a second, and for the first time in my life, I had finally kissed a girl.

She had been a regular attendee at my place that week, night after night, enjoying the freedom to hangout and watch my television without any hassle from her parents. Each night, I had called her a cab and ordered us in food, with Jasmine making no motions towards contributing. The fact that the issue of her paying had never even been raised only pushed all of my buttons further.

Throughout that week, I had learnt the intimate scents and flavours of those immaculate feet. The more she had teased me with them, the more I had agreed with whatever she had suggested. She had learned there were a lot of things I would like to do for her, and the more her feet had been in my face in those early days, the more truthful and honest I had become. She had learned about my depraved and kinky fantasies; of seedy desires which had been restrained in our working relationship. By the Sunday, the topic had eventually come up.

Jasmine had been tucking into a pizza I had ordered for her, while shopping online on my laptop. “Do you like this?” she had asked. “I think it will match your apartment.”

I had glanced at the screen, and noted she had been looking at a fold-out mirror. “Ummm, I don’t know? I don’t think I’d have much use for it.”

“It’s for me, dummy,” she had said. “I thought we could keep it in the bathroom. I can use it to do my makeup.”

I had remained silent for a moment, not fully understanding the implications of what she had said. Obviously, I had recognised she had been spending more and more time at my place, but she had progressed to buying stuff for it? “Umm, if you want.”

She had turned to me with a curious look. “It makes sense, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, I guess.”

“You wanna buy it for me then?” She had fluttered those eyelashes as usual, before twisting in the seat and making a show of crossing her legs at the knee. Her pedicured toes had dangled and wiggled seductively. “What do you say?”

“Yes,” I had said a bit too eagerly. “Yes, I’ll buy it for you.”

My credit card had been in her cute little hands within a minute, and it had stayed there for the next hour while she had added various other items that would have made her life easier while she had hung out at my place. “Well, that was fun,” she had said while looking over her haul. “Did you enjoy that?”

“Actually, yes,” I had said while fighting the overwhelming urge to have knelt at her feet, kissed them and thanked her. “I want you to enjoy yourself as much as you like while hanging here.”

“I do,” she had said. “I really enjoy hanging out here.” The sparkle had returned to her eyes. There was a silence, and she had looked at me knowingly, before she added, “I like how you cook for me, you let me chill here, you buy me stuff, you rub and kiss my feet...it’s like, the perfect life for me.”

“Me too,” I had said excitedly. “I love having you over.” I had swallowed nervously. “I thought I had lost you, so this is like a dream come true for me. It would be cool if...” I had suddenly realised what I was about to say and had felt like I may have been overstepping with my fantasies.

“What?” she had asked, before pulling at my jeans with her toes. “You can tell me.”

“I...just...” I had turned and looked towards my spare room. I had some storage boxes in there, but hadn’t used it for much. The original plan had been to rent it out to help pay the mortgage, but I had never been able to find someone suitable.

Jasmine had also looked over my shoulder towards my spare room. She had blinked, then continued to stare quietly. “What are you thinking, James?” Her stare had suddenly become intense and scrutinous. “You can say it.” 

I had taken a deep breath, my lips trembling. “Jasmine, would you like to move in with me?”

“Really? That’s what you want?”

“I would love to have you here.” It had felt so good to finally be honest. “Just like when we worked together, but in my home.”

“I can’t pay rent though,” she had said matter-of-factly. “I don’t have a job.”

“It’s okay,” I had said. “I’m not expecting you to.” I had blushed, and shyly averted my eyes away. “You know I like doing things for you.” My face had taken on a deep, red blush. “Please let me do everything for you.”

There had been a slight giggle, then Jasmine had lifted her feet to my coffee table and pulled the laptop back onto her lap. “Looks like I’ll need to order some more stuff.” She had dismissively flicked her fingers towards her feet. “Go ahead, bitch boy,” she had smirked. “Kiss my feet while I shop”—she had held my credit card aloft, pincered between her flawless manicure—“with your money.”

Feeling lightheaded and riding on a submissive high, I had kneeled and kissed her feet, all the while, Jasmine had laid out exactly what sort of relationship we would have as housemates; most of which had been sporadic thoughts that had randomly come to her head. She would pay no rent, I would cook, clean and generally do whatever she said. Her manner had betrayed her aged, as she had clapped and excitedly stated, “I’m going to be the boss and you will do what you’re told.”

As my lips had moved between each of her toes, I had moaned approvingly, agreeing with all of the terms and begging her to move in as soon as possible.

It had taken Jasmine only a week to have steered our relationship into new territory, and after a similar amount of time, Barbara had been stewing over whether this was something we could work through. Honestly, I’d have never imagined that my arrangement with Jasmine could have lasted for as long as it had without fizzling out. I mean, had been living with me, mooching off me, and dominating me for two years, and it seemed like there were many more years to come. That had been a reality beyond my wildest dreams that I never thought possible. Perhaps Barbara being able to mentally deal with my arrangement with Jasmine, and find a way for our relationship to overcome it, wasn’t as an absurd a thought as I first worried. 

I was still devotedly crouched down on my hands and knees, my tongue lavishing Jasmine’s flawless soles, when there was a knock on the door.

“Get it,” she said, nudging me away with a foot.

I scampered over to the door while easing the aches from my body, having been down their serving Jasmine’s soles for the past twenty minutes while she enjoyed the meal I’d prepared for her.

“I’m moving in,” Barbara announced, much to my surprise as I opened the door, but even more so to Jasmine who overheard from the kitchen.

“Umm?” I said. “Are you?”

“Yes.” She took a step into the apartment and dropped a duffle bag on the floor. Before dropping her handbag on the sofa as if she owned the place. “I’ve decided I want to make this work.” She narrowed her eyes towards Jasmine. “I just need to be around here to supervise things and make sure there’s no funny business going on.”

Suddenly, there was a cackle of laughter from the kitchen table.

The two of us looked over, myself confused, whereas Barbara appeared annoyed. “What is it?” she asked. “What’s so funny? You’re having a good time, are you?”

Jasmine wiped some sauce from her lips. “Whether you move in or not, is my decision, not his.” She took a slow sip from her glass of water. “Don’t you get that yet?”

“It’s his apartment,” Barbara said. “So, James decides.” She turned and smiled at me reassuringly. “We’re going to make this work.” She took my arm and began leading me towards my bedroom. “We’ll talk it through, and make this work. I’ve been thinking a lot, and researching.” As we passed by Jasmine at the table, still giggling to herself, Barbara shot her a glare. “You might think this is all funny, but you won’t be feeling that way once you have to move out.”

“Get over yourself,” Jasmine said with a roll of her eyes. “I won’t be the one moving out. If you had any pride you would have dumped him.” Her eyes shifted to me. “See, bitch boy. I told you she would come crawling back. The old wench has played all her cards on you, and now she has no choice.” She lifted her balled fists and imitated wiping tears from her cheeks. “You picked a loser, girl, and now you have to deal with the consequences. Maybe if you had some self-esteem you’d get yourself a real man, not double-down on my foot bitch. Look at you, desperately clinging to a guy that licks the sweat from between my toes.”

I heard Barbara swallow as the two of us stopped by the kitchen table. The reassurance on her face was no longer there, and her eyes rolled down to the side, her forehead more wrinkled than usual as she seemed troubled by Jasmine’s words. She appeared to be thinking of something to say, though, evidently came up with nothing, as she hunkered down and shook her head.

I, in turn, didn’t know whether to feel turned on or insulted. Jasmine was brutal in her description of my worth, and despite loving the fact she allowed me to be at her feet, I felt truly decimated as a man.

“Yeah, nothing to say back,” Jasmine said. “Just like I thought. You and your boyfriend are as weak as each other.” She was still in the midst of crunching through the garlic bread I’d toasted for her, crumbs tumbling down her shirt and dropping to the floor. 

Barbara looked on aghast, and perhaps in an attempt to deflect away from the harsh insults that my housemate was dishing out, she focused in on a minor gripe.  “Are you going to clean that up?” she asked, nodding towards the dirty plates all over the kitchen table. “And all this?

However, Jasmine merely shrugged. “Bitch boy will do it later.” She made a show of sliding the crumbs aside with her bare foot, kicking them beneath the sofa across the room.

Barbara looked at me distraught. “Are you going to put up with her calling you that?” She then scowled in Jasmine’s direction. “Don’t call my boyfriend that! I told you on the phone not to call him that.”

My eyebrows raised at learning that Barbara had actually defended me during her confrontation on the phone with Jasmine. After everything that Jasmine had told her, she’d actually tried to defend me?

“Why?” Jasmine shrugged. “That’s exactly what he is and always will be. Even if I allow you to date, he’ll still be my bitch boy.”

“Excuse me?” Barbara placed a hand against her chest and took a step forward, nearing the table. “Allow us to date? Just who the hell do you think you are, young lady?”

“James belongs to me,” Jasmine said with an assured attitude. “You might be his girlfriend or whatever, but I own him. I’ll always own him. So, you can either accept that, or just end things now.” She noticed a few crumbs had landed on the table, before flicking them off towards my girlfriend. “You’re the one who wants to live here, and this is how things work. So, you can either accept it, or take your shit and get out.” She turned towards me. “We have a good relationship here, James. Don’t let her screw everything up.” She narrowed her eyes in a threatening manner. “The second she annoys me, I won’t let you near my feet ever again.”

My stomach sank hearing that, and I caught a glimpse of the serious intention in Jasmine’s eyes. She certainly wasn’t bluffing, and the very thought of losing access to those gorgeous feet was disastrous. Already I was feeling uncomfortable, twisting and squirming while Barbara clung to my hand. I wanted to work things out, but I hadn’t invited her to leave here unannounced. She was on the brink and taking away my access to Jasmine’s feet, and I felt backed into a corner. “Barbara—”

“You might have had him brainwashed, but it won’t be happening anymore,” Barbara said, before I wrapped an arm around her and tried to lead her towards my bedroom. However, clearly not done, she pulled from me and remained at the table.

“Come on,” I said desperately. “Let’s get to my room and talk in private.”

Jasmine chuckled and pointed at me. “See how he wants you to shut up. He doesn’t want to risk losing my feet.” She leant back in the chair and lifted one foot, propping her heel on the corner of the table. Her toes wiggled enticingly. “You want them, don’t you, bitch boy?”

Barbara had been about to say something else, when she stopped and looked back at me. The anxiety on my face must have been evident, as she frustratingly punched me in the arm. “Stop it,” she said while screwing her face up. Another punch followed. “Stop looking at her feet.” Through gritted teeth, she then picked up the duffle bag and said to herself with a blushing face. “Stop embarrassing us.”

“He can’t help it,” Jasmine teased. “Don’t you get that by now? Your beloved boyfriend is nothing but my foot-licker.” She leant forward and placed her hands on the table, her face lurching forwards with a provocative grin. “A sweat drinker. A toe-jam eater. A loser slave that loves doing everything for me just so he can suck on my feet. I know him better than you ever will.” She dropped her foot back down and began teasingly grabbing the chair leg between her big and second toe, stroking it rhythmically. It had gone completely unnoticed by my girlfriend, but I was captivated. “That’s the kind of man you chose as a life partner.” She sat back and crossed her arms. “Tell me, what does that say about you?”

Barbara’s lips were parted, but not a peep came out. She appeared to have been flummoxed into silence by the barrage of cruel language dished out by my younger housemate. I was also quite startled, as the talk was a lot harsher than I usually heard from Jasmine. It made sense, because she never needed to be so vile with myself as I was always so devoted and obedient. I had been hoping that I could rekindle things with Barbara all week, but now that she was at my apartment, I wished she’d stayed away.

Barbara could barely make eye contact with me as all sorts of thoughts must have been flowing through her head. Here she was, clinging to me, possessive of a man who was being completely dismantled before her. “Let’s go,” she said, this time being the one to drag me towards the bedroom.

“No answer?” Jasmine goaded. “I’m happy to tell you what it says about you if you’re interested.”

“Come on.” I turned back and offered Jasmine a hopeful expression. “Don’t be mean to her please.”

At that, Jasmine scowled. “Listen, bitch boy. She’s the one trying to kick me out of my home. She’s the one marching in here and acting like she even has a say in how I live here. I didn’t turn up at her apartment and tell her how to live, did I?” I had no answer to that, and apparently, from her silence, Barbara didn’t have one too. Instead, we just continued towards the bedroom, and were about to enter when Jasmine called out. “How is any of this my fault?”

Barbara final spoke up, but her words lacked conviction, and she couldn’t even look Jasmine in the eye. “We’re in a relationship,” she muttered. “You have come along and ruined everything.”

“What?” Jasmine asked aghast. “You’ve only been dating six months. He’s been my foot bitch for two years!” She was almost shrieking while rolling her eyes. “Don’t you get it? You’re the other woman in his life, not me!” She looked to me and shook her head in disbelief. “I could take him from you right now for good, you realise that, don’t you?”

Barbara glanced up at me pleadingly, looking into my eyes, searching for some kind of reassurance that it wasn’t true. I stared back, wanting in my heart to give her some sign, some inkling that Jasmine wasn’t right, but I had nothing. Barbara’s expression was unconvinced as she said, “You couldn’t. He loves me.”

“Wanna bet?” Jasmine fired back. “I’ll bet you right now that I can have him crawling over to me in a second. He’ll pick me every time over you.”

Barbara broke away from me and turned to face Jasmine. “I bet you couldn’t.” She reached out and took my hand again. “He might have this weird fetish or whatever it is, but we’re in love. Now I know his secret, he wouldn’t do that to me.” She tugged on my arm, then added, “Would you?”

I blinked, then momentarily looked Barbara in the eyes, noticing the primal need inside her for me to give her some kind of confirmation that I was hers. However, my eyes then trailed towards Jasmine at the table. Her feet were now crossed beneath her chair, and from this angle, I could only make out the colour of her toes as they were pressed against the floor; her soles being out of view. It was those soles that seemed to hold the most power over me these days as they were so unobtainable in the every day world. I mean, even when I’d first seen Jasmine’s feet in the supermarket all those years ago, I’d only seen the top through her gothic boots. Her bare soles remained a mystery for weeks later and I had to really earn the right to see them. Still, I felt like this confrontation was heading down an uncomfortable path, so I pulled Barbara back towards me. “Come on,” I said. “Let’s just get you settled in. Let’s not play any games.”

“Afraid, are you?” Jasmine goaded. “Afraid that he’ll pick my feet over you.”

“He’d never do that,” Barbara said.

“Come on,” I said again, while beginning to get worried that I was going to be placed in a very awkward situation. “Enough of this.” I tugged Barbara back towards the room, and despite trying to fight against me, I managed to get the both of us through the door.

“That’s it, run away.” Jasmine was smirking as I attempted to close the door behind us. “Just because you know he’ll pick my feet.” She then giggled as a thought must have tickled her. “Let that sink in, girl, you’re so much of a loser that you’re going to lose your boyfriend to a pair of feet.”

I sighed, as Barbara frantically bundled past me and returned to the room. “Come on then, let’s see,” she said. “I’ll take that bet.” She turned towards me and stood with her hands on her hips, naively triumphant as she embarked down a road with endless consequences. “You’re going to have egg on your face when you realise you’re not as great as you think you are.”

Jasmine was giggling, covering her mouth, her eyes almost smiling for her. “This is going to be epic,” she said.

“If he picks me, then you move out,” Barbara said bluntly.

Jasmine’s eyes shifted to me for the briefest second, a slight hint of hesitance visible. However, she then smirked and nodded her head slightly. “Fine, because that’s simply not going to happen.” She then sat more upright in the chair. “When he picks me—”

“If,” Barbara interrupted. “If he picks you.”

“If? You don’t sound so confident.” She then rolled her eyes. “When he picks me, you’ll shut up and stop complaining. You’ll get down on your knees, kiss my feet, and admit that your beloved boyfriend is my bitch boy for as long as I want. Sound fair?”

Barbara was about to say something, but after Jasmine’s demand, she swallowed awkwardly and seemed to be reconsidering things. Her eyes darted towards me apprehensively, almost in search of some guidance about what to do.

“Baby, don’t do this,” I said while re-entering the fray. “You don’t need to do this.”

Barbara’s eyes trailed down to Jasmine’s feet beneath the table; her lip curling in disgust.

“You’re already thinking about kissing them, ain’t you?” Jasmine teased, while dragging one of her feet along the calf of the other. “I see you looking.”

Barbara shook her head and blinked. “No, but”—she looked up at Jasmine hopefully—“you’ll really move out if he picks me?”

Jasmine placed a hand against her breast. “Hand on my heart. I’ll make this stupid bet because I already know I’ve won.”

Barbara looked over towards me and I shook my head, trying to discourage her from proceeding. “You don’t need to do this,” I said. “Let’s just go to my room.”

Barbara cocked her head, and the life seemed to disappear from her blue eyes as she pondered what to do. Then, the spark abruptly returned, and she smiled at me, the same smile that she’d offered me the first time we’d ever met. It had been warm, friendly and put me at ease. It showed me she trusted me, though this time, it invoked in me nothing but pressure. “Deal,” she said. “Let’s do it.”

Jasmine seemed in disbelief. “Really? You really want to kiss my feet that much? I mean, aren’t you worried that I’m not at all bothered about risking losing my free-ride here? Losing your boyfriend as my slave boy? I’m so confident, I’m putting all that on the line just to see you kiss my feet.” She narrowed her eyes and cocked her head. “That doesn’t make you just”—she lifted two fingers and squeezed them together—“a teeny weeny bit nervous?”

Barbara’s words caught in her mouth. She stuttered and stammered, clearly unsure and constantly reconsidering what she was about to say. Her eyes moved between Jasmine’s grinning face, her flexing feet, and my own desperate self as I willed her to do the right thing and let this go. “Please,” I said hopefully. “Don’t do this.”

A final glance down at Jasmine’s feet, followed by a frustrated snarl, and Barbara announced, “You’re on.”

“Last chance to back out,” Jasmine offered with a sigh.

“Never.”

“Brilliant,” Jasmine said with a single giggle. “This is going to be hilarious.” She clapped her hands once, before pointing towards the corner of the living area. “Bitch boy, go stand over there.”

I looked to Barbara for guidance, but she simply shrugged, so I reluctantly did as Jasmine asked and slinked over to the corner of the room near the television, before staring back at the pair of them. Jasmine was still seated at the kitchen table, whereas Barbara was nearer my bedroom, though on the same side of the room.

“What now?” Barbara asked. “How does he pick?”

“I have an idea,” Jasmine said excitedly. “Bitch boy, get down on your fours.”

Barbara seemed to wince every time Jasmine called me that, and she was about to say something in my defence. It was too late though, as I’d already dropped down to my knees once the command had been given. Immediately, I recognised regret on my girlfriend’s face, noting the almost automatic response from me upon being given an order by my housemate.

“You know what?” Barbara said in an airy, wavering voice. “This is stupid. We don’t need to do this.”

“Sounds like someone is already admitting defeat,” Jasmine retorted.

“Not at all. I just think this is stupid.” She nodded towards me. “He’s not some animal for us to fight over.”

“He’s a bitch boy,” Jasmine said bluntly, “and I’m going to prove it to you once and for all.” She then spoke directly towards me, her eyes wide as she nodded with each patronising word, “Bitch boy, when we start calling you, you’re going to crawl to one of us, okay?”

“Ummm, what?” My face was already reddening. “Can you just settle this between yourselves?”

“No,” Jasmine said. “You’re going to settle it for us.” She crouched down slightly, then cupped her hand over her mouth so that Barbara couldn’t see her lips. With a raised thumb, she gestured over towards her. “She needs to find out once and for all how things really are, doesn’t she?”

I nervously looked between the two of them, both expectant of me to choose them. I was so confused and I didn’t know where my loyalty was supposed to lie. I mean, on the face of it, the normal, civilised choice was my girlfriend, wasn’t it? But I wasn’t a normal guy, and the draw of Jasmine’s entitled will was a difficult one to refuse.

“You ready?” Jasmine said to my girlfriend, to which she apprehensively nodded in return.

“Come on, baby,” Barbara said. “Let’s put an end to this for good and get rid of her.”

I blinked again, and was overcome with guilt. Barbara, in her naive determination, honestly believed that she had this in the bag. She was talking as if we’d previously discussed this whole thing. As if we were a team, working together from the start to rid ourselves of my housemate. Hadn’t she realised how difficult this whole thing had been for me? I hadn’t once responded positively to her insistence that Jasmine move out, and now, she’d made this stupid bet, as if she was certain I was going to side with her. Is that why she’d agreed to this whole thing? Things weren’t that simple, and I was torn.

Jasmine lifted her hand, counting down with her fingers. “Three, two, one. Go, bitch boy, go!” 

Immediately, Barbara began waving me over towards herself. “Come on, James, come to me,” she said in an encouraging voice. She looked me in the eye, and nodded her head slightly, almost as if she thought we were in on some ruse together and were intent on getting one over on my housemate.

Meanwhile, Jasmine had turned and was watching my girlfriend with amusement while relaxed back in the chair. All the while, she didn’t even seem interested in me, and wasn’t bothering to call me over with the same effort.

I was still kneeling in place, confused and not quite sure what I was supposed to do. It’s quite the strange experience to be treated in such a meaningless way, and made the pawn in a battle of wills between two women. I mean, I loved the way that Jasmine constantly treated me, but this felt different. It was dehumanising in a way I’d never before encountered. Therefore, I didn’t know what to do, and despite Barbara continuing to encourage me towards her, my arms and legs remained rigid.

“Come on,” Barbara said while putting her hands on her hips in frustration. “What are you waiting for? Just come over here.”

I looked over towards Jasmine, searching for some kind of hint about what I should do. However, she was still just rolling her eyes at the attempts of my girlfriend. She seemed so confident and assured, so relaxed as her youthful self, whereas my older girlfriend was coming across as desperate and erratic. Jasmine was making no effort at all to win me over, and I started to wonder whether she cared about me at all. Maybe she didn’t give a crap, as she wasn’t trying to win the bet in the same way that Barbara was. Would she not be bothered if I didn’t serve her anymore? As a result, I began slowly crawling towards my girlfriend, if anything, to see how Jasmine would react if she thought she was going to lose the bet. Surely, she would do something? Try to convince me in some way that my place was really at her feet? I mean, she had a good deal going on at my apartment, and she was willing to lose that?

“That’s it,” Barbara encouraged. “Come on, James. Come to me.”

I blushed as I scurried across the floor towards my girlfriend in my own apartment. It was so strange to be beckoned as if I were a dog or something. The more I neared her, the more excited she seemed to get. I wasn’t sure if it was because I was actually choosing her, or because she was already fantasising about Jasmine being gone from my apartment. As I neared her feet, Barbara’s face lit up with joy as she realised that she was going to win. I’d actually chosen her over my younger, hotter, housemate, and that seemed to be a huge lift to her confidence and self-esteem.

“Where you going, bitch boy?” Jasmine suddenly said. I was about to reach Barbara, but hearing Jasmine’s adorable voice, I instinctively looked over. My eyes had already lurched down, remembering where I’d been before Barbara had turned up and disturbed things. I’d been kneeling down there, crouched and content while obediently lapping Jasmine’s soles with tender affection, all while she ate the food I’d prepared for her. I’d still have been there at this moment, if Barbara hadn’t turned up and disturbed things. Now, I was having to play this stupid game and humiliate myself for their battle of egos. I mean, imagine if all my colleagues at the restaurant had played witness to this farcical situation?

With that, Jasmine settled back into the chair further and lifted up her feet onto the corner of the kitchen table, crossing them at the ankles and revealing both soles to me. She sarcastically patted her thigh through her jean shorts. “Here boy,” she said in a cute, high-pitched tone. “Come to my feet. You know you can’t resist them.”

I stopped in place, barely a foot from my girlfriend, my head turned towards Jasmine and my eyes completely focused on the soles of her feet. While she giggled to herself, she slightly moved her toes, causing her soles to flex and somewhat wrinkle. I could still hear Barbara yelling all kinds of things at me, but suddenly, I could no longer comprehend the words. Her voice kind of filtered away into the background as my full attention remained focused on Jasmine’s soles: my entire being captivated and helpless to the draw of their power.

Barbara was still ranting and raving next to me, her animated self dancing around in my peripheral vision, however, I’d fallen into a kind of tunnel view as I stared at Jasmine’s feet. The way her toes were gently curling over each other, as she flicked her soles from side to side; the matte black nail polish looking truly beautiful against her porcelain skin. The toe rings were just visible, buried into that warm, stuffy groove beneath her toes. It felt so good every time I nestled my nose in there and breathed in their intoxicating fragrance; the more I looked over, the more I wanted my nose in there right at that moment.

Without even thinking about what I was doing, I moved towards Jasmine’s place at the table, imagining the feel of my nose settling into the warm and moist joy that was her sweaty toes. My eyes were transfixed on that delicious heaven, already recalling the sweet aroma and that satisfying taste whenever I lodged my tongue in there.

“What are you doing?” I heard Barbara screech in a louder voice. “Stop it. Come back here, right now, James. Come to me!”

However, my hands and knees continued to shuffle along the floor as I moved into a kind of hypnotic spell, my limbs seeming to take on a life of their own. All that mattered was giving Jasmine what she wanted, and in return, I would get to delight in her perfect feet. That was a better reward than anything Barbara could ever offer me.

“James, please,” Barbara called out in a final, desperate wail. “Don’t do this to me.”

But what she didn’t realise, was that I wasn’t doing anything to her. I was doing it to myself. Once Jasmine’s soles had been revealed, there was never any choice on my part. She’d unleashed her superpower upon me, and I was having the exact same response that had occurred the first time I’d caught a glimpse of them. It was like I was back in that supermarket, eyes locked on Jasmine’s pretty little toes while I embarrassed myself for her amusement. As I finally reached her, raised to my knees and stuffed my nose greedily into the groove of her feet, Jasmine’s cheers of victory were almost as loud as Barbara’s wails of anguish.

“What have you done?” I heard my girlfriend lament. “Why would you do that?”

Jasmine was loudly cackling while clapping her hands in glee, all while clutching my nose between her toes. “Good boy.” She turned and looked over towards my girlfriend while I took deep sniffs of her intoxicating foot stink. “You ready to kiss my feet and admit who is in charge?”

For a moment, I was confused while thinking she was directing the question towards myself. That was until Barbara answered in a clearly nervous voice, “That doesn’t mean anything.” There was a moment of silence before she scoffed and added, “I’m not kissing your feet.”

“You will be,” Jasmine replied.

“The hell I will.”

“It was a fair bet,” Jasmine snarled. “You’re going to back out on it, are you? You’re one of those kinds of people, are you? Talk a big game and run off scared. You and your boyfriend are more similar than you even realise.”

“It’s not like that.” I peeked over out of the corner of my eye, while keeping my face against Jasmine’s sole, and noted Barbara’s body language was extremely uncomfortable. She was awkwardly shifting in place, picking at the sleeve of her shirt. “Anyway, if I’d won, you were hardly going to move out, were you?”

“That’s not relevant,” Jasmine sniped. “You were never going to win.”

“You don’t know that.”

I was still kneeling there, my face pressed into Jasmine’s foot, listening as the two of them argued. It was quite a thing to hear my girlfriend, close to being the age of forty, arguing and pleading with a twenty-year-old about whether she had to kiss her feet or not. It was an absurd situation, but the kind of weird reality that was becoming a routine for me. The more I listened, breathing in the divine scent of Jasmine’s toes, the more I realised that she was the one entirely in control. There was none of the wavering, the hesitance or the scrambling in her voice that was evident whenever Barbara tried to talk her way out of the situation she had got herself into. This was her own fault, after all, wasn’t it? I’d told her to let it go, but she had to persist, and now, she’d lost.

Jasmine snapped her fingers. “Bitch boy, kiss my feet and show your pathetic girlfriend how to do it. Maybe that’s the problem, she needs some coaching.”

Even while knowing Barbara was watching from a few feet away, I couldn’t resist the submissive feelings flowing through me as I kneeled in my rightful place. I glanced back at Barbara as she looked on, confused and shocked. I shamefully looked away, before closing my eyes, taking a deep, thankful breath, then leaning forwards and slipping my nose back into the groove beneath Jasmine’s toes. Once I’d breathed in that familiar, sweaty fragrance all over again, I knew I had made the right decision. Instinctively, my lips puckered against her sole, a loud, squelching sound the result.

“That’s it, bitch boy,” Jasmine goaded while uncrossing her ankles. I was careful to keep my lips against her sole, continually smooching her skin with passion as she moved the other foot to rest across my back. I knew that seeing such a thing was probably killing my girlfriend, but I felt emboldened to finally be myself in front of her; as if this ridiculous bet had released the shackles and everything was now completely out in the open. Why not, after all? She’d been the one to initiate this stupid bet and this was the consequence. If anything, it was her fault that I was now kissing my housemate’s feet while she was forced to watch. I’d told her not to play Jasmine’s game, and she hadn’t listened, because deep inside me, I knew my current behaviour was the inevitable outcome. “Kiss them like I know you love them,” Jasmine sneered, and she must have been staring at my girlfriend as I humbled myself, as the next thing she said brought a gasp from Barbara in response. “Has he ever kissed you like this?”

There was then silence from my girlfriend, as I continued to lavish Jasmine’s foot with adoring kisses; the only sound being the cringey smacking of moist lips against her soft flesh. Even though I knew Barbara was watching, it didn’t matter anymore. She already knew about the depraved relationship I had with Jasmine, so if anything, this was just confirming to her the hold that my housemate held over me. The drama couldn’t continue, Jasmine had made that evident, and by proving that I was a slave to her feet, she’d offered my girlfriend two options: either accept that Jasmine owned me, and deal with it, or break up and move on.

“We’re a package deal,” Jasmine continued, almost like she was on the exact same wave-length as myself. “If you want to date him, then you accept I can make him do this whenever I want, or”—she pulled her foot away from me, which caused me to pathetically whimper, before she repositioned herself and offered me the other sole—“you just be an adult and break up. Your choice.”

I frantically began kissing the other foot, then, while moaning and losing myself to the moment, I reached up and grasped her ankle, before plunging my tongue between her toes. The moaning continued as I began eagerly digging out all of the sweat I could find, desperate for any toe-jam as I engulfed her toes within my lips. My effort was animalistic, my passion natural and unopposed. I needed that delicious toe-jam from between Jasmine’s toes, and I was going to consume it, all while my girlfriend stood by.

“Oh my God,” Barbara said, and I heard the sound of her shoes tapping as she stepped closer. “What the hell are you doing, James?” Her fingers gripped on my shoulder, and she tugged at me lightly. “Stop it, please, just stop it.”

However, I pulled back against her, almost whining as I hungrily kept my mouth on Jasmine’s feet. Barbara was so close, that I was able to see her in my peripheral vision as I sucked and slurped all over Jasmine’s beautiful toes. Without even realising, I glared at her in annoyance at her trying to deprive me of the delicious tastes I was currently consuming. She’d been trying to deprive me of Jasmine’s feet ever since she’d suggested we move in together. “You stop it,” I mumbled, my eyes narrowed in lust for more foot sweat. “Stop trying to take her feet from me.”

In response, Barbara let go of my shoulder in surprise, and her jaw-dropped open aghast. “Oh my God,” she said again. “Oh my God.”

Jasmine giggled, and I felt her patting my head as I continued to worship her with all the devotion I could muster. While I tongued between her toes, I almost felt like I didn’t know who Barbara was, as if she was some imposter that had intruded on this cherished intimate act and was now nothing more than a hindrance.

“You finally getting it?” Jasmine asked. “This is the real guy you’re dating. The real loser you picked as your boyfriend.” She slapped her leg excitedly. “So, tell me, Barbara: what does that make you?”

I saw my girlfriend turn to Jasmine, her face a mixture of confusion and anguish, before she looked back at me. As I allowed Jasmine’s toes to pop from my mouth, before eagerly scooting down and then slavishly lapping the soles of her feet, Barbara’s entire body language seemed to cave in. It was almost as if her determination collapsed at that moment, and she staggered backwards before dropping into the other chair. She sat motionless, a truly rocked older woman, staring and lost in thought as if Jasmine had metaphorically bitch-slapped her into a mid-life crisis. All of the past six months of our relationship had been made to look a joke. As if to compound things, where was I while Barbara’s entire life was being dismantled? I was sucking the feet of the very girl who had delivered the killer blow. I should have hated Jasmine for treating my girlfriend in such a cruel and hurtful way, but I didn’t, I venerated her more than ever.

I squealed uncontrollably as I licked up and down Jasmine’s salty soles in worship of her superiority, the way I always did when I was granted such a privilege. Barbara just sat in silence, watching my depraved performance, while Jasmine occasionally cooed and patted my head or stroked my cheek.

“You’re such a good boy, James,” she encouraged me, before looking at my girlfriend. “Isn’t he a good boy?”

Again, Barbara didn’t respond. She just watched, mutely, almost fascinated at the depth to which I’d sank. She almost seemed like she was unable to pull her eyes away, and amidst my excitement at worshipping my housemate, I caught glimpses of Barbara’s eyes, almost glassed over as she struggled to comprehend the scene she was witnessing. I mean, Jasmine had already detailed our odd arrangement to her over the phone, but truly witnessing the sordid depravity in person was a whole other ordeal. It must have rocked her senses and left her barely able to comprehend that such a pathetic man has conned her into being his girlfriend. Her paralysed demeanour only seemed to spur me on further, and as I dragged my tongue over every inch of Jasmine’s foot, I silently praised her for demonstrating that she was the true ruler of my world. I didn’t even care if Barbara broke up with me at this point, because Jasmine had shown her that I was never hers to begin with.

I felt a finger beneath my chin, and Jasmine encouraged my face up so our eyes met, all while saliva dribbled down my chin after my salacious consumption of her foot sweat. “Such a good boy.” She wiggled her head playfully while encouraging me in a cute, patronising manner. “Such a good, good boy. How do my feet taste?”

“Amazing,” I said dreamily and without thinking, and I heard Barbara sigh with disgust.

“You hear that?” Jasmine goaded my girlfriend further. “Maybe you should listen to him and stop being a baby. You made a bet, and you should stick to it.” Jasmine stroked my cheek affectionately with her fingers. “Tell her, bitch boy. Tell her she should keep her word.”

I flinched at having to do such a thing, slightly backing away though remaining with my chin perched on Jasmine’s fingers. Looking her in the eye, almost panicked and terrified, she smiled at me reassuringly before nodding. “Go on,” she said softly. “Go ahead. It’ll be fine. She needs to hear it from you.”

I rotated my head, almost robotically staggered in my movements, as I came out of the spell of worshipping Jasmine’s feet. Suddenly, things became very real and I began to comprehend exactly what I’d done while lost in subspace. Not only had I chosen Jasmine over my own girlfriend, but I’d let my fetish take over and I’d sucked her feet with such vulgarity that there could be no denial of my own depravity. If Barbara hadn’t realised how much of a pervert I was, she certainly knew of it now.

Barbara was looking over at me, sunken back into the chair and appearing as nothing more than a defeated foe. She almost seemed resigned to her fate, that Jasmine had bested her and taken me as her prize. “You should kiss her feet,” I said, noticing no reaction upon my girlfriend’s face. “Admit you lost the bet and be the bigger person.”

Barbara looked past me towards Jasmine’s other foot, still propped up on the kitchen table. The pretty toes wiggled enticingly. “Come on,” Jasmine said. “The sooner you do it, the sooner it’ll be over with. Then we can discuss how living together is going to work.”

Barbara still seemed lost in a sense of shell-shock. “How could you let her do this to you, James? To us?” She finally raised a hand and petulantly gestured towards Jasmine. “And after everything. You kneel down at her feet and reward her for it?”

“You’re still making me out to be the villain?” Jasmine asked with wide eyes. “How am I in the wrong here? James actually asked me to live here, you just moved your ass in, uninvited.”

“I...” Barbara’s mouth hung open as she must have realised that Jasmine’s view made sense too. “That’s...that’s not the point. You use him and you take advantage of him.”

“Which is exactly what he wanted. Exactly what he asked me to do.” She affectionately stroked my head, before tapping me on the nose with her toe. “Look how happy he is right now. Again, how am I in the wrong here?”

Barbara looked at me and frowned as she must have realised that Jasmine was right. After the cute way she’d been handling me, I’d unavoidably ended up smiling while in such close proximity to her enthralling feet. “It’s...it’s...it’s just not right!” Barbara fumed. “It’s not right and it’s not fair.” She gestured towards Jasmine again with a wave of her hand. “And now you’re delighting in rubbing it in my face.”

“Yes, I am.” Jasmine rolled her eyes. “You’re so narrow-minded, you know that, right? Your boyfriend has needs, which you’re obviously incapable of filling, so he comes to me for them. In return, I get to live here for free and he looks after me. We’ve been doing this for way longer than he’s known you, so I don’t see why you think you have the right to storm in here and mess everything up. I don’t see what the problem is, and why you need to make a big deal about it? It’s not like we’re having sex or anything. I mean, imagine having sex with bitch boy.” She had to cover her mouth to stifle a giggle. She pointed her little finger out and bent it. “I bet he has a tiny one, huh?”

It was my turn to wince this time. I mean, I was hardly tiny in that department; Barbara had assured me of that. It wasn’t like Jasmine had even seen my member, anyway.

“You know what? I’ve had enough.” Jasmine said, while dropping her feet from the table. “You’re banned. You won’t be living here. You won’t even be visiting here in future.”

“You can’t do that,” Barbara said in a slightly raised voice. “This isn’t—”

“My apartment.” Jasmine stood from the table, pushed past me, then did a weird little dance while waving her hands around. “This isn’t your apartment,” she said in a gruffly, raspy voice, as if mocking my girlfriend. “You’ve said that enough times already. But, yes, it is my apartment, because bitch boy here does whatever I want. As I just demonstrated.” She walked across the room, before flopping on the sofa and planting her feet on the coffee table. While Barbara glanced at me, her demeanour increasingly less assured, Jasmine opened the streaming app right in front of her and headed to her profile. “So, get the hell out, unless you’re going to finally be a real woman and fulfil the bet you lost. Get down on your knees, kiss my feet, and admit that your boyfriend actually belongs to me. Perhaps then, I’ll tolerate you living here. Otherwise, leave and be done with it. Break up, whatever. I don’t care, but just stop coming here and causing me problems, because I enjoy living here.” She then turned and offered a final scowl. “And most of all, James enjoys me living here!”

Barbara and I were still looking at each other during Jasmine’s whole tirade, her slunk back into her seat, almost lifeless, while I was still kneeling, the waves of submissive bliss rapidly depleting now Jasmine had abandoned me. We could barely maintain eye contact, the pair of us sheepishly glancing at each other before looking away without uttering a word. Nothing that Jasmine had said had been false, and I knew it, so what could I really say?

Jasmine was already busy watching her show, relaxed and seemingly not offering a second thought to the way she’d just exploded my relationship. Barbara appeared truly broken, and hadn’t even noticed that Jasmine was freely using her account after everything that she’d just done.

Eventually, with Barbara seemingly frozen in place and unable to even stand, I shunted my way across the floor towards her, placing a hand reassuringly on her knee. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She blinked, as if she didn’t fully register what I was saying.

“Barbara, are you okay?” I squeezed her knee.

“I don’t know,” she finally whispered, before she looked over towards Jasmine. “I don’t know what to do?” She then squinted at me. “Are you breaking up with me?”

“No,” I asked in a bemused way. “Why would I do that? If anything, you’ll break up with me?”

“You...you chose her.” She let out a deep, distraught sigh and emitted a fragility that betrayed her years. “Why do guys always do this to me?”

I flinched so much, I felt the hair retract from my forehead. “What? Do what?”

She peered down at me, her eyes filled with a sheening sadness. “Choose someone else. Reject me. Break up with me. Cheat on me. It always happens.” She breathed so deeply through her nose that there was a screeching, nasally whistle. “Why do you think I’m still alone at my age? Always the bridesmaid, never the bride.” She reached out and caressed my cheek. “I really thought you were the one this time. I thought I was doing everything right.” She let go of my cheek and gestured towards Jasmine. “And then you put all of this on me.” Her head dropped. “It’s always some pretty girl,” she said in resignation. “I always get dumped for some pretty girl. No wonder you were hiding her from me. As soon as I saw her the first time, I knew it. I just knew it.”

“I’m not dumping you,” I said in surprise. “Why would I do that?”

“You picked her over me, James. Do you know how much that hurts?”

“Yes,” I said honestly. “Actually, I do.”

There was a momentary confusion in her eyes. “You knew, and you did it to me anyway?”

“I mean...I know how it feels to be rejected. I’ve had it my whole life too. Every girl I’ve ever liked, has either ignored me or made fun of me.” I sighed. “This isn’t easy for me. You’ve asked me to throw her away, but she was the first girl that ever understood me. She was the first girl that actually showed an interest in the things I enjoy. Yes, from the outside, you might think our relationship is one-sided and she’s using me, but that’s what I enjoy.” I looked her in the eyes and spoke from the heart. “That’s what I need.”

“But...I thought I was that girl for you? Your first relationship? Your first everything? I took your virginity, remember? Didn’t that mean anything.”

“It did. It meant a lot, and you mean so much to me for everything that you’ve done for me. But, there’s another part of me that you can’t reach, a part that will always belong to Jasmine. If you can accept that, then I’m yours.”

Barbara was about to speak, but then her lips trembled and clamped closed. A tear meandered down her cheeks, and she lightly sniffled while sitting in place. “I don’t know what to do,” she said. “I don’t know what to do.”

“It’s entirely up to you,” I reassured her. “If you want to break up, I’ll totally get it.”

“And if I do? What happens? You crawl straight back over to her as if nothing happened? You’ll keep doing this thing and never have a normal relationship.”

I shrugged. “I guess so.” A frown couldn’t help but appear on my mouth. “I’d accepted that as a fact long ago. You came from nowhere and gave me hope that there could be more to my life than this. That I could have some sense of normalcy, but it’s just not possible, is it? I should have been honest with you from the start, accepted I’m too messed up for a real relationship, and stuck to where I belong.”

“And that’s as a slave to Jasmine’s feet?” Barbara’s face seemed perplexed, but it seemed so odd to her those words in her raspy, assured voice. “That’s what you want in life?”

I sighed, feeling like she still wasn’t quite getting it, but that was understandable considering she wasn’t a weirdo like me. I held both hands up, as if imitating a weighing scale. I lifted the one hand up. “The one part of me needs to be treated like that by her”—I lifted the other hand up so that they came into balance—“and the other needs to be with a partner like you.” I nodded. “An equal, in everything.”

“You really think we’re equals?”

“I think we can be.”

“You’re definitely equals,” Jasmine interrupted from the sofa. She’d paused the television and had apparently been listening in. “Haven’t you just listened to a word of your own self-loathing drivel? You’ve both spent your whole lives being rejected, cheated on, pushed to the side, and always the second choice. Now you’ve found each other, like a matching pair of rejects, and you have the chance to be happy together, get married, whatever. But instead, you’re fighting it, and arguing over stupid shit.” She narrowed her eyes towards my girlfriend. “Especially you, acting as if we are equals. You and I are not equals. You got with James for a reason, because you’re as pathetic as he is. The sooner you accept that, the better.”

Barbara turned towards me. “Do you think that too?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “but, I’m finally accepting who I am. I’m relieved you know everything about me now. If you want to leave, I get it, but please, I can’t change who I am. I can’t hide anymore.”

Barbara thought for a moment, before turning her attention to Jasmine. “All I have to do is kiss your feet? Then I can move in, and James and I can be a couple?”

Jasmine seemed ecstatic, though somehow, she chewed her lip and managed to supress it. “Mmmhmm. Just kiss my feet, admit James is my bitch boy, and you two can go on with your little sad relationship. But”—she pointed a finger at Barbara accusingly—“but if I need anything from James, you don’t get in the way? I need dinner, he does it. I need a foot rub, he does it. I need my feet cleaned, he does it. Got it?”

Barbara closed her eyes and winced. “Fine,” she said, “but please, just do all that while I’m not around.”

I had to blink in disbelief. “What?” I turned to Jasmine in surprise, who merely shrugged and mouthed to me: I told you so.

Barbara then opened her eyes, staring at me in defeat. “How do I do this? I just want it over with. I’m so tired of all of this.”

“Come.” Jasmine ushered her over with a wave of her hand. “It’s easy.” She pointed down to the opposite side of the coffee table. “Just kneel down there.” She smirked while giving me a knowing look. “Like your boyfriend does every day.”

Barbara’s body jolted at the extra dagger, and I had to help her to her feet from the chair. With the frail manner in which she moved, it was almost like the ordeal had aged her a couple of more decades. As we neared the television, I placed a cushion on the floor, and eased her down onto her knees. Jasmine’s soles were arrogantly crossed mere inches away, and though I licked my lips while eyeing them, Barbara shyly avoided looking. “I don’t know if I can really do this,” she said.

“It’s just a bet, remember?” Jasmine shrugged. “Just think of it like that. It’ll help you deal with the shame or whatever.” She looked to me. “I actually kind of think more of her that she has the guys to follow through. I totally expected her to bail on you.”

“Will it really help?” Barbara asked while finally looking up at Jasmine hopefully.

“How the hell should I know?” Jasmine sneered. “I’ve never kissed anyone’s feet. I’m not a loser like you two.”

That appeared to be the final nail in the coffin, and Barbara’s head dropped down as she awaited her fate. Meanwhile, I just stood by, anxious, mortified for my girlfriend, but also secretly exciting at getting to see her submit to Jasmine’s gorgeous feet. It had been a fantasy that had long played in my mind, not specifically focused around Barbara, but rather, any girl that I had fantasised about dating. I’d see girls in the street and imagine a happy life with them, that would be torn away from me by the draw of my housemate’s perfect feet.

Jasmine lifted her foot slightly, offering the sheening ball of it towards my girlfriend’s face. “Kiss it,” she said. “Kiss it and admit that your boyfriend belongs to my feet.”

Barbara squirmed and recoiled away, her eyes darting between the floor in shame and sneaking fearful peeks towards Jasmine’s daunting sole in its full magnitude. She swallowed down, stewing in place, seemingly unable to commit to that final humiliating act.

“Just get it over with,” Jasmine encouraged. “The sooner you do, the sooner you can go move your stuff in his room.” She angled her foot so that her entire sole was pretty much right in Barbara’s face. “Kiss my foot. Right now.” With a final blush towards me, Barbara closed her eyes, leant forward, and lightly kissed Jasmine’s foot. The kiss was so light, that her lips barely touched her skin, tickling them as if a feather. The entire action caused Jasmine’s entire leg to involuntarily shiver. “What the hell was that?” she asked. “Kiss it properly.” She pushed her foot forwards until Barbara’s face sunk completely into her sole, my girlfriend’s hands popping up defensively at her sides in shock. “Give it a real kiss,” Jasmine goaded. “Kiss it like you kiss your boyfriend.”

“Ugh,” I heard Barbara moan, and then saw that her lips were pressed against Jasmine’s sole in a full, puckered kiss. She held it for a few seconds, before Jasmine pushed her away; Barbara almost stumbling from her knees. Immediately, she wiped her mouth with her sleeve. “God,” she said”

“Now, come on, admit it,” Jasmine said. “Admit your boyfriend belongs to my feet. That was the bet.”

My girlfriend wiped her both again, then gulped, before whispering, “My boyfriend belongs to your feet.” Her cheeks reddening and her eyes dropped in shame. However, she then desperately looked up at Jasmine, and in a louder, hopeful whine added, “Just please don’t take him from me.”

“I’ll think about it,” Jasmine said with delight, clearly enjoying the extra power she now had. I’d been such a pushover the past two years, that she’d probably grown tired of how easy everything was. If anything, reducing Barbara to her foot-kisser had probably been an exciting development for her. She kept holding her foot there, the heel resting on the ankle of her other leg. “Kiss it again, and tell me I always get what I want, because it is true, isn’t it? I wanted you down on your knees and kissing my feet, and now look, that’s exactly where you are.”

Barbara sighed, before quickly pecking her lips against the ball of Jasmine’s foot again, this time with less hesitance. “You always get what you want, Jasmine.” She looked over at me bashfully. “If you wanted James, you could take him. I admit it.”

Jasmine seemed surprised at that addition, whereas I couldn’t tear my eyes away; my cock almost breaking free from my pants in excitement at what I was witnessing.

“Yes, I could,” Jasmine said victoriously. “What’s it like admitting that?”

“I...I don’t know.”

“Well, you’re lucky, because I only want him as my bitch boy. You can keep him as your loser boyfriend.”

“Thank you,” Barbara whispered, while dropping her head and clinging to such a pathetic offering.

“Remember how you made such a big deal about me using your account? About me making my own profile?”

“Yes,” Barbara said, her chin now resting on the table in defeat.

“I’m watching it right now.” She was staring over Barbara’s shoulders, and not even paying attention, her eyes glued to the television. It was almost as if demolishing my girlfriend didn’t figure in her day at all. “How do you feel about that?”

Barbara blinked and seemed surprised. A frown appeared. “It annoys me.”

“I bet it does. It must be so annoying watching me take what is yours.” Jasmine looked over at me with a grin on her face, while I remained watching in astonishment at the scene that was unfolding. “Kiss my foot again, and think about how much it annoys you that I’m using your account.”

Barbara kept her chin on the table, before sighing, then turning her head and kissing Jasmine’s foot on its side.

“I can use it whenever I want, can’t I?” She lightly stroked Barbara’s cheek with her toes, and bizarrely, my girlfriend remained still, and allowed it to happen. “You don’t have to say anything,” Jasmine teased in a girly voice. “Just kiss my big toe and we’ll take that as a yes, okay?” She was talking to my girlfriend in the same, cute, cooing way she always did with me, and it was increasingly turning me on.

Barbara sniffled, then without saying a word, she turned and obediently placed a soft kiss on the pad of Jasmine’s big toe. As her lips were pressed against her, her big toe pushed up, that beautiful black nail revealed why the toe ring on the second toe seemed to catch the light. Watching such an act of submission from my girlfriend was so deliciously erotic.

“Good girl,” Jasmine said as an excited, pleasurable sensation rippled through me. “See, isn’t this much better? None of your bitching and complaining. Just accepting I get what I want. I don’t pay a cent towards it, and I get to watch it anyway. As far as I’m concerned that’s fair, because you don’t pay a cent towards loaning my bitch boy, but I allow you to date him anyway, don’t I?”

Barbara blinked in a confused manner, her eyebrows arching in diagonals as she struggled to decipher what Jasmine was saying. “Umm, what?” she asked, while looking up at her confused.

“You just admitted that James belongs to my feet, and I always get what I want. But you’re dating James, despite him belonging to me. You didn’t ask permission, did you?”

“No,” Barbara said with a bemused expression. “Why, would I?”

“Well, James asked my permission to date you. Six months ago, didn’t you, James?” She looked over at me expectantly.

“Ummm, yes,” I said with embarrassment. “Yes, I did.”

“And what did I say?”

“You said it was fine, as long as it didn’t cause you any problems.”

“See,” Jasmine said while Barbara looked totally lost. She lifted her foot and poked my girlfriend in the cheek with her big toe. “Even though I had nothing to gain from it. I allowed him to date you. Did I bitch and moan about it? Despite you taking up a large chunk of my bitch boy’s time? No, I didn’t, because, despite using him, I understand him, and want him to be happy. So, I think you should be a lot more grateful. You don’t even realise how lucky you’ve been, do you? If anything, you should be kissing my feet all over with gratitude for letting you two losers date.”

By this point, Barbara’s face was lit right up and she was practically sizzling in shame while Jasmine ripped into her. Her lips were trembling while she tried to fathom some kind of retort, some kind of reasoning that would show that Jasmine was wrong in her assessment. However, the longer she twitched and shook, her mouth remaining silent, the more I realised that Jasmine had completely stumped her. I should have been mortified for my girlfriend, but instead, I was awestruck by the girl that I had worshipped devotedly for the past few years.

“She’s right,” I added, while sensing that Barbara’s resistance was weakening. Despite her being my girlfriend, I couldn’t deny how much it turned me on seeing her capitulating at my housemate’s feet. It was as if every hidden fantasy I’d ever harboured was coming to life, and as Jasmine twisted the knife, I wanted nothing more than to see Barbara admit defeat and join me at Jasmine’s deserving, superior feet. “We should both be thanking her. She could have stopped us dating from the first day.”

“We should be thanking her?” Barbara was so confused, that I couldn’t tell whether she was uttering a statement or a question. “We should be thanking her,” she said again, this time with less conviction.

Jasmine then raised her hand in a perplexing manner, curling her fingers back towards herself. “Shouldn’t you be kissing my feet and thanking me already?” She lifted her feet and re-crossed them the opposite way so the sole of her foot was pushed up against Barbara’s cheek. “Go on, kiss them and thank me for letting you date.”

“Ummm.” Barbara turned towards me and looked for some guidance, for some hint of what she should do. While my cock throbbed in my pants, I nodded towards Jasmine’s foot encouragingly. Barbara squinted back, then she turned her lips towards Jasmine’s sole, and gestured towards it with her eyes. I bit my lip and nodded, and with that, Barbara leant up against Jasmine’s sole and kissed it a number of times.

“That’s it,” Jasmine said sweetly. “Let it all out. Finally embrace being the loser you are.”

Barbara was whimpering as she began kissing all over Jasmine’s foot, moving between each of her toes and all down her arch. There was none of the lust or passion that was involved whenever I made-out with Jasmine’s delightful feet. Barbara’s lips appeared dry and each kiss was like a pop against Jasmine’s skin. It was almost as if she was doing it just as an acceptance of her defeat, not worshipping my housemate in the way that I did, but reluctantly paying her the respect she deserved. Throughout, her expression was a mix of disgust and confusion, almost as if she didn’t fully understand why she was allowing it to happen.

While Barbara was busy kissing all over Jasmine’s sole in defeat while the younger girl cackled in glee with victory, I felt even more of a reverence to the girl who had allowed me at her feet for the past two years. Almost in fascinated daze, I moved across towards the two of them and knelt down at Barbara’s side, gently rubbing her back while she moaned and whimpered, her face buried in Jasmine’s sole.

“That’s it,” I said reassuringly. “Don’t worry. Just let it happen.”

With the side of her face slightly visible, I saw one of Barbara’s eyes look towards me in complete shame, before she clamped it closed and instead pressed her face fully into Jasmine’s sole; the sound of frantic kissing immediately following. “Thank you,” she said in a muffled voice. “Thank you for letting me date my boyfriend.”

I was awestruck with the way Jasmine had reduced my girlfriend to nothing but a begging, pathetic, foot-kisser, looking up at her in complete admiration. Jasmine smirked back, then she un-crossed her legs, accidentally kicking Barbara in the nose in the process. Her heels then roughly thumped the table, shaking everything on top in the process, while a sole was presented to each of us. “Come on, losers,” she said with utter nonchalance and expectation. “You can kiss one each. Maybe it’ll improve your relationship and you’ll have something else in common.”

I moaned approvingly while reaching out and pulling Jasmine’s foot against my face, basically snogging it with passion while shooting my girlfriend lust-filled glances. Barbara’s eyes were still closed in shame, though as she felt Jasmine’s sole push against her face, she too began kissing, though with less enthusiasm, her lips lightly puckering against her conqueror’s arch.

Jasmine allowed us to wallow in embarrassment for a few minutes while she settled back and watched her show. Other than the soundtrack of whatever she was watching, the air was filled with the sound of our teamed kisses, together paying respect to the soles of my housemate. She reached out towards Barbara’s bag that she’d dropped on the sofa earlier, and fished through it. “What do we have here?” she said while taking out a bag of chips. Without even asking, she’d opened them and started snacking. Barbara didn’t say anything, she just continued kissing Jasmine’s feet while she took even more from her.

Seemingly satisfied, Jasmine pulled her feet from us, but not before nudging Barbara away with her toes against her cheek. “Glad we worked things out,” she said. “You can move your stuff in and go spend some time with your boyfriend. I won’t bother you...much.” She then turned her attention to me. “I’ll text you if I need anything, okay?”

“Yes,” I said, before I moved over and helped Barbara to her feet. “Come on,” I said. “Let’s go to my room.”

Barbara followed me in a daze, her face reddened and sweaty from the amount of time she’d spent with Jasmine’s sole rubbing all over it. She allowed me to lead her towards my room, staggering about while almost not in control of her body.

Once we were inside my room, I settled her down on the edge of the bed and knelt before her. “Are you okay?”

She was sat hunkered on the beg, hugging her knees while lightly rocking back and forth. “I’m so confused,” she said with a sniffle. “Why did I do that? Why did I let her humiliate me like that after everything she said?”

I freed her hands from her legs and squeezed with assurance. “That’s just what people like us do, I guess? Don’t feel bad. I’ve been letting her do it to me for the past two years.”

“But...don’t you feel ashamed?” She squinted at me. “I’m not like you, am I?”

“Every day.” I nodded. “If anyone else knew...I’d be devastated.” I breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m actually happy you know, and I’m kind of...”

She narrowed her eyes. “Kind of what?”

“Kind of happy you did it too. When we were doing it together...I felt like we were finally a real couple.”

Barbara sniffed again, before pulling her hands free from mine and wiping her eyes. “You’re not ashamed of me? For doing that?”

I reached up and caressed her cheek. “Why would I be ashamed? I totally see what Jasmine meant now. We’re more like each other than we realise.”

“What do you mean?”

“You said it yourself. Always being rejected, being passed over for someone better. That’s been my entire life, until I met Jasmine, and now you. Until I met you, she was the only girl whoever accepted me for what I am. But, now, I feel like you could accept me too? Not only that, but this could make our relationship even stronger?”

“What?” Barbara asked in shock. “You think this improves our relationship?”

“Why not?” I shrugged, completely invested in my own fantasies.

“This is so fucked up,” she said. “This is so weird.” She then scowled at me. “This is all your fault, James. You did this. You’re the reason I just did that. The reason I kissed her feet. You made me lose that stupid bet! She gave you a choice, and you chose her! You chose her, knowing what I would have to do.”

“Babe,” I said. “I asked you not to make that stupid bet with her. I knew you were going to lose, and I asked you not to, but you did it anyway.” I looked away from her. “With the amount you kissed her feet, maybe you actually wanted to lose?”

Barbara stopped mid-wipe of her face. “What? No, I didn’t want that at all.”

“Well, you only had to kiss her feet once for the bet. You kissed them like a hundred times and said all that stuff about her deserving it. You even said she can use your movie streams as much as she wants.”

“I did?” she asked, screwing up her forehead. “Oh my God. I did. I don’t know why I said that.”

“See,” I said while squeezing her shoulder. “That’s exactly how I feel. It’s like she messes with my mind or something.” I closed my eyes and dropped my head. “I can’t fight it,” I said. “I’ve been trying to tell you that. I can’t escape her. I can’t resist the way she uses me and I especially can’t resist her feet. She just reaches a part of me that no one else can. A part I can’t explain.”

Barbara sniffled. “But, where does that leave me? Why were we even dating in the first place? I’m thirty-seven,” she said in a defeated voice. “I want to get married, and I want to have a child. I can’t...I can’t have wasted all this time on you, just to have to get back out there and start again with someone else.” There were tears clearly visible in the corners of her eyes again. “How could you have put all of this on me? It’s just so...so...dirty...and perverted, and you’ve dragged me into it all. I still don’t even fully understand why you do it.” She threw her hands up in the air aghast, before wailing in a louder voice, “I don’t even know why I just let her do that to me!”

“Did you like it?” I asked hopefully.

Barbara sniffed, then gave me a strange look. “What?”

“Did you like being at Jasmine’s feet?”

“No, why would I like that?”

I shrugged. “Well, you’re allowed to move in now, aren’t you?” My fantasies were running wild, and my selfish desires fully took control of my mouth. “You gave in to Jasmine’s feet and got what you wanted. Whenever that happens to me, it feels so damn good.”

“I don’t want to think about that,” she said. “I want to think about where this leaves me?”

“It leaves you everything else,” I said. “This is just a part of me. It’s not the whole me. I still love you, and your company. But...I just need to do things like this sometimes. We can still have a normal relationship, I think.”

Barbara sighed. “It just makes it more difficult when you say that. I really don’t understand it, and I certainly don’t approve, but it seems like I’m going to have to tolerate it, aren’t I? Unless I want to be single and alone the rest of my life.” She looked at me, and I couldn’t tell if it was with hope or dread. “It looks like you’re all I got.” She threw her hands up in the air again. “I guess I am a loser, after all.”

I paused while hearing that, before looking up in surprise. “What? Before I then whispered in surprise, “Jasmine was right...”

Barbara’s face flinched. “What do you mean Jasmine was right?”

“Nothing.” I sat up straight. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Right.” She looked at me curiously, before staring past me and lifting her foot, before kicking off her pump with a clunk against the floor. “Why her feet?” she asked. “She told me about the way you were always staring at her feet when you worked together, and how she used that to make you do things.” She spread her toes. “Why have you never shown an interest in my feet?”

“I have,” I asked in surprise. “You were the one that never showed an interest. Whenever I tried to rub your feet, you wouldn’t let me.” I looked away shyly. “Whenever I tried to do things for you, like serve you, the way I do with Jasmine, you wouldn’t let me either.”

“Are you saying this is my fault?”

“No, I’m just saying, like Jasmine said, I have needs, and they’ve been neglected. That’s kind of why I’ve struggled to let go of my thing with her.”

Barbara wiggled her toes and then blinked. “So, what are you saying? If I let you do stuff with my feet and I treat you badly, that you won’t need her anymore?”

“I mean...I don’t know. Is that really you?” The thought of Barbara doing those things was enticing, but it was hardly the same. Jasmine was so young and pretty, whereas Barbara was much older. She didn’t have the same naturally bratty personality and with the fact we were in a relationship and she loved me: it was just missing that feeling of being used that I desired so much. The final kicker was that Jasmine had already demolished and humiliated her at her feet: so how could I ever consider her a goddess when she’d already been decimated by my housemate.

“Shall we try?” she asked hesitantly.

“Try what? You want to try stuff with your feet? I thought you hated that?”

She shrugged. “If it means I get you all to myself, then I’ll do it.”

I squinted, unconvinced.

“Come here,” she said, while scooting back on my bed and leaning against the wall. The sole of her foot was facing me, and she quickly plucked the other pump off. Unlike Jasmine, her soles were pretty dry and I could see the rough skin in each of her wrinkles. Whenever I caught sight of Jasmine’s feet, my thoughts would become hazy and I’d salivate at the thought of licking her soft soles. None of that was occurring while looking at Barbara’s feet. “Take off your pants.”

I figured I’d go along with things, and nodded, before rising to my feet, unbuttoning my pants and climbing onto the bed in my boxers.

“So, what do I need to say?” she asked.

I sighed, my excitement immediately vanishing. “I mean, it’s not the same if I need to tell you.” I turned to the side and rolled my eyes. “I’ve never had to tell Jasmine what to say.”

Barbara tutted. “I’m trying, James. You could at least help me with this. Not just keep comparing me to her.”

“Fine,” I said, failing to hide my frustration. “She’ll tell me to kiss her feet, lick them, and...that kind of stuff.”

“Lick my feet,” she said without any conviction. When I looked at her unimpressed, she reached out and pulled at my hair.

I shook my head free in response. “Jasmine never has to do that.”

“I thought you liked being used?” 

“I like being unable to resist. She’s never had to force me to do anything. A lot of it is, you know, psychological.”

Barbara frowned. “No, James, I don’t know. That’s the point.”

“I just mean, more teasing, seductive.”

Barbara nodded, then she reached out her foot and stroked my arm with her toes. “Like this?”

“Not really.” I sighed, knowing what I wanted wasn’t easily explainable.

Barbara moved her foot in front of me. “Lick it”—she glanced at me hesitantly—“bitch boy. Lick it.” She blushed immediately after saying it, then averted eye contact with me.

There wasn’t the same implication when the words came from her, but I leant forward with my tongue outstretched all the time. Even though I wasn’t overcome by some strong desire to submit to her, she was trying her best, and I appreciated that. However, as my tongue was approaching, Barbara, watching intently, instinctively moved it out of reach. After two more attempts, with similar results, I closed my mouth and glared at her.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I just know it is going to tickle.”

“Maybe you’ll be surprised.”

She shrugged. “Maybe.”

I tried again, and as my tongue contacted the ball of her foot, she immediately yanked it away and grimaced. “It tickles,” she said. “I knew it would tickle.”

Through frustration, I grasped her ankle and tried to hold her in place, while dragging my tongue from her heel to toes. The taste was bland, with the texture rough and dry. There wasn’t the same delicious softness that I’d experience whenever I licked Jasmine’s feet, and even after a single lick, I knew this wasn’t something I’d be clambering to do. The whole verbal aspect was missing too; I didn’t just like Jasmine’s feet because they were pretty, I liked the symbolism of what submitting to them meant. I adored that she knew she held power over me, and that she wielded her feet as a bait to get me to serve her. None of that existed with Barbara, and therefore, it was as sexy to me as licking her elbow.

Barbara could let me lick her feet as much as she wanted, but in all likeliness, I’d probably pass up the opportunity. Not that it mattered, as after that solitary lick, Barbara wriggled and struggled throughout, before she’d managed to pull her foot away.

“This isn’t working for me,” she said. “I tried, but sorry, I’m just not built for this. I’m not into dominating you or anything.” She screwed her face up and looked disgusted. “I don’t like how it feels either. I don’t know how she does any of that stuff.” Her entire body slumped. “I guess she does fulfil you in ways I never can.”

“I know,” I said with a sigh. “It’s not the same for me either.”

Barbara pursed her lips at me defensively. “Don’t try to make me feel bad for not being into this stuff. This is your fault. Why can’t you just be normal?” she said while closing her eyes and burying her head in her hands. “Why can’t we just have a normal relationship?”

I climbed up onto the bed next to her, and slumped back against the head board, her words ringing in my ears and cutting straight through me. What I feared was coming to fruition. The normal, regular relationship that I’d enjoyed with my girlfriend was falling apart, and it was all my fault. Barbara hadn’t done anything wrong at all, it was all me, it was all because I had this ridiculous addiction to the feet of a dominant girl, and in particular, Jasmine. Barbara simply had neither of these things going for her. Despite being a loving and affectionate partner, she didn’t have a dominant bone in her body and her feet were average at best. Even when she had tried to make them look half-decent with her pedicure visits: they still did nothing for me. To make matters worse, if anything, she wanted me to take more control of the relationship. She’d even griped on occasion that she’d wanted me to be rougher with her in the bedroom. She wanted me to be the strong, leading man, when I was the complete opposite: Jasmine had demonstrated that to finality. It was for sure all my fault, and I could see the end within sight. I just didn’t know whether it was better to resign myself to the end.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I don’t know why I’m like this. I know you love me, and that takes the excitement away from me. I need to be dominated to get turned on, and no one does it better than Jasmine.” I awkwardly shifted my eyes away as I figured it was safe to just reveal all now. “I mean, even seeing the way she had you down at her feet turned me on.”

Barbara’s head bolted up in surprise, but then her eyes narrowed in confusion. “But...” Her eyes became glassy and she stared off at the wall. “But that means...that means...do you think of her feet while we have sex?”

Oh, shit, is what was running through my head. Clearly, I’d slipped up in my attempt to explain things to her. I could see the hurt and rejection in her eyes. It was the exact same thing I’d seen in my own eyes countless times in the past while staring into the mirror. Knowing I would never compare to other men and that women would always choose others over me. I’d just laid the same blow on the woman who loved me. I’d accidentally confessed that Jasmine’s feet were more of a sexual turn on than my own girlfriend, straight to her face. I mean, she knew I had this weird thing going on with Jasmine, but we’d still been having sex as a regular couple. As far as she knew anyway.

“How often?” she asked. When I didn’t respond, she reached out and shook me. “How often do you think of her feet while we’re having sex?” When I still failed to say anything, instead hunkering down in shame against the head board, Barbara scooted up onto her knees and shook me more aggressively by the shoulders. “Is it every time? Do you always think of Jasmine’s feet whenever we’re fucking?” I still couldn’t muster any response, such was my disgrace, and I looked off towards the ceiling while Barbara continued to shake me. “Answer me,” she said, but when I continued to remain silent, she scooted back and surprisingly yanked down my boxers. Before I could cover myself, she’d wrapped her fingers around my cock. “Is that what you think of whenever we’re doing it?” She began to stroke up and down, however, I remained completely limp. “Is that how pathetic you really are, James? You’ve been lying to me this whole time?” She looked down at my cock as it failed to respond to her efforts. “You can’t even get it up unless you think of her feet!”

“Stop,” I finally managed to say, and I attempted to lift her off. However, she clambered on top of me and continued to fail at stroking me to full mast.

“Is that why you always close your eyes whenever we’re doing it? Because your head is off thinking of her? Is that why you were a virgin before we did it, because you can only get it up for feet?”

“Stop.”

“Do you think of her feet every time we have sex?”

“I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Just tell the truth!”

“Yes,” I finally yelled, grasping her by both forearms. “Yes, I’m always thinking of Jasmine’s feet while we’re fucking! Is that what you want to hear? Does that make you feel better?”

Barbara released me and sat back on her knees. Her lip was trembling as she looked completely confused and taken aback by the ferocity of my outburst. “But...sex is always so good...” she said, as if talking to herself. “You always make me cum so hard.” She glanced up at me slightly, before looking away ashamed. “No one has ever made me cum like you do.” She wiped her nose. “I thought you were perfect for me.”

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “I do like having sex with you.”

“While you’re thinking about her?” She asked in astonishment. “While you’re thinking about her feet? Why would I want that?”

I swallowed and wasn’t able to look her in the eye, merely shrugging instead. 

Barbara seemed to be ignoring me and she looked off towards the door. “She’s out there, right now. Watching your television. Watching my movies, and not paying either of us anything. She’s sat with her feet up on the table, eating the snacks I brought for us after she just made me kiss her feet!” Just as Barbara turned back to me, my cock twitched. “That’s turning you on?” She cocked her head, watching my cock as it began to throb. “Really? Thinking about that?”

I bit my lip and nodded.

She adjusted her position, then unbuttoned her blouse, allowing it to fall open and reveal her slightly sagging breasts. Lifting a finger, she circled her nipple with the tip. “Does this turn you on?” Her focus was entirely on my cock as she continued to caress and play with her nipple, but my cock remained limp and pathetic against my thigh. After a few seconds more, she sighed then shyly closed the blouse over herself and crossed her arms. “I guess not.” She then looked me in the eye with disgust, before shrugging her shoulders. “But I guess thinking about Jasmine calling me a loser while rubbing her foot in my face does it for you?” Immediately, her eyes dropped to my cock, and widened as she saw the response in its swelling. “Oh my God. You really are a total pervert.”

“I’m sorry, Barbara.” I couldn’t even look her in the face as my cock continued to throb at the thought of Jasmine dominating her. “I really am. I should have told you about this from the start.” I nodded towards the door. “I should have told you what you were getting yourself into.”

Barbara didn’t even seem to be listening to what I was saying. “Why are you like this though, James? I don’t get it. Why feet?” Another deep breath. “Why her feet? She’s just...she does nothing.”

“You want me to be honest?”

“For the first time in your life, yes, I do.”

Now it was my turn to take a deep breath. “Well, being honest...since you asked...I like the way she uses me. I like the way she knows I like her feet and she uses it to her advantage. I like how I can’t resist her because of how beautiful her feet are. I like the way she makes fun of me and laughs at me because of it.” I took a gasp after spitting out so much truth, before finally looking at her. “You know the way you just tried it and it didn’t work? It didn’t feel natural? Well, with Jasmine, it does, because that’s who she is. She’s the exact sort of girl I could never get.”

Barbara blinked. “But you could get a girl like me.”

My cheeks reddened. “That’s not what I meant.” I looked off to the side. “But, I guess.”

“That’s exactly what she said, remember?” The hurt was evident in her saddened expression. “How we’re a pair of losers made for each other?” When I didn’t say anything, Barbara raised her voice and shook me. “Is that what you think too?”

I shrugged sheepishly. “Maybe. I mean, how many other couples are sat here having a conversation like this?”

“Oh my God,” she said. “What the hell have you done to me?”

I finally reached out and took her hand. “This isn’t your fault, Barbara, and it’s not Jasmine’s either, so please don’t hate on her or anything. It’s all me. I asked her for all of this. She’s the first girl that’s ever understood me. She’s the first girl that ever listened to what I liked and didn’t run away.” I looked deep into her blue eyes. “I can see you’re ready to run away right now, but she didn’t. She accepted me, all of my kinks and weirdness, and she gave me a place to explore them. She’s really not a bad person at all, if anything, she’s amazing.” A deep, relieved sigh followed. “God, I’ve been wanting to tell you that for six months.”

She slapped my shoulder again. “So, why didn’t you, you idiot? Why didn’t you tell me any of this? How can we be in a relationship if you don’t trust me with this sort of thing?”

“It’s embarrassing. You think I’m proud of any of this? I just wanted to be normal, and I got the feeling you wouldn’t understand. If I’d told you this at the start, then maybe you would have run away on the first date.”

“Maybe. But that would have been my choice, wouldn’t it? Now, I’m stuck with you, and this whole weird thing. What am I supposed to do now? I’ve given you half a year of my life. Of my best years!”

“I don’t know.”

“I mean, I’m trying, but it’s just not making a difference, is it?” She sat back and lifted a foot towards me. “Do you even like my feet?”

I glanced down at her foot on the bed, the red polish awkwardly splattered all over her nails with some spilling onto her skin. There was nothing at all sexy about it, and it looked as if she’d let a child paint them for her. “Can I tell the truth?”

“Yes, for God’s sake.” She almost growled in frustration. “That’s the point. Tell the damn truth at all times from now on.”

I was about to instinctively say something in my defence, but then my head cocked slightly at her final words: from now on? Did she mean...there was hope? She still saw a future for us, even after the revelation of my true relationship with Jasmine? She wasn’t yelling at me, or breaking things off...she was asking questions. She was curious, she almost seemed like she was looking for a way for this to work. It was like Jasmine had bluntly stated to her: we were a pair of losers, and made for each other. Barbara was too old, and she knew she couldn’t get anyone else. I was the best option she had, and though I was a terrible option, apparently, I was one she was willing to cling to.

Suddenly, I was filled with hope that perhaps our relationship could be salvaged. Despite all of my lies, my deception, my betrayal and my depravities, maybe there was a way I could still hang onto the normal life that I had built with Barbara. On the outside, anyway. Behind closed doors, we’d have this seedy truth at the heart of us, but as long as other people didn’t know that, it was okay, wasn’t it? I mean, like she’d said, we got along well, and the sex was fantastic...did it really matter what I was thinking about if we were both enjoying it so much? “Your feet are nothing compared to Jasmine’s,” I said. “Jasmine’s feet are incredible.”

Barbara looked down at her own foot and didn’t even seem hurt by my words. “What even makes a foot beautiful?” she asked. “I don’t get it at all. I mean, I tried, but I don’t understand.”

I lifted my hands out and felt more excited about being able to share my preferences than I’d ever felt excited with Barbara before. “It’s everything,” I said enthusiastically. “It’s the way her nails are always immaculately shaped and painted. It’s the way she casually wears jewellery on her toes at all times. It’s how her toes are perfectly aligned and proportional. It’s how her arch has these little wrinkles and how her soles are so smooth and soft. It’s the smell from beneath her toes and the tastes from between them.” With that, I looked out of the side of my eye at Barbara and blushed. “Like I said, it’s everything.”

“I see.”

“What did you think when you kissed them?”

She blushed. “I mean...I don’t know. They were soft, I guess.” She ran a finger down her rough sole. “Yes, much softer than mine.”

“How did they smell?”

“I don’t know. Not bad, just, like feet.” She then raised an eyebrow. “How often do you lick her feet?”

“Every day.”

Her jaw dropped open. “You know that’s technically cheating on me, right?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. When there was no response, especially no anger, I pushed on. “I just can’t help it. It’s like an addiction I need.”

“How long have you been doing it?”

“Almost the whole two years.”

“Why do you do it though? Aren’t you embarrassed?”

“Because...because I can’t resist her feet. I love the power that gives her over me.” I sniffled again. “I’m so sorry, Barb. I tried to stop this when we started dating, but I can’t. Every time I try, she just teases me, says the right things, and I can’t resist. She can just snap her fingers and I do whatever she wants.”

“Like what happened to me?”

“Yes,” I said, and once again my cock twitched. Barbara looked down and clearly noticed. “Just like that. How you went up against her, and ended up kneeling on the floor, kissing her feet, and telling her everything she wanted to hear. That’s what happens to me every day.” My cock was hardening further with every word. “I love how she gets whatever she wants.” I couldn’t bear looking at her as I disclosed everything, but with the harder my cock became, the more I communicated the truth. “I love how she wanted you kissing her feet, and she got it.”

Barbara was quietly watching me, her eyes rhythmically shifting between my throbbing cock and my blushing face. Her lips quivered as she thought about saying something, before she peered up at me. “What if she wants me to kiss her feet again? Should I do it?”

“Yes,” I said instinctively as my mind was devoured by the amazing sensations that these thoughts were bringing. “I would love that.” 

“Whenever she wants?” She looked down at my cock, and when it twitched again, she reached over and grasped my shaft. “Do you lick Jasmine’s feet whenever she says?” She began to stroke my cock lightly, watched observantly to see how my body responded. She was almost experimental and scientific in her approach. “Do you lick between her toes? Do you suck them? Do you sniff her feet while she watches stuff on my account?”

My breath was quickening, but I felt awkward and uncomfortable with the things she was saying. “What are you doing?”

“Trying something new,” she said matter-of-factly. “Obviously, this is a part of you that’s not going away.” She shrugged. “Maybe we can use it. Maybe we can spice up our sex life.” She smiled slightly, almost reassuringly, as if everything was suddenly okay. “If these things are happening, we may as well have some fun out of it too?”

“But you’re not pissed off? She’s using your account, she’s not paying you a cent towards it, and she just made you kiss her feet; you’re not bothered?”

Barbara shrugged. “I mean, in principle, yes, but it’s not costing me anything.” She looked at me dead straight. “Not like it’s costing you anyway. But...it seems that you like that?”

I gulped. “I do.”

Barbara bit her lip and nodded. “Is this why you’re always trying to pay for everything for me?”

I breathed deeply, and threw myself into being honest. “Yes.”

“Well, I don’t like that. I find it misogynistic that you feel I can’t pay for myself.” She cocked her head. “It seems like your friend Jasmine doesn’t though. It seems like she loves spending your money.” She dipped her head. “Just like she loves using my account and eating my food.” She gripped my cock firmly. “You think I shouldn’t be angry at her, right? I should kiss her feet and thank her instead?”

I involuntarily moaned, and Barbara’s eyes jumped between my own and my cock. “Really? Just mentioning that gets you going this much?” She crossed her legs and scooted closer to me. “This is so strange, but, somewhat...interesting. I never knew guys could get turned on by stuff like this. Why didn’t you tell me from the start?”

“But don’t you think this is weird?”

She paused, and looked at me as if I’d just said something ridiculous. “Yes, James, it is incredibly weird.” She resumed stroking. “You’re incredibly weird, but, I’m trying, okay? I’m trying to get in your head and understand this. I love you and I want you to enjoy sex. I want there to be a connection between us. Maybe there is a way we can make this work, because, honestly, I’ve invested six months of my life in you and I’m coming up to forty. I can’t just be throwing this all away. I’m literally at the end of my birth life.” She shrugged. “Besides, I don’t like giving up on things.” When she noticed that put me at ease, and this wasn’t some trick, I settled back and enjoyed the feel of her hand. “You like that? You like me stroking your cock while you think about your housemate’s feet?” When I blushed slightly, she chuckled, for the first time in over a week, and rolled her eyes. “It’s okay, James, you can be honest. We’re alone. You like it, right?”

“Yes.” It felt shameful to admit that out loud, but it felt so good.

“What are you thinking about? Are you thinking about how I kissed her feet?” The more she said, and with her continued, rhythmic strokes, the harder my cock became. Her eyes widened at the reaction of my body to her words, and she seemed both confused and fascinated by how something as simple as talking about my housemate’s feet could invoke such an erection from me. Still, some part of me thought it was a trick, and I couldn’t disregard that Barbara wasn’t scheming something. I mean, I had basically been cheating on her, hadn’t I? I was being rewarded for that? It didn’t add up, but, it felt so good, that my concerns gradually subsided amongst the barrage of pleasure.

“Do you like being Jasmine’s slave?” She asked, before biting her lip when she heard me moan. “Do you like how she uses you? She never lifts a finger around here. She’s taking advantage of you, James”—her hand quickened around my cock as she lightly stroked the head of my dick with her thumb—“and you can’t say no to her, can you? Because you love her feet so much. Even when I told you to make her leave, she’s still here.”

“Yes,” I groaned. “I love Jasmine’s feet.” I closed my eyes and fully gave in to the pleasurable ministrations of my girlfriend’s talented hand. “Please, don’t stop.”

“Stop what? Stroking your cock or stop you being a slave to your housemate’s feet?”

“Both,” I almost screeched. “I never want it to end.”

“Even if we get married?”

I had to close my eyes through the shame, as I couldn’t look at her. “Yes, please, is it possible?”

When I heard nothing for a moment, I feared that I’d shared too much. Once opening my eyes, I saw that Barbara was chewing her lip. “We’ll see,” she said. “This is all still a lot for me to take in. I don’t like feet stuff, but you clearly do, and I do want you to be happy. You are a good boyfriend, James, besides this whole thing, and I do think you’ll make a good husband and father. I just have to figure out if I can tolerate something like this. As long as there’s no sex involved, well, we’ll see.”

“Jasmine would never have sex with me. She’s too good to have sex with someone like me.” In my head, and in the height of being turned on, it sounded reassuring, but Barbara’s face souring made me realise that I’d actually insulted her. “Sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.”

Barbara gripped my cock a little more firmly. “It’s okay, I get it. She’s very beautiful. She’s the kind of girl I could never get on with, the pretty, stuck up type. But, you seem to like that, don’t you? You seem to like that she’s the sort of girl that used to bully me, and pretty much bullied me again earlier. Tell me, what else do you think about?” She asked, switching her hands so the other one took over. I closed my eyes while enjoying the sensations, not quite believing this was happening. “Do you like how rude she is to me too?” She watched me curiously, analysing each and every response from me. “Do you like how hot your housemate is, and you’re dating me instead?”

I flinched, and suddenly opened my eyes. “What?”

Barbara shrugged while continuing to stroke me. “You always let her get away with it. Whenever I ask you to do something, you end up doing what she wants instead. You pick her over me all the time; today it was just way blunter. It annoys me so much, but I wonder, do you enjoy it? Do you enjoy that she gets her way and is so arrogant about it? Do you like that I needed to get her permission to move in here? To your apartment? I had to kiss the feet of a girl that doesn’t even pay you rent and ask her permission to live in your apartment?”

“I...I...I don’t know.” It was hard to think straight while she was jerking my cock up and down. But everything she was saying was turning me on immensely. I almost had to pinch myself as this entire situation seemed too good to be true. I mean, this was Barbara, the woman I figured would run away once she realised what was going on with my housemate. Yet, here she was, sexualising her own humiliation...for my benefit? “I...uh...”

“Be honest, James.”

“Yes,” I shuddered. “I like it. I love it all.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s hot,” I said. “It’s hot that her feet can take everything from me. Even my happiness with my girlfriend. It’s hot that she’s so bratty and entitled, and her feet are so beautiful, that even you can’t resist them.”

“Wow,” Barbara said, obviously surprised. “That’s pretty fucked up, James. You realise that, right?”

“Yes.”

“It makes me wonder...were you actually excited when I made that bet with her? Even though you tried to talk me out of it.”

I grit my teeth and had to concentrate, trying as much as I could to avoid reaching the edge too soon. “Yes.”

“Were you hoping I’d lose to her?”

I clamped my eyes closed. “Yes.”

“Did you like when she made me kiss her feet and thank her?”

“Oh, God, yes, I loved it.” My breath quickened and my moans became louder. “I love that Jasmine gets whatever she wants. I’ve always loved it.”

Suddenly, Barbara let go of my cock, and I groaned in frustration for a moment. However, she scooted forwards, and the next thing, she was wriggling out of her skirt, and climbing on top of me. Before I could even consider what was happening, she plunged my rod into her surprisingly soppy pussy. Her blouse parted, her breasts pressed up against my chest, and as she began to ride me, she bit my earlobe then whispered, “If you want to keep doing your weird thing with her, then show me its worth it. Fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before.”

“Oh God,” I said, while slipping my hands onto her ass and gripping her cheeks. “I’m so horny. I want to fuck you so much right now.”

“Then do it, you bad boy.”

I grit my teeth, and slightly lifted her weight. I began driving her up and down on my cock, her pussy so moist that I easily slipped in and out. “Oh, yes,” I said.

“Mmm,” Barbara said while biting her lip. “That’s it, good boy.” She grabbed my cheeks, and then clumsily kissed me on the lips. “What are you thinking about?”

I grunted, arching my eyebrows, wondering if it was a trap and I was going to suddenly be dished out with a reality check. As if Barbara was just going along with this whole thing so that she could hurt me the same way I’d hurt her. However, when she nodded slightly, and offered a devilish smile, I moaned, “Jasmine’s feet.”  My hands slipped up around her back, and I pulled her in closely. “I’m fucking you while thinking about Jasmine’s feet.”

“You bad boy,” she said with a grunt as I increased my rhythm. “You’re such a pervert.”

“I know,” I breathed. “But it feels so good.”

“Fucking me or thinking about Jasmine’s—” Barbara couldn’t even finish what she was saying before her eyes rolled back in her head and she bit her lip with a moan.

I lifted her and pushed her down onto her back, before steering her legs open with my knee and slipping straight inside. “Oh yes,” she murmured. “Fuck me, you bitch boy.”

“I’m a bitch boy for Jasmine’s feet,” I whispered as I began thrusting inside her, laying my full weight on her while nuzzling into her neck.

“Did...you...like...seeing me...kissing...her...feet?” Barbara asked between gasps.

“Yes, I loved it.” My thrusts became more frantic and intense, my moans descending to mere grunts and whimpers. The more I thought about Jasmine’s feet as being the focus of our sex life, the more turned on I became, almost animalistic in the way I was slamming into Barbara’s pussy.  “I want you to be her bitch girl too.”

“Oh my God,” Barbara said as her entire body shunted back and forth on the bed. “I’m gonna cum,” she squealed.

“Yes,” I said back through gritted teeth. “Me too.” I lightly bit her neck. “We’re both going to cum to Jasmine’s feet.”

“Ugh,” Barbara wailed as her body began violently trembling, her eyes rolling back in her head as she almost stiffened up into a paralysed, catatonic form. “Oh God,” she moaned as she began convulsing with pleasure.

I too grunted, and then spurted my load inside her, gripping the bed sheets in my grasp and shaking violently as I emptied my balls. I gasp and lost my breath, before collapsing atop, an exhausted, sweaty mess. We’d only been having sex for a few minutes, but it was without doubt once of the most intense orgasms I’d ever had. Not only was I thinking about Jasmine’s feet, as I always did whenever fucking Barbara, but this time, she had been too.
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Afterwards, once we were both spent, we lay in bed next to each other awkwardly. Barbara cuddled up into my side while I draped an arm around her and clutched her butt. She affectionately nuzzled into my neck, though neither of us seemed to know what to say, simply laying there, both of our heads swirling with mixtures of excitement and regret as the minutes passed by.
“I can’t believe we just did that,” Barbara eventually said while closing her eyes and cuddling me. “I honestly...I don’t know, but, I came so hard, and I don’t really know why. I’m so fucking confused right now.” When I said nothing, she rolled onto her side and nudged me with her elbow. “Say something.”

I too rolled to face her, my head mounted upon hand. “I don’t know what to say, but, that was the best sex I’ve ever had. For the first time...I felt like I wasn’t lying to you.”

“I don’t know how to feel,” she said. “I’m so confused. I’m like...kind of upset that you were thinking about her, but, it’s kind of hot too, does that make sense? It’s like...I’m not even mad at you, because you were doing it because I told you to. And, like...it felt so good, and you were just so hard and had so much energy. It’s just...I haven’t ever orgasmed like that before, and it was all because of her...because of Jasmine, and her feet.” She reached up and scratched her head. “I feel like a fucking weirdo.” She then violently slapped her hand across her mouth. “Oh my God,” she said, before rolling over on to her front and facing me, the soles of her feet crossed behind her. “You can never tell her we did this, you know that, right?”

“What?” The thought hadn’t even entered my head.

“She can’t know we both just orgasmed after talking about her like that.” She shook her head vehemently. “She can never know about any of this. Honestly, I don’t even really understand it myself.”

“It was the best sex I’ve ever had with you and I finally feel like, just, relief or something. It’s like I was finally myself, and you were there with me for the whole thing. I came so hard.”

Barbara giggled. “It was pretty damn hot yes. So naughty and kinky. But it has to stay a secret, okay?”

I nodded, but I was a bit disappointed too. I mean, Jasmine was always so open and accepting about my deviant ways. She would probably enjoy knowing that her feet had been the focus of our sex life. “Some part of you doesn’t want her to know? Think how hot it would be if she had one of us for each foot, just like earlier. The unfairness, working all day while she does nothing, just to come home together and kiss her feet.” I shuddered excitedly. It was just such a relief to be able to now share such things with my girlfriend and it felt like a weight had been lifted.

Barbara lightly slapped me on the back. “Enough,” she said. “You might have one of those foot fetishes, but I certainly don’t.” She suddenly pushed me from her. “Why have you never tried anything with my feet? You really don’t like them?”

I took a moment to consider my answer, wondering how I could tell the truth without hurting my girlfriend in the process. Thankfully, my phone vibrated on the bedside table and I reached for it as a distraction. There was a payment request from Jasmine. Going for drinks with my girl, it said, plus a request for thirty bucks.

“Who is it?” Barbara asked.

“Oh...it’s nothing, it’s just...” Even though my instinct was to hide this from her, as I always did. I mean, obviously it was bad enough that I was letting Jasmine live with me rent free and plunder her way through my food. However, if Barbara knew that I constantly reimbursed Jasmine for her expenses too, well. As my girlfriend, she was constantly professing her ambitions of her buying a place together, but that didn’t seem a viable possibility considering I hardly saved any of my salary these days. After the mortgage and the bills, not much was left once Jasmine’s personal expenses were considered. I was perfectly comfortable with the arrangement, considering I definitely got my money’s worth in regards to the domination she dished out on me on a daily basis. Nevertheless, Barbra surely wouldn’t approve. Yet, the possibility of her being open-minded had grown since the fucking session we’d just had. Not only had she tried to understand my strange kinks, but she’d played into them too. Maybe, she wouldn’t be as bothered as I suspected. It was my money after all.

Even though part of me knew I would live to regret it, since I was suddenly being so open and honest about things, and with a growing curiosity at my girlfriend’s reaction, I took the plunge and showed her the request. “Jasmine must have gone out for drinks. She’s sent me a request to pay.”

“Are you joking?” Barbara asked in shock before snatching the phone from me. “She has to be the most entitled little madam I’ve ever met in my life. How does she even have the front to send a request like that?” She narrowed her eyes. “Especially after what she just made me do. She humiliates me like that, and then heads out for a drink as if nothing happened? Then just expects my boyfriend to pay for it!”

“That’s Jasmine,” I said. “Besides, you just came to her feet, Barb.” I couldn’t help but chuckle at how things had developed.

She immediately turned a deep shade of red, before snatching up her blouse and covering her naked body. “She doesn’t know that.” She slapped me on the arm. “Has she always been like this?”

“Pretty much, well, not always. She kind of got worse the more I did things for her.”

“So, you groomed her?” Barbara tickled my ribs. “Dirty man.”

“I guess so. I mean, she was pretty dominant anyway, but she’s kind of like this because she knows I like it. She’s not a bad girl at all, and I owe her a lot for indulging my fantasies when no one else would.”

“Well, she does well enough out of it. I can’t believe you let her live here for free and not pay a cent for anything.” She flicked a finger towards my phone. “The fact she’s so bold to ask for even more after all that...I don’t know whether to be disgusted or impressed with her.”

I didn’t say anything and just nodded at my phone, before she tossed it on the bed, the request still open.

Barbara watched me quietly for a moment. “You’re not thinking about paying it, are you?”

My eyes glanced to the side towards her, before shooting back to the screen. My lips remained sealed.

Barbara suddenly sat up and leant on one arm. “You are, aren’t you? You’re actually thinking about paying for her drinks while you’re in bed here with me. Why would you do that? What would you even get out of it?”

“Nothing, well, she usually sends a photo of her feet in return.”

“A photo”—her face dropped and she narrowed her eyes at me—“wait, what do you mean...usually?”

I could already feel my face catching fire at my faux pas. “I...umm...I don’t mean, like, no, not...”

“How many times have you done this with her before?” She blinked at me a few times. “Don’t you dare lie to me, James.”

I gulped, and had to lick my lips. “Erm...most...weeks.”

Barbara blinked again, although this time, it was slow and pronounced, as if she couldn’t quite process what she was hearing. She looked off to the side and tutted, then was about to speak when she slapped her hand against her mouth in shock. “Oh my God. You’re getting hard again!” Her eyes danced between my shame-filled face and my swelling cock. “Are you getting hard thinking about paying for her drinks? Just for a bloody photo of her feet?”

I flicked the phone further away on the bed and covered my face in disgust. “I’m sorry,” I said in almost a whine. “I don’t know why I’m like this. I don’t know why I like these things.” Annoyingly, even while I was disgusted with myself, my cock continued to harden as my thoughts betrayed me, swaying towards Jasmine, imagining her sat in a bar, enjoying her drinks, while her high heeled feet swung beneath her. She must have loved knowing she had her own personal foot bitch ready to cover her bill, and apparently had no qualms sending over the request, even though she knew I was with Barbara. It was that very realisation that swelled my cock to a full erection once more. I attempted to close my legs to hide it, however, I shuddered when I felt Barbara’s small, dainty fingers wrap around its width. I separated my fingers, and peeked at her through the gap.

Barbara was about to say something else, but then paused. She cocked her head, then looked away while she trailed a finger along the shaft of my cock. “You’re really into this whole thing, aren’t you? It’s like a big deal for you?”

I took in a deep breath, both terrified, yet relieved, that I was finally able to be truly honest with my girlfriend about the dark side of me that lurked within. “I love it.”

“Evidently. You’ve never been ready to go again this soon.” Barbara’s fingers were light, almost tickling the sensitive skin of my cock. “You love being used?”

“Yes.” I closed my eyes and shivered as my body tingled at her touch. “I love to be used in every single way by a beautiful girl with pretty feet. A pretty girl like Jasmine.”

“But what about me?” Barbara asked, clear disappointment in her voice.

“I love to fuck you.”

With that, her lips parted in a sultry way, her eyes slightly narrowed and filled with lust. “Do you want to fuck me right now?”

“Mmmhmm.”

“Again, so soon?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want to fuck you right now.”

“We’ve never done it twice like this, so soon. Are you sure?”

I didn’t even bother replying, instead, I pushed Barbara down onto her back and nudged her legs apart with my knee once more. She was laying next to my phone and I saw that Jasmine’s pay request was still open on the screen. My cock was pointing straight out, and aching to mount her; the cum from my previous climax still trickling from her folds. Her eyes fluttered down at my eager cock. “That’s like the hardest I’ve ever seen it,” she said. “What are you thinking about? Fucking me, or paying to see your bitch of a housemate’s feet?”

“Both,” I grunted, while sliding inside her and invoking a breathless gasp in response. “I’m going to fuck you while imaging licking Jasmine’s pretty feet.”

“Oh God,” she said while biting her lip and closing her eyes. 

As I began to thrust inside her dripping pussy again, I glanced over at the phone, and thought about how amazing Jasmine’s feet must have looked at that moment. Here I was, fucking my own girlfriend, and my mind was a complete slave to my greedy housemate’s feet. I should have been disgusted with myself, but I felt relieved that Barbara knew about everything, and rather than running away and dumping me, here she was, laying back and allowing me to fuck her senseless.

“Do you like that?” I said, feeling emboldened as I pounded her relentlessly. “Do you like me fucking you while thinking about Jasmine’s feet?”

“Oh, God,” Barbara said again. “That feels so good. Don’t stop.”

Feeling like I was in control for the first time in my life, I felt myself let go, and all of the true feelings I had been holding in suddenly began to pour out. “Jasmine is so beautiful,” I said through gritted teeth. “Her feet are gorgeous. She’s so young, and demanding, and bratty, and I love the way she treats me as her servant. I get rock hard thinking about her feet.” I groaned. “I was hard as hell when you were kissing her feet and admitting I belonged to her.”

Barbara’s eyes were wide, but they were almost crossing in confusion as she struggled to accept what I was saying in the face of so much pleasure rippling through her body. As I continued to drive my cock in and out, it was almost like I was fucking her into accepting the reality that Jasmine was so much better than her. That despite Barbara’s entire, luscious body being available to me whenever I wanted, my thoughts and sexual fantasies were completely owned by my housemate’s feet. 

“You like that?” I asked again, while Barbara continued to bite her lip, her face a mixture of contorted bliss and perplexing consideration.

“It feels so good,” she said, “I feel like my entire body is cumming.” Already her tummy was beginning to tremor, and I could feel from the tightness of her pussy that she was on the verge of losing herself to an explosive climax at record pace.

“Not yet,” I said. I looked over at my phone again, and a devilish idea came to mind. “You can’t cum unless you pay for Jasmine’s drinks. Unless you give in to Jasmine’s feet.”

“Ugh? What?” Barbara’s face was muddled up, yet her body continued to grunt and groan as I ploughed her without mercy. “I’m gonna cum.”

With that, I slowed right down, and eased the effort of my fucking. For the next minute or so, I kept a slow, steady pace, sliding in and out of her while my eyes remained on my phone.”

“What are you doing? Don’t stop,” she whined. “I’m so close.”

The sweat was practically dripping from my face as I directed her towards the phone with her eyes. “Pay for Queen Jasmine’s drinks,” I said while a ripple of pleasure tore through me. “The girl you think is so lazy and takes advantage of me. The girl who uses your streaming app whenever she wants. Pay for her drinks because she has such beautiful feet. Then you can cum to them.”

Barbara’s eyes were still rolling all over the place as she struggled to comprehend what was happening, However, she fumbled at her side, grasped the phone and it up in front of her. While squinting at the screen amongst the rocking of my slow and steady thrusts, she flapped and clumsily slapped her fingers all over the screen until she tossed the phone aside and yelled, “I paid. Now fuck me, James!”

“Good girl,” I said, and I was enjoying the feeling of being in a dominant position for once. In some ways, I was finally treated her roughly in the bedroom, the way she had always wanted me to. However, I was still the same, pathetic submissive I always was. It was the thought of serving and pleasing Jasmine’s feet that was encouraging me to take on a firmer role with Barbara. The fact was, as she’d so clearly demonstrated by reducing Barbara to her foot-kisser, Jasmine deserved to have my girlfriend worshipping her feet as much as I did.

I dropped onto my elbows either side of Barbara’s shoulders, and after placing an affectionate, reassuring kiss on her forehead, I muttered, “Thank you.” I slipped my cock out, and dove down on her breasts, hungrily sucking and nibbling all over her nipples.

“Just make me cum,” she almost whined. “Your dick feels so good. Don’t stop.”

I was about to resume pounding her, when I felt my phone vibrate next to my hand. There was a message from Jasmine, and I reached over and clicked it open. There, on the screen, was a gorgeous photo of Jasmine’s beautiful feet, posed on the floor in the back of the cab she must have been in. The silver toe rings, in combination with the glittery silver heels she was wearing almost sent me over the edge. The accompanying message left me shivering excitedly as my cock slipped back inside my girlfriend and felt so snuggly at home. Good boy, it read.

“Look,” I said, while excitedly showing it to Barbara.

She squinted again at the screen and seemed almost annoyed that I was bothering her with it. “What? Just fuck me.”

“It says good boy,” I said. “But I didn’t pay for her drinks. You did! It should say good girl, shouldn’t it?”

Barbara continued to look confused, then she looked up into my eyes and my desires seemed to register. “Yes, I’m a good girl,” she said. “I’m a good girl that pays to see Jasmine’s feet.”

“Yes, Jasmine’s feet,” I said as I grunted and increased the pressure while holding the phone above her. Her face contorted as she registered that she was looking straight at Jasmine’s black pedicured toes as she neared orgasm. She tried to look away, but couldn’t help herself, her eyes firmly locked on the screen as I upped the intensity of my thrusts and slammed my naval against her clitoris. “Cum to Jasmine’s feet, right now,” I said. “Be a good girl and cum to her feet.”

“Oh my God,” Barbara squealed as her body began convulsing and shaking beneath me. Her tummy was practically rippling beneath my own, rhythmically juddering as she succumbed to a mind-blowing orgasm while staring at Jasmine’s young, taunting toes. “Oh God, I’m actually cumming to her feet again,” she whined, a mixture of pleasure and resentment in the air.

“Yes, cum to Jasmine’s feet,” I groaned again, and the gasp of pleasure from her was enough to finish me off. I shuddered intensely while exploding inside her with my own orgasm. The pair of us remained locked to each other, while our body’s shook and grunted as the waves of pleasure wracked through us, leaving us running on adrenaline until the ordeal had subsided. After a minute or so, we were left both staring awkwardly into each other’s eyes, the realisation of the seedy nature of what had happened hitting home.

“I should be going,” Barbara said while attempting to struggle from beneath me.

“No, please, don’t leave,” I urged her. “I’m sorry, let’s talk about this.”

“I feel weird,” she said. “I don’t know why I did that.”

“Just stay the night, please? Let’s talk this through.” I leant down and kissed her on the forehead, before delicately stroking our hair. It was almost as if there was a glow in her skin, one that hadn’t been there before. “I love you,” I said. “Right now, I love you more than I’ve ever loved you before.”

Thankfully, Barbara nodded, and the pair of us eventually fell asleep in each other’s arms, the remnants of a Jasmine-fuelled orgasm plaguing both of our dreams.
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The next morning, Barbara was first to wake, and she was quietly attempting to get dressed on the side of the bed when I stirred. “You trying to sneak off?” I asked.
“I need to get to work,” she said without turning back, continuing to slip her blouse over her head. “I’m already kind of late.”

I gently caressed her back. “About last night.”

“It’s okay,” she said. “It was just sex. None of it was real.”

“You’re not angry at me, right? I just got carried away.”

“It was different,” she muttered. “Weird, but different.” She finally turned and looked at me, before leaning over and kissing me on the lips. “I liked how in control you were. How you knew what you wanted.” She shrugged. “As long as you don’t tell anyone else, I’m okay.” She then grimaced. “But, I can’t believe you actually wanted to send her that money. I hope you don’t let that get out of hand.”

“It’s not much.” I shrugged. I sheepishly looked away. “Especially with how hard we both came.”

Barbara blushed. “I’m serious. You can never tell her we did that. If she knew...just imagine.”

The thoughts were already racing through my head. The very idea that my girlfriend and I’s orgasms could only ever be to Jasmine’s feet from now on. I was almost trembling all over in excitement. Though, it seemed from Barbara’s reaction, this was probably a one off. “Come on,” I said while climbing from the bed. “I’ll make you some breakfast before you go.”

Once we were both dressed, Barbara collected her things and was about to head out when we strolled into the living area.

“Morning.” Surprisingly, Jasmine was already sat in the kitchen, snacking on some fast food she’d clearly brought back with her from the night before. The television was on and some show was playing, though she didn’t appear to be paying it much notice. She was still wearing her dancing dress from the night before, however, her glittery heels were carelessly discarded on the floor; her bare feet crossed up onto the corner of the table. She was sipping a glass of water, evidently dehydrated from her late night; her eyeliner somewhat smudged down her cheeks.

“Morning,” I said back. I noticed her soles looked weathered, black leather marks seeped into her wrinkles from the previous night’s exertion. I was already imagining have to lick them clean after bundling Barbara out of the apartment. Even after the night of life-changing sex we’d shared, my lust for Jasmine’s feet was truly insatiable. “Have a good day at work,” I said to my girlfriend encouragingly. 

Barbara didn’t reply, as she was paused at the door, blatantly staring over at Jasmine’s soles, seemingly mesmerised by their dirty nature. It was such an offensive thing to do, crossing her dirty feet up onto the table where we ate our food, but that fact probably hadn’t even entered Jasmine’s selfish thoughts. Her toes twitched and fidgeted, the rings sparkling occasionally as they caught the light. Usually, my attention would be completely drawn to them too, however, I couldn’t stop watching my girlfriend as she seemed enthralled as Jasmine’s soles cutely flexed, the wrinkles seeming to come to life whenever she slightly moved or twisted in her position. I wondered what she was thinking, as the events of the previous night rattled around my head. Was she gazing at those soles in lust, remembering how good her orgasm felt? Fantasising about the way in which she’d climaxed while staring at a photo of Jasmine’s feet? Was it shame she felt flowing through her veins...or...was it desire?

“What are you looking at?” Jasmine had dropped the burger or whatever she was eating, and stared across at Barbara from between her feet. However, my girlfriend seemed transfixed, as if she didn’t register that it was her being spoken to. Jasmine lifted her feet and re-crossed them, my girlfriend’s lips slightly parting as her eyes fell glassy. In turn, Jasmine directed her attention towards myself. “Is she looking at my feet?”

“Ummm,” I said, unsure what I was supposed to say. Her staring was undeniable, but I still didn’t want to betray her so openly, especially as she’d pleaded with me to keep quiet about our inexplicable sex session.

Thankfully, my voice entering the picture made Barbara flinch and realise what she was doing. Her cheeks reddened as her and Jasmine made eye contact, then she clambered and fumbled for the door knob. “I better be going,” she said, before heading out, accidentally closing the door on her handbag in the process.

“But what about breakfast?” I asked.

It took her two attempts to close the door and finally leave; a flustered mess throughout.

Jasmine’s eyes immediately shot to me. “Was your girlfriend just staring at my feet?”

“I...umm...” I kept in mind everything that Barbara had said to me. How Jasmine could never find out about our private discussions and fantasies. As much as I wanted to tell Jasmine everything, I knew I’d be opening up a can of worms. But then, this was hardly my fault, was it? I didn’t walk in here intent on blurting everything out. Barbara had kicked the hornet’s nest by lewdly staring, practically groping Jasmine’s feet with her eyes. What was I supposed to say? “I think she was looking at the food,” I lied, not even convincing myself with that one. “You know how she gets about you not cleaning up.”

“Yeah right,” Jasmine said. “She was totally staring at my feet.”

“If you say so.”

“I know so.” She narrowed her eyes. “You think I don’t know when someone is looking at my feet after living with you for two years?”

It was my turn to blush this time. “She was probably just thinking about what happened yesterday,” I said. “You know, after losing the bet and all.”

Jasmine put a finger to her chin, then dipped her head while thinking. “Yeah, maybe after yesterday she’s going to stop being such a bitch?” She raised an eyebrow in consideration. “Maybe she’s like you?”

“What...what do you mean?”

“Maybe she’s as weak as you are. I mean, you saw the way she was kissing my feet last night.” She giggled to herself. “You looked like a right pair, kneeling there, smooching all over my soles.”

I blushed at that, but realised things were getting out of control. The wheels were already spinning in Jasmine’s pretty head, the same way during that first day at the restaurant when she’d picked up on my nervous behaviour. When we’d later bumped into each other at the supermarket, I’d been foolish and careless with eyeing up her feet, and I’d been a slave to them ever since. But Barbara, Barbara had been staring even worse than I had! She hadn’t even tried to play it off either and had instead run away in the same way I always used to do when in the presence of a pretty girl I knew was out of my league. “I should get back to my room.” My tone was desperate, and Jasmine would have been an idiot if she hadn’t picked up on it. I knew she was smarter than that. “I need to get ready for work.”

Jasmine swung her feet around to the floor, then kicked her shoes aside. “Get your ass over here, bitch boy,” she said, not even bothering to turn and look at me. “My feet are filthy from last night. We can’t have that, can we?”

“I should get to work,” I said again. Obviously, I wanted nothing more than to lick Jasmine’s feet clean, but I was scared. I was terrified that while in the midst of my foot-fuelled passion, I was going to share a bit too much information about the shenanigans that Barbara and I had been up to. I mean, I knew Jasmine very well by this point, but even I couldn’t predict how she’d react once she found out that the two of us had used her feet like an aphrodisiac. I tried to be jovial as a means of excusing myself, appealing to Jasmine’s greedy self-interest. “I have to earn your money, don’t I? How can I pay for your drinks otherwise?”

“Oh, please,” Jasmine said with a roll of her eyes; her purple-dyed hair looking as radiant as ever, now curled and spiralling over her shoulders. “Don’t act like you did me a favour. I know you love it, and you got to see my feet too.” She was right, but she didn’t even realise how much I had loved it, and my girlfriend had too.

“We can do this later?” I was obviously fearing the worst, and with the way my mind always became fuzzy whenever I entered subspace at Jasmine’s feet, I was terrified of what my weak-ass self might reveal. Her feet were like some kind of truth-serum to me, and I couldn’t help but give her everything she wanted whenever I was tasting their delicious, salty flavour or breathing in her divine sweaty stink. Right at that moment, her feet looked so dirty and juicy, that I knew I’d be putty in her grasp.

“Oh, cut the crap and get over here. You know you want to bury your face in my soles.” She turned and lifted one into the air, scrunching her toes so that all of the blackened wrinkles squashed together. “Go on, try and say no, little man.” I gulped, and despite trying to look away, I couldn’t help but keep sneaking little peeks at her flawless foot. The more I looked, the bigger Jasmine’s haughty smile became. “Come on,” she urged. “You know you can’t resist these feet.”

“Please...”

Jasmine merely rolled her eyes, snapped her fingers, then lifted both feet so they were hovering slightly off the floor. “Get down where you belong, bitch boy. I need somewhere to rest my feet, and you’re it. I’m going to rub my feet all over your face while I finish my breakfast. Think of it as motivation before you go to work.”

“Ugh,” I groaned, and with that I didn’t stand a chance. My body pretty much moved in automation, and I was gliding across the room without even fully processing my actions. All I knew was that the floor at Jasmine’s perfect feet held some kind of gravitational pull over me, and her words were fans ushering me in the same direction. I was pretty much in a daze as I crouched down next to her, slid my body beneath the chair as I knew Jasmine enjoyed, and stared up between her feet as my head poked out.

Jasmine leant forwards, resting her elbows on her knees and stared down at me with a grin, her hovering toes just tickling my ears from either side. Already I could sense the deep, sweaty aroma from a night of dancing around. “Hey, bitch boy,” she said. “Are you happy I said your stupid girlfriend could move in? What were you two doing in your room last night? I knocked to tell you I was leaving, but you never answered.”

“Private stuff,” I said while looking up the length of her legs. With the shortness of her dress, I could just make out the frilly nature of her panties, but knew well enough not to stare for too long. 

“What kind of private stuff?”

“Having sex.”

Her face suddenly shrivelled up. “Uh, gross. Too much information. I don’t want to imagine the thought of you two going at it. It must be like beauty and the beast, but you know, more like the loser and the freak!” She chuckled outwardly, but the joke didn’t hit home with me.

“Well, you asked,” I said a bit to0 spitefully after her insult.

A scowl appeared, and she suddenly kicked me in the cheeks with both feet. “Watch your mouth, bitch boy.”

“Sorry.”

While looking down at me, she began tracing the big toes of each foot around my face, teasingly poking and prodding at my various facial features. “It’s so cool that I can just do this to you,” she marvelled. “I mean, pathetic for you, but so cool for me.” She lifted a hand to shrug. “I mean, your girlfriend literally just left seconds ago, and now look at you, down on the floor, about to lick my feet clean. I guess she’s on board, right?”

I shuddered with pleasure as I listened. Jasmine always knew how to push my buttons and keep me completely addicted to her. Even though the sex with Barbara had been mind-blowing, it was nothing in comparison to the stimulations that Jasmine’s feet could directly supply. Their scents and flavours surpassed the softness of Barbara’s pussy, and given the choice, I’d always opt for my housemate’s feet.

“Lick my feet,” she said with a sneer. “Lick all that dirt and grime off you good-for-nothing foot loser!” She cackled excitedly. “It’s so cool that I get to do this to my old boss. Pay for my drinks, then lick my feet clean!”

“Ugh,” I moaned, as she planted a foot down upon my face and I immediately started chomping on her skin with my teeth, almost acting like a scraping instrument as she dragged her sole along it. My tongue poked up and my lips suctioned against her instep, greedily slurping down all of the dirty, dislodged skin that had collected. 

“How’s licking the crap from my feet, bitch boy?”

“It’s what you deserve,” I moaned. “I’ve known it from the moment I first met you.”

“When I was wearing that dorky uniform at the restaurant?”

“Yes, even in that dorky uniform, I knew you were an absolute goddess.”

Jasmine snorted, then she began tracing her toes all around my lips, before lifting one foot and settling the groove beneath her toes straight over my nose. “How long were you fantasising about sniffing my feet while we worked together?”

“From the first day.”

“Is what why you were such a bumbling fool?”

“Yes, you have that effect on me.”

Jasmine giggled, then she shifted her toes down and forced three of them between my lips. “Suck them,” she said. “They’re sore from dancing, and your mouth is so warm and soft.”

As I gently caressed her toes with my tongue, sliding it in between each one and tenderly applying the devotion they deserved, Jasmine leaned back against the seat, eyes closed as she fell into an almost meditative relaxation. “Yes,” she muttered. “That’s it. Feels so good. This is my mouth and I’ll use it whenever I want.”

I slid my tongue between each toe, shivering excitedly as I tasted that familiar salty gunk between them, digging it out and devouring it with frenetic haste. As I consumed its delicious flavour, I felt truly alive and at home in my place in the world. Eating the toe-jam from between Jasmine’s delectable toes was the truest highlight of my life. Nothing could ever come close, and as I tingled from its acrid flavour, I fantasised about one day sharing its delicacy with my girlfriend. I pictured the pair of us, down on our knees, the loyal toe-jam eaters of our divine foot queen.

“That’s it,” Jasmine mused as I dug my tongue between her toes. “Get it all out. Clean it all up.” She was smirking down at me, her eyes glistening as she watched my every move and marvelled at the attentive manner with which I treated her dainty toes. “It would have been so cool if you could have done this after my shifts,” she said. “Too bad you were too shy back then.”

“I know,” I whined regretfully. “I wish I could have slipped those work shoes off and licked the sweat off in the break room.”

“Mmmm, wouldn’t that have been nice?”

I was passionately sucking on her biggest toe like a desperate slut by this point. Its flavour was so exhilarating, and I popped my lips off, overcome by the intensity of the stimulation. “I love licking your feet, Queen Jasmine,” I muttered breathlessly. “I can’t get enough of them.”

She stared down at me curiously, seemingly lost in thought, before resting her chin on an upturned hand. As I resumed sucking her next toe, she moved the other foot to clutch my nose. Immediately, I trembled at the stink of the fresh foot and sighed in blissful satisfaction. “Do you think your girlfriend wants to lick my feet too?” Jasmine teased, unknowingly pushing my buttons. “With the way she kissed them yesterday, and how she was looking at them earlier, I think she might be just like you. Even more than you realise.”

“I don’t know,” I moaned, while regretting the words before I even said them. “Maybe she does like your feet too.”

Almost in a poetic coincidental occurrence, the moment those words left my lips, the door of the apartment swung open. Barbara stepped in, “I forgot my phone,” she said, while heading towards my room. At first glance, she briefly looked towards Jasmine at the kitchen table and thought nothing of it, if anything, feeling anxious to get in and out unscathed.

“Don’t stop,” Jasmine said while biting her lip and closing her eyes. She popped her saliva-soaked toes from my lips, before offering the fresh, unclean foot instead. “I don’t care if she’s here. You belong to my feet, remember? Right now, your job is to lick them clean.”

That was enough to prompt me into frantically licking and slurping all over the second foot, completely plastered in sweat and foot-dirt. I plunged my tongue between her toes, and moaned uncontrollably upon tasting that salty, toe-jam burn upon the tip of my tongue.

As Barbara returned from my room, she caught sight of me for the first time. She paused, holding her hand to her chest in surprise and letting out a pained gasp.

She knew this kind of thing happened a lot by this point, especially after the way Jasmine had detailed everything in their phone conversation. I’d told her about it enough while having sex. However, it usually happened while Jasmine and I were alone, and I realised, that if she was going to be living with us, this kind of thing might happen quite a lot. Of course, this was the first time that she’d actually witnessed Jasmine so casually using me in her absence, and she couldn’t help herself from reacting honestly. “Oh my God,” she said, while watching me suckle on Jasmine’s toes.

Jasmine flinched and opened her eyes. “What is it?”

“I should be going,” Barbara said again shyly, so disturbed by what she’d witnessed that she was unable to look in our direction again.

“Don’t stop,” Jasmine casually said, not even bothering to acknowledge my girlfriend. “My feet aren’t clean yet.”

Barbara frantically dashed from the apartment to the sounds of my mouth squelching all over my housemate’s toes.

***
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Later that day, once I was home from work and preparing dinner, Barbara came home, truly exhausted after her own long day. We’d text a few times throughout the day, but the exchanges had been awkward, avoiding the topics of the strange sex and the scene she’d witnessed that morning. Once through the door, she’d dropped her bag and kicked off her shoes, clutching at her toes and grimacing.
I too felt a little worse for wear, as my fantasies were being filled at a relentless rate. It was like I was constantly going about my day as a walking hard-on. Even while at work, I couldn’t stop thinking about Jasmine’s feet, and the way the two of us had climaxed together while dirty-talking about them.

Jasmine was the only one that seemed free of all tiredness, despite having stayed up all night. She was laying across the length of the sofa while munching on the popcorn I’d just warmed up for her, watching some superhero movie on Barbara’s account. I still found that whole thing rather strange. I mean, all Barbara had to do was change the password, yet she hadn’t, and Jasmine was still able to freely use it, despite my girlfriend claiming it annoyed her immensely. The only reasoning, I could determine for the password remaining the same, was that either Barbara really wasn’t bothered about her using it; it wasn’t costing her any extra after all. The other reason could be that initially she wanted to use it as evidence of Jasmine’s entitlement, almost as if to demonstrate to me that she was arrogant and selfish. Which was a redundant point, considering I was abundantly aware of that.

Once Barbara was done with massaging the aches from her own feet, she glanced up and immediately froze at what she saw. Jasmine was laid out in such a way, that her bare soles were propped up onto the armrest of the sofa immediately closest to the door. Therefore, as soon as Barbara had looked up, she was greeted by the sight of my housemate’s bare, wiggling toes and soles. The same soles that had been plastered in sweat and leather streaks that morning, were now immaculately clean, and Barbara must have known why; she’d witnessed me slavishly licking them after all. As a result, she paused, momentarily staring at Jasmine’s feet, before awkwardly looking over towards me and scratching her neck.

It was the same fidgety behaviour she’d demonstrated earlier that morning, and it was almost as if Jasmine’s feet had become some kind of catalyst for her; a reminder of the seedy sexual liaison we’d enjoyed together. Perhaps, every time Barbara now saw Jasmine’s feet, she felt the same pleasure waves she’d rode while cumming and staring at that photograph. Was such a thing even possible? That I may have programmed my girlfriend’s brain to now respond sexually to Jasmine’s feet? As much as I wanted that to be true, it all seemed rather far-fetched. The likely reasoning for her strange behaviour was probably abject embarrassment from knowing she’d covertly orgasmed to her feet at all. I mean, for me, it was out in the open, but for Barbara, it was a new secret shame, one that she was clumsily making clearer and clear with her careless staring.

Despite smiling over at her from the kitchen, Barbara ignored me, instead directing a question towards my sloth-like housemate, “What you watching?”

Jasmine squinted her face up, clearly annoyed at having been interrupted. Her feet were still resting up on the armrest, propped up on a cushion and looking completely relaxed. “Some show on your account,” she said, before she turned and her face became hostile. “Why? You got a problem with that? You gonna start complaining?” When Barbara remained quiet, Jasmine cocked her head, before asking, “Do I need to make you kiss my feet again?”

Barbara immediately blushed, hesitated, then she looked over at me, almost as if she was in search of some kind of guidance. I simply shrugged in response, not really knowing what to say, but also curious with how she’d respond. “Not at all. Enjoy yourself,” she said. “You can watch whatever you like.”

Jasmine was in the midst of stuffing popcorn in her greedy mouth, however, she paused and her mouth remained wide open. “What?”

I too stood shocked with a spatula in my hand. It was such a capitulation in comparison to her previously hostile and aggressive nature towards my housemate. I mean, I knew the source behind Barbara’s odd behaviour, but Jasmine was oblivious to the developments in our relationship.

“Do you need a drink refill?” Barbara added, before taking a step towards the kitchen.

Jasmine looked at her half-empty glass, before turning and glancing up at me with a bemused expression. Not entirely knowing what my girlfriend was up to, I just stood there like a deer in headlights. “Ummm,” Jasmine said, before looking at the glass again. 

“What would you like?” Barbara said before approaching the fridge. She looked so in control, as if she was a mother dealing with an unruly child. She tugged the fridge open, before having a snoop. “Cola? Milk? Would you like a beer?”

Jasmine’s eyes were back on me, her eyebrows crossed in confusion. What’s going on? she mouthed to me.

I just shrugged in response. I really didn’t have an answer, but I was so deadly curious. This was probably the most civilised Barbara had ever acted with Jasmine, and I liked it. It was exciting, and I was already imagining all kinds of scenarios where my girlfriend was picking up after my gorgeous housemate. My cock stirred in my pants, and I was eager to drag Barbara back to the bedroom so I could have my way with her; talk of Jasmine’s delicious feet being the topic of conversation.

Barbara plucked one of my beers from the back of the fridge, then popped the cap off. She then headed over to the couch, and held it out to my housemate. “Here you go,” she said. “Make yourself nice and comfy.”

Jasmine took the bottle silently, then furrowed her eyebrows before taking a slurp.

“I’ll see you in the bedroom,” Barbara said to me with a wink, before heading in and closing the door behind her.

“What was that all about?” Jasmine asked while she threw a few more bits of popcorn in her mouth. She loudly crunched and chewed with her mouth open. Despite being a beautiful girl, she’d always been a sloppy eater and it was kind of a privilege that I got to see the real her, outside of all of the fronts she put on in public. “Why’s she suddenly being so nice?”

“I really don’t know,” I lied.

Jasmine shrugged. “Maybe losing that bet really put her in her place.” She rolled her eyes. “Whatever the reason, she can stay here as long as she likes if she always behaves like this.”

“That could be it,” I said. “Maybe she’s just trying so the two of you will get along?”

Jasmine continued enjoying her snacks, while I made her supper. Once served up, she tossed the popcorn aside and immediately tucked straight into the casserole I’d prepared for her. Usually she would have demanded that I served her feet in some way, but she seemed so thrown off by Barbara’s behaviour, that she didn’t even say anything as I slinked off to my bedroom.

Once inside, I discovered that Barbara was already in bed beneath the covers, naked and waiting for me. “What did she say?” she asked, fluttering her eyelashes at me. There was an eagerness and desperation to her voice, as if she’d been waiting in anticipation.

“She’s very happy,” I said while undoing my pants. “She likes how polite you’re being.”

“Good.”

“What was that all about?”

“I just thought a lot about what you said. Better to have a harmonious living situation, isn’t it?” 

“Well, yeah.”

“Besides, since Jasmine getting whatever she wants turns you on so much, it’s better I make sure that happens, doesn’t it?” As I approached the bed, she reached out and grabbed my cock through my boxers, pulling me in close. “Am I going to get rewarded for being a good girl and making Queen Jasmine happy?”

“Yes, you are,” I said with a grin. “Yes, you are.”

I fucked her so hard that the walls shook.
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The next weeks became a bit of a blur, and I almost felt like I was now living through a dream. My relationship with Barbara seemed to become closer, and with less animosity between herself and Jasmine, the atmosphere in my apartment settled too. As Barbara gradually moved her stuff over, she seemed to be making a real effort to pander to the whims of my housemate, often making extra food for her to enjoy, or keeping out of her way while she enjoyed her movies and TV shows. Whenever they crossed paths, Barbara would be polite and most attentive, offering to do things for my housemate such as getting her something to eat or another drink. She even invited her to join us one occasion, and let Jasmine control the TV remote and pick what she wanted to watch on Barbara’s account, while I was diligently rubbing her feet. Barbara looked on and smiled approvingly, which Jasmine found rather unnerving by the lack of jealousy. Once the movie had finished, we’d scampered off to my room like two teenagers and be at it for the following hour, reminiscing about the ways in which Barbara had pandered to Jasmine’s pettiest whim.
Of course, I found my girlfriend submitting to my housemate in these small and subtle ways to be a massive turn on. It wasn’t as if they were entering a dominant and submissive relationship or anything, and it could even be framed as Barbara being mature, reasonable and amicable. However, I knew what was happening, and it was enough to set my heart racing. It was almost a complete turnaround from the way Barbara had previously treated Jasmine, and honestly: I liked it. Whenever the two of them came to a head about something, usually due to Jasmine’s behaviour, and then Barbara would give in and relent, the glee of victory in Jasmine’s eyes was enough to make me rock hard. Surprisingly, I was starting to notice that apparently my girlfriend liked it too. Perhaps, she wasn’t just doing it for me, and there was something else much deeper going on? Whenever such a confrontation would occur, and Jasmine would come out the victor, the two of us would end up in my bedroom, making love while breathlessly moaning about the way in which Barbara had been bested.

“You love losing to her, don’t you?” I’d tease, while slipping my cock inside her. “You love being put in your place by my hot housemate, don’t you?”

“I should be kissing her feet, shouldn’t I?” Barbara would tease back, and I’d fuck her frantically, thoughts of Jasmine and her gorgeous feet filling my mind. As we’d orgasm together, I’d fantasise more and more about my girlfriend being debased at the feet of my housemate. The more we used Jasmine’s feet as our own personal Viagra, the more I wanted the words that Barbara would whisper, while in the height of passion, to become a reality. I encouraged her to speak of truly lewd acts, and she seemed more than willing to deliver.

As a result, our dirty talk during our sexual encounters became increasingly focused around Jasmine and her feet, until it was the lone topic that we fantasised over together. Despite Barbara usually finding it weird afterwards, she couldn’t deny just how hard it made her cum whenever I teased her about the way she’d kissed Jasmine’s feet and admitted I belonged to her. I almost had to pinch myself that it was actually happening. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that while thrusting inside my girlfriend, I would be telling her how beautiful my housemate was and how she deserved to have everything handed to her on a plate because of it. I almost felt like my cock was the hardest it had ever been in my life, and from the way that Barbara screamed and flailed around, it seemed that she was appreciating it too. Whenever Barbara complimented or assisted Jasmine’s entitled laziness in some way, we’d immediately head to my bedroom. Once the door was closed, Barbara would push me up against the wall and aggressively grab my genitals. Feeling how hard I was, her eyes would widen, her lips would part, and the next thing: we’d be locked in a kiss and flopping down onto the bed. We’d never had such a sexual connection previously in our relationship, and it was as if we had grown closer in our bond.

Sometimes, while mid-coitus, I’d almost feel like I was transcending to somewhere else and as if none of what was happening was real. It was as if all of my fantasies were coming true. Jasmine was such a beautiful, entitled brat, that not only did she have me pandering after her, but now my girlfriend too. Every time an interaction took place along these lines, I’d watch silently, my skin tingling as I took in the surprise and bemusement on Jasmine’s face. I mean, she knew what a total pushover I was, and she knew that I couldn’t resist her feet. However, Barbara was another story entirely, and their relationship had always been one of hostility ever since their first meeting. Still, she never refused an offer from Barbara, and her receptiveness to my girlfriend pandering to whims increased with every eventuality.

So, one day, when Barbara offered to wash Jasmine’s clothes along with ours, and then subsequently folded them too, Jasmine merely grunted in response and waved her away dismissively. By this point, she was growing used to my girlfriend’s apparent crumbling spine, and was viewing her as almost as pathetic as she considered me. When we were alone, and I was debased at her feet as usual, Jasmine would often spit insults directed at my girlfriend, and threaten to humiliate her at her feet in the same way she always did to me. Yet, when the two of them were together, it never happened, and the submission remained ever so subtle, that to an outsider, it would likely not have been noticed at all. I was left terribly frustrated as a result, and longed for the day that Jasmine enslaved my girlfriend for real.

I became caught in the middle of an odd situation, where the two girls were simultaneously using each other as fantasy: Barbara suggesting she’d submit to my housemate, whereas in parallel, Jasmine was teasing that one day she’d enslave her as she did with me. All the while, I was silently screaming to myself, willing for it to finally happen and all of my darkest fantasies to come true. It was almost as if it was a ticking timebomb, and there was an inevitable coming together that would one day erupt.

After Barbara had loaded the laundry, and the washing was spinning in the machine, the two of us were back in my room, going at it while Barbara whispered in my ear about what an entitled brat my housemate was. I mean, it was so bizarre, that our relationship had progressed to the stage that we were now sexualising laundry. That was the influence that Jasmine had played in our lives now that Barbara had fully realised the significance of her presence. “Who does she think she is?” she said. “Did you see the way she brushed me off for doing her laundry? Does she think I’m her slave or something? ”

“Yes,” I breathed back while bouncing her up and down on my lap. We were both used to playing this game by now. We said all kinds of depraved things while fucking, all of which revolved around my beautiful, entitled housemate. She was still sat off in the living area, commandeering the television, completely oblivious to our fucking and fantasising. “You’re Jasmine’s slave,” I said while grabbing my girlfriend’s breasts and increasing the intensity of my thrusts. As I squeezed one of her boobs, I trailed a finger up towards her throat, imaging her wearing a collar and on the end of my housemate’s leash. “You’re a slave to Jasmine’s feet.”

Barbara trembled on my cock, her pussy so moist that I was easily sliding in and out. “We’re both Jasmine’s slaves,” she whispered back.

“She just doesn’t know it yet,” I said excitedly.

“Mmmhmmm.”

“We work for Jasmine,” I said back while it felt like I was going to explode right inside her. “We work so she doesn’t have to.”

“Because she has such pretty feet,” Barbara groaned back.

The two of us were so synchronised in our Jasmine-worshipping fucking sessions, that the dirty talk naturally rolled off the tongue, as if we were two sexperts operating in tandem.

“The most beautiful feet ever. So beautiful, that she spends all day with them up.”

“Oh, God,” Barbara leant forward and began biting my shoulder. “Why does this turn me on so much?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “but I love it.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned into my ear. “If she worked for me, I’d fire her, so why does the thought of working so she doesn’t have to turn me on like this?”

“After this,” I said. “You should offer to rub her feet for her.”

“Oh, God,” she moaned as her tummy began to tremble. “Could you imagine?”

“Uh huh, I am right now.” With that, I slipped my hand’s to Barbara’s waist and lifted her slightly, before slipping my hands down along her thighs and grasping her by the ass. “Cook her dinner, rub her feet, then be her footstool while she watches your streaming app. She won’t let you watch anything on it anymore, because she’s taken it all for herself.”

“I’m gonna cum,” Barbara screeched, and I pulverised her until the two of us paid tribute to my housemate once more with our slavish orgasms.

Once the pleasure subsided, and we settled down, I pulled my girlfriend in for a cuddle. “Were you serious?” I asked. “What you said?”

“What did I say?” she asked in a confused manner, a common occurrence after having climaxed. The stuff that came out of her mouth during the throes of passion, was often so warped, that she’d later fall embarrassed and deny it ever happened.

“That we’re both Jasmine’s slaves.”

“Oh.”

“You should do it,” I said. “Offer to rub her feet. She’ll let you. Trust me, it feels amazing to serve her for real. Remember how it was that time you kissed them?”

“Pfft,” Barbara said with a wave of her hand. “This is just dirty talk.” She rolled her eyes. “There’s no way in hell I’d ever actually do that.” She then narrowed her eyes at me, almost accusingly, to the point they looked more black than blue. “You haven’t told her anything, have you? About the things we do in here? The things we say while having sex?”

“No, of course not, I know it’s just fantasy for you, but—”

“But, what?”

“Nothing, it doesn’t matter.”

She sat up and rested her back against the wall. “No, go on, tell me, full honesty.”

“Do these things really turn you on?” I frowned somewhat. “I mean, I like it, but I get the feeling you only say these things because it turns me on.” I reached out and stroked her cheek. “I don’t want this to become a chore for you.”

“You want me to live a chore-free life?”

“Kind of.”

“Like Jasmine?”

I had to chuckle slightly at that one. “But serious, I feel like these past weeks I’ve been even more open with you, even more so than I’ve been with her. I honestly thought I could never truly be myself with anyone, until I met Jasmine, but now, it’s like you and I have an even greater connection. I just worry it’s not real.”

Barbara seemed over the moon at what I’d said, but then became somewhat reflective. “I mean, it’s kind of hot, in a strange way. I think she’s a spoiled brat, and I find it annoying the way she lives off you and takes advantage.” She shrugged. “She is very attractive though, I’ll give her that, and she’s way younger than me, and it’s kind of exciting to think that she can get away with it just because of her looks. You know, sometimes I fantasise about that.”

“About her getting away with it?”

“No, about me being able to do that. I fantasise about being so hot that guys just agree with whatever I say. Put me on a pedestal kind of thing. I’ve never really experienced that. I’ve always been the kind of tom-girl that boys buddy up to. I’ve never been the princess that they pine after.” She pouted. “I’ve never been treated by a guy the way you treat her.”

“I wanted to treat you like that.”

“But that’s not me. I’m too self-conscious. I feel like I don’t deserve it, James.” She tilted her head to the side. “But I understand more now why you think she does. Like I said, as long as you don’t cross the line, and you’re honest with me, I think I can deal with this.” She leant over and kissed me on the cheek. “Especially if the sex is always this ridiculously good.” Her smile was both naughty and devilish.

I smirked, almost arrogantly at that. It was so strange, being considered kind of a stud, when my whole life I’d been a loser virgin that constantly got rejected. It was as if my desire to serve Jasmine had excelled me in more ways than I realised. I was confident in a way I’d never been before, and it seemed that the more I disclosed, the greater my sex life seemed to become. “It’s just...this is really exciting for me, but it would be even more exciting if we could”—I had to take a deep breath and really will myself to continue—“serve her together for real.”

Barbara’s forehead scrunched up. “How do you mean? I don’t follow.”

“Well, the way you’ve been kind of doing what she wants, on a very small level. I’d love it if we stepped that up. You wanted to move in, and she let you do that. Even though her and I have this whole servile arrangement going on, and you could have got in the way of that, she let you move in, and showed you who was boss.” I couldn’t even look her in the eye as I shared my ultimate fantasy. “We owe her for that. We owe her for all of the hot sex we’ve been having because of her. We could serve her together, right here, in my apartment. Do whatever she wants, do whatever she says, work for her...so she doesn’t have to, like you were just saying.”

“James! That was sex talk. I couldn’t do it for real.” She grimaced and curled her lip. “It’s bad enough knowing you do all that feet stuff with her while I’m not around.”

“Why not? You’ve been doing little bits. You already kissed her feet.”

“Yes, because I lost a bet, and that other stuff, that’s just being kind and polite. I couldn’t, you know”—she waved her hand around—“do the sort of things that you do. Suck and lick her feet.” She shook in a disgusted way. “That’s just way too humiliating.”

“Really? Because I can’t stop thinking of us down on our knees, side by side, each of us kissing one of Jasmine’s feet while she watches TV, ready to serve her in any way she needs. Just like we did when you lost the bet.” I could already feel a throbbing in my cock. “Imagine how good the sex would be after doing that. I mean, you were so opposed to her before, and now we think about her every time we fuck. It wouldn’t be like the dirty talk, it would be for real.”

“I...I just could never...I couldn’t.”

“What if no one else found out?” I said hopefully. “What if it stayed between the three of us? It would be like our own little crowd. A trusted triangle.”

“I really don’t think I could do that. I’d just feel so ashamed. I’d never be able to look her in the eye again if I did something like that for her. She like represents everything I despise in a person, and you think I should kneel and kiss her feet for that? Yes, for some reason I find it hot to fantasise, but actually doing it for real is a whole different matter.”

“Yes.” Without even thinking, I was already stroking my cock, reawakening even after having climaxed so recently. “You already did once. Why make such a big deal about doing it again? We could go out there, right now, kneel, kiss her feet, and tell her we’re her slaves.”

After a second, Barbara noticed my frantic hand movements. “God, James, you’re jerking off thinking about me doing that?”

“I can’t help it. The thought just turns me on so much.”

“You’re the biggest pervert I’ve ever met, do you know that?” Barbara rolled her eyes, before brushing my hand aside. “You’re such a bad, bad boy.” She grinned, before leaning down and engulfing my cock in her mouth. While she sucked me, I ran my hands through her hair and continued to fire off ideas. “I’d love to see you sucking Jasmine’s toes the way you’re sucking my cock.”

A bashful look up at me while my dick was still in her mouth, her pale cheeks turning on a lightish pink, was enough to tell me the thought excited her too, despite whatever she’d been saying earlier. Like myself, it seemed our bodies betrayed us, reacting in ways our minds couldn’t comprehend or deny. The more she indulged in the fantasies surrounding my housemate, the more she seemed to blossom in my eyes, becoming sexier and sexier by the moment. It was almost as if her body had been revitalised from the forbidden, taboo imaginings that developed more with each session.

We both suddenly jolted when there was a loud thump on my door. “I’m going out,” Jasmine said. “I’ll text you later, bitch boy, alright?” The comfort with which she now said that in front of my girlfriend was astonishing.

“Sure,” I shouted back. “Have fun.”

The sound of her heels clicked as she left the apartment, and Barbara popped her mouth from my cock. “Is she going to text you again, asking you to pay for it?”

“I don’t know. Why? You excited?”

She averted her eyes. “No, nothing like that.”

“She probably will.”

Barbara was still looking away, unable to look me in the eye, her cheeks transitioning from that light pink to a glowing red. “If she does...can I...can I be the one to click send?”

“Yes,” I said mischievously. “Because you’re Jasmine’s slave, aren’t you?”

Barbara was still blowing me when the payment request came through, this time for fifty dollars, and I blew my load in her mouth when she clumsily hit send.

Later, when Jasmine sent her feet as a reward, I dove between Barbara’s legs and ate her out, as she cradled my phone and moaned, her entire attention focused on Jasmine’s pretty toes as I led her to the brink. “We’re Jasmine’s slaves,” she mumbled amongst gasps and groans as she lost herself in a shuddering high.

Once again, we fell asleep in each other’s arms, sexually satisfied and content; the photo of Jasmine’s photo still open on my phone, glowing in the night until the battery gave in.

***
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The next morning, once we headed to the living room, Jasmine was laying across the couch, still wearing her dress and heels from the night before. One was dangling from her toe, as if she had collapsed mid-taking it off. Her face was buried into the cushions, with her black and purple hair splayed out everywhere, as she had seemingly crashed out after coming home from drinks. Hilariously, she was loudly snoring, which caused the familiar post-sex awkwardness between Barbara and I to disappear, instead, the pair of us descending into a giggling fit.
“Oh My God,” Barbara said. “She’s wrecked.”

“She must have got a lot for that fifty bucks.”

Barbara rolled her eyes at me, then poked her tongue out. “Is she always this much of a lightweight?”

I scratched my head. “I mean, I have found her like this a few times, but she usually makes it back to her room.” I walked over to her, and plucked the dangling heel from her foot.

“What are you doing?” Barbara asked.

“Making sure she’s comfortable.”

Barbara looked shocked. “You really do everything for her, don’t you? It’s almost like you’re her parent or something.”

“Slave,” I said. “I’m her slave. Don’t say I’m like her dad or something. That’s weird.”

“That’s what you think is weird, is it? After everything you do for her?” Barbara looked on apprehensively, as I crouched down to one knee, and tried to unfasten the heel on Jasmine’s other foot. “Honestly, I don’t even know why I’m still here. No other girl would put up with this.”

I looked at her confused. “I mean, you seem to enjoy it as much as I do these days.”

“Shhh.” She stepped forward and put a finger to her lips. “She might hear.”

“She’s dead to the world.” I traced my fingers up Jasmine’s wrinkled sole and lightly tickled it. “See, she can’t feel a thing.” I returned to the strap on her heel, but it was fidgety and I struggled to unfasten it.

Barbara tutted. “That’s not how you do it,” she said. “For a foot slave, or whatever you call it, you’re pretty bad at this.”

“It’s difficult. It’s like all twisted up.”

“Move out of the way,” Barbara said as she suddenly shifted into her maternal mode, the same way she did whenever she was completing some random task for our younger housemate. In some ways, I pitied her so much. She was a mother-in-waiting but it seemed that being a parent had just never happened for her. Perhaps, in doting on Jasmine, there was some fulfilment of the maternal instincts that had tortured her adult life. It was almost as if she took on a regal posture as knelt and attended to our slumbering queen. “Honestly, I can’t believe you let her act like this. It’s like she’s a child that needs to be babied or something.” She easily unstrapped the shoe and slipped it from Jasmine’s foot, cradling her heel in her hand so that her foot didn’t violently drop back down.

The snoring abruptly stopped, and Barbara flinched when Jasmine suddenly rolled over, her foot almost kicking her in the face. With her head pressed back against the arm of the sofa, her eyes were slightly parted as she looked in my girlfriend’s direction, though I wasn’t even sure if she was fully awake. “What are you doing?” she said to Barbara’s shadowy figure at the end of the sofa.

Barbara froze while Jasmine’s foot was still in her hands. She looked up at me for assistance, her shoulders shrugging and her eyes widening in a panic. She mouthed to me: what do I do?

“Ummm,” I said while rubbing Jasmine’s shin reassuringly. “Helping you take your shoes off. Why don’t you catch some more sleep?”

“Good boy,” Jasmine said while settling back into the cushions and closing her eyes, a strange little smile on her face. “Kiss my feet.”

Barbara and I exchanged a look, and I wasn’t sure how to react. Clearly Jasmine thought I was down at her feet, and she wasn’t even aware that Barbara was the one removing her shoes. Despite Barbara now having the chance to escape, the pervert in me wanted to see my girlfriend kissing my bratty housemate’s feet again. I’d been suggesting it for weeks while we had sex, and it always seemed to turn her on immensely. However, afterwards she’d brush it off as just being sex-talk and seemed reluctant to do it for real, almost as if she was scared. I nodded towards Jasmine’s foot excitedly, sensing now was the perfect moment for this fantasy to come true. Barbara shook her head dismissively in return.

“Go on,” I whispered, teasing her while she was trapped in that predicament. “She told you to kiss her foot. So, kiss her foot.” It was quite amusing seeing my girlfriend squirm with Jasmine’s foot in her hand. “Jasmine always gets what she wants, remember?”

“She told YOU to kiss her foot,” Barbara shot back a bit too loudly.

Jasmine stirred in response, and suddenly, she was wide awake, staring down the end of the sofa while Barbara was kneeling there, cradling her foot as if it was the most precious thing in the world. “What are you doing?” Her brown eyes focused, and she shifted and sat straight up. She turned and looked up towards me, then when her eyes lingered over my girlfriend, they suddenly widened with realisation. “I knew it,” she said. “You’re totally a foot bitch like your boyfriend. I knew it from the way you’re always ogling my feet whenever you act all nice.”

Barbara’s head dipped as she gulped. “No,” she said in a panic. “It’s not like that.” She released Jasmine’s foot, and gripped the arm of the sofa while attempting to stand.

“Not so fast,” Jasmine said, and before Barbara could get up, Jasmine had clamped one foot behind her head, while abruptly shoving the other straight into her face.

“Oh God,” Barbara said, while lifting her hands and grabbing Jasmine’s ankle desperately. She tried to tug it away, however, the younger girl was biting her tongue with determination and kept my girlfriend locked in place.

“You’re not going anywhere.” In the dark, her movements were clumsy and inaccurate, but she dragged her toes all over my girlfriend’s face until she’d successfully wedged her nose into the groove beneath her toes. “Sniff it,” she said. “Sniff my stinky feet.”

“Ugh,” I heard Barbara moan from beneath Jasmine’s foot; her eyes already watering. She tried to escape and flapped desperately at Jasmine’s shin with her fingers, however, her nose was safely held in place, and she reluctantly breathed in the stink from between my beautiful housemate’s toes. “Oh God,” she said. “Please, stop. They smell so strong.”

“Oh, come on,” Jasmine said, her purplish-black hair still messy and unkempt from being sprawled out. She dropped back onto her elbows and watched while she freely kept Barbara trapped at her feet. “I know you love it. Don’t even try to deny it.” She looked up at me and grinned. “You two are such losers,” she quipped while glancing between the two of us. “Total losers for my feet!”

“No,” Barbara said while trying to shuffle away and desperately slapping and gripping at the foot pressed into her face. “It’s not like that.”

“Where are you trying to go?” Jasmine giggled, while freely dragging her foot all around Barbara’s face. “If you don’t want this, then why were you playing with my feet in my sleep? That’s total foot bitch behaviour.”

“I wasn’t,” Barbara pleaded, struggling to breath and squinting her eyes in anguish whenever she was forced to take in another breath of Jasmine’s feet. I could only imagine how intoxicating they must have stank, with her not even having showered after dancing all night. If anything, as I watched my girlfriend being tortured, I looked on with jealousy, imagining those invigorating odours as they’d waft their way up my nose. Barbara was getting her foot experience of Jasmine’s pungent, cheesy feet, and from the way her eyes were watering, it was clear that my housemate’s sweaty toes were subduing all reluctance out of her. The longer she remained trapped and forced to inhale that powerful aroma, the more her body seemed to sag and wane in its resistance. 

“Aww, don’t be shy,” Jasmine said. “Hasn’t your boyfriend told you? I totally get it. I’m more than happy to treat losers like you exactly how you deserve. If it makes my life easier, I’m all for it.”

“I’m not a loser,” Barbara said defiantly, but the way she groaned immediately after, it was hard to believe a word she was saying.

Jasmine merely glanced at me with a knowing smirk and rolled her eyes in response. “Good boy paying for my drinks last night,” she said, before dropping her toes from Barbara’s nose, instead placing them against her lips. “Did you know that?” She cocked her head to the side and eyed her playfully. “Your wittle boyfriend paid for my drinks last night, just so he could see a photo of these feet you have all over your face right now.” Jasmine then giggled and dropped down to lay amongst the cushions. “God, I’m so tired. My head is killing me.”

I don’t know why, but it was as if there was a demon inside of me, that clambered to the fore and seized control of my being. While looking into Barbara’s desperate eyes as her face was buried beneath Jasmine’s pretty foot, a part of me felt that this was righteous. This was exactly where she belonged, down at the feet of my beautiful housemate, reduced to nothing but a toy for her to amuse herself with. With the way it had happened, it was almost as if fate had taken over. Maybe it was the fact that I was staring at Jasmine’s pretty black-painted toes, that kitty tattoo atop her foot appearing so cute as her toes dominatied my girlfriend’s face. As they drummed on Barbara’s lips, something inside me compelled me to betray my girlfriend and hand even more power over to my housemate. For weeks I’d been wanting to see Barbara fully submit to Jasmine’s feet, and now seemed like the perfect time. “She already knows,” I said, while Barbara’s eyes widened in shock. “She was the one that clicked send.”

Jasmine immediately sat upright and looked at me questioningly. “What?” She then turned back to look at my girlfriend and drummed her toes over her lips with even more intensity. “Really? You’re the one that paid for my drinks? You’re cool with that?” Her eyebrow was raised as she offered me another glance. “I totally didn’t see that coming. Not with the way she complained so much about me using you.”

Barbara was still staring in my direction, completely shocked that I’d spilled the beans so easily. As a result, she wasn’t defending herself, and the demon inside me pushed on. I mean, if she didn’t want me to tell Jasmine, she’d speak up and say something, wouldn’t she? Perhaps she had relented to the same subspace dizziness that I was always overcome by whenever breathing in the scent from between Jasmine’s toes. “She likes your feet as much as I do,” I said, while imagining the two of us down at Jasmine’s feet, each of us sucking one of them obediently. A total loser couple, side by side, worshipping a superior girl so much better than us. Toiling for her day after day while she ruled over us.

As Jasmine turned back and considered Barbara with suspicion, I was already picturing the pair of us waiting on her hand and foot for the foreseeable future. It was like history was repeating itself. Just like when I’d helped Jasmine with a few little tasks at the restaurant, eventually she’d taken advantage and grabbed more. Barbara too had indulged my desires the previous weeks, and now, I was seeing how much further she could be pushed.

“Really?” Jasmine asked as she flicked her toe against Barbara’s clamped lips. “Do you really like my feet that much?” She then put a finger to her chin, before bursting into a laugh. “Oh my God,” she said while darting her eyes between the two of us. “You totally lost that bet on purpose, didn’t you? You two cooked that up together. No wonder you’ve been bending over backwards for me ever since. You totally want to be my bitch too.”

“No,” Barbara finally said, but straight away, she made a strange sound as Jasmine’s big toe slipped between her lips. Her eyes widened to an extreme level, and she almost raised up a few inches further on her knees. 

“Oh, be quiet, bitch girl,” Jasmine said. “Make yourself useful and suck my toes. I’m still all achy from last night.” She leaned out towards the table and snatched up the remote, before clicking on the television and opening up Barbara’s streaming application. As she highlighted her profile, she looked back towards my girlfriend, still stuck there with her toe in her mouth. Barbara appeared to be making no sucking motions, however, her demeanour was now subdued, and there were no further attempts at wriggling free from Jasmine’s hold. Jasmine looked Barbara in the eye, before clicking to open her own profile. “This is going well for you, isn’t it?” she asked. “You come to kick me out, and now you’re sucking my toe while I use your account without paying.” She glanced over at me. “You found yourself a real winner here, didn’t you, James? You managed to find a girl even more of a loser than you are!”

Barbara’s eyes shunted to me, distraught and in a panic, her cheeks rapidly reddening in shame. I too was a bemused mess, and it was as if all of our sexual talk over the past weeks was coming to fruition.

“Just suck already,” Jasmine said, releasing her foot from behind Barbara’s neck and no longer keeping her held in place. Instead, she lightly slapped her with her toes on the side of the head, before lifting her foot and resting the heel atop her scalp. “Suck my damn toes, girl. I let you move your ass in, so show me some gratitude and all.”

Barbara’s eyes were still locked in my direction, and she seemed confused and not entirely sure what to do. It was almost as if she was teetering on the brink of our living situation entering the next natural stage, and she didn’t know whether to oppose the transition or finally give in. Having made this situation so much worse for her, as a result of my own selfish desires, I felt bad, and moved towards her. Crouching down and placing a hand on her back. “It’s okay,” I said reassuringly, while gently stroking her skin through her blouse. “Just do what Jasmine wants,” I whispered, trying to play on the themes of the previous night together. I leant down and whispered in her ear, “Jasmine always gets what she wants, remember? And Jasmine wants her toes sucked right now. Be a good girl, and I’ll make you cum hard tonight.”

Barbara’s eyes widened, and she turned her head slightly to gaze at me, her eyes narrowed and somewhat dreamy. Her mouth parted in such a way that Jasmine’s toe almost slipped out, her black-polished nail sheening with slimy saliva from my girlfriend’s mouth.

“Go on, suck it,” I said encouragingly. “Give yourself to Jasmine’s feet. The same way I did. It feels so good, trust me.” I snuck a hand around her front and lightly squeezed her breast. “You’re Jasmine’s slave.”

Barbara gave me a final hopeful peek, before she closed her eyes and accepted Jasmine’s big toe into her mouth fully. She then knelt there, quietly sucking on her toe without any resistance, her cheeks sinking and bloating from the effort. I remained at her side, watching intently as gradually her sucking became more rhythmic and persistent.

“That’s it,” I whispered into her ear. “You’re such a good girl. Imagine how hard you’re going to cum tonight when thinking about this. Thinking how good her feet smell and taste.”

Barbara’s eyes fell closed, yet the ministrations of mouth continued. Gradually, she began responding more positively to the tastes she must have been encountering from Jasmine’s sweaty toes. The silent sucking eventually progressed to approving moans and whimpers.

“You’re useless at this,” Jasmine said while dropping the foot from her head, and pushing the toes against Barbara’s forehead. “That’s not how I like it.”

Barbara’s eyes shocked open in surprise, and I recognised almost disappointment.

Suddenly, Jasmine’s fingers were snapped in my direction. “Bitch boy, tell your useless girlfriend how to do it properly.”

I was trembling with as I hunkered down closer to Barbara, placing a hand on each shoulder as if I was her coach. Despite being very new to this, I was immensely proud at the way she was slavishly serving our housemate’s feet. Just like with how she’d accepted Jasmine’s role in my own life, it seemed like she was going to accept it fully into hers too. “You’re doing amazing,” I said encouragingly while stroking her back. “I love you so much.”

Barbara glanced towards me, and bashfully fluttered her eyelashes.

“That’s sweet,” Jasmine sneered. “Pathetic, but sweet.”

“Try to get in between her toes and massage it with your tongue,” I said to Barbara, before outstretching my tongue and swirling it around in a demonstration. 

Barbara dropped her eyes and looked confused, her head moving slightly from side to side. However, a few seconds later, Jasmine made me flinch when she burst out laughing. “Oh my God,” she said. “She’s actually doing it. She’s licking between my toes, just like you told her to.”

I leant in and kissed Barbara on the cheek, who in turn blushed. “Good girl,” I whispered in her ear. “You’re Jasmine’s slave for real now.” She was almost shaking in place, dealing with all kinds of new emotions that she likely didn’t understand. After all, I was an expert at submitting to Jasmine by this point, whereas Barbara was still a rookie.

“Come on then,” Jasmine urged while offering me her other foot. “You can have one each.” She narrowed her eyes and glanced between the two of us. “Don’t act like that’s not what you’ve been wanting for weeks.”

My mouth was eagerly all over her toes in a heartbeat, and then side by side, my girlfriend and I finally embraced the positions in the household that had inevitably been building over the past weeks. It almost seemed poetic to myself, that through all the fantasies and orgasms that had focused upon Jasmine’s feet, that eventually it would lead Barbara to my side. Our connection had grown closer beyond more than I could have imagined. We were a pair of foot sluts, Jasmine’s foot sluts, now both in fantasy and reality.

My tongue snaked between Jasmine’s delicious toes, hoovering up all of the sweat and crud that had collected from her dancing the night before. I was dedicated and salacious in my efforts as I moved between each toe, and Barbara seemed to watch in astonishment as she struggled to maintain the same proficiency in her suckling.

All the while, Jasmine was still leaning back on her elbows, watching the two of us with interest. Her eyes would dart from one of us to the other, and I wondered if she was clutching my girlfriend’s tongue with her toes in the same way she was playing with mine.

“Take the rings off,” she muttered with a dismissive wave of her hand. “They’re due a clean.”

I immediately wrapped my lips around her second toe, then using my tongue as encouragement, I formed a suction to ease the silver ring from around her toe. It was a process that Jasmine expected every few months and I was adept at it by this point. Once in my mouth, I popped my lips free and plunged the tip of my tongue through its centre, before proudly turning and displaying it to my girlfriend. Barbara, who had previously been confused by the command, watched my mouth closely, before the flucuations in her own facial features clearly showed her attempts to remove the other ring herself. She struggled longer than I had, her face almost screwing up in frustration. However, after a minute, she too proudly displayed Jasmine’s toe ring upon her tongue, and the joy in her face was truly beautiful. We stared at each other and held eye contact, before Jasmine startled us with a clap of her hands.

“Congratulations, losers,” she said mockingly. “Maybe those can be your wedding rings? Maybe I can be there up on the alter and this is the way you can exchange your vows?” She sniggered and chortled in amusement while the pair of us shrank and burned in shame.

I sheepishly took the ring back into my mouth, swirling in around in my saliva to give it a good clean, and swooning at the sweaty taste of its inner edge. Barbara immediately copied me, as if she was a studious trainee that had embarked on an apprenticeship of foot slavery. When I popped the ring back on Jasmine’s toe, Barbara followed suit, then we both immediately returned our lips to finish off slurping all over her pinkie toes. 

Once Jasmine had tired of our efforts, she casually pulled her toes from our mouths, before slapping us across the cheeks and leaving a splatter of saliva. “You can both bugger off to work now,” she said nonchalantly while fully investing in the television show. “The bills aren’t going to pay themselves.”

In the elevator down to the lobby, the two of us stood awkwardly, the taste of Jasmine’s foot sweat still fresh in Barbara’s mouth with the way she tongued the inside of her cheek. She seemed intensely embarrassed about the turn of events, though reluctant to look me in the eyes. I guess there was an overwhelming feeling of shame, that all of the sex talk she’d yelled out in lust, had finally turned to reality.

Meanwhile, I was truly gushing that the pair of us had actually got to worship Jasmine’s feet together. When I’d started dating Barbara, I’d never have imagined that such a thing would be possible. However, now that reality was coming to fruition, I couldn’t hide my excitement that one of my biggest fantasies had come true. “God, that was so hot,” I said. “I can’t wait to fuck you tonight.”

Barbara scowled however. “I can’t believe you told her that stuff.”

“I couldn’t help it,” I said. “You won’t believe how cute you looked with her toe in your mouth. You looked like such a foot slut.” I leant up against her and hungrily nibbled on her earlobe while caressing the nape of her neck with my fingers.

She had to lean back against the mirrored-wall, such was the nature of her embarrassed blush. “Oh my God,” she said, before pushing me away and shooting me a desperate, confused look of bafflement. “I’m your housemate’s foot bitch, just like you, aren’t I?”

I bit my lip and nodded excitedly.

“Oh my God,” Barbara said again while brushing the sweat from her forehead. “How the hell has this happened?”

I moved close to her, and went for a kiss. Although at first reluctant, she accepted my tongue, and the two of us made-out there in the elevator, the remnants of Jasmine’s toe-jam floating between our mouths.

***
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That day at work was filled with excitement and I could barely concentrate on either my colleagues or the customers. All I could think about was getting home and seeing if there was a way for us to repeat the performance.
I’d exchanged a few teasing texts with Barbara, and she’d assured me that it was a one-off and couldn’t possibly happen again. Jasmine too had text me, excited by how things had developed and keen to push things further. She’d even sent a photo of her soles while flipping me off, and commanded me to send it on to my girlfriend. I did so, and awaited Barbara’s response for over an hour. When it came. it was a brief, and she’d replied with nothing but the embarrassed face emoji. I took that as a positive sign and forward a screenshot to Jasmine; a devil emoji being sent back my way.

As I came home from work, tired and greasy after a late shift, I immediately dropped my bag in shock upon entering the room. Jasmine was relaxing, and watching Barbara’s streaming app as usual, all while chomping away on a burger and fries. That wasn’t what took my breath away, however, it was the fact that my girlfriend was down on her hands and knees, being used as a makeshift footstool for Jasmine’s perfect feet.

I couldn’t even fathom a word as I remained silent and motionless by the front door, instead leaning up against the wall and trying to remain outside of sight.

Jasmine began woofing at the screen. “Come on,” she yelled. “You can hit him better than that.” She appeared to be watching some kind of movie where two guys were fighting, and clearly, she was so invested in the fight that she hadn’t even noticed that I had come home. “Keep still, bitch girl,” she said, before lifting her foot and carelessly dropping the heel into my girlfriend’s back.

“Ugh,” Barbara yelped while still managing to keep her posture on all fours.

“What do you say?” Jasmine prodded, while rocking her foot back and forth, almost drilling the heel into my girlfriend’s spine.

“I’m sorry, Queen Jasmine.” Even from my place from across the room, I could see the shame in my girlfriend’s hunkered head, her eyes being out of sight yet her cheeks doing all the talking for her; a rosy, red patch lighting up the side of her face.

“What...? What’s going on?” I asked while clearing my throat and taking a step towards the two of them.

Jasmine’s head immediately jolted backwards and she looked over at me in surprise. “What are you doing home?”

“Oh God,” I heard Barbara say from the floor, and she immediately attempted to crawl and scramble from beneath Jasmine’s feet upon her back.

However, Jasmine was having none of it, and she moved one foot to cup beneath Barbara’s throat, holding her in place while the other clamped above her neck. “Where do you think you’re going, bitch girl?”

“Please, not in front of him,” Barbara whined. “I said this morning was a one-off.”

Jasmine snorted. “Do you really think I care about what bitch boy thinks? The pair of you two are pathetic.” Jasmine looked back towards me and she grinned, before nodding expectantly. “Come on, bitch boy. Come and get a good look at your precious girlfriend.”

I tentatively took a step around the sofa, then walked towards the television so that I could see the scene in its full glory. Barbara’s hands and legs were trembling while she held the weight of Jasmine’s feet above her. From the sweat that was trickling down her cheek, and the damp patch on the back of her work shirt, it was clear she’d been in this position for some time.

“What’s going on?” I asked again in total shock. “How...how did this happen?” I glanced between the two of them. “How did this happen without me?”

“I was right,” Jasmine smirked. “Your girlfriend is just as pathetic as you are.”

“But...how?” All I could think about was how forceful Barbara had been about Jasmine never finding out about the stuff we do; and how even in the elevator, after being so brutally humiliated, she’d insisted it would not happen again. It was just sex talk to turn me on so that we could have incredible sex. That was all, she’d said it again and again. Sure, we’d often teased each other about Barbara becoming nothing more than Jasmine’s footstool while she watched movies that my girlfriend was funding, however, she’d insisted, over and over, that is was nothing more than a fantasy. I was the one that actually debased myself freely at Jasmine’s feet, but, every time I had tried to encourage her to actually make it happen too, she’d become defensive and insist that she’d never actually do it for real. Not willingly. I mean, this morning had been incredible, but it was by sheer chance that Jasmine had woken and caught my girlfriend in a comprising position. I’d put the knife in and egged Jasmine on, and Barbara had gone along with it, but how could that have happened again? Had Barbara come home from work, tripped and fell beneath Jasmine’s supreme feet? 

Yet, that’s exactly what I was looking at right at this moment. Jasmine was freely watching whatever she wanted on Barbara’s account, all the while using my girlfriend as nothing more than her footstool. I glanced towards the kitchen and noted that it was immaculate, and that for sure, the food that Jasmine was currently scoffing was likely provided by my girlfriend too. “What is even happening right now?”

“Movie time and relaxation,” Jasmine quipped. “Except your girlfriend is doing neither.” She giggled, before, confident that she had Barbara subdued, she moved slightly over on the sofa, then lifted the foot from beneath her throat and pressed her toes to her face, cupping them straight over my girlfriend’s nose. “Show your boyfriend what an excellent foot sniffer you are, bitch girl.”

With Jasmine’s toes roughly placed against her nose, I caught sight of my girlfriend’s eyes looking at me in a panic. Her entire face had turned a beetroot purple by this point, as she looked as if she was on the verge of passing out from embarrassment. Despite the many times we had orgasmed together while discussing fantasies around submitting to my housemate, Barbara must have been finding the reality truly mortifying.

I, however, could barely contain my shocked excitement. My legs were shaking almost as much as Barbara’s as she continued to struggle as Jasmine’s subjugated footstool. I stumbled slightly, then collapsed back into the armchair behind me, my legs parted either side of my rock-hard cock nestled along my thigh. My breaths were loud and laboured as I teetered on the point of hyperventilation while witnessing the most erotic scene I could ever have imagined. I was baffled by how it could even have happened in the short time since Barbara had finished work, but I didn’t care, all I cared was that I was finally seeing my girlfriend dominated at the feet of the girl I’d been worshipping for the past two years. I was finally seeing an evolution of their interaction and I hadn’t been the one directing the action. The two of them had naturally fallen into these roles while I wasn’t even home.

“I said sniff my damn feet, bitch girl,” Jasmine said through clenched teeth. She lifted the foot on Barbara’s neck, and jolted it down again with a thud. In response, my girlfriend gasped and took in a deep breath from between Jasmine’s toes in the process. “That’s it, I want to feel the air between my toes. Keep doing it.”

Barbara had now closed her eyes in shame while she fell into a rhythm of breathing from in between Jasmine’s toes. Meanwhile, Jasmine leant back in the sofa and placed her hands behind her head, the picture of relaxation. “What do you think, bitch boy? Looks like I have two loser servants instead of one now, doesn’t it?”

I licked my lips, and simply stared back at her, my fingers shaking and clutching at my knees as I failed to muster any words. I didn’t have a clue what I would even say. I was afraid that I might say the wrong thing and bring this whole situation to an end. My wildest fantasy was coming true, and suddenly all of my wants and motives were entirely selfish. I didn’t care that my girlfriend looked humiliated beyond belief, because I was so turned on by the way that Jasmine had reduced her to her foot-sniffing slave.

“You came just at the right time anyway,” Jasmine added. “Because I was just about to teach your girlfriend how to really take care of my feet.” She then abruptly lifted both feet from her, before swinging around and softly kicking Barbara up the ass. “Move out of the way,” she said, however my girlfriend seemed in such a state of shock at my arrival, that she remained in place on all fours.

Jasmine took a final bite of the burger, licked some mayonnaise from her thumb, then leaving over half of food still on the plate, she shunted Barbara up the ass again. “Come on, bitch girl.” She then looked over at me and narrowed her eyes. “What is with you guys? You literally need to be told to do everything. What the hell would you two do without me, huh?”

Despite being kicked twice, Barbara still seemed in a daze and unable to control her body. Even though I was immensely turned on by the way Jasmine was treating her, the compassionate and concerned boyfriend returned, and I moved from the chair to kneel at my girlfriend’s side. “It’s okay, darling,” I said, while placing a hand softly upon her back and holding out the other hand.

Barbara, blinked, then some semblance of self-awareness seemed to return to her. She glanced at me, and for a moment, we looked into each other’s eyes and she seemed to recognise that everything was going to be okay. I wasn’t judging her, because why would I? I’d done far worse things at Jasmine’s feet, and I believed there was nothing shameful at all.

“It’s okay,” I said again, and I encouraged Barbara to lift one hand and place it in mine. Then, while keeping my hand against her back, I helped her to her feet. “Are you okay?”

“I’m sorry,” she said in a staggered, wavering breath. “I’m so sorry.”

My face flinched. “What are you sorry for?”

“I don’t know what happened...I just...I just...”

“She just couldn’t resist my feet.” Jasmine giggled from the sofa. “I was right.” She smirked. “She gave herself away with the way she was blushing and slurping all over my toes this morning. Pretending she hated it and all.” Her smirk was off the charts. “You should have seen her when she came home from work. Her eyes went straight to my feet. Next, she was scurrying around, cleaning up my mess, making me something to eat. She even turned on the television and handed me the remote.”

I stroked Barbara’s cheek affectionately, then brushed a couple of strands of her blonde hair behind her ears. It was bizarre, but in her sweaty forehead, puffy eyes and bashful cheeks, she’d never looked more beautiful in my eyes. She was seventeen years older than the girl whose feet she had just been humiliated at, but as a result, she looked like the younger one. She was visibly shaking, overwhelmed by the feelings of submission that were running through her.

“She asked me if I needed anything else,” Jasmine sneered. “You should have seen her, hovering by the sofa, desperate for me to give her something to do. I couldn’t get rid of her.”

I looked at Barbara in surprise, and couldn’t believe she’d come home and done all this without me.

“I told her to rub my feet,” Jasmine proudly announced. “You know what? She didn’t even sit next to me on the sofa like I’d expected. She knelt on the floor, and right then, I knew it. How long did it take before you were kissing my feet and sucking my toes?” She leered in Barbara’s direction, while my girlfriend closed her eyes and stooped down in shame. “I’d say a whole five minutes.”

“Wow,” I said, while continuing to stroke Barbara’s cheek. “I’m so proud of you, baby.” A thought crossed my mind. “Did you...did you do this for me?”

Barbara opened her eyes and squinted at me in confusion. “What?”

“Did you do this because you knew it would make me happy? Because I’d been mentioning it so much?”

“No?” she asked in confusion. She glanced shyly towards Jasmine’s feet, whose toes were eagerly tapping on the polished floor. With every drum, her toe rings seemed to click and clack. “I did it because...”—she blushed a shade I never thought possible—“...we’re Jasmine’s foot slaves.”

“Does that make you happy?” I asked excitedly, while Jasmine was watching over us, listening with interest with a satisfied, smug grin.

“With what?”

“Being Jasmine’s foot slaves?”

“I...I don’t know?” She appeared utterly confused. “Am I?”

I took her hand and led her back to the opposite side of the coffee table. “Shall we find out, together?”

Jasmine shifted above us, splaying out her feet carelessly across the table, while knocking over various discarded wrappers and containers. She parted her feet, with her soles bared in our direction. “Back for more, are you? Going to have a nice little date with my feet?” She nodded her approval. “Go ahead loser, knock yourselves out.” 

Barbara and I looked at each other, then after I gave her an encouraging nod, we both leaned in and took one of Jasmine’s feet as our own. Our lips engulfed her victorious toes, and settled on massaging and soothing them with our warm, moist mouths. As we looked at each other through the corners of our eyes, my expression bashful, while Barbara’s was filled with shame, our cheeks began to throb as we swirled our tongues and caressed our Queen’s deserving feet.

While we each sucked on one of her toes, Jasmine cooed and giggled. “Oh my God,” she said. “This is like the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. Finally, you’ve found the perfect girl for you, James.” She lifted her phone, and before we even had a chance to realise what was happening, the flash had gone off and the moment had been documented forever. “Look,” she said excitedly, while turning and showing us the phone. Both of us cowering down and blushing in disgrace, looking utterly pathetic in the photo, our cheeks bulged out while Jasmine’s big toes were lodged in each of our mouths. “You’re like soulmates,” she said. “No, wait, solemates. You get it? Solemates!”

Her girly giggles were a delight to my ears, as I finally realised I’d achieved in life everything I could ever want. I was alongside the woman I loved, together, worshipping at the feet of the girl I revered. Life couldn’t get any better.
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