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Freudian Slip

“Cover Angela’s accounts? I’d barely feel qualified to clean her shoes, never mind make the big calls.”

Where the hell did that phrasing come from, Julian thought. Mya noticed it too, raising an eyebrow at the image.

“I mean, I doubt they’ll ask anyone to take on her clients while she’s on maternity leave, but if it was going to be anyone it would be you. Especially after I fucked up on the Rio account.”

Mya gave him a familiar eyeroll, the same way she always did when he tried to be self-effacing. The way she did before inevitably reminding him of his insanely good luck.

“No, Julian, it’ll be you. You’re the well-bred golden boy with the connections and the charm. You’re going to continue your march to success, even if it means failing upwards.”

Julian couldn’t blame his friend and colleague for the mockery, which was light-hearted but based on a harsh reality. Mya was a mixed-race girl from a working-class family who had hustled and studied and grafted to make it into a prestigious finance job. It had taken a gymnastics scholarship to get her into college and her internships came off the back of her amazing grades. She was a force of nature, and it made Julian admire her. More than admire her, in fact, since she was as pretty as she was accomplished.

Julian, on the other hand, was a trust-fund kid from several generations of stockbrokers and lawyers. He might have been the lacrosse captain, but a combination of legacy admissions and generous donations meant his place at Harvard was always assured. He was clever and charming, but his father’s connections would have gotten him a foot in the door even if he was a blathering idiot. He had won the lottery of life and couldn’t begrudge Mya the occasional moment of bitterness.

His saving grace was that he was, unlike most men of his background and means, a fairly humble and supportive person, with a willingness to acknowledge and joke about his privilege.

“If anyone is stepping into her shoes, it’ll be you,” he said, trying to sound encouraging. Unbidden, yet another reference to shoes had come pouring out of his mouth. Julian was ashamed when he realized that he was sub-consciously fixated on his earlier daydream, in which their boss and star Senior Stockbroker Angela Carter had commanded him to remove her heels and rub her tired feet. A Freudian slip that he hoped wasn't too obvious.

It had all started during a long planning meeting when Angela, now just visibly pregnant, had kicked off her uncomfortable high heels and propped her leg up on a nearby chair. Julian, already zoning out of the boring discussion, had become enraptured by the sight of her tired toes wiggling in her black nylon tights. He always did his best not to objectify the women he worked with, vowing not to become a caricature of a Wall Street bro, but as a man with a thing for feet and strong women this stimulus was impossible to ignore. He had spent the rest of the meeting in a shameful fog of lust.

“Mr. Vandermeer, could I speak to you in my office at four please?”

Neither of them had noticed Mrs. Carter, the subject of their conversation, standing at the door of the break room. She looked as magnificent as always in her figure-hugging pencil skirt and blouse, with her high heels giving her an imposing stature and her recently announced pregnancy giving her even more inviting curves. Julian stammered a yes as his face reddened, while Mya struggled to contain a smirk. He hadn’t said anything offensive or particularly unprofessional but was still embarrassed to be caught in the act.

Make Yourself Useful

Julian knocked on the door to Angela Carter’s impressive corner office, tucked at the end of a quiet corridor far away from the more junior staff. She left him waiting for what felt like an age but must only have been thirty seconds, leaving him feeling like a fish dangling on a hook before announcing that he could enter.

“Please, take a seat.”

Julian sat in silence while Angela finished sending an email, prolonging his sense of nervousness.

“Do you know why I’ve asked you to come here today, Julian?”

He shook his head, not particularly hopeful that she was about to offer him a career-boosting temporary promotion when she went on maternity leave in a few months. She had always treated him with brusque professionalism, but her current tone was unmistakably stern.

“No, Mrs. Carter.”

“OK, I’ll tell you.”

What followed was an impressively detailed and devastatingly convincing explanation of how exactly he had screwed up a recent piece of research into the prospects of the pharmaceutical company Rio Rojo, potentially costing their clients millions. Angela had identified and corrected the mistake just in time, moving Mya onto the account, and Julian had hoped that would be the end of it. However, Mrs. Carter had apparently taken it to heart.

As Julian realized what kind of trouble he was in, a strange thought crossed his mind. He imagined throwing himself to the floor at her feet and begging for forgiveness while she looked down on him. His professional shame was undercut with a sliver of sexual excitement as he considered his career being at the mercy of a gorgeous woman who was smarter and more accomplished than him in every way. How would she punish him for his transgressions? In what demeaning ways would she demand that he grovel?

Cut it out, Julian told himself. This isn’t a porn film, you need to get your head in the game.

“Am I holding your attention here, Mr. Vandermeer?” she seemed to read his mind, the harshness of her tone and the use of his second name clearly signaling her displeasure.

Julian began a garbled apology but was soon cut off.

“Perhaps you think that your family connections protect you from criticism, or maybe you just don’t care about getting fired since you don’t need the money, but let me tell you this- a fuck-up like this meant that you were already on very thin ice.”

What was with her use of the past tense? This was the first formal warning he had got, but it sounded a lot like his boss was telling him that had already surpassed it.

“And then today I hear you making some pervy comments, to a female colleague no less, about cleaning shoes? Are you some kind of degenerate?

Julian felt his face drain of blood. He hadn’t meant it like that, not consciously at least. He genuinely respected Angela and would never have wanted to make her or Mya uncomfortable. Now, he was being looked at like some typical, misogynistic trust fund bro. He had to make this right.

“Mrs. Carter I am so sorry. I didn’t mean it that way at all. We were just talking about the rumors of someone getting a temporary promotion when you go on maternity leave, and I was saying how it would be difficult for anyone to live up to your standards.”

“Hmmm. Well, you’re right about that,” she looked at him with her stern anger now showing an undercurrent of wry amusement. “I’ve seen the way you stared at my feet in meetings, you know. I assumed you were just hungover and zoning out, but now I think I understand. You might have been talking about work, but I think your choice of words reveals something.”

“It was just a turn of phrase.”

“Well, here’s the thing. I rather liked it.”

“What?” Julian was, as was often the case when talking with Angela Carter, a few steps off the pace.

“I like the idea of you cleaning my shoes. It amuses me, and shows a proper level of respect. In fact, I think you should do it.”

“Do it? Like, clean your shoes?”

“Yes. You’re a mediocre employee but respect goes a long way. Why don’t you do it now?”

Julian had no idea what was going on here, but he didn’t want to anger her, particularly when it looked like his job and reputation was on the line. His family money meant he would never starve, but he loathed having to go cap in hand to his father. Even worse, the shame of being fired over something like this would be too much to take. That level of professional disgrace would likely ruin his friendship, and chances, with Mya as well.

“I would be happy to, Mrs. Carter. Do you have a cloth and polish or something?”

Angela pushed her seat back and swung her legs up onto the broad mahogany desk, showing the bright red soles of her Louboutin heels. “I was thinking more of a spit shine.”

Wait a minute, Julian thought. Maybe I am in a porno?

His workplace nightmare was quickly turning into a fever dream fantasy, but he knew he had to be careful. If this was real and he wasn’t dreaming, then he was in a perilous situation. This could be going in a direction that was serious, sensual, or even sexual. It could even be a trap. He decided to play dumb, hoping that more communication would give him the chance to figure out his next move.

“You want me to spit shine your shoes?”

“Yes, Julian. Listen, improvise, adapt. Are you a fucking idiot?” she looked exasperated, as if what she was asking was an entirely normal task that he was refusing to understand. “Spit shine my heels. You can use your shirt or your tie, you’ll figure it out.”

There wasn’t much else to do at this stage than obey. Julian might not know where this was all going, but Mrs. Carter had just laid out the next steps pretty clearly. Disobeying didn’t seem like an option. More than that, obeying her felt right. He had frequently found himself fantasizing about being put in his place by a strong woman and it now looked like that scenario was terrifyingly, tantalizingly close.

He stood next to the desk and bent over, putting his lips just above the material of her gorgeous high heels. Julian could smell rich patent leather and some other, intoxicating perfume. He made sure to get as close as possible, not wanting to spit on her foot or the desk lest he anger her further.

“Come on, get on with it. I don’t have all day.”

Julian released a little saliva onto the tip of her shoe and began wiping with his expensive silk tie. He assiduously avoided looking her in the eye but could just make out Angela’s satisfied expression as he worked. She looked surprisingly at ease with this bizarre situation.

“I’ve never been fond of men who had everything handed to them on a silver platter. The best of them are lazy and unfocused, the worst of them are ungrateful misogynistic assholes. Since I’ve been pregnant my tolerance for that kind of shit has been even lower than usual. I only have time for men who are going to be loyal and obedient. Can you be loyal and obedient?”

Julian forced himself to look at her and answer, knowing that the straightforward and driven businesswoman rarely asked rhetorical questions. “Yes.”

“Let’s go for Yes, Ma’am.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy, that’s what I wanted to hear,” she pulled her shoe away from Julian, leaving him wiping at the air. “You’re doing a pretty shitty shoeshine job though. Why don’t you try using your tongue?”

“Please, Mrs. Carter, Ma’am,” Julian stammered. This was mind-bendingly close to a life-changing sexual fantasy for him, but he still felt the need to put up some token resistance. He considered himself a professional and a man, not some perverted shoe-licker. He also wasn't entirely sure that this wasn’t all some elaborate trap, with the HR department about to burst out of a cupboard to catch him in a sting.

“Please what?” Angela was in no mood for his token resistance. “You just promised to be loyal and obedient, didn’t you? Are you a liar now, as well as a fuck-up?”

“How about I do this after work? Not in the office?” Julain hoped this offer would allow him a modicum or separation between the world of work and that of exciting and terrifying sexual experimentation.

“No, I’m a very busy woman and I don’t particularly want to look at your face after hours. It’s part of your job description as a Junior Analyst, to assist me in any way I see fit. So, don’t make me repeat it again. Lick my shoes.”

Julian made no further protests. As his tongue made contact with the patent leather he felt a strange sense of peace, the kind he felt when he floated on water. He was giving in to both Angela Carter’s dominant aura and to his own sublimated desires. He was tasting submission along with leather, and it felt so right.

She seemed to read his mind. “This is exactly what I needed. There’s nothing like having a man debase himself to make you feel back in control. I think it’s what you needed, as well. I’ve thought for a while you might be submissive, I can usually tell from a mile away.”

Was it that obvious? Julian thought. Is that why I keep striking out with girls? Is that why Mya isn’t interested?

He pushed those thoughts away and focused on his task, painstakingly cleaning Mrs. Carter’s heels. Despite how strange this whole situation was, he wanted to impress her by doing a good job.

“As much as I’m enjoying this pretty picture, I do have quite a bit of work to do. Someone has to make us money after all. You can get under the desk and keep going. I want them sparkling.”

Julian crawled under her desk awkwardly and lay on his back, thankful for how ostentatiously large it was. It was spacious enough for him to lie straight and move around a little, and crucially should keep him out of sight if anyone suddenly came into the office. He felt one shoe come to rest on his chest while the other was offered up to his mouth.

Julian knew from frequent attempts to catch a sight of her soles, that Mrs. Carter tended to wear her gym shoes to and from the office, only switching into heels after she arrived. That meant her Louboutins were largely free of street dirt or anything that couldn’t be found on their office’s regularly cleaned carpets. Still, the act of licking the sole of her shoes, rather than just the top, filled him with an instinctual revulsion. Despite that disgust, however, he could feel himself getting hard.

He fell into an almost meditative state as he licked away at whatever part of the shoe she offered to him, listening to the rapid clicking of her keyboard. Being used and ignored by this gorgeous woman seemed almost natural, far less of a strain on his mind than the constant striving and effort that his job usually required.

His reverie was broken when Angela slipped her pointed stiletto between his lips. With no choice but to open wide lest the sharp point cause damage to his expensively maintained teeth, Julian soon found himself sucking on the heel like a cock. He heard a quiet and surprisingly girlish laugh coming from above him when he let out an involuntary little gagging noise, with his boss clearly taking pleasure in his suffering.

“My feet have been killing me this week,” came her dismissive voice. “All part of being pregnant I suppose, but I’m not willing to quit the gym or high heels yet. Rub them for me.”

She used Julian’s body to kick off the heels, placing one nylon-covered foot on his chest and allowing the other to rest across his face, not bothering to wait for his affirmation. He took her delicate foot in his hand, kneading the soles deeply with his thumbs. Julian had little expertise in giving foot rubs but had a vague idea of what to do from movies and, shamefully, the extensive number of foot fetish videos he had watched. It seemed to work, drawing a little moan of pleasure from his boss.

They went on like this for a few minutes, with him rubbing one foot while the other kneaded and pinched his face like he was some executive desk toy, an object for his boss’s relaxation. It was undoubtedly humiliating, but Julian also couldn’t deny that he was enjoying it. The silky-smooth sensation of the nylon, the slight smell of her sweat, the feeling of being used and useful.

After an indeterminate amount of time she had him reorientate his body so he could continue on the other foot, but otherwise seemed happy to ignore him. What they were doing was no doubt perverse and unprofessional, but Mrs. Carter seemed to view him as an object rather than a sexual partner.

A knock sounded at the door and Julian’s heart jumped in his chest. A foot pressed down firmly on his mouth, indicating that he should remain silent while Angela told them to come in.

“Good afternoon, Angela. Here are those projections you asked for.”

It was Mya. He would recognize her sweet, cheeky voice anywhere, but the fact that she was on first-name terms with their boss confirmed it. Mrs. Cartner had always had a sweet spot for the self-made girl from the wrong side of the tracks.

Julian began to freak out as he heard Mya take a seat to continue their discussions. His friend, his crush, was just inches away while he lay on the floor with a raging hard-on from being used as a foot wipe by their sexy, pregnant boss. Just as his heartbeat was reaching panic attack territory, he felt Angela slip her toes into his mouth. It was strangely comforting.

“Have you seen Julian, by the way?” Mya asked. “I know you were going to talk to him, but I haven’t seen him since.”

“Oh, yes. I gave him a bit of a spanked bottom about the Rio account and then let him go home early.”

Mya chuckled and then stopped herself. “I shouldn’t laugh. It’s just quite a funny image.”

“Yes, the poor boy looked like he was going to cry. I think he might not be tough enough to last in this business, but I’m determined to find some kind of use for him.”

His face was bright red with embarrassment but there was nothing he could do to protest. Instead, he just sucked gently on the offered toes until Mya left. Angela got up and went to the door, putting on the Do Not Disturb sign that she often used when she was in the zone and needed quiet.

“That was a fun little rush, but let’s not risk getting walked in on,” she said, finally acknowledging that this arrangement was unusual. To Julian's awe she sat down at the desk, hiked up her skirt, and removed her panties. “I want you to eat me out. Prove to me that you can be useful.”

He could have resisted but it would have been pointless. Not only was he in a weak position, but he wanted to taste Angela Carter. To worship her. To please her.

Julian kneeled in between her legs and breathed in deeply, the slight feminine musk sending a wave of excitement through him. He began by kissing her upper thighs, his limited experience with women at least giving him the knowledge that most liked to be gently teased a little bit before being licked, but Angela clearly had other ideas. She gripped his head firmly and pulled him in, pressing his nose against her neatly trimmed bush and forcing his lips onto hers.

He followed her occasional directions, kissing and licking while she simply sat there and enjoyed his efforts. She told him to suck on her clit before having him drive his tongue into her, exploring every inch of her wet cunt with his mouth. Julian loved the taste and found himself worshipping his boss with eager enthusiasm, desperate to please her pussy.

“Look at me,” Angela commanded as she undid the buttons of her blouse. He stared up past her slight bump and bigger-than-ever breasts to see her looking down at him with a lusty, self-satisfied smirk. “I’ve been feeling horny and angry and mean. I want you to take care of that, OK?”

“Yes, Ma’am” Julian said, breaking off his licking to pledge his supplication. She smiled, but roughly pulled his head in again.

“Say it again with a mouthful of my cunt.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he groaned into her pussy, the vibrations seeming to send her close to the edge.

“Do you like licking the pussy of a superior woman? Do you like the taste of hard work and earned success, you privileged little prick?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Angela gripped his head tightly to her and began to grind, using his face like a sex toy. She was impossibly wet and Julian could already feel her juices dripping down his chin. She came with wild abandon, holding back her screams in favor of a low moan while she fucked his face. Julian licked and did his best to swallow her cum, which was gushing in amounts he had never experienced before.

He kissed and licked gently while Mrs. Carter came down from her high. She maintained her hold on his head but loosened it, stroking his head like he was a pet rather than gripping tightly. He hoped he had pleased her and thought that he had.

“Good boy,” she pinched his cheek and directed his eyes up toward hers. “I think you might have some uses after all. I’m going to be adding some new tasks to your job description, just between us. OK?”

What else could he say?

“Yes, Ma’am.”


Your New Job

Julian’s work life changed dramatically after that day. He still covered his usual accounts and completed research tasks, but he also regularly found himself under Mrs. Carter’s desk, sometimes several times a day. She had him come in early so that he could soothe her tired feet after her thrice-weekly morning gym session. That meant removing her sneakers and sports socks before rubbing and worshipping her sweaty feet. Soon he was intimately familiar with her collection of boots, heels, pumps, and nylons. He would also stay late several times a week to service his boss in more intimate ways, licking her to a relaxing orgasm after a long day of high-octane decision-making. During the day he would be called in for short meetings to provide foot rubs or otherwise amuse the woman that he increasingly thought of as his mistress rather than boss.

There was little pretense in this arrangement. Angela Carter was a straightforward woman who made her desires clear, and what she wanted was to humiliate and degrade Julian for her own pleasure. That meant he wasn’t just rubbing her feet, but was frequently using his tongue to clean every inch of them. Mrs. Carter would ignore or tease him while he worked, laughing as he licked her soles or sucked her toes. She took to having him lick in between her long digits, clearly getting off on the joy of domination as well as the sensation. When he was licking her she made sure to give him terse, detailed descriptions of what she liked, training him to become a mindless but effective pussy pleaser. It was utterly degrading, with Julian being used as little more than a toy.

The thing is though, he liked it. His foot fetish made this a fantasy as well as a potential professional disaster. More than that, the power dynamic and Mrs. Carter’s bitchy attitude were bringing out his latent submissive tendencies. He was terrified of being found out and often worried about where this would all end, yet he craved his sessions with her more every day. He loved her glowing skin and increasingly curvy body, her pregnancy only seeming to make her more attractive. The taste of her soft soles and the smell of her pheromones pervaded Julain’s mind, making him miss her at the weekends.

Still, as much as Julian loved this arrangement, he knew it couldn’t go on forever. Mya was beginning to notice, asking pointed questions about what work he was doing with their boss. She seemed more concerned that he was getting ahead professionally, with seemingly no suspicion that there was anything sexual going on. After all, their boss’s contempt for him was obvious. Still, he was having a harder and harder time deflecting his cute colleague's inquiries. She was too sharp and ambitious to let this go.

Things came to a head on a Friday afternoon, four weeks after that first fateful meeting. The office was near empty and Julian was in his familiar spot underneath Mrs. Carter’s desk, sucking gently on her clit while she finished reading some reports. A knock at the door caused him to freeze, with surprise turning to panic when the door opened. Few people would dare to open Angela’s door when the Do Not Disturb sign was up, so while someone walking in was always a possibility, it hadn’t happened yet. His boss stroked his hair with one hand, calming him like he was a skittish dog while telling him not to move.

“I’m sorry to burst in like this Mrs. Carter, but I need to talk to you about this before the weekend.”

“Well, what is it that’s so important then?”

Mya took a deep breath, clearly steeling herself to give a practiced speech. “I’ve noticed that Julian seems to be getting a lot of face time with you, which is fine, but I’m concerned that I’m not being afforded the same opportunities. I’m sure you wouldn’t let gender or family connections come into it, but I would like to know why I am not being given the same mentorship as him. I believe I am as bright and capable as Julian. I want to throw my hat in the ring for whatever role he is undertaking.”

There was a long, pregnant pause.

“And sorry again, for barging in like this, Mrs. Carter.”

There was a hearty laugh from above as their boss took this all in.

“Don’t apologize, you are totally right! And please, you know you can call me Angela. In fact, call me Angie. That’s the name my friends use. Come and take a seat.”

Mya sat down in the chair opposite Angela, placing her just inches away from him. Julian tried not to breathe, feeling like the heavy beat of his heart might give his position away at any moment.

“Listen, you aren’t as bright and capable as Julian. You are far more bright and capable than that spoiled little legacy case,” there was a quickly stifled chuckle from Mya’s side of the desk. “I love the ambition and assertiveness that you’ve just shown by coming in here to fight your corner. You have a bright future in this company, and I want you to know that you’ll be moving up once I go on maternity leave.”

Julian could practically hear Mya swell at those words and could picture her bright smile. His boss’s words stung his pride, but it was nothing he didn’t already know.

“That’s amazing to hear, Mrs. Car- Angie, I mean. But what has Julian been doing, if you don’t mind me asking? In fact,” Julian’s breath caught in his chest as Mya’s voice turned quizzical, “Like, where is he just now? I was sure he was in here with you?”

He expected their boss to deflect or misdirect, to come up with some clever ploy. After all, Mya would hardly press her on it, not when she seemed to be in line for some kind of promotion. Instead, she did the unexpected.

“Mya, I like you and trust you, so I’m going to let you in on a little secret. I need you to stay calm though. Keep an open mind while I explain. Can you do that?”

“Okay,” she replied, hesitant but curious.

“Good. Julian, come out,” Angela slapped him lightly when he hesitated. “Come on, hurry up.”

Julian crawled out from under the desk, keeping his eyes down as his head swirled with panicked emotion. This could mean disaster for him professionally, but even worse it was sure to irrevocably change his friendship with Mya. A friendship he had often hoped would become something more.

“What… what the fuck?”

Their boss stood, straightening her skirt as she began to explain.

“People who succeed in our line of work, who rise to the very top, are the kind of people who take what they want. People like me, and you, take what they want.”

“And what you want is… Julian?”

“Ha, in a way. What I want is to use Julian. To put him in his place, to play with him, to take pleasure from him. It makes me feel strong, and sexy, and relaxed. I’m a busy woman, and he takes care of my needs.”

Mya was silent for a moment, processing all this. Julian kept his eyes down, unable to meet Mya’s eyes. Instead, he found himself staring at her smart black pumps, finding himself perversely focused on how pretty her feet must be, and how they might smell and taste after a day at the office.

“So, he’s your…”

“My pet, I suppose. My toy,” Angela laughed, confident and assured as always, “he’s certainly not my lover, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

Mya laughed, and Julian braved a look at her face. The sense of shell shock was gone, and now she looked intrigued.

“So, he’s like your PA, but the A stands for ass-kisser?”

“You’re catching on,” Angela padded round the desk on nylon-stockinged feet, perching herself on it. “Rub my feet, Julian. Now.”

Her harsh command pushed past any resistance he might have felt. Moving on autopilot,  Julian got down in front of his boss and next to his colleague before taking Mrs. Carter’s beautiful foot in his hand.

“He isn’t being coerced, if that’s worrying you. Little Julian likes being useful, and this new part of his job fits with his proclivities quite nicely, judging from the tent he has in his pants half the time,” to Julian’s shame there was already a visible boner in his pants, which Mya had now surely noticed. “But let me ask you, what do you think of all this?”

Mya paused to collect her thoughts. “Well, it’s bizarre, but it seems like a good deal for you. You work hard and certainly deserve some extra... support, especially right now. And Julian seems to be the right kind of perv for the job. I certainly won’t tell anyone.”

“Good, I knew I could trust you. But listen, if you are helping manage my accounts while I’m off, you could also get to enjoy some of my perks, if you catch my drift.”

It took Julian a moment to realize what Mrs. Carter was suggesting. Mya as always, got there first.

“You mean using your assistant here?”

“That’s right. I doubt he would protest, given the way he looks at you.”

Mya, for once, looked flustered by that, with something that looked like a blush coming into her cheeks. Did the notion of Julian having a crush on her throw her? Was it reciprocated?

“You deserve the support, and I could use someone to keep an eye on him for me. Taking a firm hand if necessary,” Angela continued. “He can be quite useful.”

“And what would I have him do?” Mya asked, quietly.

“Oh, whatever you like. I’ve enjoyed having him soothe my feet. I feel like it’s a good way to remind him who’s boss. Still, with a bit of direction his pussy eating has improved.”

“I don’t know…”

“You’re under no obligation,  of course! We can agree to all forget about this. But this is the kind of thing that goes on at the higher levels of our industry. The men do it, with their strip club parties and whatnot. Why should you be denied the perks of your future position?”

Julian was quiet through all this, focusing on his task as a way of avoiding the terrifying strangeness of the experience. When he tried to conceive of what was happening it started to hurt his brain and ego as he was pulled in different directions. On the one hand, his position with both of these impressive, admirable women was completely changed now, forever. On the other hand, he had long fantasized about both of them. Some of those lurid fantasies might be about to come true.

“OK, I’m on,” Mya said. She sounded sure of herself again, now that she had made up her mind.

“Are you sure?”

“Fuck it, yeah. This is weird, but I haven’t been laid in a while and I can’t pretend this isn’t hot. Let’s do it!”

“Fantastic!” Mrs. Carter stood up, ripping her foot away from Julian and leaning in to hug Mya. It seemed like this shared secret, and shared toy, was going to be a bonding experience for them. “I think you should take him for a little test drive.”

“OK, I’m keen.”

“What do you want him to do?”

A naughty look crossed his friend’s face, a lustful expression that Julian had never seen before.

“A foot rub sounds nice, but first… I’d like to see him naked.”

“Ha, yes, let’s do that!” Angela laughed. “I’ve been content to use his mouth, but why not see what we’re working with underneath that suit!”

Julian could feel the color drain from his face. This entire thing put him in a vulnerable position, but being naked in the office in front of these two women would only heighten the feeling. His smart business attire had always been like a suit of armor for him, reminding him that despite his imposter syndrome he deserved his position and his life. Now he would be stripped bare, completely at the mercy of his friend and his superior.

Still, any resistance wilted under Mrs. Carter’s unflinching glare. He stripped off his clothes quickly, with as much dignity as he could muster, and stood with his hands vaguely covering his crotch, a failing task since his cock remained stubbornly hard throughout all this. The sight of a small patch of precum on his boxers drew a giggle from Mya, making him feel like some tiny insect in front of these strong, beautiful women.

“Come on, don’t be shy! Hands behind your back.”

He complied, face burning red, while the women surveyed him.

“Not too shabby,” their boss mused. “Might be worth a ride, at some point, if he earns it.”

“Hmm,” Mya appraised him with a cocked eyebrow, seeming to grow into her new role by the minute. “A day ago I would have loved the idea of fucking him, but after seeing this… I don’t think so.”

Those words hit Julian like a ton of bricks. He had harbored a crush on Mya for months and, before all this, had been desperately trying to build up the confidence to make a move. Now he was finding out that the feelings were reciprocated. Or at least they had been, before she had found out what their boss had reduced him to.

So, that was another thing Mrs. Angela Carter had taken from him. His pride in his work, his self-confidence, his masculinity, and now his chance at a normal relationship with this cute coworker. At the same time he was living out a fantasy, his body and soul yearning for this humiliation, craving the act of service. Tears began to form in his eyes as he contemplated the delicious, confusing irony.

“Yes, it’s hard to view him as a proper man after seeing him clean your feet with his mouth,” Angela picked up his silk tie and fastened it around his neck like a leash before handing it to Mya. “But I’m sure you can still think of some fun uses for him. Let’s discuss your new opportunity while he gives you that foot rub.”

Mya led him to the couch in the corner of the room, pointing him wordlessly to the floor while the ladies sat. She kicked off her shoes and placed her socked feet in his hands while their boss rested her legs on his shoulders like he was some kind of footstool. Julian felt completely exposed, shorn of the scant protection afforded by the desk or his clothes. His friend and their boss ignored him as they discussed the specifics of the accounts that Mya would soon be supervising, and how that might lead to a formal promotion in time.

“Don’t be afraid to give him some direction,” Angela said, gesturing down at Julian. “You can tell him how you like your feet rubbed. He responds well to instruction. The same goes for… other tasks.”

“I’m not even sure what I like, sometimes,” Mya admitted. “I haven’t had a lot of time for that sort of thing. Not since college.”

“Yes, the long hours are one of the sacrifices we make for a career. But this can be a good opportunity for you to experiment. It’s also useful for you to practice your leadership skills. You should be used to being in command.”

“Good point. Julian, take my socks off,” a wicked smile crossed Mya’s face, “and give them a little sniff.”

Julian removed her black cotton socks to reveal his friend’s small, cute feet. The toes were painted red but heavily chipped, and while he found her feet very attractive they were not as well looked after as Angela’s. Mya was a hardworking ex-gymnast. It made Julian want to soothe and care for her body, just like he did for their pregnant boss.

“How do they smell?”

“Good.”

“Good, how? Not sweaty?”

“A little, but they smell like you. I like it,” Julian felt his face turn red, but they were long past the point where it was worth being demure.

“God, you really are a little freak. It’s kinda cute, even if it is a little bit pathetic,” Mya laughed, holding her sole out tantalizingly in front of his face.

“That’s the spirit!” Angela laughed. “I like to get really specific with stuff that makes me feel good and helps him know his place. You know, lick in between my toes, suck on the heel, that sort of thing. I once had another little pet clean my feet for hours after I had run a marathon. The sensation of his mouth was so soothing. I even had him suck on the calluses until they softened. Better than any pedicure!

“Wow, that is… wow,” Mya could have looked surprised, disgusted, or scared by this revelation, but instead her eyes burned with something else. Admiration? Arousal? “Yeah, Julian, do some of that stuff.”

That was some fairly non-directive direction, but Julian had spent long enough with Mrs. Carter that he now had a solid idea of what to do. He kissed Mya’s silky soles and moved on to licking as she began to relax into it. She seemed to find the sensation of him licking in between her toes too ticklish but moaned when he sucked on them. The more Julian focused on his task, the better he felt. His anxieties and fears took a backseat as he focused on obedient service.

“So, now that you’ve had some time to think about it, is there anything else you want to do with him? The office will be deserted by now, so feel free to get creative.”

“Hmm,” Mya pondered her next move. “I haven’t had sex in a while, and always loved the idea of riding Julian. The thing is, I’m not sure he deserves it anymore. I do like a manly man.”

“Yes, it’s hard to have much respect for a man after you’ve degraded him. Plus, pussy is a reward that has to be earned. There are other uses for men, though, than their cocks.”

“There is one thing I’ve never tried that I always thought was hot.”

“Yes?” Mrs. Carter sounded intrigued. She was constantly horny, perhaps due to the pregnancy hormones, and her voice practically dripped with arousal.

“I’ve always kind of wanted a guy to lick my ass.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Some of my friends said it feels amazing, and it seems like such a power rush.”

“Right on both counts,” Angela agreed. “I’m sure Julian would be happy to oblige. You should try it now.”

“Now?”

“Why not? The office is empty, he’s naked and horny, and you deserve a reward. A new experience, to cap your promotion.”

“In front of you, though?”

“Feel free to take him home with you, if you prefer! But we’re all friends here, and to be honest I do like to watch.”

Mya took a moment to consider the idea but was as decisive as usual. No doubt she was being pulled along by their boss’s charisma, just as he had been, but it was a win-win for her anyway. “Fuck it, OK. Let’s do it.”

“Excellent! And maybe if he does a good enough job you can reward him with that fuck after all.”

“Maybe,” Mya said, standing to undo her pants. Julian had never licked ass before, but he found himself salivating at the prospect. It was shameful and degrading, but some part of him craved that. It helped that it was Mya, the long-time object of his affections, who was shimmying out of her pinstriped pantsuit to reveal a round, juicy butt clad in a tiny black thong.

“Nice underwear. Do you have a date later?” Angela asked, as Mya unbuttoned her blouse to reveal a matching bra. It wasn’t exactly lingerie, but wasn’t too far off.

“Thanks. I’ve always liked nice frillies, even if there’s no one else to see them. It’s like a fun secret to wear all day. Julian, take off the panties for me.”

He pulled them down her toned legs, admiring her shaved pussy and neat, pink lips. She was already glistening from arousal, the sight and sensation of him degrading himself at her feet evidently getting her motor up and running. Julian found himself looking up reverently, while Mya peered down at him like some powerful queen. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught Mrs. Carter licking her lips. This was all becoming deliciously depraved.

“Do you want to lick this pussy?” Mya asked, using her fingers to reveal all of her soft, sensitive spots.

“Yes. I would love to. I’ve wanted to for a long time.”

“Ah well, if only you’d made your move earlier. Instead, you can start with my ass,” she turned and put a foot up on the couch, presenting her pert derriere to him. Their boss sat just inches away, but that only seemed to spur Mya on, driving her to show off her own dominant streak. “Kiss.”

Julian did as he was told, needing no second invitation. He leaned forward and placed a chaste kiss on her light-brown skin, quickly adding in some tongue at her suggestion. Mya and Angela giggled as he smooched away.

“You should make him beg to serve you,” their boss suggested, as if she were proofreading a document. “Make sure he always shows the proper respect.”

“You heard her. Ask to worship my ass.”

“Please Mya, please let me eat your ass.”

“Why?”

“Because you deserve it. You deserve to feel good,” Julian answered, hoping that was the right approach.

“Damn right,” his friend-turned-rival-turned-mistress reached back and grabbed him by the hair, pulling his nose into her cheeks. “Eat my asshole, Jules.”

He tried to get his tongue out, although the size of her gym-honed butt meant that it wasn’t easy. Mya jerked his head firmly, making sure that he licked up and down her crack, the musky, feminine taste pervading his mind within moments. Julian was keenly aware that he was literally brown-nosing a colleague and soon-to-be boss, using his tongue to clean the most intimate part of his friend, but despite the shame and confusion he found himself loving every second of it.

“Try holding your cheeks apart so he can get his tongue right up there. Trust me, it feels so good.”

Mya did as their boss suggested, spreading herself so that he could clearly access her pink hole. Mrs. Carter placed a firm hand on the back of his head and pushed him in, robbing him of his breath. Julian felt a deep moan move through Mya’s body as his tongue penetrated her, the sensation taking her to new heights of pleasure. She reached a hand down between her legs and began to stroke her clit while Julian tongue-fucked her ass, struggling to breathe and endure the ache in his jaw.

“Fuuuuck yessss,” Mya moaned, an almighty vibration running through her. Her legs shook like two towers in an earthquake as her orgasm reached its peak, but she just managed to stay upright. Julian kept licking, fighting to maintain contact with his tongue even as she jerked. After a long moment, she fell forward onto the couch, and Angela pushed Julian down onto the floor where he lay, exhausted but hard as a rock.

“That was… wow.”

“Yeah, it was hot to watch.”

“Thanks, for this. For everything, Angie.”

Julian had the feeling he was witnessing the birth of a beautiful friendship, even as his relationship with Mya changed forever.

“So, did he earn his fuck?”

Mya took a minute to think about it, tapping her finger on her chin theatrically. She looked beautiful, naked except for her bra with her skin flush and glowing. “Yeah, he earned it. Leadership requires carrots and sticks.”

“Clever girl. We’ll make a corporate titan out of you yet.”

Mya took the tie that still hung around Julian’s neck and used it to pull his head slightly off the ground before placing her foot on his face, pinning him to the ground. She kneaded his squished face with her toes, pinching his nose while she sneered down at him.

“At least your cock is nice and hard. I want you to lie, quiet, there while I ride it. If you manage not to come without permission I might consider letting you fuck me like a real man. If you can’t control yourself it’ll be foot boy duties for a while, as well as whatever else I come up with.”

Julian didn’t need the threat to motivate him. His mind, body, and soul were already laid bare. Obedience and stamina were all he had left to offer, and he was damn sure going to bring them to the table.

Mya squatted down on those sure, stable gymnast's legs, maintaining her balance with impressive ease as she guided his cock to her entrance with one hand. She paused for a moment, teasing his red and desperate head with her wet lips before plunging down onto him just as he was about to start begging. She took all of him inside, letting out a guttural moan as she impaled herself. From the corner of his eye, Julian could see Mrs. Carter’s fingers begin to move under her skirt as she watched her employees with hungry eyes. His attention was focused mostly on Mya though, with her beautiful mouth forming into a perfect O of pleasure as she began to ride him.

“Don’t you dare come without permission,” Mya warned again, correctly reading the pained look on Julian’s face. He had never had problems with his stamina before, but the combination of humiliation and the sensation of her tight pussy was driving him quickly to the edge. “If you do, I’m going to make you regret it.”

Julian shut his eyes and tried to focus on anything else, desperate not to embarrass himself. He heard Angela shift off the couch. His next breath brought in the musky scent of leather and sweat as his boss placed a shoe over his nose.

“Maybe we can condition him to be even more obsessed with feet. Make it the only thing he can think about while he’s fucking.”

Mya laughed. “That’s hot. We could completely ruin him for other women.”

“Exactly!”

“I’ve got another idea though. Why don’t you sit on his face? A good worker should learn how to multitask.”

“I can’t say no to that.”

The shoe was thrown to the side and darkness descended as Angela straddled him, covering his eyes with her round, juicy ass. His nose nestled in her crack and he took in the musky scent, reaching out his tongue to taste her. The taste of her pussy had changed slightly over the weeks as her pregnancy advanced, becoming saltier as her hormonal balance changed. It still tasted absolutely heavenly to Julian.

The sights, smells, and sensations of the day were all catching up to him, the thrill of service driving him to the brink of orgasm, the delicious mindfuck of his humiliation taking him to new regions of perverse pleasure. He tried desperately to warn his new owners that he was about to lose control, but the words were garbled and muffled by Angela’s cunt. When his boss let out a low moan of pleasure, her orgasm sending her juices gushing into his mouth, the last of his resistance melted away. His balls tightened and his cock pulsated, sending rope after rope shooting into Mya. She kept riding even as she laughed at his failure, milking every last drop from him.

Angela rolled off and sighed heavily, lying on her side and looking at her two employees with something like pride. “So, what’s his punishment going to be?”

“Well, the sentence should fit the crime, right? That’s how people learn.”

“Quite right.”

“So,” Mya crawled up Julian’s broken body, her pert breasts tantalizingly close to his face for a moment before she straightened up to sit on his chest. “I think cleaning up his own mess would be a good start.”

She straddled his face, pinching his nose so that he had no option but to open his mouth. Julian wouldn’t have resisted anyway, though. What was about to happen was degrading and disgusting, but he was so far gone that he would have agreed to anything.

He cursed the size of his load as Mya relaxed her muscles and let the salty semen drip into his mouth.

“Get in there with your tongue and clean it up, we don’t want to be here all night.”

Julian did as commanded, internally cringing as he swirled his tongue around inside her. Today was potentially disastrous for him, he had enough sense left to know that, but somehow something felt right about being underneath Mya. Anxieties bubbled away in his mind but already, subconsciously, he was imagining what cruel delights the future might hold. The taste in his mouth might be bitter, but the joy of submission was sweet.

“So, I’ll start making your temporary promotion official, and we can work together to prepare the handover,” Mrs. Carter said, as if talking business while a man ate his own creampie was perfectly normal. “Can I assume you’ll accept?”

“Oh yes. And Julian will keep his unofficial role?” Mya asked, stroking his hair as he continued to lick.

“Well, that’s up to him, but I would be happy to hand him over to you. After assisting you both with the transition, of course.”

“Of course. And Julian, you’ll be happy to keep providing, um, personal assistance?” Mya raised up to let him answer.

“I would be delighted, Mya,” Julian replied honestly. He had never expected anything like this to happen, but as scary as it was it felt amazing to serve them like this. It was the realization of a dream that he had barely been able to interpret until recently, but which now loomed gigantic in his mind.

“Call me Ms. Williams.”

“Yes, Ms. Williams.”

“Well then, that’s settled,” Mrs. Carter said. “You’ll get the money, responsibility, and opportunity to prove yourself while I’m away. He’ll get to learn by helping you out with the work and anything else you might need. I expect you to ride him hard, but I’m sure he will learn lots by studying at your feet.”

Julian wouldn’t want it any other way.
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