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  Beneath Her Heel

An Erotic Novel of Femdom, Desire, and Devotion



First Day, First Floor

The elevator smelled like someone else’s cologne and stale Monday. Caleb Mori stood against the back wall with his messenger bag pressed to his hip, watching floor numbers tick upward in amber digits. Fourteen. Fifteen. Sixteen. His reflection floated in the brushed steel doors — dark hair that needed a trim, shirt collar he’d ironed three times this morning, the kind of face his mother called pleasant and his college roommate called pretty-boy, which was worse.

Sixteenth floor. The doors parted and the smell changed: espresso, new carpet, the faint chemical sweetness of whiteboard markers. Alcantara & Webb. The name was etched into a frosted glass partition in sans-serif font, and beyond it, the open plan unfolded — long desks, iMacs with matte screens, a living wall of moss and fern that climbed one whole side of the space. Industrial pendant lights hung low. Someone had left a half-eaten croissant on a standing desk near the entrance, flakes scattered across a keyboard.

He adjusted his bag strap. Breathed.

This is fine. You’ve done this before. New office, new people, same job.

Except the last agency had been twelve people in a converted warehouse in Portland, and this was Manhattan, and the client list he’d been emailed included two Fortune 500 companies and a luxury fashion house he couldn’t pronounce.

»Caleb?«

The voice came from his left. A stocky guy, maybe his age, with a buzz cut and a grin wide enough to see from across the floor. He wore a Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned over a plain white tee — the kind of deliberate casualness that announced itself. Broad shoulders, ex-wrestler thickness through the neck and forearms, a face that was all jaw and good humor. Japanese-American, if Caleb had to guess, with a tan that said weekends outdoors and the easy posture of someone who’d never once worried about taking up space.

»Caleb Mori, right? Junior Strategist?« The guy stuck out his hand. »Nolan Hashimoto. Copywriter. I’m supposed to be your onboarding buddy, which mostly means I show you where the good coffee is and warn you about the printer on this floor.«

Caleb shook his hand. Firm grip, calloused palms. »What’s wrong with the printer?«

»It’s possessed. Genuinely cursed. Valentina from Art Direction performed a Catholic blessing on it in July and it still jams.« Nolan was already walking, gesturing for Caleb to follow. »Come on. I’ll give you the tour before the nine-thirty.«

The floor was bigger than it looked from the elevator. Nolan walked fast and talked faster, pointing out clusters of desks organized by department, the glass-walled conference rooms named after typefaces — Garamond, Futura, Baskerville — the kitchen with its cold-brew tap and the whiteboard where someone had drawn a very detailed penis wearing a top hat.

»That’s been there since March,« Nolan said. »HR can’t figure out who did it. I respect the commitment.«

He’s relaxing me on purpose, Caleb thought. And it’s working. The knot in his chest loosened a fraction. He liked Nolan — the easy way he filled silence, the way he nodded at people they passed without interrupting his own sentence.

They circled back to Caleb’s assigned desk: third row, near the window. A monitor, a keyboard, a succulent in a concrete pot that someone had left as a welcome gift. Or possibly abandoned. The soil was dry.

»Your login credentials are in your email — which you’ll need your login to access, yeah, we know, it’s a paradox. Ask IT. They sit in the basement and they’re surprisingly friendly for people who never see the sun.« Nolan dropped into the chair at the next desk over. »So. Portland, right?«

»Yeah. Small shop. Twelve people.«

»Culture shock?«

Caleb glanced across the floor. Forty, maybe fifty people, and the morning energy was already building — phones ringing, someone laughing in Futura, a woman speed-walking past with an armful of foam core boards and a pencil clamped between her teeth.

»Little bit,« he said.

»You’ll be fine. The work’s the same everywhere; the egos are just bigger here.« Nolan leaned back, lacing his hands behind his head. »The important people to know: Valentina Torres, Art Director — she’s intense but she’s good people. Javier Costa, Account Manager — handsome, knows it, harmless if you don’t let him steal your lunch meeting slots. Serena Braun runs HR like a German chancellor, which tracks because she is one.« He counted them off on his fingers. »And then there’s—«

The sound reached Caleb before anything else. A sharp, rhythmic report against the polished concrete floor — click, click, click — measured and unhurried, the cadence of someone who’d never rushed toward anything in their life.

He looked up.

She came around the corner of the living wall. Tall — five-nine, maybe five-ten in the heels, and the heels were the first thing he registered, because they announced her: black patent leather, pointed toe, four-inch stiletto that struck the floor like punctuation. She wore charcoal trousers, high-waisted, tailored close through the thigh, and a cream silk blouse with the top two buttons undone, exposing the ridge of her collarbone. Ash-blonde hair cut blunt at the collarbone, tucked behind her left ear. A single silver watch. No other jewelry.

Her face was angles. Strong jaw, straight nose, cheekbones that caught the pendant light and held it. Grey eyes — not blue-grey, not green-grey, just grey, the color of January mornings — set beneath brows that looked like they’d been drawn with a single confident stroke. She carried a laptop under one arm and a ceramic mug in the opposite hand, steam curling from whatever was inside, and she moved through the open floor the way weather moves through a valley: everything else adjusted.

Two people stepped aside to let her pass. She didn’t acknowledge them. Her expression wasn’t cold — it was absent, the face of someone whose thoughts were somewhere more interesting than the room she occupied.

Click. Click. Click.

She passed within six feet of Caleb’s desk. Close enough that he caught her scent — bergamot, black tea, something underneath that was just skin, warm and clean. His fingers stilled on the keyboard he’d been pretending to type on. His mouth went dry in a way that had nothing to do with the office air conditioning.

She didn’t look at him.

That was the part that stuck. Not the heels, not the jawline, not the way her trousers broke perfectly at the ankle — though he’d catalog all of that later, lying in bed, staring at his ceiling. What stuck was the not-looking. The complete, unbothered absence of his existence from her awareness. He was furniture. He was air. She walked through the space he occupied and left a vacuum.

Nolan was saying something. Caleb’s ears rang softly, like he’d stood too close to a bell.

»—Sloane Richter. Senior Creative Director. Basically runs the Meridian account solo, which is the fashion house, which is half our revenue, so.« Nolan paused. »You good?«

This kid is cooked, Nolan thought. First day and he’s already staring at Richter like she’s a solar eclipse. Bless his heart.

»Yeah.« Caleb’s voice came out thinner than he wanted. He cleared his throat. »Yeah, sorry. What were you saying?«

Nolan studied him for a beat. Then something shifted behind his eyes — recognition, maybe, or amusement — and he let it go.

»I was saying the nine-thirty’s in Garamond. You’ll want to bring a notebook. Valentina hates it when new people just stare at the screen.«

Caleb nodded. Pulled a notebook from his bag, opened to a fresh page, uncapped a pen. His hand was steady. Everything was steady.

Except his pulse, which was doing something it had no business doing on a Monday at nine-seventeen in the morning, and the login screen, which blinked at him patiently while his mind replayed the sound of heels on concrete — click, click, click — like a metronome set to a tempo he hadn’t agreed to but was already keeping.





The Drop

The meeting ran forty minutes over.

It was Caleb’s third week. He’d learned the rhythms of the floor — the 7 AM stillness when only the interns and Serena Braun were present, the post-lunch lull when half the department took calls in the stairwell, the Friday 4 PM exodus that left the place skeletal by five. He’d learned to work the espresso machine without flooding the drip tray. He’d learned that Valentina could art-direct a campaign in the time it took Javier to choose a lunch spot, and that Nolan’s Hawaiian shirts were not ironic — he owned thirty-two of them and had named his favorites.

He had not learned to stop tracking Sloane Richter’s footsteps.

It wasn’t deliberate. Or — he told himself it wasn’t deliberate, which is the same thing people tell themselves about checking an ex’s social media or driving past a house they can’t afford. The sound was distinctive. No one else on the floor wore heels that spoke to the concrete that way, and his ears had tuned to the frequency the way a dog tunes to a particular car engine. She’d arrive between 8:40 and 8:55. She’d walk to her glass-walled office in the northwest corner. She’d set down her mug — always the same ceramic mug, slate grey, no logo — and she’d stand for a moment, looking out at the floor, surveying it like a chessboard.

Three weeks, and she’d spoken to him exactly twice. Once in the Garamond meeting on his first day — »Make sure Strategy is looped in on the Meridian refresh timeline, Nolan, and—« a flick of her grey eyes to Caleb, assessing, categorizing, dismissing — »bring your new person up to speed.« The second time in the kitchen, reaching past him for the cold-brew tap: »Excuse me.« Two words. Her forearm brushed his. Bergamot and black tea.

He thought about that forearm for the rest of the day.

Now it was Thursday, 7:20 PM, and the floor was empty except for the cleaning crew running vacuums two rows over and the faint hum of the server room behind the far wall. A radiator ticked somewhere — slow, arrhythmic, the building cooling unevenly as the October dark settled outside the windows. Caleb sat in Futura — the conference room with the best projector — reviewing slide decks for the Meridian pitch that was due Monday. His laptop threw blue-white light across the glass table. A half-drunk matcha sat by his elbow, cold, the foam collapsed.

He heard the door.

No heels — the carpet started at the conference room threshold — but he knew the sound of the glass door’s particular resistance, the soft pneumatic exhale of the hinge. He looked up.

Sloane stood in the doorway. She’d lost the blazer somewhere — just the silk blouse now, ivory, sleeves pushed to her elbows. Her hair was down, which he hadn’t seen before; it fell just past her collarbone, catching light. She held a laptop and a legal pad. The pendant light above her turned the blouse translucent at the shoulders, just barely, just enough to trace the architecture of her clavicle.

»You’re Mori,« she said. Not a question.

»Yes. Caleb.« He sat straighter without deciding to.

»I know.« She crossed to the far side of the table and sat, placing her laptop precisely, aligning the legal pad beside it. »Nolan tells me you’ve been running the deck revisions for the Meridian refresh.«

»I have.«

»Show me.«

He pulled the presentation up. She moved her chair closer — not to him, to the shared screen he was casting to the wall. But the shift reduced the distance between them to about three feet, and within that radius the air changed composition. Bergamot. Black tea. And something else tonight — fainter, warmer, like she’d been near a candle recently, or like her skin had been holding heat all day and was just now releasing it. The scent filled his sinuses and sat there.

They worked. She was precise and fast, the way she talked — no filler, no hedging, every comment a scalpel incision that improved the deck immediately. He scrambled to keep up, typing revisions in real time while she spoke, hyper-aware of his own fingers on the keys, his own breathing, the faint rustle of her blouse when she shifted her weight.

Twenty minutes in, she pushed back from the table and crossed her legs.

The movement caught his peripheral vision the way fire catches peripheral vision: involuntarily, cellularly. He kept his eyes on the screen. His jaw tightened.

»Slide fourteen needs a stronger hook,« she said. »The data’s there but you’re burying the lede.«

»Right. I can restructure the—«

She uncrossed her legs. Recrossed them the other way. Her right foot, now elevated, flexed once — and the heel of her shoe separated from her foot by a centimeter, then two, the patent leather hinging at her toes, and his sentence evaporated.

The shoe was a mule. Open-backed, black suede, with a thin stiletto heel. It hung from her toes — all five of them visible through sheer stockings, nails painted a muted rose — dangling. Her arch curved, tendon flexing beneath nylon as she let the shoe swing, then caught it, then let it swing again. Pendulum-slow. An idle motion. The kind of thing someone does while thinking about slide fourteen.

Caleb’s throat constricted.

He stared at his laptop. The cursor blinked. He could not, for the life of him, remember what slide fourteen was about. Something about market penetration data. Penetration. Christ.

»Caleb.«

He looked up. Her eyes were on him — not on the screen, not on her notes. On him. Grey and steady and completely, perfectly aware.

She knew.

There was no flinch on her face, no surprise, no disgust. Just a faint recalibration, like a photographer adjusting focus. She held his gaze for three seconds — he counted, because his brain had stopped doing anything except counting — and then one corner of her mouth moved. Not a smile. Not quite. Something smaller and more precise. An acknowledgment.

»Slide fourteen,« she said again, and the shoe settled back onto her foot, and the moment closed like a door.

They worked for another hour. She gave notes. He took them. They didn’t mention it. But twice more she shifted her feet beneath the table, and twice more his pen stuttered, and she didn’t look at him those times but her mouth held that same micro-expression, that almost-smile, and the air between them stayed charged in a frequency he couldn’t name and couldn’t tune out.

At 8:40 she stood, gathered her things, and paused at the door.

»Good work tonight, Caleb. The deck’s stronger.«

»Thank you.«

She left. Click, click, click — muted on carpet, then sharp on concrete, receding toward the elevator bay. He listened until the sound folded into the distant vacuum hum and the ticking radiator and the nothing.

He sat in the empty conference room for a long time. The projector threw the last slide onto the wall — a closing page, just the Alcantara & Webb logo in silver. His matcha was undrinkable. His lap ached.

He closed his laptop.

Drove home on autopilot, the route dissolving behind him like it had never existed. Parked. Climbed the stairs to his apartment — fourth floor walkup, the hallway smelling like his neighbor’s cumin-heavy cooking and old carpet. Unlocked the door. Set his bag down. Didn’t turn on the lights.

He stood in the dark kitchen and pressed his palms flat against the counter and breathed.

The arch of her foot. The tendon moving beneath stocking. The way the shoe swung, pendulum-slow, held by nothing but her toes.

He was hard. He’d been hard since Futura, a low persistent ache he’d willed into silence for the remaining hour of work. Now, alone, the silence had nothing to push against.

He didn’t go to the bedroom. He didn’t touch himself. He stood at the counter with the cold granite under his palms and his breathing going shallow and ragged and he waited for it to pass, the way you wait out a fever — knowing it won’t, not really, that the temperature has been climbing for weeks and whatever this was had already taken root somewhere deeper than he could reach by himself.

The kitchen smelled like dish soap and the ghost of this morning’s coffee. His reflection stared back from the dark window over the sink — the dazed, slightly undone look of someone who’d just realized the thing they want might be the thing that rearranges them entirely.

He went to bed without eating. Lay on his back, fully clothed, staring at the ceiling while his body hummed with a charge it refused to discharge. The shoe swung in his mind. Pendulum. Metronome. The ticking radiator and the clicking heels and the slow flex of her arch — everything keeping time, everything insisting on rhythm, and him beneath it all, trying to hold still while something inside him reorganized itself around a new center of gravity.

Sleep came late. When it did, it brought her with it.





Accident on Purpose

The pen was a Montblanc. Sloane wouldn’t drop a cheap pen.

It happened on a Tuesday, the kind of flat grey afternoon where the office hums along on caffeine and obligation and nothing interesting happens until it does. Caleb was at his desk, earbuds in, working through a competitive analysis that required him to care deeply about three brands of sparkling water. He’d been at Alcantara & Webb for a month. The crush — if that’s what this was, if that kindergarten word could stretch to cover what happened in his chest when he heard stilettos on concrete — had become part of his operating system. Background process, always running, eating RAM he couldn’t spare.

He’d started noticing shoes.

Not on anyone else. Just hers. He’d developed an unconscious catalog: the black patent stilettos from his first day (Mondays and Thursdays), the suede mules from the conference room (Wednesdays, sometimes Fridays), a pair of burgundy slingbacks that appeared once and haunted him for a week, and — worst, best, most ruinous — nude pointed-toe pumps with a red sole that she’d worn to a client dinner he’d glimpsed through the Baskerville conference room glass. Louboutins. He’d Googled them afterward, sitting on his couch at midnight, and the search history felt like a confession.

Nolan had noticed something. Not the shoe thing — Caleb wasn’t stupid enough to get caught staring at his boss’s feet in the open plan — but the distraction, the half-second delays in responding, the way Caleb’s typing went quiet whenever Sloane’s office door opened.

»You alright, man?« Nolan had asked on Friday, leaning over the desk partition with that easy, unbothered grin. Casual, not pressing.

»Yeah. Just adjusting.«

Adjusting, Nolan had thought, chewing the inside of his cheek. My guy. You’ve been adjusting at exactly the same frequency as Richter’s heels for three weeks. But sure. Adjusting.

He’d looked at Caleb the way a friend does when they know you’re lying and are choosing not to call it. Then he’d offered to grab ramen after work and the subject died over tonkotsu and Sapporo tallboys.

Tuesday. 2:17 PM. The grey afternoon.

Caleb was deep in a spreadsheet — Column D, LaCroix versus Topo Chico versus some artisanal brand from Bushwick that sold itself on having zero personality — when Sloane’s door opened. He didn’t look up. He’d trained himself not to, the way you train yourself not to scratch a mosquito bite. But his ears tracked her: the door, the three steps across the carpet apron around her office, and then the heels striking concrete — that particular staccato report, measured and unhurried, that his ears had learned to isolate from every other sound on the floor. Today’s shoes: the pointed patent stilettos. Monday shoes on a Tuesday. An irregularity he noted and despised himself for noting.

She was walking toward his section.

His pulse did the thing. He focused on the spreadsheet. Market share percentages. A sparkling water brand’s claim to authenticity. He typed a number he’d already typed.

She stopped. Not at his desk — two desks away, at the communal supply shelf. He heard her set something down, heard the quiet snick of a drawer opening. Normal sounds. The smell of espresso and someone’s microwaved tikka masala drifted from the kitchen. Nolan was on a call two rows over, laughing about something, his voice carrying the way stocky men’s voices carry — warm and floor-filling.

Then: a small, metallic sound. The specific ting of something slim and heavy bouncing once on polished concrete.

»Oh,« she said. Barely voiced. The kind of oh that’s mostly breath.

The pen hit the floor and rolled. It rolled, because the floor sloped slightly toward the window — a building flaw that everyone knew about because office chairs drifted if you didn’t lock the wheels — and it rolled in a precise arc directly under the edge of Caleb’s desk.

She dropped a pen. That’s all. Pick it up. Hand it back. Transaction complete.

He pushed his chair back, turned, and knelt.

The Montblanc lay against the base of his desk, two inches from the cable management tray. He reached for it. His knees pressed the concrete — cool through his slacks, hard against his kneecaps — and as his fingers closed around the pen he became aware, with the sudden full-body clarity of an ice bath, of exactly where he was.

Her ankles were right there. Six inches from his face.

The patent leather of her stilettos gleamed under the overhead light. The toe — razor-pointed, so sharp it looked sculptural — angled slightly inward, one foot bearing weight, the other relaxed. The thin ankle strap, the silver buckle, the place where leather met skin. Her legs above the shoes were bare today — no stockings — and the skin at her ankles was pale, traced with a single blue vein that ran along the inside of her left foot like a line on a map leading somewhere he shouldn’t go.

He smelled her from here. Bergamot. Black tea. And beneath it, the faintest trace of cocoa butter — lotion, maybe, applied this morning, hours faded, now just a ghost-note mixed with the warmth of her skin.
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