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Blurb:

Cherry Adams needs a new pair of shoes. They must match her new red Christmas dress perfectly. On a recommendation, she tries a new small exclusive shoe store. Cherry’s friends tell her she will find the shoe of her dreams and an experience she’ll never forget. 

Cherry’s new Christmas shoes

By Suzzana C Ryan

Cherry Adams was a wiry attractive redhead who needed a new pair of shoes. The shoes had to be a very specific color of red. Cherry had expensive taste. There was one small problem Cherry already owned over three hundred and fifty pairs of fantastic shoes. But this was a mere pittance according to her. However, she was missing a pair that matched the color red of the new dress her boyfriend insisted she buy to wear for Christmas.  

“Cherry, you have red shoes,” her very rich, older boyfriend informed her as she slipped on her coat. He had his hand on the back pocket of his trousers. Cherry knew that movement very well. He was protecting his wallet. Silly man she thought, he always did that when he was about to deny her a new pair of shoes.

She sashayed over to Edmund Bower, her lover and strategically bent her torso to display her ample bosom to his appreciative eyes. 

“Baby,” she cooed. “That red dress you bought me, none of my shoes match its rich sexy color. I need the perfect pair of shoes to go with the dress. Don’t you want to keep me happy? You know when I come home with a new pair of shoes, I’m always grateful. And ...you...know how I pay you back. Imagine the Christmas present I’ll have for you.”

She ran her tongue along her bottom lip. Cherry did this knowing that small gesture told him of events that were on the horizon if he opened his wallet. She kissed his cheek. One hand found its way to his crotch and she could feel his growing erection. A perfectly arched eyebrow raised on her lovely face as she checked her watch. “I have a little time before I go on my shopping trip,” she said getting to her knees. Taking care of him now would allow her to spend whatever she needed on those shoes. Careful not to chip the polish on her newly manicured nails, she opened the slit in his flannels and took out his growing cock. His hand came to her thick red hair and he eased her down onto him.

Cherry knew how to wrap him around her finger as she slipped his hard steel into her mouth. She licked him from one end to the other, taking every inch of him down her throat. Over and over again, she sucked him and fondled him, until he moaned. He was ready to come. She knew him well. And she also knew how to get what she wanted. With another low moan, he came. 

Cherry patted his thighs and let him slip from her mouth. When she looked up at him, he could only smile down at his young and beautiful girlfriend. 

“Thank you, my love, find those red shoes and money is no object. I look forward to seeing you model those shoes when you return. And baby, pick up daddy’s pills. You know how you love them, I can fuck you for hours when I have those pills.”

She stood up and straightened out her clothes. She patted his knees and kissed him. “I just need a little mouthwash and then I’m on my way. I’ll pick up your pills after shopping for my new shoes. Now you be a good boy and rest for me. Tonight I intend to show you my appreciated and it may take a while,” she giggled. When she turned from him, he slapped her ass and caused another sexy giggle. He was feisty she thought and rich, she’d never forget that.

With her Michael Kors, bag in hand, she set out on her shopping trip. She’d thought of looking online, but needed to try on the shoes and see the color for herself. Therefore, she tried a small elite shoe store, one recommended by a close friend, to see if she could find a pair of red shoes that matched her new dress.

When she left the Penthouse apartment a long sleek black limousine waited for her at the exit to the expensive high-rise. Her chauffer opened the back door to the car. “Thank you Rod,” she whispered sexily. Just last week she’d rode his exceptionally big cock until she screamed in utter pleasure. Edmund knew how to keep her happy. 

When Rod was in the driver’s seat he asked. Ma’am where to?”

“To 8th street and the name of the shop is La Petite Chausser. I hear they sell the most expensive shoes and you know how I love shoes,” she responded.

“Yes, Ma’am. We’re on our way.”

Cherry settled back in her seat. She found it hard to contain her excitement. She’d gotten rave reviews about not only the selection of shoes in the store but the man who owned it went over and above the call of duty.

Cherry walked into the small beautifully decorated shoe store. A low bell rang after she opened the door. She was impressed with the softy gray velour furniture, chrome trimmed customer seats and black wall-to-wall carpeting. White impeccably constructed shelves were neatly stacked on the walls were rows and rows of small cubbyholes were loaded with boxes. The wording on the boxes echoed the name of the shop, La Petite Chausser. However, what caught her eye was the man who came out to greet her. He was tall, slim, with a full thick head of dark hair deliciously handsome. To complete the sculptured lines of his face an amazing pair of electric blue eyes addressed her. They were framed in black rimmed glasses. It was hard to stifle the giggle that threated to rise in her throat, he reminded her of Clark Kent. She swallowed hard and took a deep breath then cleared her throat. Good golly, she mused, beneath that shirt was he hiding his superman exterior. The thought made her juices flow. Her eyes settled on his shoes and again a giggle rose from deep down in her throat, what shoe size was he?

The small giggle escaped her full sensuous lips as he approached her. Her eyes centered on the slight bulge in his black trousers then traveled down to his black perfectly shined shoes. When her eyes moved up his slim form, and met his striking blue eyes, she experienced a series of small tingles, which resonated down to her toes.

He stopped a few feet before her. “My name is Simon, may I help you, ma’am?” he asked, his voice surprisingly deep and sexy.

Cherry’s overactive imagination took over. If it wasn’t for those glasses, he’d be absolutely dreamy. Then another thought crossed her heated mind.  Again she mused, he really does remind me of Clark Kent. I wonder if he’s got a superman size cock under those trousers? Her hand went to her mouth as she tried to stifle another small giggle.

“Ma’am?” he asked, cocking his head slightly to one side. “My name is Simon and I’ll be helping you today. Are you okay?”

“Why yes, I’m fine. I need help. I’m looking for a pair of red shoes. You see Simon, I have this fantastic red dress, I’ll be wearing it for Christmas. I need a pair of shoes that matches the color of this dress to a T.” She opened her bag and took out a small piece of paper. “Here,” she said, handing him what was actually a paint sample. “That color red.”

He took it and held it up to the light. “Mm, this definitely is an interesting color red. I think we should start with measuring your feet. Then if I recall I do have a most unusual pair of red shoes hiding in my store. It might be the pair that you’re looking for. I’m afraid they might be terribly expensive.”

Cherry nodded and sat in one of the soft velour chairs. “Money is no object. Only the color. It must be the right color.”

As she sat, her dress rose up her thighs and she had a difficult time pulling it down. As she struggled with her dress, she gave Simon a small smile. He smiled back her.

“It’s been a while since I had my feet measured, I’m afraid my dress is a bit short.” Again, she tried to keep her skirt from riding up her thighs.

“I won’t look,” he grinned. “It’s my job and I never look. But it’s important that I measure your feet. Fit is my main objective. The right fit is very important,” he said smiling at her.

‘Sure,’ she thought. ‘He never looks, now that’s a lame ass excuse...unless...he’s gay and that would be such a pity.’ Cherry gave him a slight smile and tried to keep her thoughts under control. She was there for a pair of shoes and nothing more.

But Cherry’s mind began to run wild. Her devious brain wanted to put Simon to the test. So she relaxed and stopped worrying about her dress and gave Simon her foot. He took his digital measuring tool and put her foot on the cool screen. He was all business.

“Hm, you’re a size seven and a half and a narrow. What perfect little feet you have and with a perfect pedicure.” His hands held her one foot steady, yet she felt as if he was caressing it. The effect was sensuous and arousing. Slowly he moved his hand up to her ankle. He began a slow obvious massage. “Sometimes we take our feet for granted,” he said, as he looked up at her. 

Was that a small twinkle of desire she noticed in his eyes? Now this could be interesting, she thought. She wiggled her toes. “Oh my, that feels wonderful. Is this part of the shoe sizing, that lovely massage?”

He smiled. “I find that most of us disrespect our feet. We also neglect them, and discount them as an erogenous zone.”

His remark caused a definite tingle in her belly. Was she getting wet? He continued his soft massaging
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