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The conference room was immaculate, gleaming under the fluorescent lights, every surface polished, every detail in its place. Daniel Grant had built his company with the same meticulous order, control radiating from every corner of the space. He had seen hundreds of candidates, interviewed countless assistants, and yet, today’s interview felt different. There was a buzz in the air, a tension that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

Then she walked in.

Maya was stunning, a vision that could bring any man to his knees. She looked no older than her early twenties, her skin smooth and flawless, her dark hair cascading in glossy waves over her shoulders. Her eyes sparkled with something playful, mischievous even, and the corners of her lips tilted up in a barely-there smile that hinted at secrets. As she moved toward him, her hips swayed with a natural, unforced confidence that was magnetic.

“Mr. Grant,” she greeted, extending a delicate, manicured hand. Her voice was smooth, velvety. “It’s a pleasure.”

Daniel took her hand, feeling the warmth of her skin, and for a brief, unsettling moment, he felt off balance, as if he had lost his usual control. Clearing his throat, he nodded, gesturing for her to take a seat. But as she settled into the chair across from him, his gaze slipped, almost involuntarily, down to her feet.

She wore strappy black heels that hugged her ankles, slender and elegant, the kind of shoes that whispered allure with every step. And within those delicate straps were feet that looked as if they belonged to a goddess—high arches, smooth skin, and toenails painted a soft, flirtatious pink that glistened under the lights. Her toes were slender, each one perfectly shaped, and the polish gleamed with a shine that made his heart skip a beat. He could feel himself staring, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

“So,” she began, her voice drawing his gaze reluctantly back to her face, though her feet still lingered in his mind. “I understand you’re looking for a new personal assistant?” Her words were casual, but there was a hint of something beneath them—something suggestive, playful.

“Yes,” he replied, his voice firm, trying to mask the effect she was already having on him. “I need someone who’s diligent, focused... and very comfortable with my specific demands.”

A smile curved her lips, slow and knowing. “I think I’d be an ideal fit for that, Mr. Grant,” she said, crossing her legs. Her foot slipped out of her heel just slightly, her toes flexing as if stretching, and Daniel’s pulse quickened. She noticed him looking and didn’t shy away. Instead, she arched her foot higher, giving him a full, tantalizing view. “I have a knack for picking up on... unspoken needs.”

A subtle warmth spread through his chest, and he shifted slightly, struggling to keep his composure. She was testing him, he could feel it—the way her voice lilted, the subtle tilt of her head, the way her foot teased him just within his line of sight.

“Tell me more about your experience,” he managed, though his voice came out lower than he intended.

“Oh, I know how to pay attention to the tiniest details,” she replied, her voice smooth as silk. Her foot slipped further out of her shoe, baring the curve of her arch. “I make sure that every little thing is... taken care of. I like to keep things... immaculate.”

The word hung in the air, dripping with suggestion. She lightly curled her toes, the pink polish gleaming, and his throat tightened. Her movements were slow, deliberate, each flex a reminder of just how close she was, how she was drawing him in with every shift, every subtle adjustment of her perfect feet.

“Maya,” he began, clearing his throat, though his voice betrayed the tension winding inside him, “you seem very... self-assured.”

“I am,” she replied smoothly, leaning back in her chair, stretching her leg out just enough that her foot was close, tantalizingly close to him. Her heel dangled precariously, barely holding onto her foot, and he found himself mesmerized by the way it swayed, her bare foot almost within reach. “I know what I bring to the table, Mr. Grant. The question is... are you ready to handle it?”

He felt a bead of sweat at his collar. The interview was slipping from his grasp, and he knew it. She was in control now, leading, her every word calculated, every glance full of intent. Her foot slipped fully out of her heel, her bare toes brushing the cool conference room floor, and she flexed them slowly, deliberately, as if she knew exactly where his mind was going.

“You seem... confident,” he replied, trying to steer the conversation back to professionalism, though he knew it was a losing battle.

Her lips curved into a smirk as she held his gaze. “I like to make an impression, Mr. Grant.” She shifted her foot closer, her toes stretching, pink and perfect, just inches from him. “I’ve found that the smallest details can make... a lasting impact.”

He took a breath, steadying himself, but the pull was undeniable. She was leaning back in her chair now, one leg crossed over the other, her foot fully bare, poised, as if inviting his attention. The arch of her foot was flawless, her skin smooth and soft, the kind of perfection that begged to be appreciated.

“Is something on your mind?” she asked, her voice soft, teasing, her foot flexing just enough to draw his gaze once more.

He couldn’t help it—his eyes flickered down to her toes, each one perfectly painted, perfectly formed. “I... appreciate attention to detail,” he replied, his voice thick.

“Good,” she murmured, her smile widening. She placed her foot flat on the floor, the light catching her polished nails. “Because I make sure no detail goes... unnoticed.”

He swallowed, his pulse racing, knowing he was walking a fine line, but feeling that there was no turning back. She was like a magnet, drawing him in, the allure of her feet, the quiet confidence in her tone, the subtle but powerful way she held his attention. He could feel the balance of power shifting, and as he looked into her eyes, he knew she knew it too.

“You have my full attention,” he managed, his voice betraying his need.

“Perfect.” Her voice was a soft, teasing whisper. She flexed her toes, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. “I’ll make sure you keep it.”

Daniel’s mouth very quickly felt dry as he struggled to speak. His words were lost and he was caught in a momentary trance. 

Maya raised her eyebrow and smiled as she sensed the balance of power slowly shifting. She stood up, glided around Daniels desk and stood next to him. The sexy candidate sat on the desk and positioned her herself directly in front of Daniel with her legs crossed. 

Daniel stared back as be remained lost for words. He could feel his arousal stirring awake. 

Maya slowly dangled her right foot loosening her black heel until it fell to the floor, leaving her beautiful bare foot hovering in front of Daniels crotch. 

“Do I still have your attention?’ Maya whispered into the air 

She pressed her bare sole against Daniels inner thigh and wriggled her toes. She slowly inched her foot further up his thigh until her toes were millimeters from Daniel crotch. She felt Daniel breathe in deeply as she gently pressed her toes against his groin. 

Daniel found himself frozen and lost for words. 

The sexy candidate smiled as she could feel her interviewer’s cock thicken and stiffen against her toes. She wriggled her toes as they danced along the length of his shaft. 

Daniel moaned in pleasure as his cock began to strain against the confines of his trousers. His eyes followed Maya’s foot along her bare leg. Daniel was always the one in control and in authority but he had found himself subconsciously relinquishing his power to the gorgeous candidate he had met mere minutes ago. 

“Have I told you about my skills?” Maya looked at Daniel 

Daniel struggled to form any words to respond but even if he could, he doubt he would be able to say them. 

“I'll show you” Maya smiled as she teased her big toe along the the front of Daniels trousers, grazing the zipper containing his throbbing manhood. 

The sexy candidate positioned her toes to the top of the zipper and squeezed the zipper pull between two of her toes. She skillfully slid the zipper pull down and opened up Daniel’s trousers. 

“Fuck”  Daniel muttered as his cock sprung out into the open. He often wore nothing under his trousers and would go commando. 

“You definitely are the big boss” Maya smirked, impressed at the size of the manhood throbbing in front of her foot. 

She pressed her soft sole against the engorged tip.of throbbing cock and felt his precum tease her foot. She slid her left foot out of her heels and brought it up to Daniel’s bouncing cock. 

Daniel looked down as his cock twitched in excitement. It was now in control of his thoughts and emotions and he was at the mercy of his arousal. 

Maya skillfully wrapped her two feet around the base of the thick cock and began to gently jerk the thick shaft. Her soft skin pressed against the cock as it teased it with her sensual control. Her feet were talking for her and Daniels cock was listening to every word she was saying. She could feel the shaft pulsating under her control and she knew Daniel couldn't hold out for much longer. 

Daniel groaned in pleasure as he succumbed to the sexy feet teasing him. His desire to surrender to Maya’s feet became greater the longer she was in control.  He looked down between his legs and knew it would only be a matter of time until he had relinquished any remaining control. 

Maya smiled as the precum on the tip of Daniels cock glistened in front of her. The wetness had grown as her foot jerked it and she knew Danjel was on the edge. 

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck” Daniel muttered as he felt his thighs tense up. 

He grabbed onto the sides of the chairs and closed his eyes. Maya had
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