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Over the next few days, Farah constantly tried to catch me alone. Whenever I returned from work, and Maryam had not yet finished, Farah would make an immediate beeline for me in the hallway. Suppose I managed to avoid her and make it to the safety of my bedroom. In that case, I’d find my door roughly thudded and she’d summon me to come to attend to her, often beckoning me with an arrogant wave of her hand, before she confidently strutted to the living room without turning. ‘Attending’ to Maryam’s mother had taken on a whole new meaning, and gradually, my tongue had become most familiar with her mature, Muslim feet. Whenever I knelt before her, I’d be insulted in some way, usually along the lines of being called a non-believer, faithless or on one or two occasions, a Western whore. That one cut me the deepest, as it was partly true, especially the way I used to sleep around during my days of heavy drinking and partying. I’d tried to move on from that shameful phase of my life, thanks to Maryam’s guidance, but it was like Farah wanted me to wear it like a badge.
I noticed that the time spent ‘preparing’ her for prayer gradually increased, to the point that sometimes, I was bathing her feet almost an hour ahead of schedule. She delighted in kicking off her slippers, crossing her feet on the footstool and haughtily demanding I get to work with my tongue. Each time, I’d eye her wide, wrinkled soles with disgust before eventually wilting and crawling over towards her, resigned to my status as her personal foot cleaner. All the while she sneered and hit me with a barrage of taunts, generally focused on the fact that I wasn’t worth her daughter’s time. The worst was whenever she made me wear the headscarf, as I’d feel particularly vulnerable, stripped of my identity as I knelt as a faux-Muslim girl, all while my tongue was sucking and slurping all over Farah’s sweaty, mature feet.

She rarely left the house, other than for occasional visits to the mosque, but somehow, she still managed to get her feet super sweaty, simply from wearing her sandals or slippers all day. Every time I nuzzled my nose into her warm, moist toes, and inhaled that intoxicating musky stench, I’d feel my resistance further dwindling as her insults and mockery rang in my ears. Each day, whenever she wasn’t wearing her veil, I’d recognise an excitement in her expression that seemed unbefitting of her maturity. She simply adored having a younger, white girl humiliated at her feet, and apparently savoured the ego boost of watching me tongue and slurp all over her grubby toes at her direction. She could be quite picky about my performance too, often lifting a foot to check my work and demanding I focus my attention on a particular area, complaining about a piece of lint or some sweaty residue that was buried deep into her wrinkles. On multiple occasions she threatened to flog me if I didn’t improve my efforts, casually muttering how in Iran I would feel the lash if I ever let my work slip.

When she was finally satisfied with the cleansing via my tongue, I found the actual washing routine was quite brief, with me simply drizzling water over her feet and cleaning her skin of my own saliva. It was less washing, and more of a massage, almost therapeutic in its structure as she sat above me and used the opportunity to ask endless questions. Having had my tongue buried between her toes moments earlier, and often cowering in whatever hijab she’d had me clumsily wear, I was like an open book, blushing, embarrassed and fumbling through her unrepentant digging.

Throughout, while she had me down on my knees, and with the taste of her grimy toe-jam fresh in my mouth, she pounced on my vulnerability and pried. She asked personal questions, over and over, getting to know my feelings and opinions on matters, as well as delving into my family history, particularly my parents. Anything she didn’t approve of, even if they were a simple cultural clash, she’d sneer at and denigrate, making me feel self-conscious of my own upbringing and interests. She asked about my job, my friends and my interests. She was rudely invasive when it came to scrutinising my finances and assets, wanting to know what ties I held to London. Upon learning that I literally owned nothing these days, with my house being repossessed, and my only savings being Maryam’s investment on my behalf, rather than offering me sympathy, Farah appeared over the moon. Her smile was all giddy when she fully understood how heavily I depended upon her daughter’s patience and hospitality. As we talked it through, I too appreciated what a pickle I was in. If Maryam kicked me out, I basically had nothing. I had a tiny emergency fund that would barely cover one meal. If anything, the emergency fund was nothing but symbolic, and if I was really in peril, I had no assets to fall back on. Of course, I had the investment fund, but Maryam had full authority over it, and I had no idea how to access it myself. I didn’t even know any of the security details or how to go about finding such things. I’d placed a ludicrous amount of faith in her honesty, because I trusted her, but, it was a huge risk with all things considered.

Yet, whenever I was hesitant and started to question my stability in all of this, Farah would refocus my attention on her feet, requesting I kissed them in a particular area, before she asked the question a second time and subtly smoothed things over when I had any doubts. She constantly prodded me with her toes, trying to encourage me to be honest and share with her my most intimate and private thoughts. I should have been a brick wall, and offered her nothing, but it’s hard to refuse someone when your mouth puckering the bottoms of their feet while filled with the taste of their sweaty toes. It almost feels like they own you, and that such an offensive slight upon your dignity can never be undone.

Despite wanting to steer from the topic, she regularly persisted with a lot of questions about my parents and focused on how much I must have upset them during my bankruptcy. She was most interested in our current relationship, and whether we’d been able to rebuild bridges after everything that had happened. With Maryam’s encouragement, I had repaired things a bit, and my parents were considering coming to visit at some point. They were still a little hesitant after the way I’d let them down, but at least they were talking to me. They seemed pleased that I wasn’t habitually drinking and taking drugs anymore, and they were most definitely interested in meeting my new friend Maryam, especially after discovering how much of a positive influence she was on my life. I was most excited when informing Farah of this news, though somewhat hesitant too. My parents didn’t know I was living in a house that was predominantly Muslim, and I wasn’t sure how they would react to such an arrangement. They were a bit ignorant when it came to things like that. Not racist or bigoted or the like, but just clueless. There was a real chance they’d see me as being brainwashed in some kind of cult.

Anyway, after one such tongue-bath had been completed, a text came through on my phone. I’d been diligently rubbing Farah’s feet when a chime rung out from across the room. Usually, I was forced to ignore any attempt to contact me, as my focus was to be entirely on either of my Muslim lady’s feet. However, on this occasion, Maryam had mentioned that she would drop a text to let us know her plans since she hadn’t known that morning whether she would be working late.

Farah was relaxing with her eyes closed as I dug my thumbs into her strong arches, and she lightly moaned and sighed as I obediently worked my hands all over the feet I had just slavishly sucked and licked clean. There was still the odd remnant of the toe-jam I’d chewed my way through, and I felt suitably humbled and pathetic while cowering at her feet. Unfortunately, the text startled her, and her first instinct was to lash out and kick me in the side of the head.

“Ugh,” I groaned, while leaning to the side, before I yanked a hand from her foot and caressed my face. She’d caught me right on the cheekbone, just beneath the eye, and even though it hadn’t been a full-powered hit, it had still caused my eyes to water.

“What was that?” she asked. “Didn’t I tell you to be quiet?”

“It was my phone,” I said while still rubbing my cheek. “It is probably Maryam updating us, Ma’am.”

“Then go check it,” she said while raising a hand with impatience, as if I was deliberately annoying her. I retrieved the phone, then placed it on the footstool next to her feet. My one hand was already busy working away on the ball of her foot, my thumb digging deep beneath her toes while I opened and read the text. Farah lightly kicked my elbow as I paused in my ministrations, as she noticed a pleased smile emerge. “What is it?” she asked, a most unwelcome frown blighting her mature beauty. “What has delighted you so much that it’s taken preference over my comfort? Are you super excited that my daughter will be returning early?”

“Oh, it’s nothing, Ma’am,” I said shyly, closing the screen before I resumed my attention with both hands. “It’s just my parents. They’re suggesting I meet with them soon. They seem pleased with how I’m getting on.”

Farah was quiet for a moment, contemplating her next words, before she grunted dismissively and then shrugged. “Maybe you should delay that for a while,” she said as I pulled at each of her toes.

“You think, Ma’am? But Maryam said she’s fine with it.”

“We wouldn’t want to rush things and blow all of the progress you’ve made, would we?”

I looked up at her confused. “I guess not, Ma’am,” I said, feeling a sinking in my stomach while I pondered being ghosted by my parents all over again. “When do you...umm...think is the ideal time, Ma’am?”

“I’m not sure,” she said. “But, it would be better if all of your financial issues were resolved. Have everything straightened out, then, it might be a good idea to arrange something. I wouldn’t want your parents getting in the way, especially since thing are going so well with you here. Imagine you fell back into your ways of sordid whoring?”

“Right,” I said, wrinkling my forehead. “Umm, I guess you’re right.” I looked to the side, experiencing some doubts. “Maybe I should ask Maryam?”

“Don’t be silly,” Farah said abruptly. “My daughter has enough to deal with. Between her blossoming career, and all of the energy she wastes on you, she hardly has the time for some rekindling with your parents too, does she? It is better to wait for a more forgiving time in future.”

“Oh,” I said, while figuring that she was probably right about Maryam being so busy. I had become a burden on her, yet she never seemed to complain. It would be unfair to lump even further responsibility on her. “You’re right, Ma’am.”

“Of course,” she said with a smirk, and then she lifted her foot, her meaty sole pressed towards my face. “Are you grateful for such guidance?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said shyly as my entire view was blocked by her wide, fleshy foot.

“Then show me the respect I deserve.”

For the next few minutes, I kissed that meaty sole, all while Farah whispered about putting back the meeting with my parents a few months or so. She’d been here weeks by this point, and I wasn’t sure how long she intended to stay. Surely, she wasn’t preparing to stay here long term? Whatever her plans were, I found myself routinely accepting them as my own. She had this way of speaking where I just seemed to absorb whatever she was saying; all while being belittled. At some points, I’d think one of her ideas was my own. Whenever I questioned something, she seemed to muffle my concerns away beneath rhetoric that I could barely understand, all while making sure she pressed her feet all over me, distracting me as she slipped her toes into my hands and urged me to rub with greater effort. It was hard to talk up against her when I was sat on the floor with my fingers between her toes, especially having recently licked them spotless of any sweat or unsightly morsels of lint.

So, I put off the meeting with my parents, offering them some excuse that I was way too busy with work. It was kind of true, if being at my landlady’s feet, and the feet of her mother, were considered work too. I was barely granted a moment to myself as it was. Besides, would our home return to a semblance of normality upon a visit from my parents? Or would Maryam and Farah expect me to kneel and wash their feet, ready for prayer, all while my parents looked on? I blushed while burying my face in Farah’s wrinkled sole, and put that dilemma to the back of my mind. It wasn’t worth worrying about at that moment, as my lips were pressing respectfully against the bottom of her foot. At that moment, my entire focus was driven towards treating Maryam’s mother with the respect she absolutely deserved.

***
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"You know, my dear,” Farah said a couple of days later, just as I’d dropped to one knee and was helping her out of her Persian house slippers. I’d been questioning why she was so interested in my life after she’d asked about my future plans for marriage and children in the passing days of foot sweat cleansings. It almost felt like there was a secret between us, as Maryam’s behaviour hadn’t shifted at all. She apparently had no idea that I’d been regularly licking and sucking her mother’s feet clean, and with the humiliating intimacy that was involved, she surely wouldn’t have approved. For Maryam, I simply washed her feet as usual, listening to her lightly moan as she unwound after a long day at work, but she never tried to make me lick her feet or anything. The most I was permitted were the usual respectful kisses upon the tops of her pretty little toes, and each time I snaked my tongue from between my lips, Maryam would abruptly jerk her foot away and scowl. She clearly did not support of such activities, even while, at times, playfully referring to me as her slave girl. Perhaps Farah knew more than I did about Maryam’s reluctance, and that’s the reason my slavish tongue-baths hadn’t been disclosed. The older woman evidently enjoyed using my mouth in that way, and from the constant smirk on her face whenever I was dragging my tongue up the length of her mature feet, it was something she didn’t want to end. “I am most pleased that you hide nothing from me,” she said. “You are like an open book. I believe we are growing closer, and that is something to be cherished, correct?”
“Ummm, I guess so, Ma’am,” I whispered, as I waited for her to lift the other foot so I could remove the next slipper. I kept my eyes down, because though I was an open book with Farah, I seemed to be moving further away from being that with Maryam. I was guilt-ridden, as a result, and I regretted not having immediately informed her when Farah had first demanded I lick her sweaty feet clean. Maryam would have likely put a stop to it straight away, cursing her mother and declaring such activities haram. But, it was too late now as I’d allowed it to escalate, and I could hardly confess to Maryam after having tasted her mother’s foot sweat so many times. Maryam would see it as the betrayal it was, and I didn’t know where we’d go from there. Maybe that was what Farah wanted, and she’d orchestrated a situation where I was backed into a corner and at risk of being kicked out if Maryam ever discovered our shady interactions.

Seeming to not be consumed by the same worries, Farah was intent on steering my thoughts in other directions. “I feel we have an understanding, but true understanding comes not just from observing but from walking in someone else's shoes. Empathy is a powerful tool that bridges gaps between people, girl. I ask these things about your life, because I’m concerned for your path and I’m concerned for the future of my daughter." She paused, licking her lips as she leant forward and took the tea cup that I’d prepared for her. Our eyes remained firmly on each other’s as she blew on the hot tea, before tentatively taking a sip. After a smile, she placed the cup back on the table. “Would you like to walk in my shoes, dear?”

I looked down at her slippers and didn’t understand what she was talking about. She’d been walking around the house all morning, as far as I knew, and only now were we taking off her slippers once I was home from work. I looked towards the door, hopeful that Maryam was about to return, but it could be another hour or so with the way work had been for her lately.

I wrinkled my forehead while looking down towards Farah’s feet, appearing a little sweaty now that I’d eased them from the slippers completely. She’d been wearing these slippers for the duration of her stay, when she wasn’t wearing her horrid old sandals, and there was a notable stench whenever I’d slid them from her clammy feet. The material was moist along the insoles; the white fabric somewhat darkened in the shape of her foot sole. “I’m not sure I understand, Ma’am,” I said while looking up at her perplexed. There was no way I could walk in her shoes, especially considering that my feet were about three sizes bigger. Was she being literal? Or was this some Persian, philosophical musing that would once again float over my head? Some prologue to a parable that would be completely lost on me.

Farah pursed her lips. “Could you imagine yourself as a Muslim woman in Iran?”

I felt the nauseous stir in my tummy again, the same way that had happened the last time she’d brought the matter up. “I don’t know, Ma’am. I haven’t thought much more about it.”

“You didn’t like wearing the veil?”

“It felt odd,” I said. “I’m just not used to it.” I was careful not to accidentally insult as had occurred previously.

“Cleansing my feet with your unworthy tongue felt odd the first time, didn’t it?” She smiled, almost reassuringly. “You’re certainly used to it now, from the way I’ve observed the effort you put in whenever you’re running your tongue all over my feet.” She wriggled her foot free from the other slipper, and placed it commandingly upon my knee, her toes gripping possessively. “I will never wash my own feet again before prayer. From this point forwards, my feet will only ever be cleansed with your whorey tongue. In respect to my faith, you will consume all sweat and dirt in preparation for my prayer, and you will thank me for being granted such a privilege. Do you understand, girl? I have welcomed you into my faith in the most intimate of ways, and I expect you to embrace and be grateful for such an honour. I expect gratitude in the face of preventing you from returning to your life of debauchery.”

I blushed at her taunts, feeling immensely embarrassed as she framed my service in that way. I only did it because she demanded I did it, and I wanted to keep her happy because she was Maryam’s mother. I was hardly banging on her door and begging to lick her feet every day, and from the way she was insinuating I’d be doing this for the rest of my life, well, I just figured she was trying to belittle me and rub salt in the wound. She would eventually have to fly home, wouldn’t she? Still, I had indeed grown used to it, and though the humiliation still tingled inside me, I had grown to find the scents and tastes of her feet to be bearable. But, I couldn’t imagine doing such a servile act for the rest of my days.

“Anyway,” she said, after enjoying my awkwardness for a moment. “Did you feel oppressed when you wore my veil? Did you feel the urge to blow something up?”

I blinked rapidly a number of times, before tilting my head. “What? Of course not, Ma’am.”

She nodded. “You see how judgement can be misguided? You judged me that first day in my niqab, yet, you haven’t walked a day in my shoes. That’s what happens with your people here. You judge my people, yet, none of you have ever visited my country, have you? You’ve never been to Iran, and still, you fear it so much. You fear that which you do not understand. Did you fear licking my feet that first time?”

“Kind of,” I said shyly.

“Yet, now, it has become part of your routine. I’m sure if you ever visit Iran, and are encouraged to wear a veil, in time, you will adapt and grow used to it. You will take to it with an eagerness and intent, as you do now, cleansing my feet with your tongue in the most useful of ways. You should try to be less judgemental.”

I was about to say something, but I quickly bit my lips closed thinking better of it. I was on the verge of quietly pointing out she was a hypocrite. I mean, both Maryam and her mother were constantly judgemental of my own behaviour, openly labelling me a drunk and, though Maryam broached the topic more politely than her mother: a whore. I’d noticed that though the pair of them constantly complained about the intolerance towards their country, they were routinely intolerant of my own behaviour and the attitudes of my own people. It was a part of British culture to socialise at bars and clubs. We drank to lower our inhibitions and increase our confidence. We did it to make friends. We wore whatever we pleased because we had the freedom to do so. It wasn’t frowned upon for a girl to go out and show off her shapely figure or exposed flesh. However, while living under Maryam’s roof, I had become completely ashamed of such behaviour, because, through her lectures, and now, those of her mother, it had become synonymous with my financial failure.

So, even though I felt she was being unfair, I wasn’t about to correct her, because Farah was Maryam’s mother, and Maryam was the woman whom I owed so much. “I’m sorry I judged you, Ma’am,” I whimpered. “I was foolish and misguided. I was ignorant.”

“Yes, you were, girl,” she said patronisingly. “You were ignorant and bigoted. But you’re not anymore, are you?”

“No, Ma’am,” I said, with a shake of my head.

Farah smirked, and then she withdrew her foot, before seating herself and stretching out, placing her feet lazily upon the Persian-style footstool I’d brought over for her. “Show me the appropriate respect, girl,” she said, addressing me with a demeaning comfort. It was quite ironic, her demanding respect, while at the same time dishing out nothing but disrespect in my direction; especially as she openly thrust her sweaty foot towards my face. I had to blink and take a breath, a warm rush running through me as I considered this was now normal for me. Farah had only been in the country weeks, and here she was, shoving her wide, meaty sole right in my face again and ordering me to kiss it as if it was the most natural interaction in the world. It caused me to blush, despite having already kissed and licked her feet so much in the past days, and I wondered if all future interactions with Muslim women would go in this direction. If I accompanied her to the mosque another time, would I be bowing and kissing all of the women’s feet before making another donation? Would I become the mosque’s official foot cleanser? The thought had me shivering with absolute dread.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said submissively, and I leant forward, placing a soft kiss against the warm, meaty, slightly moist ball of Farah’s foot. My nose twitched upon picking up a vinegary scent, somewhat similar to Maryam’s though almost spicier in nature. Farah pressed forward, and as my nose settled into the trench beneath her toes, I marvelled at how soft her skin felt; a testament to the regular pamperings she must have received back in Iran. It probably helped that I’d been licking and nibbling her feet multiple times a day, but still, she’d managed to work up quite a scent while stomping around the house in her slippers.

“Good girl,” she said in her delicious Persian accent, and I shivered at being addressed in such a way. I was forever a bad girl in my life, a screw-up, and was it only on the tight leash of a Muslim woman’s hand I could ever be considered good? It was only when they held me to their high behavioural standards that I didn’t disappoint. She gripped my nose slightly for a second or so, greedily, and with way too much familiarity, and I looked up into her brown eyes completely helpless. Part of me felt extremely embarrassed that once again, I was allowing another woman to treat me in this way, but another part of me kind of accepted it was justified. That I deserved to be at these women’s feet, almost in gratitude for them taking the time to nurture me away from a life of Western vices. She squeezed my nose a final time, while I took in another vinegary breath, before she released me and returned her foot to the footstool.

She leant to the side and scooped up a slipper, before turning it towards me, then she beckoned me closer with a crooked finger from her other hand. “I really want you to know what it feels like to walk in my shoes,” she said. “To understand what it takes to be a principled, respectable Muslim woman from such a glorious country like Iran. It’s a commitment to maintain honour and keep one’s morals, and you’ve been weak in giving into your ungodly desires. Come, girl,” she whispered while the slipper remained held out. “Since you can’t walk in my shoes, you can at least look inside.”

I stared at the grubby insole of the slipper, before I flicked my eyes shyly up towards hers. “What do you want me to do, Ma’am? I don’t understand.”

“Sniff it,” she said. “I want you to sniff it and show my slipper the same respect you show me. I wear these slippers whenever I’m walking around the house my daughter paid for and monitoring your behaviour. It is a tiring, thankless task, because I’ve learned you’re incapable of managing your own behaviour. Just as you’re incapable of managing your own finances. When you’re idle, your mind wanders, and you consider partaking in unladylike activities once more, don’t you? That’s why I make such an effort to keep you occupied, down there, so you’re not up to no good. It is better your tongue is safe between my toes than shoved down some stranger’s throat. It is better your mouth is filled with my feet than wrapped around a bottle, wouldn’t you say?”

I gulped, as despite it all being immensely humiliating, at its core, it was true, and it was rather unsettling that Farah seemed to know that. She was astute, and moving things at a rapid pace, way faster than Maryam had, and it was making me self-reflect. Whenever I was alone, I’d often find myself wondering just what the hell I was doing. I had another opportunity with the investments Maryam had made for me, to get out in the world and try once again with my own place. Though I was thankful that my finances were now in order, I’d still cringe while imagining my friends and colleagues finding out about my living situation. I mean, my partying friends would be most confused and horrified if they discovered that I spent a lot of my free time washing the feet of these Muslim women. They’d be disgusted in their bigoted selves to learn that I assisted these women with their prayers, and that while my buddies were out fucking whatever guy they found on a Friday night, I was down on my knees, smothering Maryam’s feet with respectable kisses and thanking her for denying me permission to join in the drunken, sexual escapades. That wasn’t even getting to the worst of it. I couldn’t even stomach the consideration that they ever found out about the way I’d licked an older woman like Farah’s feet clean. That I didn’t feel my heart pound as a result of amphetamines, but instead, due to the distinctive and harsh taste of mature, toe sweat. My friends wouldn’t view my investment portfolio as a good thing, they’d see it as a waste. They’d see it as money that could be better spent on booze and drugs. They’d see it the way I used to see it before I’d met Maryam.

“Come, girl, don’t be afraid,” Farah said, and with her older voice, it was almost soothing.

A slight noise left my lips, like a squeak of sort, and I shuffled forwards, gasping as Farah placed the slipper over my nose. The design was closed-toe, and my eyes immediately widened as I breathed in a warm, funky odour from deep inside. The slippers were well worn, and the intricate, patterned stitching had begun to fray. Clearly, she’d brought them with her from Iran, and who knows how long she’d worn them around her home, pointing and dishing out orders to her trapped servants while she worked up a putrid stink.

“Breathe,” she said encouragingly, and I felt her hand cradle my chin. “Breathe and know what it is like to be in my shoes.”

Though I knew it was weird, as I knelt there with my nose pressed into Maryam’s mother’s slipper, it felt easy to just do what she asked and breathe. Breathing was the most brainless, routine of actions, something we did every day without thought, and it was so simple to just give in and breathe. To kneel there, and think about nothing else other than inhaling the scent from inside Farah’s slipper. It was the most basic and least demanding of tasks, and for that reason, it was almost welcoming. I thought back to how stressed I’d been while losing my house, while the debts had risen and I still couldn’t fight the urge to drink myself to a stupor. All of that worry was gone now, and the toil on my body with it, and now, all I had to do was breathe and sniff her slipper. Finances, debts and the like weren’t a worry for me anymore, because Maryam took care of it all. Maryam took care of everything, and all I had to do in return, was take care of her. It felt like a fair exchange. Taking care of Maryam, meant taking care of Farah too, and right at that moment, I was doing just that by following her wishes and sniffing that slipper with all the effort she demanded.

“See,” Farah said in a friendly tone. “There is nothing to fear. There is nothing to worry about, is there? I’m not going to hurt you.”

“No, Ma’am,” I muttered, my eyes clamped closed as my laboured breaths continued to extract Farah’s foot stink over and over. “I feel safe.”

“Good, because I will never hurt you, unless I feel you deserve it. I want you to think about that. Should I ever hurt you, it will be a result of your own actions, and not my desires. You’re completely safe,” she whispered. “As long as you’re obedient, docile and open to my guidance: you’re safe. You have nothing to worry about anymore. Your only concern should be respecting my daughter and obeying her wishes. Respecting me, and obeying my wishes. That’s what matters most, doesn’t it? That Maryam is happy. That I am happy, and if I am happy, then Maryam too will be happy. You’re grateful for everything she’s done for you, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I mumbled; my breast heaving in and out as more and more of her foot stink worked its way inside me. “I’m so thankful to Maryam. My life is so much better now she’s taking care of everything.” I felt a tear trickling down along my cheek. “I’m such a failure,” I whimpered as I considered how much I’d let my parents down. Farah seemed so proud of Maryam’s achievements. Her daughter was like a superstar, and she’d never disappointed her mother in a single way. Never in the way I’d shamed my own doting parents.

“Were a failure,” Farah said encouragingly as she lightly stroked my chin, before pressing the slipper more tightly to my nose. “You were a failure, but no more. My daughter has seen to that. She’s turned your life around for the better. She’s led you towards the correct path, and finally, you’re on the road to decency. Do you feel so much better about yourself now? No shaming your parents, no disgracing yourself as a woman. Now, you’re just a model member of society, working and supporting my daughter and living a dutiful and honourable life with a high sense of morals.”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do you believe you have thanked my daughter enough, for all she’s done for you?” I opened my eyes as her slipper remained clutched over my nose. Farah was looking down at me, her brown eyes soft and considerate. There was no hostility anymore, and if anything, her mature face was almost comforting as she chewed her lip and focused entirely on suppressing me with her slipper. “Just keep breathing,” she said with a slight nod. “And listen to my guidance. I’m going to advise you how to make my daughter even happier, and how you can become an even more model member of society. You want to make my daughter happier, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whimpered into her slipper.

“Do you want to make me happy too?”

I nodded while taking a hearty sniff, and shivering as the vinegary scent consumed me.

“You want to repay her for all she’s done for you? The time and effort she’s expended on you?”

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

“Good, because I’ve recognised how tolerant and accepting you are of our culture now”—she cocked her head while watching me continue to breathe through her slipper—“especially when you’re being humbled down at our feet. You like to be at our feet, don’t you? Don’t you see, this is when you’re most functional, when you’re being guided at a strong, successful, Muslim woman’s feet. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I sobbed. Even though it was embarrassing to admit, it was all becoming a bit much for me. Simply breathing in the stench of Farah’s slipper while listening to her saying such things was doing a real number on my head, because I was struggling to find any reason to disagree with her. It was calming and stress-free to be down there, attending to their feet and not having to worry about much else. 

“Say it,” she whispered approvingly. “Say you like to be at our feet.”

I gritted my teeth while taking another breath, before I gasped, and moaned, “I like to be at your feet, Ma’am.”

“Not jut any feet. Our Iranian, Muslim feet, correct? You like to be humbled at our feet and held to our high standards, don’t you? You like to be held to account. You like to be judged and punished for your ill behaviour by those of us with standards of decency.”

“Yes,” I hummed. “Yes, Ma’am. I like it.” My eyes widened as reality hit me. I thought about the complete shift in my life and how I no longer lived on the edge. How I didn’t take risks or do poorly judged things. I stayed within the lines that Maryam had laid out for me, because Maryam knew best. Maryam, this strong, successful Muslim woman knew best, and she knew how to bring out the best in me. “I...I need it.”

Farah too hummed approvingly, before she nodded her head. “Yes, you do need it, and you’re grateful to my daughter that she allows you to be humbled at her feet, aren’t you? You’re grateful that you’ve learned true humility at her direction. I see the way you adore her.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” I began to frantically breathe into the enclosed toe of Farah’s funky slipper. “I’m so grateful.”

Farah bit her lip. “That’s nice to know, but you’re not grateful enough in my eyes. I expect to see further gratitude from you in future. You belong at my daughter’s feet, serving your...what did you call her? Your Muslim Queen, correct? Supporting and revering her success in your country.” My eyes were shifting between squinting and widening as I processed the words being whispered into my ear. Everything felt cloudy and foggy as each further breath inhaled another load of Farah’s stinky slipper right inside; my nose beginning to tingle from the effort. “If only the rest of your country understood this, perhaps the whole culture could change to one more honourable and decent. Could you imagine that, Katie? Your whole country humbled at the feet of my Muslim daughter, following her guidance? Improving and succeeding beneath her stewardship? Wouldn’t that be beautiful?”

“Ugh,” I grunted, and I felt something completely strange and uncomfortable inside me. There was like a deep, prickling, throbbing inside my tummy as I imagined our entire country bowing to the feet of Maryam. There were so many bigots recently, especially with the way the politics were shifting. Imagining the entire country being re-educated out of their intolerance and humbled at Maryam’s beautiful, Muslim feet...it was intoxicating, almost as intoxicating as the stinky slipper I was greedily inhaling. I imagined her at the top of the Bank of England, in full control of the entire country’s finances and turning our dire economic situation around for the better. She could steer public funds away from corruption and tabloid newspapers with bigoted agendas that peddled racist rhetoric, and instead filter them towards more deserving matters, perhaps towards the upkeep of the beautiful mosques that were dotted around, or assist with aiding the immigrant community, making them feel supported and welcomed. Was that what we needed? Did we need Maryam’s intellect guiding us all?

Before I could even mumble out a response as that image tugged at me, bringing further strange feelings to my body, Farah continued, her soothing voice relentless in my ear. “You don’t like the stress of leading. You like to be guided. You prefer a life of humility. You prefer a life without worry. You prefer to live at the direction of my daughter, Maryam. You prefer a life of modesty and decency, don’t you? Even if it goes against the shortcomings of your own culture. It is quite selfless.”

“I do,” I whined, and it was all true. It had been so liberating to be free of all financial worry. My portfolio had likely gone up even more since the last time Maryam had updated me. I hadn’t even bothered to ask, because I completely trusted her. She knew what she was doing with my finances more than I ever could, and I knew they were in safe hands. She didn’t have to check in with me, or seek my permission or opinion, because she was in control. She was the leader, and I was the follower. That’s how it had been since the first time I’d kissed her feet, and I blinked as I accepted I was comfortable with that. I was comfortable with Maryam having full discretion over my finances, and myself remaining completely oblivious to what was happening. I didn’t need to know, because I had everything I needed. I survived off the allowance, its limited nature keeping me decent and honourable, unable to indulge in my vices, and my daily routine was focused on working and supporting Maryam. There was no time for sordid, illicit activities that publicly shamed my image, because Maryam had ensured there weren’t any temptations accessible for me. Instead of partying, I stayed in and washed her feet. Instead of pressing beer bottles to my lips; I placed the soft soles of Maryam’s feet against them and smothered them with affectionate, respectful kisses. My forehead wrinkled slightly as my jaw twitched. “I do,” I grunted again. “I belong at Maryam’s feet. I need her guidance.”

Farah giggled slightly, the first time I’d heard her do so. "My dear," she continued, her voice now suddenly soft and soothing as I continued to breathe in the intoxicating stench from her slipper. “What wonderful progress. I was hesitant, but I see my daughter’s interest in you now. I see you understand that appropriateness and respect are the cornerstones of any harmonious living amongst diverse cultures. You see, learning about others' customs and beliefs enables us to navigate through life with empathy and compassion. See how much more fulfilling your life is, now that you’ve thrown aside your prejudices, and seen how beneficial it is to be at my daughter’s feet? She’s smarter than you. She’s more successful than you, and you’re so lucky that she allows you to hang on her coattails, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am, Ma’am,” I nodded frantically into the slipper. “I’m so, so lucky. She’s turned me from a financial embarrassment into something to be proud of.” I thought back to the encounter with Jessica. I’d been there with Maryam, not Jessica, and I’d let her down. I’d cowardly abandoned her when I should have spoken up.

“She has.” Farah paused for a second, her eyes dancing over my body as I continued eagerly breathing in the vinegary stink of her slipper. “I’ve been wondering”—she adjusted her fingers to more firmly hold my head in place, keeping my nose trapped inside her slipper—“what you’re planning to do with the profits my daughter has accumulated for you?”

I blinked, before looking up at her. “I...I don’t know, Ma’am,” I whispered into her slipper. “I haven’t thought much about it.”

“Good,” she said, while biting her lip in thought. “That’s what I was hoping.” She slipped her fingers from my chin, and instead patted my head softly, before caressing my scalp. “Keep that little head of yours empty, just like that. Don’t you worry yourself with such matters. I’ll ensure my daughter has suitable plans for the wealth she’s accumulated. It’s all thanks to her anyway, isn’t it? It’s not like you played any recognisable part in its growth, is it?”

I squinted at her, rather confused and not sure what she was talking about. “I...I don’t know, Ma’am. I guess so. It’s my money though—”

“It’s Maryam’s money,” she said with an amused smile. “Because you gave it to her, correct? You slipped it beneath her toes and begged her to accept it.”

I scrunched my nose up after another deep, intake of breath. “I did,” I whispered, while thinking back over all the months where I’d bowed, kissed Maryam’s feet and begged her to handle my cash. Begged her to take it and use it better than I ever could. Begged her not to recklessly spend it, as I would, but instead, use it in a way my brain wasn’t capable of understanding.

“Good girl,” she said with a smile. “Because we wouldn’t want you wasting all of her hard work, would we? It would be terrible to see you squandering my daughter’s efforts on unsavoury vices. You just sniff my slipper and focus on doing what you’re told. It’s a much better way to live, isn’t it? No stress. No worries. Just doing whatever Maryam tells you to.” Her lips parted into a big smile, and I was greeted by her perfectly white teeth. “Doing whatever I tell you to do. Doesn’t that sound wonderful?”

I whimpered in affirmation as I inhaled that heady stench, struggling to find any falsity in her words. It honestly did sound wonderful, and my previous life felt like one big hangover. Thanks to Maryam, there was no stress. No dread. No depression. No regrets. No adult responsibilities to keep me awake at night, because Maryam had taken on those obligations for me. She was so strong, forthright, and always in complete measured control of every situation. She never panicked, but instead, acted with a pragmatism that had always evaded me. I had no idea how well my portfolio was doing, and no clue how to withdraw it. I didn’t know the best place to invest it, or the most tax-efficient way to utilise it. All I knew was that Maryam knew what she was doing, and whatever she decided was probably for the best. No, it was definitely for the best.

Farah tapped my head again, almost like one would reward a pet. “I’m very pleased,” she said with the same smile. “We are bonding so well. I am most surprised, as when I arrived and was greeted with that pitiful sight in the kitchen, I wrote you off as a lost cause. Yet, here you are sniffing my slipper, and shortly, you will be licking my feet clean, won’t you?” She giggled almost girlishly. “I’m happy we now have an understanding. Isn’t it much more satisfying to live together, now that you’re not focused on your own, selfish pursuits, but instead on respecting and supporting my daughter? You now have real purpose, and no longer are you lost. My daughter has transformed you from a waster to a functional contributor. The same way I brought my servants to Iran and gave them a purpose." She shrugged and bit her lip. “Perhaps, in time, I will bring you to Iran too, with your own purpose. A purpose I shall decide.”

I felt like an empty shell while still kneeling before her; my head bobbing subtly in time to my heaving chest. Each time I breathed in that pungent, sweaty, feety stink, I felt like my mind was opening further and becoming more willing to accept whatever she was saying. Even though, at times, I’d feel a warm rush of clarity, where I struggled to process that I was kneeling there and sniffing an older, Muslim woman’s slipper, I still made no move to escape. It was almost like she was drugging me with her scent, all while guiding my thoughts, and I wondered if this was some kind of Persian hypnotism that I didn’t fully understand. The aroma of her slipper was completely infesting my mind, and I felt light-headed while listening to her soft voice whisper in my ear.

“You’re thankful for the control and order my daughter has brought to your life, aren’t you?” she said, apparently not yet satisfied with the influence she was taking over me.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I mumbled as my eyes began to close, my breathing settling into a rhythmic flow. “I’m very thankful to Maryam.”

“As you should be,” Farah added encouragingly. “My daughter has put so much time and energy into shaping you into something acceptable. I was sceptical, but now I understand. Now, I see the potential. Now, I see the return.” She freed her hand from my hair, before tapping her chin with her fingers. “You trust my daughter, correct?”

“Absolutely, Ma’am,” I muttered while swaying from side to side, my eyes feeling droopy as I continued to breathe in heartily through her slipper. Even though I’d had my nose stuffed in there for however long now, the pungency was unrelenting. It was almost like she’d been sweating up these slippers with the specific purpose of subduing and taming me with them, and I was powerless to resist the intoxicating hold they now held me under. Each cheesy, vinegary breath was leaving me feeling as if I was blocked up as much as I’d ever been during a night out partying. “I trust Maryam with everything. I have every faith in her.”

“Good, because I’m going to have a little talk with her. I have some much better ideas for those returns she’s accumulated with your earnings. I wouldn’t want to see them wasted. Do you have a problem with that?”

Part of me was trying to fight it, but I was only left screwing up my face in confusion. “I’m sure Maryam knows best,” I said breathily. “Maryam always knows best.”

“Yes, she does,” Farah said with a gleeful nod, and she pulled the slipper from my face. “I’m happy that’s cleared up. Now”—she shifted back into the seat, so both feet were resting by the heels on the footrest; her wide soles pushed right into my face—“kiss my feet, you faithless whore.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, while reaching for her feet with my lips. Seconds later, they were dancing all over her meaty soles, smothering and slobbering them with sloppy kisses while her voice rung in my head; her whispers repeating themselves over and over.

“Good, because soon I must pray.” She flexed her toes as my nose tickled at their underside, and for a second, we made eye contact, with Farah peering down at me with an air of stoic acceptance. Almost as if she was experiencing no pleasure from my efforts at that moment, but simply saw them as necessary to my status below her. “I know you support our prayer, girl, but do you understand its significance?” Her toes scrunched around my nose as my lips remained pressed against the ball of her foot. “Prayer is a way for us to connect with the divine, find inner peace, and seek guidance in life's journey.” She gazed around her soles as she pressed them into my face; the moistness of her sweaty skin rubbing off onto my own. “It is more than just a ritual; it is an anchor for the soul." She smiled momentarily before her expression drooped with a glumness. “Though you have abandoned your faith, at least you are finding inner peace at our feet, correct? Perhaps, prayer for you is in your service to us as your Muslim decision-makers. Maybe your faith in my daughter is all you need to lead a worthwhile life? Maybe your devotion to cleansing my feet for prayer is your true purpose?”

I looked up at her confused; my lips mumbling out the words through kisses, “I guess, Ma’am.” I dropped my head and focused back on things I understood more clearly. Simple things. Things that didn’t require me to extend any brain power, like kissing feet. Kissing and washing Muslim feet. “Let me prepare you for your prayer, Ma’am,” I whispered, and Farah pursed her lips in approval. My tongue was lapping and eagerly slurping all over her wide, mature soles, scooping up and swallowing down all of the sweat, lint and whatever else was caked onto her feet from that morning in her slippers.

“That’s a good little Western whore,” she said with smugness. “Now, put that slutty tongue to use and lick my feet clean.”

And I did, despite the burning in my cheeks. I bobbed my head up and down on her Persian toes like the whore she’d disparaged me as, cleansing her feet in the most humiliating of ways.

“It seems you have found your purpose,” she whispered. “A purpose I will enjoy making use of on the daily once Maryam spends your investment and I have you with me in Iran.”

I was concentrating so much on scooping the crud from between her toes, and ensuring that her Muslim feet were gleaming with my saliva, cleansed of all filth and ready for prayer, that I didn’t even pay attention to her words. They just floated right over my head; a head that was too busy slurping up and down on her stinky toes to make sense of anything she was saying.

Though the nature of Farah’s words that day had been quite overwhelming, and I’d struggled to fully comprehend what she was saying while breathing in that intoxicating stink from her rotten, old slippers: our relationship improved further from that point onwards. Improved in a skewed manner, with Farah as the lead, of course, but I was more settled in her presence. There developed an understanding between us. Whereas my relationship with Maryam was more like a boss with an employee, with Farah, it was as if a scholar and her apprentice. She was always showering me with wisdom regarding her religion and culture, and applying it to my own situation, as a means to restructure and direct my life. Whenever I was licking her feet, she’d always make suggestions about how my behaviour could be corrected further. Even simple things, like keeping my knees together and maintaining a good posture while bowing before her and removing her slippers, or keeping my back straight while I was sucking her toes clean. At certain points, she lightly slapped me on the back, insisting I put in greater effort to maintain a good posture. She hinted that she’d prefer to see flower petals in the bowl of water to relax her, even though her feet spent barely seconds in there since my mouth did all of the cleaning. Of course, I used some of my allowance to buy a bunch of flowers the next day, in the hope of pleasing her and improving our relationship further. Maryam was quite bemused when she saw the petals floating in the water during her own prayer ritual, but she was pleased nonetheless; the joy evident in her brown eyes. That in itself reassured me that listening to her mother bore fruits, and that, at the core of her actions, Farah had Maryam’s best interests at heart. Therefore, following her guidance made sense.

I’d increasingly become quieter and filled with shame whenever I attended to Maryam though, because it felt like she wasn’t getting the full service. As I trickled water over her feet, lightly massaging them, and politely kissing her toes, it felt like my service to her was trapped on a surface level. Deep inside me, there was this simmering guilt, because I was cleaning her mother’s feet in so much more of a depraved and intimate way: a way befitting of a Western whore, as I was being increasingly labelled. Not only that, but I was conversing with her mother so much more and interactions with Maryam had been pushed to the side. Farah was constantly guiding me, and whispering her thoughts in my ears, and my way of thinking was rapidly being attuned to her own.

As Maryam was so busy with work, our usual routines had become disrupted. Sometimes, she’d arrive home so late that I’d already headed to bed. On the first occasion, I stayed up so that I could greet her and wash her feet, though she swiftly waved me away and insisted that I suitably rest for work the next day. That was the caring empathy that existed within her control of me. Even though she liked to be the decision-maker, and to keep me on a tight leash in order to manage my behaviour, she never did it to a level that was detrimental to my own performance at work. She wanted me to prosper and make a success of myself. She instilled discipline within me to help me reach my potential, not to use me for her own benefit. That appeared to be the glaring disparity with her mother, as Farah’s motives appeared more self-indulgent. Of course, the older woman framed everything as if she had my best interests at heart, but occasionally, the sinister truth within her actions would slip through, and I’d fear that her intentions were geared towards total, Muslim supremacy.

On one particular night, I was enjoying an increasingly rare moment of massaging Maryam’s feet after a long day of work. The conversation was stilted, as Maryam was simply so tired from the gruelling expectations of her job role. There were a lot of portfolios with high-profile clients that were sapping her energy. She’d simply rested with her eyes closed, occasionally grunting as my fingers eased her stresses, until the conclusion of the massage was disrupted by an impromptu call.  I remained completely quiet, listening as Maryam sighed her way through a frustrating exchange with a pension hedge fund questioning the yield return. Despite my Muslim Queen’s constant reassurance, I overheard that the client was hesitant, and it all sounded rather maddening for the woman I looked up to so much. While kneeling before her, I delicately stroked her soles, trying to at least ease the burden for her in the way I knew best. As her face was screwed up with impatience at the persistent complaints through the phone, I even gently lifted her foot and lovingly kissed each of her toes, reassuring her that whatever happened in her professional life, she would always be cherished and adored within her own home. It was a most refreshing experience when compared to my time spent with her mother, as I wasn’t constantly belittled and scrutinised. Despite Maryam’s concentration being completely on the call, occasionally, our eyes met, and I blushed, feeling like my service was an expectation on her part, and something completely natural to the point that I was relegated to the background of her priorities.

As she wound down the call, Farah came to join her, and without a word, I suddenly had four feet to massage rather than two. It was quite interesting to attend to their feet while noting the differences, especially with how youthful and soft Maryam’s skin was, compared to the wider and more wrinkled texture of her mother’s strong feet. I glanced sheepishly at Farah while digging my thumb into her arch, worried that she may do something to embarrass me and betray the trust that our secretive activities relied on. She squinted as I really put the effort into satisfying her with the the utmost effort, almost willing her to keep our activities secret. Evidently, it worked, as though their conversation persisted in Farsi, Maryam’s demeanour didn’t shift and there was no hostility directed towards me. More likely, my Muslim Queen was simply airing her frustrations while her mother nodded sympathetically. I kept quiet, focusing on soothing the feet of my Persian betters, completely excluded from the conversation. Most fittingly, they only spoke English whenever they needed to direct my fingers in a particular area, and it had the appropriate effect of leaving me feeling like nothing more than a servant. I even imagined, as I worked my fingers across their feet, how it must feel to be one of Farah’s migrant workers in Iran, excluded from the local tongue and only responding to hand gestures. It got me to thinking, if Maryam ever returned home, would she want me to go along with her? Perhaps, one day, I would find myself in that exact position within a true Iranian household, my days filled with service at my Muslim employers’ feet while my ears heard nothing but incomprehensible Farsi.

Still, that was but one possibility of my future, and a most unlikely one since Maryam was so successful within the London banking sector. As my worry dispersed, it was most satisfying to see them bond as mother and daughter. I marvelled at how their toes were so similar, yet their soles differed; Maryam’s being narrow while Farah’s were meatier and wider, particularly in the area of the ball of her foot. I was happy to assist in their time together, considering they hadn’t been able to visit the city as much as they had hoped with the amount Maryam was working, so at least they were able to relax and enjoy a pampering together in the little free time Maryam’s important career afford her. I didn’t need to comprehend what the two of them were talking about, as my entire focus was on their feet.

I remained to the side while they eventually prayed together, feeling bizarrely excluded, yet relieved that Farah had accepted a standard foot washing rather than the more intimate version she’d grown to expect. When Maryam eventually insisted that I paint her nails and comb her hair immediately after prayer had concluded, Farah too wanted in on the treatment. I felt so lucky as I lovingly combed their beautiful dark hair, feeling most privileged while most others outside of our home never got to witness their true beauty; their gorgeous hair forever hidden beneath their modest headscarves. While I combed, I stood behind them, quiet and obedient as I concentrated not to disturb with delicate strokes, all while they conversed in their native tongue and enjoyed tea that I’d been dismissed to prepare.

Then, after a further hour wielding various coats of polish while crouching before them, they placed their feet side by side, showing off their freshly painted toes and cooing at how pretty they looked together as they took photos; their Persian feet truly delightful in the selected cream polish. However, even though the varnishing had taken me a good hour for the two of them, later that night, as I removed the colour ready for their evening prayer, it reminded me that my servile work was for the pleasure of my Muslim bosses, and not for myself. It was a sacrifice of my time for their desires, the same way I sacrificed my salary every month to satisfy Maryam’s need to control and rein in my behaviour.

However, over the next days, whenever I attended to Maryam alone, I noticed her attitude shifting slightly. Whereas previously she would busy herself with a book or some movie or television show while I massaged her feet, placing reverent kisses on her toes to constantly communicate the respect I had for her, now, she seemed lost in thought. Her book would remain untouched on a nearby table, and the television would hover on standby. She’d stare at me, looking beyond my submissive self and into something much deeper; her thoughts wandering. Whenever Farah was present, I’d noticed her constantly murmuring from the side in Farsi, while Maryam stared in my direction, nodding along to her mother’s drawl. Whether it be in the kitchen, the hallway, or in the door of each of their rooms; Maryam would gaze at me as her mother peered from behind, stood within those stinky slippers while she whispered words of suggestion in her diminutive daughter’s ear, the same way she whispered in mine. What she was speaking of I couldn’t know, but I did notice the shift in Maryam’s behaviour. It was like there was an inner battle taking place, between her own good-natured conscience and whatever thoughts her mother shared, and to my mind, poisoned her with. I already knew the power of Farah’s murmurings, and it left me gulping with whatever she was trying to induce within her daughter. Still, my faith remained in Maryam’s resolute commitment to the right course of action. She was a beacon of moral justice, and I knew, in my heart, that her my own best interests were constantly at the forefront of her conscious: that was the driving force within our dynamic.

When I found myself in Farah’s service alone, where Maryam would be away from the house, similar whisperings flowed freely. Whenever I was crouched at her feet, licking them ready for her prayer, or smothering them with respectful kisses at her direction, or massaging them with devotion as she seized control of the entire house: Farah would mutter down suggestions towards me. I’d nod along, listening and absorbing every word, feeling as if it wasn’t my place to question the aged wisdom that was being lavished upon me. She always had a way of speaking, ending every critique of my behaviour with a question, where I would be forced to answer and agree with her opinion on the matter.

With Farah’s gentle guidance, I began to dress more modestly out of respect for their culture and faith, not as a gesture of imitation, but as an acknowledgement of the significance behind it. She never pushed me to change, but her patience and wisdom made me want to be more culturally sensitive. Maryam had always focused on my behaviour, showing her disdain for the loose way I dressed, insisting it demeaned me, however, Farah had wanted to take it further.

I was surprised to come back from work one day to find two Persian-style gowns lying atop my bed. I walked over timidly, most confused, wondering if they’d been put there for me to iron or the like. I ran the silky material between my fingers, noting how expensive and luxurious it felt, before I flinched upon hearing Farah’s voice from behind me.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” she mentioned while leaning against the doorframe in her own gown. “So modest and refined. The perfect way to adorn your womanly shape and shroud it away beneath decency. You would be expected to wear such things in Iran.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said. “You always look so wonderful in your clothes.”

“Try it on,” she said. “These are a gift for you. I brought them from home for my daughter, but I think you’ll look just perfect. Just as you did that day you sampled my niqab. It will be most satisfying to see you dressed as a respectable woman from this day forth, rather than the whore you’re so inclined to constantly offend my daughter’s hospitality as.”

I gulped, feeling a little uncomfortable. I’d never before worn such a thing in place of my usual, Western clothing. I didn’t consider my outfits whore-like previously, but due to Farah’s constant goading, I was looking upon my wardrobe with increased scrutiny, realising how short the skirts were and how revealing my dresses seemed to be. I was used to wearing skinny jeans, crop tops and tank tops. On night’s out, I’d wear tight-fitting cocktail dresses or mini-skirts, but now, they all seemed inappropriate. The gown, though beautiful in its material, was not in my favoured style, almost appearing frumpy with its covering from neck to ankles. I would have likened it to a smock, and though it suited Maryam and Farah’s exotically dark features, it would look most uncomfortable on myself, almost as if I was mockingly appropriating their culture as a costume. “You want me to wear this, Ma’am?”

“I do,” she said with a smile. “Is it not befitting of your role here? This is a Muslim household, Katie. So, I expect you to dress accordingly. You walk around with far too much flesh exposed, and I find it most off-putting and offensive. Your days of disgracing yourself with whore-like attire are over, are they not? Within this household, you are a servant to myself and my daughter, not a harlot, so I expect you to dress the part.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said with a deeply reddening face. She was always so well-spoken, that it was quite unnerving to hear her use such vulgar terms. “I don’t dress like that anymore.” I hadn’t worn any revealing clothes in a while, and I mostly wore jeans with a shirt around the house. Of course, I’d often dash around in my pyjamas, which were a kind of buttoned shirt with shorts. Was that really a problem: shorts? It seemed that way from the look she’d often sneer towards my bare legs. “You don’t like my pyjamas?”

Farah shook her head. “They are fine to sleep, but not to wear outside of your room. The house is not your resting quarters, Katie, and it is disrespectful to myself and my daughter to see you flaunting your legs in such a way.”

“Oh,” I whispered. “I didn’t realise.”

“It’s understandable, girl,” she said, somewhat sympathetically. “You have made good progress on your path to decency, but there are still many bad habits that require educating out of you.” She looked towards the bin in the corner of my room. “Rid yourself of anything unladylike. Try one of these beautiful dresses on for size, and once you get used to it, I’ll be sure to help you pick out a few more.” She smiled, before nodding. “In time, perhaps you will grow comfortable veiled as well, and we will once again be able to venture outside without you shaming us.”

The first day in the gown I felt like I was wearing something cumbersome and as if I was outside of my own skin. Being used to tight-fitting clothes that hugged my shapely form, it felt odd to be wearing something so loose. The next day it was slightly more bearable, and by the end of the week I was surprisingly used to it, almost enjoying the airy freedom. Farah seemed pleased whenever I kneeled to attend to her, often reaching out and affectionately twisting the fastenings near my throat, seemingly satisfied that my cleavage was hidden from view. Over the previous weeks, my pyjamas had on occasion become loose, exposing my pale chest, which Farah had nonchalantly wrinkled her nose at. Now, that wasn’t a problem, and despite the looseness of the leg area, the stitching of the gown was quite tight around the torso, remaining sealed whatever task I was completing. It increased my humbled subservience, and I’d feel particularly beneath her whenever we were alone, as I was kneeling in my Persian abaya while sucking and slurping the sweaty filth from her pre-praying feet. It was like bit by bit, my Western upbringing and personality was being eradicated, and instead replaced by a modesty that met their Muslim expectations.

Maryam didn’t comment at the abrupt shifting of my wardrobe, but I noted a bemused little smirk the first time I knelt at her feet and washed them while wearing my gown. Her eyebrow was raised, before she glanced towards her mother with a curious expression. Her mother merely smiled and nodded back, causing Maryam to hum with a still-raised eyebrow and offer me her foot. Perhaps they had already conversed about her mother’s intentions regarding the shift in my attire, and Maryam was impressed to see the conviction in Farah’s wants. Or, maybe, Maryam thought it to be of my own volition, and she was impressed at my willingness to integrate within her household. Whatever the reasoning, she accepted the change with a willingness I hadn’t expected, especially with the previous discussion back on the day I’d tried Farah’s veil on for size. ‘Why is she wearing hijab?’ Maryam had asked back then, concern in her voice, but now, she seemed to accept the fact I was dressing like one without enquiry.

When most of my dresses had been binned, Farah kept her promise and I found a few more silky, Persian gowns on my bed. When she suggested I wear one to work, I was hesitant, but she gave me ample reasoning to which I couldn’t refuse. There was nothing revealing or inappropriate about them after all. My boss was quite perplexed, and seemed a little annoyed that I wasn’t wearing my usual skirt and smart blouse combination, though, what could she really complain about? It may have looked exotic, but it completely fit the dress code as far as decency. Besides, I was a lowly secretary, as Farah had recognised, and after a mere grimace, my boss had more important matters to attend to.

So, I ended up wearing one of those Persian silk gowns to work every day. A few of the regular clients commented on how beautiful the material was. Others, who had barely recognised me in the past, mentioned how it was nice that the company was becoming more diverse, probably assuming I was an immigrant or the like: I didn’t know whether to be offended or run home and tell both Maryam and Farah. They’d likely be pleased at the spreading acceptance of their culture as it invaded my workplace. It was all rather hypocritical too, with me flouncing around my workplace in an abaya, while Maryam attended work in a professional, Western business suit. 

Increasingly, Farah got her way throughout the household, but only when her wants were directed towards me. Despite being her daughter, Maryam was impressively resilient, her moral compass remaining resolute, and in fact, I found myself being defended by her on a number of occasions, where I was too timid and cowardly to speak up for myself. My pride, dignity and confidence had gradually been trampled beneath Farah’s barrage of wisdom and suggestions, and since I’d consumed her toe-jam multiple times, I really had no resolve to stand up to her. I found it increasingly difficult to oppose her views. At one point, the older woman had insisted on taking me to a mosque again, but this time wearing a niqab so I could come inside and pray with her. I was aghast at the implications of it all, but Maryam had put a stop to it immediately, asserting it was too much of an assumption. “She’s not a Muslim, Mother,” she said indifferently, and the matter was considered closed.

Yet, I felt like if Maryam hadn’t been home that day, I’d have probably gone along, unable to reason against Farah’s wants and finding myself kneeling next to her and reciting things I didn’t understand. It was so strange, but Farah just had this natural way of making me feel like it was my role to follow her lead. She never raised her voice, but there was just this natural, superior air whenever she spoke. It was like in her presence, I suddenly understood the necessity to respect and adhere to the wishes of my elders in a way I had never done with my own parents.

Though my relationship with my parents had improved slightly, thanks to Maryam’s influence more than my own self-awareness, it still wasn’t fully repaired. I spoke to them on the phone, but I’d yet to visit, and even though Maryam had made it clear that they were welcome to stop by, I’d made excuses after Farah’s intervention. Farah seemed pleased by that, and continued to insist that it was much too soon for the damage in our relationship to be overcome.

She wasn’t outwardly hostile and cruel towards me, but occasionally, while discussing me with Maryam, she’d refer to me as ‘the faithless’ still, which was somewhat offensive. I mean, I was Christened as a Catholic when I was younger, but I was never really into any of that stuff. It wasn’t as if I attended church on a regular basis. I couldn’t even recall the last time I went there. To her credit, Maryam would always baulk at the term and defend me, saying it was unfair, but that didn’t stop Farah from saying it anyway. She never said it in an overly offensive way, but rather a disappointed, sympathetic commentary on how she was astonished at the direction of my life. The more she did it, the more I could see Maryam become tired of her mother’s insistence. Eventually, where she would once speak up and defend me, rapidly, she began to roll her eyes whenever her mother persisted in questioning my faith and labelling me with such a belittling title. If only she’d known about the things her mother called me when we were alone.

Imposing herself further with each passing day, Farah had a lot to say about life, and as my bond with her deepened, we began discussing various aspects of my future. Well, I say discussion, but rather, she spoke and I listened, all while I was busy easing my thumbs into her soles, painting her nails or obediently sniffing the stink from her slipper. I often found myself kneeling near her while she relaxed in the armchair. She’d simply tap her thigh, and beckon me over to talk. There, I’d kneel, and she’d slip off her slipper and hold it to my face without any hesitance. While I breathed in that hypnotic, invigorating stench, I’d absorb Farah's insights into spirituality and faith, and ideas and thoughts would swirl around my head as her vinegary foot funk wafted around my nose, provoking considerations that I’d rarely pondered before. I mean, I often observed Maryam’s devotion to her religion from afar, and I had contributed to and supported her prayers, however, we had never really discussed the intricacies of their beliefs. Farah spoke passionately about the beauty of her faith, the sense of purpose it brought to her life, and the peace she found in prayer. Not only about the benefit it brought to her life, but increasingly, the benefit it would bring to mine. Gradually, I didn’t just support the pair of them in being Muslims, but, I worshipped them for it, recognising it as the superior faith and way of life.
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One evening, as Farah’s slipper was safely nestled around my nose, she abruptly pulled it free, causing much confusion in me. “Do you like the smell of my slipper, girl?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.
“Ummm,” I said with embarrassment, especially at the way I had so vigorously been jamming my nose as far into the slipper as it could fit. Farah increasingly wore the slippers all day long, and would make sure to press it to my face just before it was time for bed. As a result, the material would be warm and moist, soaked through with her mature foot sweat, and the stench would be particularly vinegary and rich; stinging in its effect and shocking me into limpness as she indoctrinated my helpless ears with whichever of her thoughts she desired to become my own. Maryam had never used her footwear in such a way, and there was always a kind of elegance to the way I served her feet. She always sat with a regal air as I smothered her cute little toes with kisses, or kneaded her soft, wrinkled soles with devotion. Other than the few occasions when I’d annoyed her in some way, her feet were usually clean, thanks to a prayer foot washing, so having to inhale Farah’s pungent stink was a whole new experience for me, especially as she whispered repeatedly about my place being at the feet of a Muslim woman. The more often I sniffed, the more I believed her words with every fibre of my being, not only that I belonged at the feet of a Muslim woman, but that it was my duty to sniff, kiss and adore them.

As a result, through prolonged exposure, I began to crave that stink, despite my initial instinct to rebel. I began to crave that feeling of warm sweat against my face, despite my best efforts to reason that such a desire was seedy and depraved. Farah constantly reassured me that I was safe whenever I was breathing in that warm odour, and it had kind of become imprinted within me: her foot stench being associated with both comfort and security. I was safely homed within their Muslim household, with no risk of being kicked out on the streets: all I had to do was nuzzle my nose into that hot, sweaty cluster of toes multiple times a day.

And then, whether it was Farah’s intention or not, something happened that altered the dynamic that had existed between myself and Maryam for the past year. For some reason, when I knelt next to Farah ready for our usual routine, and she was clutching her slipper, poised to press it to my face, she didn’t do so. Instead, she wrinkled her face in disgust, before dropping the slipper to the floor and wriggling her toes back inside. “You did a poor job licking my feet clean today,” she said. “So, you don’t deserve to breathe through my slipper.”

I knelt there completely baffled by her reasoning, as I’d licked her feet clean with the same effort I always did. I should have been grateful that I didn’t have to sniff her slipper, however, instead, I found that I was somewhat devastated at disappointing her. Whether it was some strange kind of Stockholm Syndrome or the like, I’d increasingly found it calming and reassuring whenever I was kneeling at Farah’s side, quietly breathing in the stink from her slipper while she patted my had and told me how good I’d been. It had become part of the routine, and every day, I’d return from work, kneel before her in my abaya and prise her slippers off. As she crossed her mature soles on the footstool, I’d slavishly suck and lick her feet clean, before standing by while she prayed. Only then, I’d be beckoned closer and praised for my performance while breathing in that heady stench from her slipper.

Now I’d been denied the final act, it felt like it was incomplete. I glanced down and thought about just ripping her slipper from her foot, but then I was disturbed by Maryam returning through the front door.

My nose was twitching slightly as I stepped into the hallway, and she beamed a smile at me. “Had a good day?” she asked. “I just need to shower, and then we can catch up.”

My eyes dropped to her feet, and I noted she was wearing a pair of flats in place of her usual heels. My thoughts immediately lingered: how hot and sweaty must Maryam’s feet be after being in those flats all day, and she was my Muslim Queen, wasn’t she? Surely, she deserved have me kneeling and whimpering while I sniffed that stink from her superior toes. “It’s almost time for your prayer, my Muslim Queen,” I said, while still fantasising about how much her feet must stink in those shoes; nostrils flaring in need. Farah’s feet always built up such a funk while wearing her Persian slippers, but surely, Maryam’s feet would smell even more after having been marching around all day, being the boss lady, she was. I was used to tending her to after the shower, and on the few occasions I did help her out of her shoes after work, I would always immediately wash her feet. I’d catch the slight whiff of her scent, but I’d never plunged my nose right into her shoe in the way I regularly did with her mother. I only experienced Maryam’s feet at their natural worst when she felt like I needed punishing, but now, I was craving to get my face in there, not while being punished, but while she was patting my head and complimenting my performance.

“I know it’s almost time for prayer,” Maryam said, seeming quite bemused that I was reminding her of her own routine. “That’s why I rushed home and need to shower quickly. I’m all sweaty and stinky.”

My eyes dropped to her flats again, and as she began to walk down the hallway, intent on brushing past me, I took her hand, and instead led her towards the living room. She looked at me confused, as did Farah, as we waltzed in together, but it was like I was running on automation. Even as I helped her onto the sofa, and then quickly removed both of her shoes, Maryam peered down at me, seeming quite uncomfortable. “This really isn’t necessary,” she said. “I should go shower.”

I looked towards Farah, feeling quite embarrassed by my own eagerness, but when I noted her smirk as she watched me attend to her daughter, it seemed to calm me. It made me feel like I always did whenever my nose was buried in her slipper, and I wanted to feel that way again. Taking Maryam’s leg by the ankle, I lifted her foot, so that her sole was displayed right before me, and I noted how lines of lint had become embedded in her wrinkles after having stood for so long. She looked so cute while still wearing her headscarf, and she tilted her head, getting a good look at my focused eyes as they remained on the bottom of her foot. She wiggled her toes, before spreading them. “Like this?” she asked, sounding most perplexed. “You’re not bothered about the smell?”

“Your comfort comes first, my Muslim Queen,” I breathed, and I thought about just lunging forward and burying my nose right between her toes. However, that seemed too much, and I was fearful that Maryam would immediately scold me before dashing to the bathroom. So, instead, I just breathed from afar, enjoying her sweaty scent as much as I could without doing anything inappropriate. Each time I breathed it in, my body shivered, evidently satiated by the odour that Farah had cruelly denied me. Maryam’s foot scent wasn’t as bitter as her mother’s, but it was decidedly feminine and more than enough to give me my fix. Yet, despite enjoying each riveting breath, I kept my senses, and didn’t want to scare her away by being overly presumptuous. So, I simply mixed up the routine, despite a burning desire to cram my nose between her slippery toes, and settled into giving her a devoted massage. She relaxed on the sofa and looked at her mother in confusion. As my hands worked all over her sweaty feet, their odour becoming one with my skin, they spoke in Farsi, with Maryam increasingly giggling and finding the whole thing rather fascinating.

When it came time to bathe her feet, I did so reluctantly, sighing as I washed the sweet fragrance from between her toes. I glanced towards Farah, and she looked rather smug, knowing that her own feet had already been cleansed with my eager tongue. It almost felt like she was putting forth some petty competition between herself and her unknowing daughter. As Maryam’s toes were gently twisted and pulled with my fingers, I focused on how cute they were, and what a treat it would be to feel them in my mouth once more. Though, I felt somewhat proud too, that I was serviced her pretty feet when they were at their worst. As Farah had insisted, I’d devoted myself to taking care of her daughter, and though fascinated, Maryam seemed sort of pleased that I had put her comfort before my own. That I was willing to attend to her feet with devotion and adoration, washing the filth from between her sweaty toes while suffering their strong smell. Most of all though, I think she was impressed that I had remained decent throughout, resisting the urge to become more intimate. It was quite the ordeal, constantly looking at her toes and wanted to feel their softness on their lips, but I kept in line, and was reward with a light pat on the head before she proceeded to repair. That soft touch on my scalp had meant everything, because I had pleased Maryam with my service, and I beamed a smile towards Farah as they scooted down to pray.

After that day, I found myself accosting Maryam when she returned from work, and eagerly kneeling at her feet in my gown once I’d led her into the living room. Even though, most days, I’d already obediently sniffed Farah’s slipper, it was like I needed more, and I desperately orchestrated any situation where I could get at Maryam’s feet when they were still fresh in her work shoes. I’d slip her pumps free, and then adoringly rub her feet while they were still moist with sweat, devotedly removing the lint from between her toes with my fingers. She’d stare at me curiously, wondering why I would attend to her feet before a foot-washing was required. By the end of the week the routine had become normalised, and Maryam had settled into being treated in such a way. She thought nothing of stretching her leg and spreading her toes mere inches from my face, my nose twitching as I was completely focused on any crud I could see nestled in the gap. I wanted to spring forth and just engulf those dainty little toes in my eager mouth, but I didn’t want to risk losing all the ground I’d already made.

“That’s my good little slave,” Maryam teased, squirming in her seat while tapping me softly on the nose with a finger. I too felt completely adored, and cherished, and I looked up at her absolutely enamoured.

Farah’s languid posture as she lazed in the armchair immediately turned rigid, and she sat up and to attention. She whispered something in Farsi, before looking towards me. “My daughter refers to you as her slave?”

I too became rigid and disrupted from my spell, but Maryam immediately swooped in with a giggle. “It’s just playful teasing, Mother,” she said. “Sometimes I call her my slave because of the way she acts. She knows she’s free to leave at any time and return to the awful life she’s escaped.” She then leant forwards and squeezed my cheeks. “Isn’t that right my little slave girl? Would you like to go back to your drinking, or are you happy attending to your Muslim Queen’s feet every day?”

I squirmed beneath her touch, before shyly whispering, “No, my Muslim Queen.”

“That’s a good slave, Maryam,” said before patting my head. She then sighed before looking towards her mother. “It’s just a little playful fun, Mother,” she said. “You don’t need to over-analyse everything so much.”

Farah’s stern expression remained unmoved, and then she abruptly stood, and without saying a work, she marched off to her room. Both Maryam and I looked towards each other in confusion, before Maryam flinched as the booming sound of her mother’s slippers slapped along the hallway. She strode back into the room holding something in her hand, and there was a twinkling as some thread was dangling from her fingers. She said something in Farsi, and instantly, Maryam’s expression dropped and she looked rather caught off guard.

“I was wondering,” Farah said while Maryam continued to squirm. “What is this? I found it yesterday.”

Maryam’s cheeks immediately turned red, and then she looked towards me. “That’s something private,” she eventually said. “I would appreciate if you didn’t snoop around, Mother.”

Farah mumbled something in Farsi while still dangling the chain between her fingers, before she added, “I have it found it now, and I’d like to know what it unlocks.”

I squinted at her hand, and then, I too was squirming while realising she was holding Maryam’s anklet. Still dangling from its length was the key to the safe. It was the same anklet that Maryam used to constantly taunt me with, and she’d only taken it off a few days prior to her mother’s arrival. I’d completely forgotten about it in the weeks since, as placing my money allowance in the safe was Maryam’s responsibility. Once it was laying beneath her feet, I never saw it again, unless I made a request and Maryam was kind enough to permit.

“As I said,” Maryam sniped, trying to be firm. “It is none of your business, Mother. It is a private matter.”

“Why is the key on a bracelet?” Farah persisted while swinging the key around. “This is quite clearly gold, so obviously, this key holds significance.” She stepped towards me, scowling down, before she nudged my knee with her foot. “Tell me, girl,” she said. “What does this key unlock?” 

“I used to wear it,” Maryam said, while blushing slightly. “As a way to remind her that I was in total control of her finances. It seemed inappropriate with your arrival, Mother.”

Farah squinted at the key, and was lost in thought for a moment. However, after a second, she held it out towards her daughter. She spoke in Farsi, and then Maryam looked towards me while still blushing. “Mother feels it’s fine for me to continue wearing this in her presence,” she said. “What do you think, Katie? Should I wear your key on my ankle again?”

Farah flinched again. “It’s an ankle bracelet?” she asked, and then her older woman’s chest heaved as she chuckled to herself, before speaking in rapid Farsi and jiggling the key around. “Definitely put it on,” she said. “I want to see this.”

Maryam took the chain and casually fastened it around her ankle; the key dangling tauntingly. It was a sight I’d seen many times, and I’d always shiver at its significance, accepting my financial fate was no longer my own. Now though, under Farah’s watchful gaze, it was as if the symbolism held more weight. It wasn’t a taboo secret anymore, but instead an accepted dynamic within our household. “You know what to do,” Maryam said, and she turned her leg so that the key was resting against her flesh.

I looked up at Farah, who was still watching intently, and after gulping, I leaned forward and gave the key a shy kiss. “Thank you, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered. “Thank you for taking control of my finances.”

“You’re welcome,” Maryam said, and Farah guffawed, apparently delighted at uncovering further evidence of the level of my subservience to her daughter.

“She really is a slave,” the mature woman said, while nodding towards the key. She added something in Farsi, before tapping her wrists together.

Maryam rolled her eyes, before saying, “No, Mother. That seems a step too far.” Then she wagged a finger at me before snorting, “Katie, if Mother ever invites you to Iran, I recommend that you refuse. She’ll have you shackled and chained by the sounds of it.”

Farah’s face appeared unmoved, clearly finding no humour in it, and I swallowed nervously while pondering that fate. Would she actually keep me chained within her home? As Maryam said, that seemed a step too far, but I was finding out there was a lot more to Farah than I realised.
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On a Friday evening, I was again eagerly helping Maryam off with her shoes while knelt next to the sofa. The key gleamed from beneath the hem of her modest dress, and as I eased her high-heeled pumps from her tired feet, I was desperate to inhale the enticing, intoxicating stink of her toes. She’s been wearing the anklet and key to work all week, apparently comfortable doing so since it was out in the open with her mother. It was probably mostly hidden beneath her dress, but I wondered if any of her colleagues had noticed it on occasion and pondered its purpose. They must have been aware that she was a financial phenom with her performances, but they couldn’t have possibly fathomed the extent of her prowess. That she had complete control of a local, white girl’s finances to the point she could scrutinise and dictate the spending of every penny. I didn’t even know how much was in the safe, and I surmised it may have only been a couple of notes, with everything else safely away in the investments. That was beside the point, anyway, because that key communicated so much. I looked at it and felt helplessly at Maryam’s direction, and on instinct, I pecked a soft kiss against that powerful anklet charm.
I caught a whiff of Maryam’s strong foot scent, and I shivered while savouring its effect on me. Noting how I was leaning forward, and rather openly taking in extended inhales as I eyed that moist space between her Persian toes, Maryam cocked her head in disbelief. “You truly love my feet all sweaty and stinky like this, don’t you?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “You really do like to massage them straight after work?”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said with an enthusiastic nod. “You deserve my respect and attention, especially after you’re tired from a long day at work.” I recited the same words that Farah had whispered in my ear many a time; the words she’d assured me that her daughter would want to hear. I lifted Maryam’s foot and kissed the tired, sore ball with a long, puckered kiss, and then, it felt like the moment had arrived. She was comfortable with me being at her sweaty feet, the same way Farah was, so I knew what needed to happen next. My nose crept into the gap between her biggest and second toe. She dipped her head while noticing my willingness to breathe in that powerful, vinegary stench. “Thank you for working so hard and improving my life, my Muslim Queen. I hope you are pleased with my progress.” Maryam narrowed her eyes, taking in the scene as I pampered her in my Persian gown. She looked over towards her mother, the older woman smirking as she watched from a nearby armchair, and they exchanged some Farsi while I continued to kiss all over her pinkish sole. Maryam may have been confused by my sudden eagerness to sniff her tired, sweaty feet, and smother them with affection, but still, against her instincts, she made no effort to stop me from doing so. Instead, she settled back, seeming to appreciate the way I was willing to pamper and satisfy her, whatever the condition of her tired feet. Perhaps to her, it made all of the stresses and struggles at work worthwhile, knowing she’d return home to such selfless devotion. She watched me with a discerning eye, but allowed my fingers and lips to explore every inch of her warm, slippery soles, and it felt like a monumental step had been taken.

Farah continually waved her hand in my direction, while Maryam seemed to query things, her face contorted in curiosity at the development of my submissive tendencies. She knew I was growing in my desire to be at her feet, almost craving the intimacy of human touch, but she’d always held me at bay, immediately ceasing any activity where my touch became overly familiar and bordering on sexuality.

Over the past few days, she’d seemed truly baffled by my willingness to get at her feet whenever she came home from work. Their sweaty condition had usually been saved for punishment, as in the kitchen, and though the taste had been strong and I’d felt completely humiliated at having it in my mouth, I couldn’t deny how pleasurable it had felt to wrap my tongue around her soft, feminine toes. It had been like the ultimate way to show her respect; a deserving worship of her as my Muslim Queen, and I was perplexed why she wouldn’t enjoy such a thing once more, this time with me being willing and without need of punishment. Farah certainly enjoyed it, and I was diligent in my cleansing over her wide, mature feet. I would be even more devoted in my mouth-service of feet as pretty as Maryam’s, and truly savour the defined shape and soft skin of her delightful peds. With the comfortable approach I’d developed towards Farah’s feet, after having tongued them so much, I was curious if I would now find the taste of Maryam’s foot sweat to not be gross, but rather, delicious.

Yet, I was still concerned that Maryam wouldn’t respond in the same way her mother did whenever my tongue was slurping between her toes. Perhaps I still didn’t quite understand their culture, and a decent, honourable modern lady like Maryam wasn’t interested in such personal services. Integration was at the forefront of the London scene, and maybe Farah still held the more traditional apprehension against the coming together of cultures. From her more Conservative perspective, maybe she saw putting me through such humiliations as being necessary and just, as recompense for some political atrocity against her country that I wasn’t even aware of. Despite not appreciating certain aspects of my culture, particularly the drinking and promiscuity, Maryam was quite liberal in her relations. She held me to high standards, but she was reasonable and pragmatic in her decisions. Even though she kept me on a tight leash, and greatly restricted my spending, it never felt like it was unfair. There was always logic attached that I struggled to dispute.

Anyway, after glancing up at her a number of times over the next half hour while I savoured the feeling of her hot, moist soles as I worked my fingers all over them, I felt my inhibitions lowering. This only heightened as I slipped my fingers between her toes, recognising how grubby and slimy her skin felt, with notable balls of toe-jam rolling beneath my fingertip. The more I felt the texture, the more it seemed logical to me that it was my duty to remove it. It was my role to suitably clean Maryam’s feet ready for her prayer, and they were in dire need of cleaning. Her icky toes were in dire need of my devoted tongue. She seemed curious and receptive while I breathed in that delightful scent as I kneaded her tired feet, and as I felt into a sort of haze, the moment soon arrived. I couldn’t resist anymore, and after a final, shy glance up, I took the initiative and slipped my tongue between her biggest and second toe.

I plunged the tip in deep, right into the sweaty crevice and pressed my tongue up into a dollop of lint. I groaned, a mixture of disgust and lust as I respected her in the most grotesque of intimate ways, sacrificing my own dignity to show her how welcoming and tolerant I was of her culture and faith. It was like my inhibition dropped upon feeling the softness of her toes, a much-needed break from Farah’s more mature feet. Without even waiting for her reaction, I slurped my moist lips right over her big toe and sucked enthusiastically, cradling the soft underside with my wrapped tongue as I truly believed this was the right thing to do. My eyes looked up into hers, and I was filled with lust and a craving for intimacy. She was such an important part of my life, and I wanted to worship her as the Muslim Queen she was. My eyes then darted to Farah, and she was watching open-mouthed, evidently surprised, though pleased at my escalation of service to her daughter. It was what she wanted, I supposed. I’d had my mouth all over Farah’s feet so much that the boundaries had become blurred.

“Katie,” Maryam said with a sneer, her toes pulling from my lips with a plop. “What have I told you about doing things like this?” She sat up slightly in the chair, and tensed her leg as she began to wiggle her ankle from my grip; the key jingling all around.

Farah cocked her head, though frowning slightly upon seeing Maryam’s disgust. She whispered something in Farsi, though Maryam shook her head, wiggled her foot free completely from my hand and rose to her feet. “Enough, Katie,” she said. “My feet are not your lover. I expect respect, not sexual deviance.”

I blushed, utterly ashamed at my behaviour; Maryam’s stern words dished me a dose of reality and knocked me from the submissive, lust-filled haze I’d fallen into. It yanked me right out of my weeks of sucking all over Farah’s toes, and I was somewhat perplexed by my apparent need to get my tongue all over Maryam’s hot, Muslim feet. It had seemed logical while I was intoxicated by the scent of her feet, her shapely arches caressed by my fingers. Now, however, I felt disgusted in myself; her refusal of my efforts knocking the wind from me. I had thought we had made real progress, but apparently, I was severely mistaken.

I looked towards Farah, and I felt resentment, laying the blame fully at her door. She’d pushed me to this, hadn’t she? I’d expected Maryam to enjoy it, but once again, she hadn’t. It had felt natural to me, but evidently, I was erroneous. Maybe my pampering was not as selfless as I believed, and it was actually for my own growing indulgences. Indulgences that Farah had encouraged and nurtured. “I’m sorry,” I said pleadingly, as Maryam headed towards the door. “I just wanted to show you how much I respected and adored you.” I looked towards Farah confused. She had told me so much about how I needed to pay more attention to her daughter, and she had made me feel comfortable having sweaty feet inside my mouth. She had made me breathe her foot stink, while assuring me how I needed to completely submit and take care of Maryam. How I needed to repay all of the patience and effort she’d put into correcting my ill behaviour and changing my life for the better. What else did I have to offer, other than pampering her after a long day at work in the most self-depreciating way? She was a beautiful, successful phenom in her role, and massaging and adoring her feet after she’d been bossing it all day felt appropriate. It was what she deserved. It was where I belonged to show I was grateful for all she’d done for me. But, Maryam didn’t agree, and it was a bitter pill to swallow.

I remained kneeling there, confused at the rejection as Maryam left without saying another word. Meanwhile, Farah patted her thigh. "Katie," she said with a warm smile as she tapped her foot slightly on the floor, just as Maryam scampered down the hallway towards her room. “Come and sit with me, dear.”

I blushed, feeling as if I was being summoned as a pet, but as always, Farah just had this deceptively magnanimous air about her that I felt powerless to disobey. I mean, it should have been insulting to be encouraged to sit on the floor, especially with the tapping of a foot, but Farah just had that presence where I felt like I would be the one being rude and out of line by refusing to do so. Besides, after the confusing way that Maryam had baulked at my adoring attention, I needed Farah’s wisdom and guidance. I had thought I was doing the right thing. I had thought I was treating Maryam in the way that Farah had wanted me to. I had thought Maryam would appreciate it, and I had been completely wrong.

As I approached, and rested my cheek on Farah’s thigh, she affectionately patted my head. “Why did you lick my daughter’s foot? Are you now an animal?”

I immediately wiggled my head free from her fingers, sat back on my heels and looked up at her confused. While wearing my Persian abaya, I almost felt like I was a disciple at her feet. “I thought that’s what you wanted me to do, Ma’am? You know, like I do with you?”

Farah narrowed her eyes. “When did I suggest that?”

“You...you told me to focus on Maryam completely. You...you told me to take care of her better. You...you told me to fully support and devote myself to her. You”—I paused while gulping—“told me to put my own pride aside and worship her as my Muslim Queen. You told me to be more grateful to her and show her how appreciative I was.” I blinked recalling how she’d whispered all of this while shoving her sweaty slipper in my face. How she’d repeated the words while I rubbed my cheeks all over her wide, moist soles, breathing in her vinegary stink while caressing her clammy flesh with kisses. How I had listened to her encouragement as her grubby toes slipped into my mouth and I’d sucked them clean ready for her prayer. I’d become used to pampering feet in such a hot, stinky condition, and I’d thought that’s what she’d wanted of me. She’d wanted me to get used to Maryam’s feet in the same way, so I could better take care of her. Putting Maryam’s comfort above my own dignity forevermore. “You...told me I belonged at the feet of a Muslim woman.”

“And you do,” Farah said with a pleased nod. “And you have just proved it. I suggested those things to you, and what did you do, by instinct? You licked my daughter’s feet in respect. You tried to extract the filth from between her toes with your unworthy tongue. It’s most befitting that you do such a thing for my superior, Muslim daughter.” She leant and tapped me on the forehead. “My daughter informed me of how you kissed her feet the very first time, back when you were merely her tenant. That too was instinctual. Do you understand, girl? It is inside you to serve, and my daughter is worthy of your service, even at the expense of your own dignity. My own servants, I had to bring them to Iran and trap them in their status, allowing them not to leave. But you, I don’t need to trap you, do I? No Muslim woman would ever lower herself to your status. It is quite preposterous, how you so willingly debase yourself, licking and kissing feet. Sniffing sweaty slippers and sucking toes. Are you not disgusted in your own behaviour? You certainly should be disgusted in yourself, a most pathetic specimen of your ilk. A western, non-believing whore.”

I blinked, absolutely flabbergasted at what I was hearing. She’d been encouraging me to increase my time at Maryam’s feet, and her own, for that matter. She’d certainly seemed to delight in having me kneeling and attentive as I washed her feet, massaged them and painted her nails. She had been the one to initiate me using my mouth on her feet, and she obviously enjoyed watching me tongue the sweat from between her toes, especially apparent from the frequency she had me doing it. Now, she was reprimanding me for embracing the very thing she demanded of me? My head was all over the place, and I struggled to comprehend what she wanted from me. “I...don’t understand, Ma’am,” I whispered. “I thought this was what you wanted?”

“Oh, it is, dear. Do not misunderstand me. I care little for your culture, but I am most pleased that you’re respectful of my own, especially to the detriment of your dignity.  I’m happy with your mindset, particularly your penchant for adhering to the decisions of my daughter. Though I disagree with your people, you are usually so resonant in your intolerance and need for debauchery. You are a most interesting exception, and one I will surely encourage. Tell me, dear, why have you abandoned your own faith in reverence of mine? Why have you abandoned your own culture in the worship of my daughter’s? To the point, you are willing to consume the sweat from between our Muslim toes. It is a most fascinating development, and one I wish to experiment with further.” She chuckled to herself. “I saw the need on your face while you were sucking my daughter’s toe. She may have not recognised what was there, but I certainly do. You saw it as a privilege to clean her feet in that way. It is a most pleasing moment for me. It is the ultimate sacrifice of your own primitive ideals. Are you happy to sacrifice for our superior culture in this way?”

“Ummm, I haven’t. I’ve never really—”

“You have no faith in your life, correct? You have no beliefs of your own? That’s why you humbly worship and support our faith? That’s why Maryam has become your faith. That’s why our feet will entirely become your faith. You are faithless, but now, you have found a purpose.” She tapped her forehead, before making a hand gesture upwards. “Praise be, that it is the right of us believers to put the faithless like yourself exactly where you belong. Perhaps, if you had faith in your life, then you wouldn’t be licking the sweat from our feet, would you? If anything, your lowly status is a result of your own misguidance.”

I thought about trying to argue that in this modern day and age, we didn’t really need to believe in saviours in the sky. As far as I was concerned, religions only led to arguments and war. I’d gotten along just fine without having to go to church or anything. Of course, I respected their choices, because I’d been instructed to do so. I’d been conditioned to understand that respecting Maryam reaped the rewards, and I’d seen no evidence to the contrary so far. Respecting Maryam had improved my life and given me security. So, in my desperate need for acceptance and stability, it had become a comfort. Still, there wasn’t a religious bone in my body, and despite everything I’d done, it felt odd for her to sum up my devotion to Maryam’s feet as being religious-like. “I think of myself more of an agnostic, Ma’am,” I said with a nod. “I don’t really know about any of that stuff, and I don’t really let it direct my life or choices or anything. I respect your choices and beliefs, but I don’t have any of my own.”

“That much is evident,” Farah said with a disapproving grimace. “I have discussed your life choices with my daughter at length. I certainly did not approve of you living here and likely corrupting her with the way you’ve indulged yourself in deviant vices. However, these past weeks, you have impressed upon me your willingness to improve. You have impressed upon me, that despite your own faithless delinquency, you are committed to respecting and supporting us through your subservience at our feet. It is a most beautiful thing, a refreshing example of tolerance and welcoming integration, and I understand why my daughter is quite taken with your surrender. Still, there is something about you that still perturbs me.” She tapped her fingers against her lips. “Your lack of faith is quite troublesome. It makes me wonder if there are other motives behind the attention you lavish us with. If there is some kind of squalid corruption beneath the surface.” She raised an eyebrow. “Are you filled with deceit, girl? Are you intent on corrupting us and turning us from our faith through your illicit behaviour?” She shook her head. “Sometimes I wonder if the attention you give our feet, particularly my beautiful daughter, is not bore through respect, but rather, lust.” She narrowed her eyes. “The eagerness of your tongue on my daughter’s foot was not lost on me, and, I have noticed the way you moan and whimper whenever you’re cleansing my feet for prayer. Are you attempting to sexualise a modest act? Perhaps my daughter is right to be on her guard, and I have been careless with encouraging your lust.”

“I would never corrupt Maryam,” I said defensively. “I would never do that, Ma’am.” I swallowed a mouthful of saliva, feeling ridiculous about the stance I was about to argue. “I licked her feet...because I thought she deserved it, not for my own, selfish desires. The same way I lick your feet because you want me to.” I blushed at saying that out loud, and when Farah remained unconvinced, I reached out and pressed my hands against her foot. “I swear, Ma’am. I am not intent on corrupting your daughter. I am so grateful for everything she’s done for me. I am not sexually interested in her. I didn’t lick her foot for my own pleasure, I licked it to demonstrate my commitment to her. To demonstrate that I think so highly of her that I would do anything for her.” I was taken aback but my own words, and almost felt as if they weren’t my own, as if I was just reciting the sort of things that Farah had whispered in my ear during one of my prolonged slipper sniffings. Part of me also felt like I was lying, because I’d certainly been driven by some sort of arousal as I’d swirled my tongue around Maryam’s toes. There was definitely a disparity between what I felt when I licked Farah’s feet, and when my tongue had touched against Maryam’s more supple feet.

Farah struggled to hide a pleased smirk, chewing her lips to maintain a neutral expression. She adjusted her shoulders, sitting up straight before she scoffed. “Of course, my daughter is beyond your corruption, as she is strong-willed and devoted to her faith. She is beyond your bad influence. However, I still have some concerns, despite my increasing belief in your devotion to her. Having observed you often, I can see that you are like a child and my daughter is exhausting herself with taking responsibility for your ill choices.” She leaned forward and glared at me. “You do know that it is not her responsibility to run your life for you? Don’t you? Even if she is esteemed in such a supervising role, it is not her responsibility.”

I had to drop my eyes in shame. “Yes, Ma’am, I know that.” I honestly did feel bad that Maryam seemed determined and committed to turning my life around for the better. Why? I couldn’t really understand her motives behind everything. I had to be a real drag on her life. Perhaps that’s why I had licked her foot so willingly. It was driven by my guilt, really wanting to pay her back, as Farah had insisted I do. Pay her back in the only way someone as talentless as myself could.

Farah kicked off a slipper, and I felt her toe press against my knee. I noted how perfect and blemish-free her nail remained, glistening in a red polish, which I had devotedly painted for her after that afternoon’s prayer. Clearly, though being conservative, she lived quite the pampered and luxurious life in her home country. Even though she was twenty years or so older than me, her feet were ridiculously soft and had no calluses or rough skin. I supposed it made sense, considering she had her own servants and barely had to lift a finger herself. It was only the wideness of the balls of her feet, and some aged wrinkling that set her feet apart from her daughter’s. “Are you not ashamed?” she asked. “Are you not ashamed that you are completely useless and a liability without my daughter’s intervention? You are so easily led. I have directed you these past weeks and you’ve obeyed without question. You do not have a leading role in a single one of your bones.” She scoffed. “It’s pathetic. I demanded you lick my feet for offending me, and now you suck all over my sweaty toes as if it is your only use in life. It is like you move from one failure in life to another, and still, my daughter wastes her energy on you.”

Truthfully, I was deeply ashamed. I’d been embarrassed by my own behaviour long before I’d first moved into Maryam’s place. I often felt regret while recovering after an all-nighter, depression flowing through me while feelings of dread tugged at the blank spaces in my memory. I knew long before I’d lost everything that I needed to stop drinking. I needed to stop the drugs and correct my behaviour, but it had only taken Maryam’s firm hand to keep me on a tight leash and stop me tumbling down the hole further. I didn’t even trust myself, to be honest, with my solo trip to the off-licence all those weeks ago being evidence enough. What had I done at the first opportunity when out of Maryam’s watchful gaze? I’d drank. Just like I used to do before. I’d wasted the last of my money, drank and made a total fool of myself. Even so, after catching me, and immediately seeing the truth, Maryam still hadn’t asked me to leave. I’d embarrassed both myself, and her, on a day that she’d communicated was extremely important, and she’d still persisted in trying to turn my life around.

I started to wonder if the reasoning had been that first foot kiss, as Farah had considered. If I hadn’t kissed Maryam’s feet that first night, would none of this have happened? Would she actually have viewed me as a lost cause and kicked me out that first day I’d wandered home drunk? I mean, what was in it for her, really? Was she really filled with such empathy that she was just helping me for the sake of it, or was it actually the case that she just adored having a local girl humbled at her feet? Deep inside, did she have a real ego about being so successful in a foreign country, while I spent my time snivelling around her feet and needing her input and guidance on everything I did? I could think of no other reason for the way she seemed to go out of her way to help me and keep me coming back with my snivelling gratitude. Maybe there was some kind of mental block there, stopping her from using me in the same way that Farah did.

While keeping my eyes lowered beneath Farah’s judgemental gaze, I simmered in the embarrassment of the disparity between myself and her daughter. Maryam really had her shit together, whereas I was nothing but a waste of space. Even after Maryam’s shrewd stewardship of my behaviour and finances, I was still a committed screw-up. It was like there was no saving me. “I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I mumbled as a tear came to my eye. “I do try, but I am so weak. I keep making mistakes despite Maryam’s help.”

“I do not believe in other religions, being a devout Muslim. However, if you had committed to another faith, at least I would have respected you. Have you ever considered exploring spirituality or learning about Islam, since you are faithless?” She nodded at me encouragingly. “Has Maryam broached this subject with you before? I have noticed how attentive and devoted you are whenever you assist with our prayer, particularly the way you diligently clean our feet. Especially my feet. At my direction, you now dress most modestly and with honour. You have proven you have a willingness to adapt. Faith can bring a sense of inner peace, purpose, and a stronger connection with yourself and the world around you. Perhaps my daughter would be more inclined to accept your worship, if you weren’t such a lost cause?" She licked her lips, before raising her eyebrows. “Have you considered converting?”

There it was. There was the question I felt had been rising to the surface over the past weeks, ever since Farah had first arrived from Iran. It was as if she had been gently guiding and leading me to this path, constantly reassuring me and making me feel comfortable in her wisdom while she nurtured me along a road of her choosing. I didn’t want to be a Muslim, most definitely not, but I almost felt like I’d be offending her by refusing. My misspeak regarding her veil, and its subsequent consequences, was still fresh in my memory. I was already acting and dressing how she wanted me to. She’d taken me to a mosque, she’d had me try on a niqab for size; my entire home life was dictated by and dedicated to the support of their prayer, and she was way more persistent than Maryam. Her daughter always corrected my behaviour while insisting it was for my own benefit, and that had proven to be the case. She’d used my support of her culture and religion as a means to erode my desire for activities that would lead me astray, but she’d never actually suggested I convert to her religion.

I considered my words for a moment, wanting to be firm without any rudeness. It was like this was a step too far that had finally shocked some sense into me. Though I was grateful for the improvement in my life, particularly my financial situation, converting to a religion that I didn’t fully understand seemed a step too far. “Umm, Ma’am. No, I haven’t. I am a Christian, sort of, and I wouldn’t—”

“Well, perhaps my daughter was correct,” she said with a sigh. “Maybe this is too soon. Let’s not rush things. That’s something we should talk about in future. I think you need some faith in your life, and you must already agree that my daughter has had such a positive influence, redirecting you away from your unsavoury desires.”

I had to nod to that. “Yes, Ma’am, that’s true.” However, the thought of converting and becoming a Muslim; it made me feel quite strange inside. I was sure my parents definitely wouldn’t approve. My job would probably find it to be a most peculiar development too, particularly on top of my abrupt change in clothing. Most of all though, I didn’t think I wanted to be a Muslim. I didn’t know much about the religion, other than that they seemed to pray so much.

I was distracted from my thoughts as there was the sound of Farah’s other slipper hitting the floor. I glanced down, to see her beautifully red-painted toes peeking from beneath the hem of her silky gown. “Would you care to assist, dear?” she asked with a smile. “I will need to pray again soon, and it is essential that I remove this polish and wash my feet before doing so. You know how important this is to me as a servant of my Muslim feet, yes?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said with a nod, and I politely bowed my head, before scooting back and reaching for my kit. The kit was something that Maryam had purchased for me, and whenever it was time for her prayer, I’d kneel before her, efficiently using the chemical ointment and soft, cotton pads to quickly remove the polish from her nails. With the accompanying bowl, I would prepare warm, soapy water and lather her feet all over, paying particular attention to firmly wash her soles and remove any traces of sweat or dirt from between her toes. Well, that had been the routine, until today, when I had desperately tongued at the sweat between Maryam’s toes as if it being washed by water would have been a waste. For all I knew, she was now in the shower, washing her own feet while no longer trusting me.

Farah looked on while I cleaned the polish from her toes, and then, I dipped my head, ready to lick between her toes the way she always expected. However, this time, she placed a foot against my shoulder and shoved me away. “Do you wish my daughter to catch you slobbering all over my feet like a whore, girl?” she asked with a raised eyebrow, and while I was still crouched with my hands against the floor, I looked up at her confused.

“Ummm, you don’t want me to clean your feet, Ma’am?” I asked. It was so ingrained into my routine at this point, that I’d fallen into position without even considering the consequences.

“Go fetch the water, foolish child,” she said impatiently. “Obviously, you have developed a taste for my feet, but you will need to control yourself while my daughter is present. Though I tolerate your lustful desires, my daughter apparently does not approve. Do not be careless, unless you wish for her to really see you for what you are. Is that what you want?”

I gulped, and sheepishly clambered to my feet, before scurrying away to the kitchen. I almost felt like I was being gaslighted by the older woman, and my head was a mixture of thoughts, wondering what was the right cause of action proceeding forward. I was struggling to recall whether she had wanted me to tongue her feet, or if this was all my own doing and Farah had simply been putting up with me for the sake of her daughter. 

I returned with the bowl of hot, swishing water, and placed it at Farah’s feet. Maryam briefly stepped into the room again while talking on her phone, obviously conducting some kind of after-hours business conversation or meeting to which I’d never understand. Whatever the nature of her discussion, she briefly paused while noting I was preparing the water at her mother’s feet. She raised an eyebrow with intrigue, before smirking to herself and leaving as quickly as she’d entered. That soothed me somewhat; at least my earlier tonguing had been another momentary blip, and not one that was going to linger and cause a commotion between us.

“That’s a good girl,” Farah said, and I found myself bashfully blushing. It was just so odd to be called a good girl, as a fully-grown woman, by the mother of my Muslim landlady. Instantly, I felt as if I’d been transformed back to a teenager, and I shyly squirmed while ducking my head, concentrating on the bowl of water as if it was the most important thing in the world. “If I’d allowed you to lick the sweat from my toes, you’d have surely been caught in the act as the whore you are. It’s lucky one of us has some sense of decency, isn’t it?”

I didn’t even bother saying anything, instead just dipping my head and avoiding her judgemental gaze. Once Farah’s feet were fully submerged, she wiggled her toes and enjoyed the feel of the warm water between them. “You weren’t compelled to lick them, as you once did for me, or as you did with my daughter?” I looked up at her surprised, to see she was smiling down at me.

“I...I thought you said I couldn’t, Ma’am?” I asked with a furrowed brow, before looking back over my shoulder. “You said Maryam might—”

“My daughter has told you many times that you cannot lick her feet, yet today, you did so again? Your own desires overcame my daughter’s demands. A quite selfish attitude, I must say.”

Again, my forehead was wrinkled in bafflement, and my eyes darted back and forth as I second-guessed myself, wondering if I was wrong in all of this. Farah swished her toes around in the water, and I washed them while thinking over all of my prior actions, considering how things had come to this point. Had it all been what I wanted, rather than what Maryam had demanded? 

Then, after a minute or so, Farah lifted her feet out and nodded towards the towel nearby. Without a word being spoken, I sat cross-legged at her feet, allowing each to be placed in my lap so I could dry them off.

Once completed, Farah smiled down at me with approval. I flinched as she grasped my chin in her hand. She kept my cheeks clutched between her fingers while staring down at me, her smile warm and putting me at ease. “I just had a thought,” she said. “There’s something else we need to discuss before my prayer.”

I blinked. “Ummm, what would you like to talk about, Ma’am?” Even though my ears were sore from her constant musings, I felt like it wasn’t my place to ask her to lay off and give me a break.

“Many things,” she said. “I already know my daughter has made a number of investments with your earnings? And how she keeps your allowance safely locked away in her safe. A most fitting procedure for a wasteful spender such as yourself.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said with a nod. “Maryam has been helping me a lot. I have really cut down on all of the waste and unnecessary savings.” It was an open secret after all, especially with Maryam now strutting around with the key dangling from her anklet.

“And we established that you’re not measured enough to have the responsibility to decide how it is spent.” Farah nodded. “I did most adore that little ritual you went through, whenever you provide more capital for my daughter to invest on your behalf. I like how you begged her to accept that money.”

That caused me to really blush. Still, while her expectant eyes gazed down at me, I felt like I was shrinking and unable to defy her prying. “Yes, we do that every month, Ma’am,” I squeaked out shyly.

“I would like to see that again sometime,” she said with the first instance of a chuckle. “It was quite the sight. Quite the appropriate display of reverent respect, offering up your capital to the superior intellect and financial assuredness of my daughter. Would you consider doing similar with me? I am here to explore your country and sample your culture after all. Apparently, it is the culture of Western whores to place their money at the feet of their Muslim superiors, is it not?”

My cheeks burned from her casually labelling our ritual in that way. It lowered what I considered a cherished and trust-filled moment between Maryam and myself, to something that sounded so sordid and seedy. “I...I only have emergency money right now, Ma’am,” I said, trying to skew the subject away from Farah’s insults. “To which I need Maryam’s approval to spend. My allowance is all gone for this week. Even if I beg all night for extra, she won’t permit me as I’ve reached my limit.”

Farah cocked her head and seemed quite amused by the way her lips were pursed. “I really do enjoy that my daughter keeps you on an allowance. It also brings me great joy to know she is stern with you. You really are a pushover, aren’t you?”

“Uh, yes, Ma’am,” I said hesitantly. “I...I can’t be trusted with my own money.”

“Well, I am glad you accept that. My daughter is very wise, she learned everything about life, and people, from myself, after all. So, I’m sure she is quite right in that assessment. I had thought she was being foolish, giving you so many chances, but I see she has you on a much tighter leash than I realised before arriving in this cold, wet country. How much is this emergency fund?”

I wrinkled my forehead, thinking for a moment. “I think it’s about £5, Ma’am. It’s supposed to be enough to take me to the police station or doctor’s surgery in a taxi. They are both close by. That’s all she trusts me with. Anything more serious and I have to dial 999. It’s in a sealed envelope which she checks every week. She’ll know if I take it.”

Farah considered me for a moment, before she placed the fleshy ball of her foot against my shoulder and shoved me away. “Well, go and get it,” she said. “Then, bring me that meagre scrap my daughter has allowed you to keep.”

I felt back onto my behind, and looked up at her confused. “But...I don’t have Maryam’s permission,” I said. “And she’ll know I’ve opened it.”

When her expression didn’t shift, and she silently flicked her head towards the door, I awkwardly clambered to my feet. After steading myself, I wondered whether she was being serious, and I thought about saying something. However, when Farah’s silence remained resolute, I took a step towards the door, before pausing, waiting for her to drop the punchline of whatever joke was tickling her. When no sound came, I headed to my room, feeling baffled that she apparently wanted to take something so little from me. So little but would surely get me in so much trouble. She’d already had me donate the last of my allowance to the mosque the previous month, and it appeared she delighted in leaving me with nothing. I wasn’t a big spender these days, with Maryam holding authority over my purse, but still, she never told me how to spend the little allowance she permitted me. The emergency fund, well, she wouldn’t even think to take that from me because its purpose was self-explanatory.

Once I’d retrieved the solitary envelope within my barren purse, I headed back to Farah, clutching it pensively at my midriff while I shyly approached. Part of me still wasn’t convinced that she would actually take it from me, not figuring that she’d actually be that petty. I shyly stood before her, and then when she made no attempt to put me at ease, I held out the single envelope towards her. “Do you really need this, Ma’am?” There was a hesitant waver in my voice. “It’s just, Maryam won’t be happy unless I open this without a good reason.”

Farah raised an eyebrow. “Are you suggesting my wants aren’t a good reason? I want that money, and I’ve determined it is an emergency on your part to provide it to me. It is your own fault for infecting me with envy. If you hadn’t presented your earnings to my daughter’s feet in such a pathetic way, then I wouldn’t be wanting to experience such a thing myself, would I?” She glanced towards the envelope, before grimacing. “Open it, and hand it over, you faithless whore.”

Hearing such language made the hairs stand up on the back of my legs, especially being called that by an older Muslim woman. She’d said it many times, but it still cut me deep and left me speechless whenever it happened. While my cheeks were throbbing with shame, I tore open the envelope, grimacing as I realised that there would be severe consequences coming my way.

“Here you go, Ma’am,” I said. “Here’s my emergency money.”

Rather than looking pleased, Farah instead appeared disappointed. She glanced at the offered note, before sighing. “Is that how you present it to me?” she asked. “That’s hardly respectful, and I’m certain you wouldn’t offer it that way to my daughter. I expect the same level of respect that you show Maryam.”

“Oh,” I said as my face rippled with realisation. I looked down towards Farah’s feet, still crossed up on the footstool, and I quietly shuffled down and crouched. “Here is my emergency money, Ma’am,” I whispered, and this time, I slipped the banknote next to her crossed soles.

Farah was scratching her chin as she peered down, and she made a show of scrunching and flexing her toes while the crisp banknote was neatly placed before her soles. “Why is your emergency money down there?”

“Ummm, because you asked for it,” I said in confusion.

“Do you want me to take it?”

I eyed the banknote, and I really didn’t want her to do that. Maryam had trusted me with that money, and I knew at some point I would probably need it. I always felt so vulnerable and helpless whenever I was fully drained of cash, because anything could happen. It was supposed to be an emergency fund, after all, and it was careless to leave it fully depleted. Still, as I looked up at Farah, and noted how she was eyeing me expectantly, I could tell that she wanted me to sacrifice for her. She’d witnessed me freely handing over my cash to her daughter, and obviously, she wanted to experience what that was like for herself. So, I figured I had to play the role and give her what she wanted. If I explained everything, Maryam would likely understand. She knew how overbearing her mother could be, after all. “Please would you accept my emergency money at your feet, Ma’am?”

Farah simply shrugged. “I asked if you want me to take it?” She wiggled her toes, before uncrossing her feet and settling one atop the banknote. “Do you want me to have this?”

I swallowed down a lump in my throat, watching as the last of my funds was trapped beneath Farah’s foot. “I...I don’t know, Ma’am,” I said honestly, before having to lick my lips and swallow another uncomfortable gulp of saliva. “What do you want me to say?” I looked up at her apprehensively, unsure of exactly how this was supposed to go.

Farah smirked, and she seemed most pleased with my answer. “You want me to tell you how to act?” She chuckled to herself. “You want me to tell you how to think? Can you not do anything yourself?”

“I...I guess I can’t, Ma’am,” I said, dropping my head shyly. “I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do.”

I heard Farah snort, and then her other foot came down next to the first. Suddenly, I was looking upon her unpolished toes as they danced joyously atop my money. “I would really like it if you kissed all over my feet and begged me to take your money, just as you do with my daughter.”

My cheeks reddened further as I glanced at the £5 beneath her toes. It was hardly the wad of cash that I always offered at Maryam’s feet every month, and it seemed kind of bizarre that Farah was excited by such a small amount. Clearly, it was the symbolism of it all that was fascinating to her. Perhaps it was the precarious position that this was all going to put me in with her daughter.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I muttered, and I hunkered down, and pressed my lips to the top of her toes, my chin brushing against the banknote. “Please accept my money as a show of respect to you.”

I heard Farah chuckle again, and then she moved the one foot and brazenly rested it on top of my head. “Keep kissing,” she said. “If you really want me to take your money, then you’re going to have to convince me.” She snorted to herself, and ground her heel into my skull. “You better do a good job, as you wouldn’t want my daughter walking in and catching you like this, would you? Begging her mother to take the emergency fund that she explicitly told you not to access. What a betrayal that would be? She’d surely kick you out on the streets, wouldn’t she?” She pulled her foot back, before gripping my hair with her toes and roughly jerking my head around. “Maybe she’d exile you to Iran? How would you like that, you faithless whore? Would you like to come back with me to Iran?”

With that thought terrifying me, I began pleading, and begging Farah to accept my money, keeping my voice lowered as I was abundantly aware that Maryam could return at any moment. She’d left rather abruptly, fully engaged in the phone call, but still, she had been quite annoyed, and seeing something like this would only provoke her further. “Please, Ma’am. Accept my money. Please accept it.”

Farah chuckled, and then she slapped her foot possessively over the banknote, right as Maryam waltzed back into the room. I blushed, and dread gushed through me, however, Maryam seemed not to notice, and instead, held the phone clutched to her ear. She was speaking about some work matter that I didn’t understand, and I looked towards Farah, devastated at how close we’d come to being caught. I knew that Maryam wouldn’t approve of my emergency money being taken in that way, for her mother’s own, selfish greed. On top of that, the whole money-offering ritual was sacred between the two of us. Well, was sacred, until Farah had barged her way into it, the same way she seemed to do with everything.

Farah chuckled, while flexing her toes over my money, before she smiled warmly. “Maryam, my love,” she said with faux sincerity. “We were just talking about the positive influence you’ve had on Katie here. How she just so loves the fact none of her own money is actually in her control.”

“Really?” Maryam replied while stepping into view; dropping the phone and clutching it in her palm. “Is that right, Katie?”

I looked away shyly, before muttering, “Umm, yes, kinda, I guess. Just how you’ve been helping me with my money and stuff.”

“Yes, I have been, haven’t I?” She lifted the phone back to her ear while keeping the mic covered. “I’ve been very generous in offering you my expertise free of charge.” She looked towards her mother. “Perhaps she should appreciate that, and stop doing things that are inappropriate.” She rolled her eyes, and while I felt like I’d been stabbed in the chest, my eyes dropped back to Farah’s foot; something most inappropriate hidden beneath it.

Maryam continued her conversation, meanwhile, Farah smirked at me, apparently enjoying the fact that she had my emergency cash trapped beneath her foot. While I was beginning to sweat and feel uneasy, figuring that Maryam would see through it all and realise what was going on, Farah was enjoying my discomfort. She lifted her toes, just as Maryam moved behind the sofa, and the older woman teased that she would pull her foot away and expose the cash. However, just as Maryam turned to face us, the banknote was once again hidden beneath Farah’s mature, yet dominant foot.

Maryam sighed at whatever was taking up her time after hours, and she huffed while dropping down onto the sofa. “What are you two doing?” she asked curiously, and Farah’s smirk rapidly changed to a spooked expression of shyness. “It’s on mute,” Maryam added, clutching the phone in her palm while nodding towards it. She looked over at me, and I simply blushed and squirmed beneath the pressure of it all.

Farah still seemed a little caught off guard, but then her rigid posture relaxed, and she snatched her foot from the footstool. The banknote floated to the floor, while the three of us watched; the sound of my nervous gulp breaking the silence.

“What’s that?” Maryam asked while squinting at the floor.

I looked up at her terrified, and was about to dive at her feet and beg for forgiveness. I was fully intent on pleading for her not to kick me out, even though I’d betrayed her with her own mother. However, before I could, Farah smiled and nodded towards me. “Katie received a tip at work today,” she said. “And she suggested you use it to buy yourself something nice. She feels like you deserve it after everything you’ve done for her.”

Maryam seemed unconvinced, but then she looked towards me with a raised eyebrow. “Really? A tip? In your role?”

Farah’s face dropped, but then my lips began moving almost on their own. “Ummm, yes, my Muslim Queen,” I muttered, thankful that Farah had the wits to come up with a cover story, as bad as it may have been. “I helped with a delivery and, they, ummm, gave me a tip.”

Maryam’s head twitched, and she seemed most confused. “That doesn’t make—”

“Maybe you should just appreciate the gift for what it is,” Farah said encouragingly. “You don’t always have to keep your business head on, dear. Your slave has brought you fruits, so, be greedy for once and eat.”

Maryam pursed her lips, before she shrugged. “I suppose that’s true.” She flashed me a smile. “It’s a wonderful gesture, Katie. Though it’s certainly not necessary. If this is your way of trying to make up for being overfamiliar with your tongue, I have already moved on from that.”

“Ummm, it’s not,” I said shyly. “I just, uh, thought you deserved something after everything you do for me.”

Maryam nodded, but she didn’t say anything. Instead, she reached over with her foot, flexing her beautiful, big toe onto the banknote, before she elegantly slid it towards herself. Her pretty little toes rested atop, in the same way her mother’s had moments earlier. She looked at me mischievously, before she rolled her eyes down towards her flexed toes: the key to the safe dangling from her ankle. “Well, Katie. If you want me to accept your gift, then you’re going to have to convince me. You know what to do,” she said, and with that she unmuted the phone and continued with her conversation.

I was taken aback, and since Maryam was no longer paying me any attention, instinctively, I looked towards Farah for guidance. She merely glared at me, before nodding towards her daughter, and then, I was crawling over towards Maryam’s posed foot as she rested back on the sofa and talked at length with one of her colleagues. While I was kneeling right before her, I looked up, waiting for her to pause the call so she could offer me some instruction, but she simply ignored me, all while keeping her toes pressed firmly onto my cash. I widened my eyes while taking in the beauty of her foot, and the way it was imperiously holding my emergency fund its captive. The simple gesture just seemed so powerful, and there was something certainly humbling about having to beg her to accept it. It was all due to Farah’s intervention, of course, but still Maryam keeping this money went beyond our agreed arrangement. It wasn’t a huge amount; frankly, it was tiny, but still, it was all Maryam trusted me with as an emergency fund.

I delicately placed my lips against her flexed big toe, kissing it softly while I whispered my pleas and quietly begged her to accept the cash offering. Part of me wanted it over and done with, before Maryam learned that Farah had first had me grovelling in this fashion. I kept my voice low, conscious that her colleague was on the other end of the phone, and she likely wouldn’t be pleased if they overheard my pathetic spluttering. The next few minutes were intense with a heightened feeling of naughtiness as I kissed all over Maryam’s regal foot while she dealt with her work situation. It was actually kind of a unique experience, as I never really go to beg at her feet while she was in her professional element. Listening to her dealing with her work with such assuredness and confidence, while I was grovelling down at her beautiful foot sent a tingle running along my spine. As my lips squelched and puckered all over her posed arch, I begged over and over for her to accept the last of my money, and I begged for her to spend it on herself. While doing so, I realised that I wanted it to happen, because I felt so damn inferior while performing such a humble act as she demonstrated her professional superiority. I even took a sniff or two, right up until Maryam dragged her toes from beneath my lips and moved the five pound note out of my reach.

“Right where it belongs,” Farah said, licking her lips in the process. “Western money beneath the feet of a Muslim woman.”

Maryam covered the receiver again. “I’ll be putting it towards her investment,” she said. “That portfolio of hers is about to burst.” Farah frowned, whereas Maryam’s eyes flicked back to me. “Though, it’s all worthwhile. She has been most respectful and appreciative of my guidance. Well, when she isn’t making stupid decisions like wasting her money on alcohol, or trying to get all weird with my toes.” There was some murmuring from the phone, and she held it to her ear. “Am I required for the remainder of this call, because I have other matters to attend to? Yes, certainly. We can pick up another time.” She nodded and clicked off the phone, and I was in awe at her ability to dismiss others with such ease. Her multi-tasking was enviable too, dealing with some kind of conference call while I was kissing all over her foot.

Maryam’s toes were still flexed upon the banknote, holding it in place, and she looked at me before offering a sincere smile. “Your cheeks are all red,” she said with a giggle. “You get so shy and bashful when you’re begging me to look after your money, don’t you?”

That only caused me to blush even further as I looked up at her in awe.

“Don’t worry yourself,” she added while leaning forward and caressing my rosy cheek. “That money will be used in the best way possible. I’m your Muslim Queen, remember? We don’t waste such opportunities.”

I nodded at her touch, and my trust in her was absolute once more. Even when Farah had tried to lead her noble intent astray, Maryam’s determination to see me prosper remained.

“That does concern me, dear,” Farah interrupted with a grimace. “Her penchant for making stupid decisions with her money. Do you trust her to spend your investment returns wisely? It would be a terrible waste if she squandered it after all of your hard work.” She stretched out a foot and rested it upon my thigh; as if stepping upon a conquered foe. “In the same way she squandered that home her parents provided her with. How terrible. I’d be devastated if you treated me with the disrespect she offended her own parents with, daughter.”

“I would never, Mother,” Maryam said, almost sounding offended. “Capital is something I do not squander.”

“Of course, but, Katie is faithless and she already has a track record. Are you not worried she’ll lose whatever you’ve made her?”

Maryam shrugged and rolled her eyes. “Well, that’s her responsibility. I’ve done my best for her. If she chooses to squander the second chance I’ve given her, what can I do? She’ll only have herself to blame.”

Farah nodded, before she touched the toe of her other foot against my knee. “What are your intentions for that portfolio? Remember our discussion?” She smiled towards her daughter. “We had a long conversation, and Katie shared all of her ideas.”

Maryam seemed curious, crossing her arms and waiting for the revelation. “You have ideas, Katie? Please, do share.”

I blinked, my head feeling woozy from the pressure as their eyes lasered on me. “Ummm, I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about it.” I looked up towards Farah confused. “I...I thought it was better that Maryam decides, right?” I glanced towards Maryam. “What would be best to spend it on, my Muslim Queen?” She was the financial wizard, after all. “You know best, and I trust you.”

Maryam’s head jiggled slightly, and she looked as if I’d taken her by surprise. Her dark eyes shifted to her mother, before she cleared her throat, then sat up straighter. “I don’t know, Katie,” she said while tapping the phone against her hip. “It is your money after all. What would you like to spend it on? Are you happy with where it is? I can continue the current investments.”

“For how long?” Farah said through gritted teeth. “Are you going to manage this fund for her indefinitely, without charging her a penny for your services? Is that why I put you through college, so you could move here and waste your talents on someone outside of our faith?”

“Well, I don’t know, Mother,” Maryam said with a wrinkling of her nose. “I haven’t thought that far ahead.”

“Well, maybe you should.”

Maryam seemed unbothered by her mother’s criticisms. “What of it, Katie? Would you like me to move it to a pension? Would you prefer I put it safely in an ISA that they have here? Do you want to use it for another deposit and start afresh? Should I just leave it where it is?”

A number of ideas flashed through my head, but after the life I’d been living the past year or so, all of them felt more like intrusive thoughts rather than hopeful dreams or potential happenings. Having my own place seemed unrealistic, as if I lived alone, and without Maryam’s watchful eye, I’d likely make a mess of it all over again. I had literally no confidence in my own autonomy and decision-making anymore, because I hadn’t had to make any in over a year. I was so reckless, I’d probably throw a housewarming party, invite all of my old friends over, then booze it up and head down my usual path. Within months, I’d be broke, missing my mortgage payments all over again and be on the verge of the streets once more. Other than my own place, I didn’t really know what else I wanted. I didn’t need a car, and I’d never been one for fancy clothes, jewellery or holidays. I didn’t have a clue what an ISA was, and I couldn’t imagine myself growing old enough to ever need a pension. My head was already starting to hurt from having to consider such important decisions. “I-I don’t know,” I said while scratching my scalp. “I really don’t need anything. Whatever you decide is best.”

“Are you saying you don’t need the money?” Farah asked, seeming quite excited by the possibility. “Remember how it felt donating the last of your allowance to the mosque?” She smirked. “Remember how it felt kissing my daughter’s feet and begging her to take your emergency”—she cleared her throat—“your...your tip?”

“No, I don’t mean that.” I scratched my head again. “I just mean—”

“You’ve been surviving quite comfortably on an allowance, haven’t you?” she added.

“Yes,” I said with a nod. “I just need money for a weekly bus ticket. I usually eat at home and take packed lunches to work. I don’t really go out or party or anything anymore. I just come straight home and Maryam decides what I will do each evening.” I felt a warm rush run through me. That really was my life, wasn’t it? On a few occasions, at the beginning, I’d kissed Maryam’s feet while she read, asking her permission to do certain things with my friends. She’d usually hum and say she’d think about it, then I’d continue to kiss while she read her book and pondered my request. More often than not, my requests were denied, especially if they were something that Maryam didn’t approve of, usually associated with British culture. I’d received so many rejections, that I didn’t even make the requests anymore, and I hadn’t spoken to any of my old friends in so long, that I didn’t think they’d want to hang with me anyway.

“Do you want to go out and party?” Farah asked with a raised eyebrow.

I looked towards Maryam for guidance. She pursed her lips, before shrugging. “You can tell the truth, Katie.”

I gulped, before hesitantly saying, “At times, yes, Ma’am. I still feel the urge. I think about drinking and getting wasted.” I looked away shyly. “I’m sorry. I can’t help it.”

“So, what stops you, girl?” Farah asked. “What stops you from falling back into the gutter life of your faithless choices?”

“I...I don’t want to let Maryam down,” I said while dropping my eyes with embarrassment. “I know it’s bad, but I’m weak. That’s why it works so well that she looks after my money, and why it’s better I always ask her permission before doing anything. She wasn’t here that day she picked you up from the airport, and look what happened. If she had been here, I would have dropped to my knees at her feet and asked what was best to do.”

“And I would have told you to settle down and let me handle everything,” Maryam said. “I would have told you that alcohol wasn’t the answer.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and I felt extremely guilty that I had allowed my nerves to get the best of me back then. Maybe the nerves were just an excuse, and it was all an illusion of my mind to give myself an excuse to drink. “And I wouldn’t have wasted my money on alcohol.”

“Does she always ask your opinion before making a decision?” Farah asked. “For every single thing? I didn’t realise it went so far.”

“It’s not really an opinion,” Maryam said while shrugging. She then looked towards me and her lips curled in amusement. “It’s more permission, right, Katie? She adheres to my guidance because I know what is best for her.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen.”

Maryam chuckled to herself, appearing quite playful, as if she was lost in some comforting nostalgia. “Sometimes she’ll crawl up to me, begging at my feet for permission to do something unacceptable, and I’ll refuse. She’ll kiss my feet all over, and I’ll still say no, because unlike her, I have her best interests at heart. She knows she can’t be trusted with her own money, and that’s why I act as her financial advisor.” She giggled to herself. “I’m kind of like a court-appointed guardian, I suppose, but voluntary on her part. She’s not spending a penny without my approval.”

Farah said something in Farsi, to which Maryam nodded, before the older woman addressed me directly. “That sounds like the perfect arrangement for you, Katie.” She leant over and lightly rested her fingers on Maryam’s wrist. “However, my beloved daughter, I have your best interests at heart. I have noticed something these past weeks. She is not working for you, my love, you are working for her, and she is reaping the benefits of your labour. For free. She has a great deal here, and it’s verging on...what would we call it? What are their newspapers always accusing foreigners of being? Economic migrants? Scroungers? Well, there’s only one economic scrounger within this household.”

“I’m not a scroun—” I couldn’t even finish before Farah silenced me with an intense glare and a prod of her toes into my knee.

Maryam’s face recoiled slightly. “I’m not charging her for my services, Mother, because I am trying to do a good thing. I am acting as a noble Muslim woman should, and leading the misguided towards the light, inshallah.”

“Why?” Farah asked. “Why does she deserve this good thing? You know what the scriptures speak of regarding the non-believers. You told me that she did not defend you when you were racially abused in public. Why does she deserve your kindness? Because she kisses your feet? I see her for what she is, a parasite, and she is leeching off your success, my love. Without you, where would she be? I have analysed her behaviour for weeks now. I have come to really know her. As your mother, listen to me and hear what I’m telling you.” 

I flinched, pulling away so that Farah’s foot slipped from my knee and dropped to the floor. I was completely floored by the brutality of her accusation. She’d been so soft, soothing and encouraging with me over the past weeks, despite some of the vulgar language which had bruised my ears. Whenever I was at her feet, she seemed so wise and inquisitive. I’d only been doing what I thought she wanted me to do, but I never suspected that she felt this way about me. It was all a bit rich, considering she’d accused me of being deceitful.

Maryam’s face was screwed up in disgust. “What are you suggesting, Mother? I should kick her out onto the streets? I believe you’re interpreting those scriptures in your own biased way. As far as I remember, it is our role to educate and assist those outside of our faith. In that capacity, I am performing my Islamic duty, am I not?” She continued speaking in Farsi, with her demeanour becoming further agitated with each word, all while her mother rolled her eyes and appeared frustrated by her daughter’s refusal to acquiesce.

“I am suggesting you have her earn her keep. Do you think our family is in the position it is because we allowed others to take advantage of us? Your father would be furious at this waste of opportunity. You know he is a resourceful man and he does not humour idleness.” She gritted her teeth towards me. “Wealth and success are built off of the back of the weak. That’s the way life works.”

Maryam let out a deep breath, seeming somewhat impatient, as if this was a conversation she’d already tired of a number of times before. “So, what are you suggesting I do, Mother? What’s this divine wisdom you’re so desperate to share?”

Farah’s eyes flicked towards me. “What do you think Maryam should do, Katie? You’ve demonstrated to me that you lack any ideas or critical thinking skills of your own. I am not convinced you can be trusted with anything more than a couple of pennies. Maybe it should be my daughter who decides how you spend that money she’s made for you? You’ll probably waste it if left to your own devices. How much alcohol could you buy with the thousands my daughter has made for you?”

I gulped, momentarily losing my breath as I imagined how much booze I could afford with Maryam’s returns. I’d be able to throw the party of all parties with one, huge blow-out to mark my return to the clubbing scene. I’d truly make it rain, with shooters and pills all around.

“You’ve already spent it in that putrid head of yours, haven’t you?” Farah said with a tut, knocking me from my fantasy of intoxication.

I looked up at Maryam startled, and she seemed quite perturbed by the suggestion, almost annoyed, at a guess. She turned and squinted at her mother, before speaking animatedly in Farsi. I continued to kneel there, while the two of them conversed, the discussion seeming quite heated from my ignorant viewpoint. At one point, Farah even thudded my knee with the heel of her foot, causing me to yelp.

Eventually, Maryam sighed, before looking towards the ceiling and muttering in English, “That wasn’t why I did this, Mother. You’re not understanding my motive in all of this. I didn’t make her act like this. She did that herself.”

“Then why do you continue to encourage it? Why do you waste your time and energy on her, if there’s nothing to your own benefit?” She nodded towards me. “I certainly enjoy the way she so pathetically prostrates herself at our feet and does whatever we say. I’m not afraid to admit that, and I’m not about to pretend I enjoy it for her sake. I enjoy it because it makes my life easier here, and because it amuses me to see one of them oppressed in the way they accuse us of being!” She snorted. “Do you think we are oppressed because we’re veiled, non-believer?” She lifted her foot, before insultingly rubbing it into my face. “I’d much prefer to have my beauty shrouded behind a niqab, as if a delightful present to be unwrapped for the sole eyes of my husband, rather than have a foot smeared all over it.” She gripped my nose between her toes. “Is this not the definition of oppression, you pathetic bottom dweller? Look at you, kneeling there and allowing me to put my foot all over your face. Why do you allow such a thing? Because you know it is you that deserves to live amongst oppression for leading a life without faith.”

Maryam was about to speak, but Farah’s words seemed to make her reconsider whatever was about to leave her lips. Instead of leaping to defend me, as usual, she cocked her head, resting her cheek on palm while she observed her mother’s toes freely dancing all over my face. Though I was blushing and cringing as her mother’s mature feet smothered me, I made no move to lift my arms to free myself. There was nothing physically stopping me from doing so, but it was like I now believed that Farah had every right to do such a thing, and that she deserved my absolute respect while doing so. Observing me carefully, Maryam appeared to be looking into things a little deeper, and noting that this wasn’t a display of respect from myself toward her mother, but rather, a blatant demonstration of disrespect against me, which I was pitifully accepting without a whimper.

“Katie, I want you to ask my daughter to spend that money on herself,” Farah continued while tracing her toes over my quivering lips, and I looked at her with pleading eyes, silently begging for her not to make me suck her toes with Maryam there watching. Farah’s eyes bore through me, and then she smirked, before comfortably settling my nose into the stinky alcove beneath her toes. She knew she could have slipped her toes into my mouth, but for some reason, she hadn’t, almost like she enjoyed prolonging things. Instead, she glanced towards Maryam, and jumping upon her daughter’s hesitance, she shook my head so my nose nuzzled right in deep: my inhales immediately blighted by a combination of her mature, vinegary stench and the bothersome scent of my own saliva. “She deserves it, doesn’t she? After everything she’s done for you? She is the one that put in the hard work with that investment, and it is only right that she is the one that benefits from it. That is justice.”

“Mother, I am not doing that,” Maryam said in a raised tone, her eyes widening as she freed herself from whichever thought had held her momentarily captive. “I do not need that money. It was her capital, and I’m not about to steal it from her. Even if she does just kneel there and allow herself to be disgraced in a way unbecoming of a lady, I’m not about to pounce upon her fragility for the sake of my own greed.”

It was Farah’s turn to roll her eyes. “I’m not suggesting you steal it, my love.” She squinted down at me, before releasing my nose and settling her foot back onto my thigh. “Certainly not in the way these people have stolen from everyone else. Have you even visited their museums? They’re shameless about it.” She waited for a second, for me to scoot away, however, when I remained in place, frozen by her mastery over me in Maryam’s presence, she smirked, her toes gripping the material of my gown. “There is no need for theft, when she is more than willing to give it to you.” She flicked her eyes to her daughter. “The same way she gives it to you every month on her pay day. Though, this time, it will not be for an investment, it’ll be for your own prosperity.” She considered her words for a moment, seeming to second-guess herself, before she shrugged and arched her eyebrows. “Think of it as jizya. A divine right for you as a superior Muslim, my dear Maryam.”

I had no idea what they were talking about, but Maryam’s mouth dropped open. “Mother,” she said in astonishment, before she slapped her hand against her lips. She turned towards me, eyes wide, and when her hand dropped back away, I noted her tongue was twitching anxiously. “I can’t...I can’t believe you would actually say such a thing. That is an incredibly outdated mindset. That...that is an abhorrent practice unworthy of having left your lips.”

Instead of arguing any further with her daughter, Farah lifted her foot and again teased her big toe over my lips. Meanwhile, I was just squirming while my heart was thumping in my chest; Farah’s toe freely probing at my lips while I bashfully cringed as my tummy twisted in knots. I was feeling the same strange, odd feelings inside me that had occurred the day Maryam had made me kiss her feet while begging to be allowed to go out with my friends. It was the same feeling that tingled its way through my body whenever I had to bow and grovel at her beautiful feet while sliding my money beneath them. It was like my body being overwhelmed with truth; that I was at the behest of a much better woman and it was my place to adhere to whatever she decided. That Maryam was superior than me in every way, and my only use in society was to follow her instructions. She’d demonstrated time and time again how she was the veritable example of a confident, successful woman, and how I was the absolute opposite. I didn’t lead anyone. I didn’t set a good example for anyone. I was an embarrassment to my own family, and I squandered any opportunity that was given to me. As Farah said, I’d just squander that money too, wouldn’t I? Wasn’t it way safer in Maryam’s hands? She’d surely put it to better use than I ever would.

“What do you think, Katie?” Farah said with another possessive grip of her toes on my nose. “Would you like my daughter to treat herself with that money? She works so hard, and she’s under so much stress. She really deserves it, doesn’t she? Especially after everything she’s done for you.” She settled back and lightly stroked my cheek with the toes of her other foot. “I could see how stressful it was for you trying to think of something worthwhile to spend it on. You really don’t have any idea, do you?”

“Mother,” Maryam said, trying to interrupt, however, Farah merely squinted with greater concentration and ignored the attempt.

I was looking up at the older, determined woman in total confusion, my forehead scrunched while I tried to harness a single, coherent thought that could counter anything she was saying, but I had nothing.

“Think how much of a relief it’ll be for you when all of the pressure is gone.” Farah nodded towards Maryam while she looked on perplexed, seemingly distraught, yet curious by how I was just kneeling there and listening to her mother utter such ludicrous things. It was almost like her instinct was to defend me, but she was disgusted that I didn’t have the capacity to defend myself. She’d built me up so much, and there I was, allowing her mother to trample all over me. Perhaps, she herself was starting to question whether I could be trusted with my own money, or more worryingly, whether I was worthy of it. After all, she’d put so much time and energy into turning my life around, and within weeks, her mother was on the verge of undoing all of the strides she’d made. Maybe all confidence in me ever being anything other than a failure disappeared at that moment. “Wouldn’t it be better if my daughter handled everything financially, and you just concentrated on supporting her success? Think how much easier that would be. You wouldn’t have to worry about any responsibilities anymore. Maryam can handle everything. You’ll be just like one of my servant girls back in Iran. You can pamper and take care of a successful, deserving Muslim woman, while you worry about nothing more than making sure Maryam is content. She has the talent to achieve things greater than you can ever imagine. Support her in that pursuit and no longer be a drain upon her. Does that sound like a relief? You must be feeling guilty for preying upon my daughter’s pity? Now is your chance to redeem yourself.” She nudged my cheek with her foot. “Ask my daughter to keep your money for once and all. You don’t deserve it for yourself, do you?”

My eyes had taken on a kind of tremor as they rapidly shook back and forth as I tried to process what I was hearing. For months, I’d been going to work, coming home, assisting Maryam with whatever she needed, then going to bed. This repeated every day. If Maryam wanted to go grocery shopping, I assisted her. If she had a late meeting, I’d waited up for her, helped her remove her shoes and rubbed her tired feet while she relaxed and complained about the stresses of her day. I washed her feet before her prayers. I combed her hair whenever I was feeling a bit attached and needy and she was willing to dangle me a bone with some increased intimacy. Every month, I helped her dress in her traditional Persian clothes, painted her nails, then shimmied across the floor and begged at her feet to accept my money. It was an embarrassing life to consider when thinking it all over, but it was the life I’d now settled into. I didn’t have to focus on socialising, or being popular, or letting my hair down anymore because Maryam had completely put a stop to all of that. I no longer woke up with a hangover and filled with regret. Instead, I went to work with pride, knowing that everything I earned was being utilised by Maryam’s immense talent. If anything, she’d moulded me into the kind of woman that she wanted me to be, and now, it seemed that her mother was intent on moulding me just a little bit more.

While I cowered beneath the confident stare of Farah, and the confused and curious gawp of Maryam, I felt completely at the whims of such superior, Muslim queens. I thought about all of the racist and bigoted newspaper headlines over the years, and how they’d ignorantly libelled Muslims. How they’d insisted that they were coming to our country and taking over, and how they refused to integrate and instead demanded we change our culture to accommodate theirs. Was that what was happening right now? My own identity had been forcefully shifted into a vessel that served their culture and faith, and now, Farah was pushing me towards the next step.

“This is all a bit much, Mother,” Maryam finally said, managing to squeak the words out through her fluster. “Where has this even come from?”

“Oh, this is not news to her,” Farah said with a smile. “I assure you, we have spoken about this at length.”

“This is wrong, Mother,” Maryam said, still filled with hesitance. “This wasn’t why I was helping her.”

“She’s a grown woman, and she can make her own decisions.” She then chuckled to herself. “Except, she can’t, which is why she needs you to make them for her.” She stared at her daughter with a determination. “Maryam, look at me,” she said, and they stared deep into each other’s eyes. “You know she’ll waste that money. You know she’ll spend it on drugs or alcohol.” She gritted her teeth. “You know what these people are like.” She nodded confidently. “You know you will not waste that money in the way she would do. So, do the right thing.”

I expected Maryam to say something in my defence again, but instead, she looked away, almost like she was embarrassed by the thoughts circulating her own head. Her eyes danced around in doubt.

Meanwhile, Farah licked her lips, while freely smearing her toes all over my own. “I want to see what she’s going to do of her own volition.”

Maryam looked at me, before she shifted on the sofa, making sure to elegantly tuck her skirt beneath her legs in a most lady-like way before she touched her knees together. Her beautiful feet were placed side by side, right before me, and I looked up at her, waiting for some indication of what I was supposed to do. Even though her mother’s words had confused me, it was still my instinct to look towards Maryam for guidance. “What?” she said, while peering down at me. “What is it, Katie?”

“I’m...I’m not sure what to do, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered. “I don’t know what the right thing to do is?”

“What would you like to do?” Maryam asked with a raised eyebrow. “This is entirely your choice, Katie. I’m not demanding you do anything.” She turned slightly towards Farah. “This is all some kind of game mother is playing, and I’m not sure what the point of it is, but I’m not about to play ball.” She let out an exhausted huff, before waving a hand at me.

“Shhh,” Farah said, while smiling down towards me. “Come on, Katie. Show my daughter the respect she deserves. You are nothing but a faithless, Western whore, and it is only right you redeem yourself by fully prostrating and begging at my daughter’s feet. Every improvement you’ve made is not a result of your own doing, but rather, the effort and perseverance of my daughter. It is time that you paid your dues.”

I did owe Maryam so much. I owed her so, so much. I knew what Farah wanted, and suddenly my head was clear. I placed my hands on the floor, and within a second my lips were all over Maryam’s pretty toes. “Maryam,” I whispered. “I respect you so much, my Muslim Queen. Thank you for making me a better person. I owe you so much. I owe you”—I paused as my voice cracked—“everything.”

I felt something press upon my head, and what felt like toes gripping my hair. As Maryam’s feet were still nestled beneath my lips, I realised that her mother must have had a foot triumphantly placed atop my head. “Is there something you want to offer my daughter?”

I waited for Maryam to say something. To intervene, as I knew she would; as she always did. Whenever Farah overstepped her, she always swooped in and acted as the voice of reason. “I...ummm...” I mumbled against her toes, before muffling my thoughts into extra kisses. Despite knowing what Farah wanted me to say, and part of me understanding that it was the right thing to say, I simply couldn’t get the words out. There was some lingering sense of reason within me that just wouldn’t allow me to throw away the second chance that Maryam had gifted me, because I knew it was what she wanted. Until she said otherwise, then I couldn’t go ahead and offer such a thing. I looked to Maryam for everything, and it was like I needed her permission, as bizarre as it was. I needed her guidance and her approval that giving her that money was the right course of action, and it was as if my mind wouldn’t go any further until I heard her voice demanding I offer the full investment, growth and all, at her feet. I looked up at her, desperate for her to take charge as always. “What do you want me to say, my Muslim Queen?” I asked, while still staring down at her pretty toes, embarrassed and unable to look her in the eye. “Do you want the investment for yourself?”

Maryam squinted, and she almost appeared offended by the question, as if she was disgusted that even at that moment, I still didn’t have any autonomy to act for myself. I couldn’t even offer her something by my own choice, but instead, needed her to demand it of me. After a disappointed tut, she loudly exhaled, before retracting her feet. She leant forward, with hands on knees, and then she cleared her throat. “Look up at me, Katie,” she said, and once I’d found the courage, I did so.

Maryam’s usually soft features were scrunched up into a disgusted sneer. A sneer that seemed totally unbecoming of her natural, Persian beauty. “If want that to happen, then you’re going to have to ask for it. Only then will I think it over and consider it, the same way I do with every other of your requests. I have made my feelings known about that money, and I’m not about to take it from you. If you want me to have it, then, you’re going to have to kiss my feet and beg me to take it.” She huffed, before looking over towards her mother. “Even if she does do that, there is only the tiniest chance I will accept, because, frankly, Mother, I neither want or need that money.” She looked back down at me, before lifting a foot and resting the ball against my cheek. “You will have the opportunity to beg for that absurdity when you slide your earnings beneath my feet on your next payday.” She shoved my face away, before wagging a finger at her mother. “Until that day, I do not want to hear another word of it.” Farah tried to say something in Farsi, however, Maryam waved a hand again. “That goes for you too, Mother.”

There was an awkward silence, as both Farah and myself had been sternly reprimanded, with Maryam, ever the queen, wielding total authority within her house once more. She was always so calm and level-headed, that even when her mother was suggesting such ridiculous things, things that had turned my own brain to putty: Maryam was stone-like in her will.

“Have you considered having her wear hijab at least?” Farah mumbled, after another few seconds of awkward silence. Rather than measured, as it usually was, her tone was indecisive.

Maryam sighed, before she responded in Farsi, and though Farah tried to interrupt, the younger woman was firm and resolute. “She isn’t Muslim, Mother,” she added, obviously for my benefit, though with the bitterness still evident in her voice.

“Not yet,” Farah muttered petulantly, and I felt her eyes lingering on my hunched form. “I believe she will soon see the light.” She shoved me in the back with her foot. “I have every confidence she’ll know the right thing to do once her payday arrives.”

“Not another word, Mother,” Maryam said, and with that, she looked over towards the corner of the room. “It’s time for prayer.”

***
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Throughout the next days, Farah was relentless whenever we were alone. It was like she was constantly trying to brainwash me, and whenever I was obediently licking and sucking the sweaty filth from her feet, she was firmly coaching me on how I should act when the next payday arrived. With each passing day, the more I believed the whisperings in my ear. I mean, while my mouth was filled with the taste of her mature, Muslim feet, all while hearing the stern voice telling me I was unworthy of any wealth, well, it was hard for me to resist the destruction of my dignity and resolve.
Alternatively, my time spent at Maryam’s feet almost functioned as a reprieve from her mother’s agenda-driven indoctrination. Whenever I was kneeling at Maryam’s feet, lovingly soothing away her tired aches, she’d sigh and moan in approval, yet never raise the subject of the approaching payday and the dilemma that lay ahead of me. At times, I’d wonder if I should broach the subject as my head was spun out all over the place. I simply didn’t know what the right thing to do was, and I was mystified by Maryam’s expectations. Would she be disappointed if I bent to her mother’s will and begged her to keep everything, or is that what she secretly wanted? Was Maryam hoping that I’d crumble and offer up the investment for her to spend as she pleased, but she simply didn’t have the personality to demand it herself? That desire didn’t appear to exist within her, yet, I had to constantly hear her mother assuring me that handing over the investment to her daughter was the right course of action. I wanted to speak up and ask Maryam herself, but it was like each time my lips moved, she sensed what was about to happen and silenced me with a finger to her lips. She’d sink into the plush cushions of the sofa and dreamily enjoy the ministrations of my fingers without wanting to be disturbed by the confusion of my words.

***
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When the day of reckoning arrived, and I returned from work having received my monthly salary, I was still a mixture of confusion as I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. I couldn’t even fathom what I wanted to do.
Farah was already waiting in the living room when I came home. Her feet were lazily propped up onto the footstool, while she was relaxing in one of her more extravagantly decorated abayas. This one was the usual silky black, however, there was a beautifully intricate and spiralled pattern of gold lining the edges. It was truly a remarkable sight, and was similar to the selections Maryam always opted for whenever my payday rolled around, as if she dressed up to mark and celebrate the occasion. I was most curious as a result, as Farah usually opted for the plainest of clothes, unremarkable tones that didn’t draw attention and instead simply shrouded her modesty. She knew the significance of the day, and apparently, she was going to approach it with the utmost importance.

As I looked in from the hallway, wearing my own pink abaya that she had selected for me that morning, I felt as if I’d been invaded. That may have been an offensive way of looking at things, but it was quite overwhelming while contemplating that my own identity was gradually being erased. Everything that had previously encompassed my personality was being eradicated, and I was instead being inched towards the perfectly modest girl that my Muslim dominants wanted me to be. It only felt like a matter of time before I was going to be walking the streets veiled in the way that Farah was, completely shrouded from the eyes of the world and my identity quashed beneath the silky material.

Farah was quietly reading a book and hadn’t noticed that I’d returned home. Her feet were bare while resting on the footstool, with her slippers kicked off nearby. There was quite a pleasant smell filling the hallway, and I figured she had been cooking or something. She seemed to live quite the easy and privileged life, while myself and her daughter were at work all day; Maryam’s days often extending into evenings too. Farah’s life felt like a dream, and I would have loved to be at home all day long, just snacking and watching television. A life without responsibilities or the need to work oneself to death was ideal, and exactly what I would have chosen for myself if given the chance.

I thought about saying something, but she looked so engrossed in her book, that I didn’t want to disturb her. Also, with the way she was dressed, I was fearful that she would pounce the moment she noticed my presence, and put me through some kind of gruelling humiliation focused around my earnings. Instead, I quietly removed my shoes, before tip-toeing towards the kitchen in my socks. There was a pot of some brown stew, curry, or whatever it was, simmering on the stove, and I grimaced while seeing all of the dirty pots and pans that she’d left strewn around. Evidently, she’d had the energy to prepare herself some of her traditional cuisine, but hadn’t extended the effort towards cleaning up after herself. Such a duty had fallen into my share of the chores around the home, but that had been the understanding between myself and Maryam. Farah had never really been factored into that agreement, other than the exchange where Maryam had firmly told me to treat her mother as I would treat her. So, cleaning up after Farah had kind of been quietly assumed, and even though I was tired after my long day at work, I rolled up the sleeves of my abaya, threw on an apron and began cleaning up the mess.

From the racket I was making, particularly with the steel pans bouncing around the sink, Farah must have known I was home, but she didn’t come to investigate, and certainly not to assist. I huffed and puffed while getting it done, because it was boring work and I’d always feel aggrieved whenever I was left alone to do such things. The odd feelings I experienced while at Maryam’s feet, and more recently, her mother’s, were never present during these mundane tasks. It was honestly a drag, and I wanted nothing more than to just relax and rest my feet, just as Farah was doing right at that moment. 

Once I was finished up, I quietly padded down the hallway towards my room. I was just about to head in and hide away, enjoying the peace of solitude before Maryam returned, however, as I pulled the handle, I was hit with a mixture of doubt and guilt. Deep inside, I knew I was acting untoward because I hadn’t properly greeted Farah upon arriving home. I had become accustomed to kneel and offer myself to service her in some way, and usually I would hear a snap of her fingers upon her noticing I was home. This time, she hadn’t moved a muscle, despite it being obvious that I was back. Why? It was most perplexing, and I began to wonder whether it was a test. Was I being challenged, and she was sampling whether I was acting of my own accord? I became worried that if I simply retreated to my bedroom, Farah would be most displeased and I would later regret my sneaking away. If she told Maryam, well, my Muslim Queen would surely be disappointed that I had not greeted her mother with the respect she deserved.

Therefore, after a sigh, I headed over to the living room, adjusted my abaya while checking I was decent, and clutched my hands to my tummy while walking in with a smile. “Hello, Ma’am,” I said while scooting around to face her. “Have you had a pleasant day? I’ve just cleaned up the kitchen so everything is back in place.” I wanted her to be aware that I’d picked up after her, and to actually recognise my efforts and be grateful.

I stood awkwardly while waiting for her to look up from her book, however, Farah continued reading her current page, and I felt my skin begin to rise in heat as the embarrassment washed over me. It was humiliating to be so outwardly ignored in that way, and it was most rude of her to continue reading. It was also baffling, because she knew how important today was, and yet, she was acting like she didn’t care. As the seconds ticked by, and I continued to stand there foolishly, while Farah’s eyes remained down, I began to doubt myself, and wondered if I was the one that had been rude. Should I have waited for the appropriate moment to address her before waltzing in? Maybe I should have bitten my tongue until she’d finished with her current chapter, so that my greetings didn’t disrupt whatever she was reading. Perhaps I’d made a huge oversight, and I should have greeted her immediately upon my arrival home.

I cupped my hands in the small of my back, trembling and shaking, my fingers fidgeting and twisting under the apprehension. Despite being a paying tenant, I felt so out of place, and as if I was nothing more than a servant that actually had no right to be there. Farah finally finished up her chapter, and she briefly glanced up at me. Her brown eyes were analytical as they surveyed my entire form, and there wasn’t a hint of approval in her expression. I found that most bizarre, as the previous day had ended with us on good terms, especially with the way she seemed to be growing in excitement and eagerness at having her own Western servant. While I looked on, she casually crossed her legs at the ankles, deliberately angling her flexed sole towards me. Her toes rippled in an enticing wiggle, before she flicked her eyes to me once again. As I looked on, she drew one foot back, scratching at her ankle with her big toenail, before she returned it back to the same position, flexing her sole and wiggling her toes a second time. Throughout, her eyes remained on me, and the stare lingered for a moment, before she sighed impatiently, and resumed reading the next chapter.

I was perplexed by the whole thing. She hadn’t spoken or acknowledged me in any way, other than a brief moment of eye contact, and I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be doing. Did she want something or had I been dismissed? She hadn’t even responded to my greeting and didn’t seem at all interested in the announcement I’d cleaned up the kitchen. So, I just remained standing there awkwardly. At times, my body shifted as if compelled to flee and head to my room, but something always stopped me in my tracks, second-guessing myself that it would be the wrong decision. I thought over multiple things I could say and frazzled my brain while settling on which would be the most appropriate. Which phrase could break through the uncomfortable atmosphere and lighten the mood? There was almost complete silence, with only my heart thumping in my chest as the underlying background track of anxiety. All except for the occasional swish of a page-turning, and after the most painful and uncomfortable five minutes, Farah finished another chapter.

This time, she slotted her bookmark, before slapping it closed. Again, she sighed, before she flicked her hand towards the hallway. “Do you have any belts in that room of yours?”

“A belt, Ma’am?” I asked while arching my eyebrows.

“Yes, a belt.” She squinted at me. “You do know what a belt is?”

“Ummm, what kind of belt? Like a trouser belt?”

“Yes,” she said with another sigh. “Any belt. Perhaps, a leather belt?”

“Possibly, Ma’am,” I said while looking down at the waist of her silky abaya. She’d been wearing the same sort of outfit for the duration of her stay, and none of them appeared to need a belt. On the few occasions one of her dresses did require tying off, it usually came with a matching piece of silk that fit the same design. “I think I have one.”

She continued to stare at me, then after a moment of me staring back, she gestured to the hallway again. “Well, go and get it then, girl. I wasn’t just making conversation.”

“Uh, yes, Ma’am,” I said while nervously flummoxed. I fidgeted, then stepped towards the hallway, before pausing and looking back at her. I was trying to think of something to say to remedy the situation and reduce the awkwardness, but instead, it just caused Farah to widen her eyes. She flicked her head towards the door, and in a staggered motion, I lumbered my way out, feeling completely moronic as my shyness made the whole interaction way more difficult than it needed to be.

It took me a moment to dig through my drawers to find the belt; a thin piece of leather that I’d only worn a couple of times. I brought it back and offered it to her waiting hand, before I made a move to step away. “May I head to my room, Ma’am?” I asked, feeling like I needed permission to be dismissed. “I’m pretty tired from my day at work, and it would be nice if I could nap before Maryam returns home.”

“No, you may not,” she said bluntly, before she lay the belt across the palm of her hand. She gripped the other end, causing the leather to squeak as she grappled a bend in its length. Then, I flinched as she abruptly lifted her arm and slapped the strap down forcefully on her palm. “Perfect,” she said, and then she retracted her legs from the footstool and looked up at me expectantly. “Do you know about corporal punishment and its necessity within Sharia Law? It is time for you to experience it yourself.” While still clutching the belt in one hand, she leant forward and suggestively patted the footstool with the other. “Come and lean over here. It is time for you to be suitably disciplined.”

I blinked at her, taken aback, and I instinctively stepped further away. “W-why?” I asked. “What have I done wrong?” I swallowed in exasperation, before licking my lips upon noticing a souring in Farah’s expression. “Ma’am,” I added with a fluster. “What have I done wrong, Ma’am?”

Farah stared at me blankly. “You did not perform to my expectations.”

“What expectations?” I asked. “I didn’t know there were any expectations.”

“Well, now you do,” she said. “So, come and receive your punishment for your transgression.”

I looked towards the footstool, then shifted my eyes towards the belt. “This isn’t fair,” I pleaded. “I don’t even know what I’ve done wrong. Maryam would never do this to me.”

“Maryam isn’t here,” she said smugly. “Besides, my daughter’s relaxed attitude towards you has resulted in this infraction. She was astute in putting you in your place, but I fear she is too distracted with her career to fully bring you into line. If you are to be a servant in my home—”

“I’m not going to be a servant in your home,” I said with determined clarification. “I’m not going back to Iran with you. I never agreed to that. I want to stay here with Maryam.”

Farah appeared unmoved by my interruption; her expression not shifting. “We’re not discussing your future right now, girl. We’re discussing how you disrespected me and must be suitably punished. I do not wish to experience such disrespect again, and therefore, I intend to remove any possibility of it reoccurring.” She patted the footstool forcefully once more. “Now, come here and accept your punishment.”

Despite being immensely fearful of Farah, particularly because she was older and Maryam’s mother, I was still conflicted by the obvious injustice. If I’d done something knowingly wrong, like the time I hadn’t properly defended Maryam in public, or my drunken behaviour on Farah’s arrival, then I’d fully understand the reprimand. However, I had been trying so hard recently, and had gone out of my way to please Farah, constantly at the expense of my own dignity. I’d literally licked the sweat from her stinky, mature soles, and swallowed down her sticky toe-jam, and still she was finding some imaginary fault with me. It just didn’t sit right, and for that reason, I couldn’t accept it, even with my lowered status within the household. “I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I said, swallowing a mouthful of nervous spit while I tried to remain resolutely strong. “That isn’t fair. I can’t accept a punishment without knowing what I did wrong. Maryam would understand.”

Farah let out a deep sigh and was clearly annoyed by my defiance. “Since you need an explanation,” she said with a grimace. “I bared you the bottoms of my feet, and signalled for you to kneel with the movement of my toes. You should have immediately dropped into position, and kissed the bottom of my foot while awaiting orders. You didn’t obey, and therefore, you need to be punished to ensure that next time you obey my signal immediately.”

I almost did a double take as my brain struggled to deal with the preposterous assumption on her part. “But...Ma’am,” I said, an aggrieved fireball forming in the pit of my stomach. “How was I supposed to know that? This is the first I’ve heard about signalling with your toes.”

“Well, now you know,” she said before she lightly patted the footstool another time. “Whenever you see my soles and I move my toes, I will expect you to drop to your knees, kiss my foot and await instructions.”

“Okay,” I said apprehensively. “If that’s what you want, I’ll do that in future, Ma’am.” I’d pretty much been doing that sort of thing anyway. I always obeyed whenever I had to clean their feet before prayer, and kissing had become a regularity. I was just totally confused as to why she’d gone about this in a needlessly confrontational way. The communication was non-existent, as if she’d just expected me to read her mind or something.

“Good. I expect so,” she said. “Now, come and accept your punishment.”

I looked at the belt again, poised in her grip, and I couldn’t bear the idea of her striking me with it. Since she was insisting I lean over the footstool, I could only presume she intended to strike me on the butt. Simply imagining how that would feel caused me to shudder in place. I stepped further towards the door. “Ma’am, please. Could we discuss this when Maryam returns?” I was desperate for Maryam to come home and take control of the situation. She was forever the calming influence in my life, and now I was craving her authority as she was always so reasonable and benevolent when it came to the control she held over me. She’d never punish me just for the sake of it, as Farah intended to do.

“No,” she said with a blank, emotionless finality. “We will not wait for Maryam. Do you think I require the approval of my daughter when it comes to instilling discipline within her servants?”

“I’m not just her servant—”

“That’s right. You’re her slave. You’re my daughter’s slave, and she is your Muslim Queen. You kiss her feet, and you freely hand over your money to her every month because she is more astute in handling such matters. Your only use is keeping her home in order and worshipping her, and I intend to train you to do that way more efficiently and with greater respect. You do want to please my daughter, don’t you?”

I felt a shiver run up my spine at the thought of pleasing Maryam, and I was blushing cringingly as Farah bluntly listed all of the humbling ways I served her. I was pretty much a slave, and the thought of making Maryam even happier had become crystallised at my core. “I do want to please her, Ma’am,” I said, though the idea of being nothing but a penniless slave struck fear into me.

“Then accept your punishment and be a better slave for her. I am going to train you to respond to the smallest movement of my daughter’s toes. Your entire focus should be on serving my daughter and making her life easier because that is the best use of your time and energy. I have been watching you closely, and I have realised your daily trip to work is nothing but a distraction from your more important responsibilities.” She tapped the footstool a final time before her tone became stricter. “Over here. Kneel and accept your punishment. I will not ask you another time. Unless you want me to report to your Muslim Queen about your insolence. Is that what you want?”

“No,” I muttered sheepishly, while looking down and toeing the floor. “Please, don’t do that.”

Farah didn’t say another word, and I remained keeping my eyes on the floor while the uncomfortable atmosphere continued to prickle my skin. Everything felt so sinister now, and it was as if things had progressed beyond the inquisitive and scholarly role she’d taken on so far. She’d been extolling her wisdom to me relentlessly, but now, it was like she’d decided to escalate things rapidly, almost as if she’d grown impatient with my progress. Eventually, I wilted and looked up to see her nod towards the footstool. My shoulders sagged and I sighed, feeling as if I really didn’t have any say or control of the situation. Ever since Farah had arrived, she’d increasingly taken on a greater authority, and despite believing that she was wrong, I still felt like it wasn’t my place to oppose her. I’d aired my concerns, and she’d brushed them off, and as the older woman and mother of Maryam, I felt compelled to adhere to her wishes. I felt compelled to show her the respect she deserved.

I gulped as I stepped towards the footstool, and Farah’s lips curled slightly as she let slip her pleasure at my obedience. “Move along quickly, girl,” she said encouragingly. "I intend to suitably correct your behaviour before my daughter returns home. I do not wish to plague her eyes with such a sight. You are to be the perfect, devoted slave to her at all times, and I have taken it upon myself to deal with any subordinance. I would not wish such stress upon her, especially with the nature of her professional responsibilities.” As I stood next to the footstool, she reached out a hand and clasped my wrist. “Do you wish to be an emotional bother and inconvenience to my daughter?"

“No, Ma’am,” I whimpered, and I kept my eyes firmly down. “I don’t want to be a bother to Maryam.”

“Good, that’s a much better attitude,” she said. “Now, let’s flog any ill thoughts out of you.” My body tensed up at hearing the word flog. “I want your mind entirely focused on pleasing and attending to my daughter. Your role is to make my daughter’s life as easy as possible, and I intend to gradually steer her from this wasteful idealistic attempt to guide you into something of substance.” She tutted, before sneering, “That is a most foolish endeavour.”

I dropped to my knees and bent over the footstool, my ass completely exposed and vulnerable. Gripping the edge with my fingers, I braced myself, figuring that Farah was going to make some kind of speech before proceeding. However, I flinched upon feeling her lifting my abaya, and then I blushed as she slightly eased down my panties, completely revealing my bare ass. Then, while my modesty was abruptly attacked, she hit me without hesitation. Despite the thinness of the belt, as it cracked against the flabby skin of my ass, it left a stinging impression that rippled right through my body. I accidentally bit my tongue in the process, before I grunted again as Farah struck me a second time. “Shhh, infidel,” she growled from behind, as she gripped my neck and pressed me down so my cheek was held against the footstool. “You are having your unsavoury behaviours corrected. This is for your own benefit. From this day forward, I will hold you to the standards of Sharia Law, and for every failure, you will be suitably punished.”

“Please, Ma’am.” I yelped as Farah mercilessly cracked my ass another time, before she struck me again, though this time missing the target and hitting me across my lower spine.

“From now on, whenever you are in this home, you will only speak when spoken to. Your role in this home is one of service, and your place is to attend to the needs of myself and my daughter. This is not to be a life of leisure for you, but one of hard work and obedience.” I was trying to process the words as I remained bent over the footstool, and as the strap of the belt struck my ass again, I grunted, jerking forwards and frantically gripping at the underside of the material. “Do you hear me?” Farah asked, and then she struck my ass another time. “You are to be my daughter’s slave. You are not a tenant any longer. You are not paying her rent to stay here, you are a slave working for her master. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I squealed, and in acknowledgement of my spluttering, Farah dug her nails into my neck and struck my ass another time. I heard her grunt from the effort, and I expected her to bark out another number of instructions. Instead, I gritted my teeth as she strapped my ass another time, and another, and another, until my eyes were beginning to tear. “Please, have mercy,” I wailed. “I’ll obey, Ma’am. I swear, I’ll obey.”

Farah paused in the striking, but only to mutter, “There will be no mercy for non-believers in my household.” Then I was hit again, and again until it felt like my ass was completely on fire. I wriggled and writhed, trying my best to crawl away, but with Farah’s entire weight pinning me by the neck, I was unable to escape. Instead, I began shaking my ass from side to side, trying in vain to avoid the leathering of my belt as she relentlessly struck me over and over. “I thought my daughter had been completely Westernised, with her moving here and dedicating herself to her career, however, once I met you, I realised that she hadn’t completely abandoned her roots.” I was wide-eyed, listening to her musings as she continued to paddle my ass until it was nearing numbness. “It is the place of Muslims to conquer. We are the chosen people, and it is only right that we trample all over the non-believers. I am pleased to see that my daughter has suitably subjugated you, whether she realises it or not. You see, that is the natural order of things, and it was in her blood to capture her own slave while making a name for herself in your country.”

“I’m not really a slave,” I grunted, before Farah struck me into silence with another firm swat of my belt on my ass. In the process of clamping my mouth closed, I accidentally bit the tip of my tongue, and within seconds, the taste of blood was zinging me.

“You will be my daughter’s slave,” she said in a forceful way, emphasising each word with another leathering of my ass. In her flurry to punish me, she accidentally struck the top of my thighs, which only caused me to squeal even louder. The flesh along the back of my legs felt more tender than the solid, chunky cheeks of my ass, and I yelped as Farah focused in on that area further. “You have been a respectful tenant so far, and I am pleased with the way you’re progressing, but I want you to be a completely devoted slave to my daughter. It is the least she deserves, and I am disgusted with the lop-sided dynamic that currently exists.” I heard her gasp, before she hit me another time, and then continued her spiel. “Her wasting her time and energy to help you. You should be helping her. You should be dedicating every moment of your life to making my daughter’s existence more comfortable. She is the one out there being successful and bringing in the cash. What are you doing? You’re nothing but a drain on her resources, and I won’t stand to see it anymore. From now on, you will attend to my daughter as her slave, do you understand me?”

Even though there were certainly moments in the past where I had felt mortified at the things I’d done for Maryam and, now, Farah, I’d never envisioned myself as an actual slave. I was simply showing gratitude to the woman who had turned my life around so much. I was submissive to Maryam, because she was such a positive and steady influence in my life. Sure, I enjoyed the intimacy of the affection I lavished her with, and there was certainly something pleasurable about respecting her in the humbling ways I did, but I still maintained my own autonomy. I still went to work every day and earned my own money. I just handed it over to Maryam for safekeeping. It wasn’t as if I was toiling all day for no recompense. “But...I’m not a slave,” I said, before I grunted as Farah hit me again. “I work and make my own money.”

“Which my daughter takes from you,” Farah said with a snigger. I flinched while feeling her hand grope my ass, and she seemed quite enchanted by how tender my flesh was becoming from her persistent hits. “And which you gave to me, and kissed all over my feet while begging me to take it, isn’t that right?” I blushed while experiencing that warm, fuzzy feeling all over again; the haze of submission overwhelming me as I’d smothered Farah’s mature feet in kisses. “What kind of respectable woman does that? None. That is something a slave would do, isn’t it? Working hard, just to hand over their earnings to their master? You are a slave. A Muslim-owned slave.”

I swallowed, my ass still throbbing from her hits, but my face was throbbing just as intensely as I considered being labelled as a Muslim-owned slave. Farah grunted, and then she hit me with absolute ferocity, causing my entire body to jerk forwards as the belt stung my ass. “You’re a slave,” she said. “Whether you like it or not. You work for my daughter. My Muslim daughter.” The belt tanned my ass again, and then before I could even grit my teeth through the pain, she struck me on the back of the legs, and then again on my back. I screeched upon the tender areas on my lower back being stung by the thin strap of leather, and I felt as if I was about to burst out into tears because I didn’t deserve what was happening. “You’re a slave,” she said again, and then the belt bit me again. “I want to hear you say it. You’re a slave. You belong to my daughter, and you’re going to obey and dedicate your life to serving her. You’re a Muslim-owned slave.”

Instead of telling her what she wanted to hear, I bit my lip, and braced myself with eyes closed as Farah growled with impatience. The belt strapped across my ass again, this time with such force, that I fell completely limp. My head turned so my cheek was pressed against the footstool, and my eyes rolled off and looked towards the ceiling. In my peripheral view, I could see the silhouette of Farah, her arm raised before it rapidly swung down: my ass burning up again as the belt lashed home. “You’re a slave,” she said, and then the arm raised up again. There was no strength left in me, and I simply wept as the arm disappeared from view and my body jolted from being tanned another time. “Say it,” she said. “You’re a slave. A Muslim-owned slave.”

“I’m a slave,” I whimpered, a tear descending from the corner of my eye, tickling its way down my nose before it dropped from the tip. “A Muslim-owned slave.”

“That’s a good slave,” Farah said, while fingering one of the growing welts on my ass. “You’re a Muslim-owned slave, and you belong to my daughter.”

Even though my ass felt like it was on fire, and the tears were now streaming down my cheeks, there was an odd burning inside my sex, like it was set alight by the idea of belonging completely to Maryam. To be being the white, Western, devoted slave of my Muslim Queen, and completely dedicating myself to servicing her conquest of my country.

“Now,” Farah said while releasing my neck. I heard her breathing heavily from behind me as she flopped back into the chair. Clearly, it had been quite the workout for her while tanning my behind, and now she was spent. She pushed her feet against my neck while I lay collapsed over the footstool, completely spent from her having beaten me so much. My ass was throbbing, and my cheeks were a damp, clammy mess. There was even snot dripping from my nose, such was the ordeal that she had put me through. “Get out of the way,” she said while poking her toe into my back. “You’re blocking my footrest. Unless you want to replace it for me?”

I dropped from the footstool, and Farah immediately crossed her feet atop, humming to herself as she wiped the sweat from her brow. “And they say having help is a relaxing life.” She tutted. “If only they knew how much work goes into keeping your servants in line, or in your case, your slaves.”

I was still hunkered down on the floor, and I reached back and caressed my ass. It felt like it was twice the size as usual, and my skin was throbbing all over from the beating she’d inflicted upon me. I could feel the swollen welts, and each time I touched a sore, my entire body flinched. I shyly pulled my panties up and wiggled the abaya back down. I thought about just laying there, but then I heard Farah clear her throat. In fear of being leathered another time, and not sure my body could handle any more punishment, I painfully climbed up onto hands and knees, before looking up.

Farah was smirking, and after we made eye contact, she crossed her arms and then smugly nodded towards her crossed feet. My eyes followed, and when she slightly parted her toes, this time, I knew exactly what was required. Farah had trained me to respond to the simplest movement of her toes, and despite the intense pain in my rear, I rapidly scurried forward and buried my nose into the groove of Farah’s toes. While looking up into her smirking face, I took a huge sniff, fully inhaling the vinegary scent of her mature, Persian toes, before I closed my eyes and nuzzled my face in deeply. My lips puckered and pressed against the wide, ball of her foot and I devotedly kissed her dominant, Muslim feet.

“That’s a good girl,” Farah said happily. “That’s how a slave should act when they’re privileged to sniff their master’s scent. My daughter may be your Muslim Queen, but I am your Muslim Master, aren’t I?”

I was a bit perturbed by the whole thing, figuring master was a masculine term, but Farah sure did instil an element of fear within me, so perhaps it was most fitting. “Yes, my Muslim Master,” I am mumbled, before I continued to heartily breath in the musky scent from Farah’s mature, Muslim feet. Her soles were so wide and fleshly, particularly the balls, that they felt strong and intimidating while pressing against my face. While she gripped my nose between her biggest and second toe, she uncrossed her feet, before smothering me right into her strong, meaty soles.

“That’s it, good slave,” she said with a chuckle. “Whenever I’m relaxing, and I give you the signal, I expect you to drop whatever you’re doing and get into position. You belong at the feet of Muslim women, and I expect to see you down there and appreciating it. You’re Muslim-owned. Never forget that."

“Yes, Ma’am,” I mumbled, but the words were completely muffled and obscured as my face sunk right into her fleshy soles. “I’m Muslim-owned,” I tried to add. “A Muslim-owned slave.”

“Good, because if you ever hesitate for too long, I’ll be sure to give you another flogging to correct your behaviour.” My body tensed up in fear, and then Farah dropped her foot, pressing the tip of her big toe against my chin and lifting my head to look straight into her stern face. Despite the slight wrinkling near her eyes, she was an incredibly beautiful woman and it was odd to be looking straight in her face. Since whenever she left the house she was wearing her niqab, I realised that since arriving in our country, other than Maryam, I was the only person to actually know what she looked like. So, I suppose, I was indeed privileged, and with that, I closed my eyes, not wanting to stare at her too long, and buried my face into her soles again. The idea of being flogged on a regular basis was terrifying, and though I figured Maryam wouldn’t approve, I was at home with Farah alone for long periods. I had no idea how long she intended to stay.

“If we were in Iran right now, I’d flog you every day, just because I could. Just as a reminder that you’re my slave, you’re a Western whore that’s now Muslim-owned and you exist to obey my commands and fulfil my needs.” Despite trying to keep my face in her soles, and not focus on the horrors she was speaking of, the escalation in the brutality of her words wasn’t lost on me. Clearly, knowing the significance of the day, and the decision that lay before me, Farah had gone all out to instil in me a feeling of true inferiority compared to herself and her daughter. While I absorbed the harsh reality of her words, she withdrew her foot and forced my face up again. “Open your eyes,” she said, before lightly slapping my cheek with the other foot. I immediately did so. “Good. From now on, you only look into our eyes when you’re given permission, you understand, slave? Whenever you’re in our presence, I want your eyes down at our feet, waiting to be given instructions. Your function in my daughter’s home should be to obey and serve, nothing more. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, and I immediately dropped my eyes away from her piercing stare.

“Good, because each time I catch you looking up at us without permission, that’ll be a flogging for you.”

I shivered, before nodding my head, eyes still down. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Whenever my daughter returns home, you will stand at attention, eyes down with your hands behind your back. You will offer to serve her immediately, because that is your function. You will not be lazing around in your room and wasting your time. You will be eager to serve and attentive, ready to pamper and take care of your Muslim Queen after she’s been out in the world making a success of herself. After all, if it wasn’t for my daughter, you would be out on the streets, wouldn’t you?”

I swallowed some nervous saliva while thinking about such a dramatic shift. Though I was obviously submissive to Maryam, there had never been this level of strictness expected. This was definitely moving into the territory of me being a complete slave where I had no free time to myself. It was scary, and I felt like Farah was pushing things too far, but before I could air any protests, I was rocked by a stinging fud on the top of my head, causing my teeth to clatter together. My eyes shot open, and I saw that Farah was gripping the belt. I flinched as she whipped me again, this time on the shoulder, and I was so taken aback that I didn’t even know what to say. It felt so different, looking up at her while bowing at her feet, as she freely hit me as if it was a completely natural thing to do.

She pulled her arm back, and I flinched once more. “When I ask you a question, you answer, slave. You do not ever ignore me. If you do not answer me fast enough, then you will be flogged.”

“I’ll do it,” I said while cowering. “I’ll attend to Maryam as you want me to.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m a Muslim-owned slave,” I replied without hesitation.

Farah relaxed her arm, and then she settled back into the seat, looking all smug and comfortable. I remained kneeling there, shaking slightly, with my eyes firmly on her feet, fearful that if I looked up, she may just whip me with the belt again. Her toes spread, and instantly, I lurched forward, burying my nose in deep. Farah cackled up above, her whole body jiggling with excitement. “That’s it,” she said through laughs. “That’s how I expect you to respond. See how easily your behaviour has been corrected? A little flogging goes a long way.” She sighed. “If only my daughter wasn’t so narrow-minded, she would see the benefits of a firm hand.”

While I enthusiastically sniffed between Farah’s toes, I couldn’t imagine Maryam ever whipping me in that way. It simply wasn’t in her nature. She was firm, and strict, but it was always in a respectable and assured way. She commanded obedience by her superiority as a woman. She didn’t need to resort to such physical measures. If she was home, I knew she would have stopped Farah in her tracks. But, Maryam wasn’t home, and I was completely at her mother’s mercy.

“I want you to live every day in this home dedicated to my daughter. I want it always in the back of your head, that if you step out of line, I’ll have you bent over and flogged until you’re screaming for mercy. But there will never be any mercy.” She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I wonder how I could convince Maryam to allow me to take you back to Iran. I think you would fit into my household quite well. I would surely be the talk of my friends, having an obedient, Western woman at my beck and call.” Her toes pressed against my chin, and eased me up. “How does that sound to you, girl? Would you like to be a Muslim-owned slave, trapped within a Muslim country? You may look me in the eye.”

I timidly moved my eyes, and saw in Farah’s face that she was completely serious. If anything, she almost seemed aroused at the thought of taking me back to Iran with her and parading me around as if I was some sort of trophy. I licked my lips, and was about to speak, though immediately thought better of it; my eyes dropping to the belt still gripped in Farah’s hand.

Farah followed my stare, and she chuckled while caressing the leather with her thumb. “You may speak freely, slave,” she said softly. “I am curious of your thoughts on this matter.”

I collected myself, before whispering, “Honestly, Ma’am. That thought is terrifying to me. I’d be all alone in a country I don’t understand. And treated in that way, I’m not sure I could handle it.”

“You’ll get there one day,” Farah said without any sympathy. “I have grand plans for you, slave. I just need to work my magic on my daughter until she sees sense, and I’ll surely get what I want.” She dropped the belt, before placing her hands behind her head and letting out a deep sigh. “My own white slave. Won’t that be a treat? I’ll adore flogging you every day while you attend to my needs.” She cocked her head. “I just wonder whether I should keep you fully veiled? It would be most appropriate, but then, no one would appreciate the level of your subordinance, would they? I would want all of my guests to see your whiteness on show, so perhaps, one of your obscene, revealing outfits would suit my needs more? How would you feel about that, slave? Serving me in front of a group of respectable, modest Muslim women while wearing your most disgusting and obscene bathing suit?”

My skin burned in shame at the thought of that, and I was most confused at the same time. They’d been at me all the time to dress more conservatively, and Farah had been picking out modest outfits for me to wear. Now she wanted to show off my body in revealing clothes, as if I was some prize to be mocked? “Maryam won’t allow this,” I muttered, almost as if I was trying to convince and reassure myself. I immediately clamped a hand over my lips while realising I’d misspoke.

Farah’s lips were pursed, and she was considering me for a moment. Her fingers twitched, as if she had the urge to grab the belt and beat me relentlessly. However, she rolled her eyes instead. “You are right. At the moment, Maryam will fight this, but the outcome is inevitable, and you, my slave, are going to be doing everything in your power to convince her that your place is in Iran.”

I blinked as my hand dropped from my quivering lips. “What...what?”

“You heard me, girl. I want you to beg and convince my daughter to allow you to join me in Iran.”

I blinked again, struggling to process her warped thoughts. “Why would I do that? I don’t want to go to Iran.”

“Because you are a slave. You are my slave, and you’ll do exactly what I tell you to do.” Before I could even respond, she’d taken the belt and lashed me right across the cheek. My fingers clutched my tender, stinging flesh, and tears rapidly streamed down my cheeks.

“Owww,” I said. “That really hurt.”

“Let that be a reminder then,” she said without any concern. “That’s what happens when you disobey me.” She raised her arm again, swinging it out before I could react. However, before the belt could crack me in the face again, she pulled it back, so that the tip of the leather just grazed my face. “Kiss my toes and beg me to take you to Iran as my slave."

I furrowed my eyebrows, and despite the threat of the belt, I simply couldn’t do that. It was like a place my conscience refused to go. “I can kiss your feet, Ma’am,” I said defiantly. “But I can’t beg to go to Iran.” Part of me was framing it as a betrayal of Maryam, because I knew she would never demand such a thing from me. She cared about me, she really did. Perhaps it was in her own, messed up way, but there was genuine affection and concern for me. She treated me as more of a pet, as a project of sorts, and she never looked at me as a genuine slave, only teasing me in that regard. She wanted to build me up, not bring me down, and Farah’s desires for me seemed at total odds to the wants of my Muslim Queen.

“You will,” she said, exerting her own defiance. “You will be begging me to take you to Iran. You will beg to be my Western slave in my homeland, and you will beg to serve your Muslim Master every day. I will treat you like a show pony and all of my friends will want to take you for a ride too.”

I trembled at the thought of that, but also, I was baffled by how delusional she seemed in believing this would actually happen. I’d only submitted to her because she was Maryam’s mother. She had to know that, right? If we’d passed each other in the street, I would never have even paid her any attention while she remained shrouded beneath her veil. Submitting to Farah was to please Maryam, not her. So why would I ever want to run away to Iran with the older woman? “I won’t,” I said defiantly. “With respect, I belong with Maryam, Ma’am. I’m happiest at her feet.”

Farah grimaced, then she nonchalantly shoved her foot right into my face, lewdly rubbing her toes all over my lips. Her other foot joined the first, and I began to whimper and groan as she casually rubbed her sweaty feet all over my face, expertly demonstrating the disrespect she held for my opinion. “Kiss my feet,” she said. “Kiss my Muslim feet and apologise for showing me disrespect.”

While I was still whimpering, I began to desperately smother the bottoms of Farah’s wide, meaty, mature soles with my pathetic kisses. Whenever she smeared her toes over my lips, I kissed them too with snivelling desperation to show her the respect she deserved. Even if her ideas were ludicrous, she was still my Muslim Queen’s mother. “I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I grumbled, as my lips continued to smooch and peck all over her mature feet; my nostrils twitching whenever they inhaled the vinegary fragrance of Farah’s stinky toes. My eyes widened as I contemplated where I was at that moment, my face shoved into this older woman’s smelly, Persian feet. It seemed such a bridge away from the life of promiscuous partying I used to lead, and it was Maryam’s intervention that had brought me here. A year previous, I never would have imagined myself kneeling there and allowing such a humiliating thing to happen to me. So, was a life of servitude in Iran so far-fetched too? Was this the next natural step away from the life I’d previously led? Was my inevitable fate to end up in Iran, the shackled and enslaved white girl of a Muslim woman like Farah?

I flinched as my shoulder was bitten, and then again when the other stung in similar fashion. Despite Farah’s moist, grubby toes still smearing over my face, I looked up her beautifully adorned abaya and watched as her arm raised and struck me again. This time, the belt slapped down on my forehead, and my head instinctively pulled away, leaving her toes wiggling against nothing but air.

“Get back,” she said sternly. “Get back to kissing my feet while I flog you for your insolence. You are going to be my slave in Iran, whether you like it or not, and I want to hear you begging for it.”

I looked towards the door, and there was nothing physically stopping me from just running away. Despite her willingness to hurt me physically, I could have easily man-handled Farah, but it was like she possessed this natural authority due to her age and status as Maryam’s mother. My head had developed some kind of mental block when it came to defying Maryam. I constantly wanted to please her as things had been working out so well for me, but Farah was steering my obedience and submission in a whole different direction. She was preying upon my devotion to her daughter, and her intervention was disrupting the dynamic that we’d been living amongst.

The belt slapped against my fingers, which were clutched to the edge of the footstool, and I curled them defensively into a fist as they throbbed from the blow. My nose was soon similarly throbbing as she pinged me right on the tip, and I was aghast at how she was now whipping me in such visible areas. I’d figured she wanted to keep this all a secret from Maryam, but striking me in the face was going to make everything so obvious. When the next crack of the belt caught me on the edge of my ear, I yelped, before thrusting my face back and smooching her feet in kisses again. It was almost like my face was most safe when pressed against her wide soles, as at least it was hidden from the bite of the belt. At once, Farah dropped the belt into her lap, and she smugly adjusted her feet so they were crossed at the ankles once more.

“Good slave,” she said, while my lips traipsed all over her wide, meaty sole. “Kiss my feet and beg me not to flog you again.”

I puckered my lips right on the ball of her foot, before I genuinely pleaded, “Please, Ma’am. Do not flog me again. It hurts so much.”

That only caused her to cackle, and the hairs stood up on the back of my neck when she picked up the belt again. With her other hand, she delicately stroked the leather strap. “But it’s so fun flogging you when you misbehave,” she said. “I can imagine I’ll find all kinds of reasons to flog you once you’re safely trapped in Iran.”

“Please don’t, Ma’am,” I muttered between kisses all over her wide sole. “I’m being good, Ma’am.”

“You are,” she said. “Because you know what’s good for you.” She then chuckled to herself. “But, I still have the urge to flog you again, just because I can.” With that, she moved a foot from my face, and flicked the belt out towards me, slapping me with the looped end right across the cheek. The impact caused my face to veer to the side while I grunted and rubbed my tender flesh to try and stem the stinging. She watched me for a second, before she snorted. “I’m going to keep doing this until you’re begging to come to Iran to be my slave for good.”

While I was still caressing my cheek, I stared at her aghast. “I can’t do that, Ma’am,” I said, while eyeing the belt nervously. “I wouldn’t do that to Maryam.”

Farah scoffed. “Well, let’s pretend Maryam has given her approval. Now what are you going to do?” She nodded towards her feet, then cracked the leather of the belt together. “Let’s hear it.”

I gulped, and then looked at her wide, meaty sole as her toes playfully flexed. “Well, if Maryam has given her approval, then I guess I would...” I trailed off, looking her in the eye. “I mean, if it was a hypothetical situation, and there was no chance of it actually happening, then I guess I’d...ummm...I’d do this.” I lunged forwards and began to kiss her foot again. “Please, Ma’am,” I said between kisses, before I let the desperation flow. “Please take me to Iran as your slave, Ma’am.” There was a little tingle inside me as I said those words, because I was begging for the worst thing possible. However, it felt totally safe to do so while knowing that Maryam would never approve of such a thing. I simply framed it as a source of amusement for Farah, and if she was pleased, then it was less likely she’d hit me again. For my part, it was an exploration, as I imagined myself as Farah’s collared slave in a country where I couldn’t even speak the language.

“You really want it, do you?” she asked, while playfully rubbing my sore cheek with her toes, all while I continued to smother the sole of her other foot with kisses. She slapped the belt lightly against her thigh, causing the silky material of her abaya to wrinkle. “If you want it that much, you’re really going to have to grovel for it.”

“I want it, Ma’am,” I whined, really putting some effort into the performance. I nuzzled my nose into the groove beneath her toes, then took a hearty sniff, shivering from the strong, vinegary odour while I pecked my mouth against the strong ball of her foot. “I really want it, Ma’am. Please, take me back to Iran as your captive.”

“As my captive slave? Forever at my beck and call? Even if I have you serve myself and my guests wearing nothing but one of your whore outfits?”

I shivered while imagining myself kneeling at the centre of a room, crouching to cover my exposed flesh while I was adorned in nothing but an explicitly revealing string bikini; my ass spilling out while my boobs were desperate to pop free. All around me, a room full of Muslim women would sit, all of their identities completely obscured by the variety of beautifully embellished abayas and veils. I’d look around for a rescue, only to see unphased, aggressive eyes staring in my direction, each laying in wait for Farah to humiliate me as their entertainment. I’d be led around the room by the chain around my neck, moving from foot to foot, prostrated from beneath the hems of their abayas as they revelled in having a white girl pathetically kissing all over their Muslim feet.

I gulped while realising I was staring into space, completely lost in the fantasy as my nose was tightly wedged into the moist groove of Farah’s toes. They possessively cupped over as I continued to breathe in their stink, my thoughts wandering back to that depraved image of myself in Iran.

“Just think of the use I’ll get out of you. You can clean my floors, serve me supper, rub my tired feet after I’ve visited the mosque, and then lick them clean, just like the obedient little Western girl you are. Wouldn’t it be just the perfect coming together of cultures, with my Muslim self rightfully on top?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered all breathy, finding myself trembling as I pictured my daily life being completely focused around the wants of an older, Muslim woman like Farah, a situation I would never have imagined myself in. It wasn’t even such a huge shift from my current routine, as once I returned from work, I spent most of my time waiting on Farah hand and foot. She’d taken on more of a role in my life than Maryam in recent days. I’d begun to look fondly on the moments when the younger woman returned from her own work as I was granted a break from the attention of her mother. I’d even been looking at going to work as a break, but imagining that solace being stolen from me, and my entire existence being devoted to serving someone like Farah: it was repugnant to me. Repugnant, but strangely fascinating at the same time, imagining myself trapped in bondage and having no free will of my own. Unable to escape while kept enslaved in a foreign country.

And then, my tongue snaked from my lips, and I began to grunt and lick along the bottom of Farah’s toes, fully submitting to her mature feet while I pictured myself as her forever slave. The images were spiralling around my head, and I wondered how she would keep me there. Would she even manipulate the situation so that Maryam couldn’t save me? That caused me to shiver, and I wandered what lengths she would go to. Could she even stop me from fleeing, the same way she did with her migrant captives? I thought back to what Maryam had told me, and then, it was like I couldn’t control my line of thought. “Would you take my passport?” I asked, while considering how trapped that would truly make me. I looked up at her, waiting for her to pounce upon such a suggestion with sadistic glee.

However, there was silence for a moment, and I stared apprehensively at Farah while my tongue was still plunged between two of her slimy toes. She appeared completely bemused by my question, her face contorted up in confusion while she rested a cheek against a palm. “What?” she eventually asked. “Whatever are you talking about, slave?”

I shivered at her now casually calling me that, apparently satisfied that she’d efficiently broken me to her will. Regret began to seep into my veins, and I wondered if I’d let my lips get a bit too loose. Perhaps we weren’t on the same wavelength in this hypothetical fantasy. “Nothing, Ma’am,” I said, fearing I’d stepped into forbidden territory. I dropped my eyes, and resumed smooching and slobbering all over the bottom of Farah’s foot, making sure that my lips were suitability moist as I puckered kiss after kiss. “Please take me to Iran with you, Ma’am. Please keep me there as your slave.”

My lips began to kiss nothing but air as Farah withdrew her feet, wiggling them from beneath my lips and placing them on the floor between the footstool and her chair. She slipped them safely inside her slippers, then looked at me with interest; the belt still firmly poised in her grasp. “What was that about a passport?” she asked. “I want to know what you meant.”

I felt a sinking in my stomach as I accepted that Farah wasn’t about to let that misspeak drop. “Nothing, Ma’am,” I said. “I was just thinking of something stupid. It doesn’t matter.”

“Oh, it matters,” she said. “And I want to know what was on your mind.” She lightly slapped the belt against her thigh again. “Or do I need to flog the truth out of you?”

“No, Ma’am,” I said timidly, after struggling to swallow down a mouthful of saliva. “I was just being silly. I was roleplaying, you know, because it was hypothetical.”

“I don’t care about your excuses, I just want to hear you say it again.”

“Well, I, I was just playing around...” I trailed off under the weight of her glare. “I just thought you having my passport, would mean I couldn’t escape. You know, because you were saying I would be your captive.”

Farah was quiet for a moment, clearly lost in thought, before she stroked her lips. “Would you like that?”

A warmth came to my cheeks. “I was...I was just saying what I thought you wanted to hear, Ma’am.”

“But would you like that? Would you like being trapped as my slave in Iran? For real? No possibility of escape?” She narrowed her eyes. “A true, Muslim-owned Western whore.”

I gulped upon hearing her put it so lewdly. “I just...no...I think I said that because Maryam mentioned, umm....” I dropped my eyes sheepishly, feeling as if I was about to betray Maryam’s trust. “Just that you sometimes do that with your migrant workers.”

Farah clicked her lips, before she sighed. “Well, I’m not pleased that my daughter is disclosing such things, but, it is the truth. I find it an effective method to keep them where they belong as servants in my home. Since you raised the topic, I will most definitely be seizing your passport once I have you with me in my homeland. I will be sure to construct a situation where you will find yourself with no possibility of escape.”

I trembled at the thought of that, and realised that my spiralling imagination and fantasies had got me into trouble. The idea of that helplessness, resigned to being Farah’s Western slave in her Muslim country, it put a real fear inside me. My stomach began to flutter and groan, and I was filled with an urge to expel everything inside me so that I could flee to safety. The fight or flight defence was definitely activating, and I knew fighting was not an option: I was in way too deep.

Farah was silent, but then, she kicked her slippers off, and returned her feet to the footstool. After a moment, she looked towards her feet. When her toes twitched, I buried my nose back in there, and began sloppily smothering the ball of her foot with snivelling kisses, somewhat begging her to take pity on me and not make the moves to put that miserable fate into motion. “That’s a good slave,” she said. “So well trained. You’re going to be the perfect chattel in my home.” She tapped her chin while I continued to grovel at her feet. “I’m going to lead you in a certain direction with my daughter later, and I expect your full support. I will not see her waste her talent and energy on slave stock like yourself. From now on, any money you offer to my daughter every month, you will beg her to keep.” She cocked her head, while I was gulping over and over, my ears ringing as I smothered her mature feet in kisses. “You will begin by begging her to keep the entirety of your investment. Even if she is reluctant, beg you will, until my daughter has lost every ounce of respect for you and sees you for the Western slave you are. If you do not beg, or if my daughter does not accept, then tomorrow, I will flog you until your skin leaves bone. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, not knowing if I was actually going to be able to do that when the moment came, but truly believing that Farah would inflict such a punishment should I fail.

“Are you familiar with the concept of jizya, slave?”

I didn’t have a clue what that meant. “No, Ma’am,” I muttered, before resuming my pathetic, grovelling kisses of weakness; the idea of Farah lashing me until my skin was hanging off my bones at the forefront of my efforts.

“Allow me to educate you,” she said, spreading her toes and nodding downwards. “You may proceed to bathing my feet, slave. Prayer is approaching, and I want you fully onboard with this concept by the time you have slavishly licked my feet clean.” She leant forward and cracked the belt on her palm. “Do a good job. Lick like you’re in love with my Muslim feet, as you should be, or else I’ll flog your skin from bone right now.”

I quivered and gasped, wondering whether she’d actually been going easy on me so far. Even though the repeated whippings had hurt, and even brought a tear to my eye, I was worried that she hadn’t put the full effort in. So, my tongue snaked from between my lips, slurping into the gaps between Farah’s toes, one at a time, massaging and soothing her mature, Muslim feet with its warm moisture.

“Wonderful,” Farah said while looking down her nose at me, seemingly marvelling as she watched my tongue plunge between her toes. “This is such a fitting place for a non-believer like yourself. Every non-believer should be serving their Muslim superiors in this way.”

My flesh was burning as I blushed through my efforts, never stopping the wriggling movements of my tongue as I sucked and licked all over and around Farah’s flexing toes. I clenched my eyes closed as the tip of my tongue dug into the sweaty grooves, the crevice having some salty treats stuck in there from her morning spent in slippers. It was so humbling, to be literally worshipping an older woman in this way, especially a modestly dressed one, cleansing her feet so that she could pray in comfort without expending any energy herself.

“You will prepare me for every prayer in this way, five times a day, once I have you enslaved in Iran,” she said, watching me closely as my tongue worked around each of her toes. “How does that future sound to you? Your entire life devoted to cleaning a Muslim niqabi’s sweaty feet while respecting and supporting my religion? All of my servants will look upon you with both disgust and relief, thankful that there is someone as pathetic as you to take on the lowest of roles.”

There was a festering squirming in my tummy as I pictured that fate, and it was a bizarre, puzzling dilemma within my head. Part of me loathed that for myself, but the other part, was strangely fascinated and somewhat aroused. It was almost like the ultimate finality to my story, ever since I’d moved in with Maryam and she’d led me from my path of promiscuous waste. Simply picturing myself having to lick an older woman like Farah’s feet clean multiple times a day, and that be my only purpose in life, it was a wild rush. It pricked at my deep-seated guilt and regrets, where I’d squandered the opportunity my parents had granted me due to surrendering to my vices. Was this a suitable punishment for me? Was it a fitting end for my terrible behaviour? Even when Maryam had swooped in and turned my life around, I’d thanked her by embarrassing her upon her mother’s arrival. Was there a chance of me relapsing to my old addictions again, and becoming the boozed-up slut that seemed to exist at my core? Maybe Maryam was being too light-handed with me, as Farah insisted, and I needed the stern discipline of an older woman that apparently resented me.

But, a life spent in Farah’s service would vacate all of the good Maryam had brought to my life. What was the point in a high-yielding investment on my behalf, if I spent the rest of my days in Iran, servicing Maryam’s Muslim mother in the most humiliating of ways. Why would I ever need that money? Was Farah correct in her insistence that it was better off in Maryam’s possession?

“Answer me, slave,” Farah said sternly, and she gripped my tongue between her toes. “When I waste my breath speaking to you, I expect you to answer immediately, or perhaps one day I’ll have your tongue removed.” She tugged at it lightly as it remained trapped between her toes, before she chuckled and released me. “It is not unheard of for such a punishment to be dished out in Tehran. Perhaps not recently, but, maybe you will inspire a rejuvenation of such practices.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I said while agitated by her barbaric taunts. “I don’t know. Whatever Maryam decides is best.” The idea of having my tongue removed sounded ridiculous, but I didn’t know what kinds of things went on in Iran. All I had to go on was the news, and the snippets I saw online, where all kinds of barbarity was constantly shoved down our throats. How thieves had their hands cut off, and how women that stepped out of line were often flogged or stoned. Maybe that was all exaggeration, and perhaps Iran was the most wonderful of countries, but I’d never been there, and with the way Farah seemed to rejoice in inflicting pain upon me: it made me nervous and fearful for my own safety.

“Whatever Maryam decides is best,” Farah repeated. “And you will be convincing her to decide in my favour. You won’t need that money once you’re my enslaved chattel, as you’ll be living within my home and I’ll see that you are suitably fed. Therefore, I believe that investment my daughter has so generously nurtured for you belongs to her.” She pulled her toes from my frantically slurping tongue, and instead eased my head up with a foot beneath the chin. “That investment is going to be your jizya to my daughter, do you hear me?”

I stared up at her in confusion, not understanding. “What does it mean, Ma’am?”

While keeping my chin balanced on the top of her foot, Farah began to pluck and clutch at my various features with the toes of the other. I just knelt there, allowing her to do so, and she seemed to delight in my lack of resistance. “Jizya is very important,” she said, while she trapped my nose between her toes with a certain familiarity. I breathed in the musky stink of her mature feet, before she moved on and instead tickled my cheek. “It is a financial offering towards your Muslim superiors, a tax of sorts, which you, as a non-believer, will be expected to pay.” I shivered as she traced the tips of her toes over my lips. “Since you are so reluctant to convert to Islam, then the only option is for you to pay jizya. It is both your duty and your privilege to do so. What do you say?” She moved her foot to the top of my head, keeping me held in place.

“Don’t I already do that?” I asked shyly. “I give my money to Maryam every month, and she decides what to do with it.”

“You do,” Farah said, before waving her hand around. “But I see what’s happening. It’s like some game between you. I believe we should be stepping towards more real, permanent territory. In the next hour or so, when you offer your earnings to my daughter’s feet, I want to see you begging her to keep it for real. I want to see you begging her not to invest it on your behalf, but instead, spend it on herself, as gratitude for everything she has done for you. For her leading you to your rightful place, at the feet of Muslim women, serving and attending to our needs.” As I hesitated, rolling my eyes up in thought, Farah seemed to pounce. “It is the least Maryam deserves, isn’t it? After all of the effort she has expended on your useless self, just for you to embarrass her by reverting back to your disgusting drinking? She already accepted your pathetic emergency cash, but still, her first instinct was to invest it for you. I want you to convince her that’s a poor choice, and she’d be better off keeping the money for herself.” She squinted her eyes at me. “She has kindly given you a chance to show her how pathetic you really are today, and you are going to take that chance. Deep inside, my daughter wants you to embrace your role as her slave, she is just too noble to force you in that direction.”

At once, I was filled with shame. A bitter, embarrassing shame, that ran deeper than having an older Muslim woman’s sweaty feet freely rubbing all over my face. It was a shame to disappoint Maryam. After everything she had done for me, and the order and improvement she had brought to my life, I had indeed let her down at the first opportunity. Maybe she did deserve to be spoiled and treated? She worked so much that she rarely had the opportunity to shop and pamper herself. I had become the sole mechanism for her to unwind, with the regular foot washings being the favoured way for me to respect her. Still, I was sceptical that Maryam would ever accept our dynamic moving in that direction, skewed absolutely in her favour. Surely, Farah was speaking falsities. I had complete faith in Maryam’s noble heart, as everything over the past year communicated to me that she was genuine and had my best interests at heart. If I offered her to keep the investment, then she would refuse me, as she always did.

Farah had to know that too, right? She’d witnessed the way Maryam rigidly maintained her magnanimous pursuit of justice. Whenever I was in the wrong, I was punished, but if I was well-behaved: I was rewarded. Farah was attempting to upheave that understanding and push boundaries in a direction where I was punished for the sake of it, simply because I wasn’t a Muslim. That wasn’t fair, and I couldn’t see Maryam going for it. Even when she’d taken my emergency money, she’d swiftly added it to my investment rather than selfishly keeping it for herself. She wouldn’t enslave me for real, I knew it, and I wanted to prove it to her mother once and for all. I looked at Farah, and though it wasn’t outwardly displayed in my expression, I was smug. “I’ll do it, Ma’am,” I said. “I’ll beg Maryam to keep my money.”

Farah seemed momentarily surprised, but then she nodded her head enthusiastically. “Good. Each month, you will pay your jizya tax to my daughter, and I want you to mentally get used to the idea that you will never see it again. It is a tax, not an investment, and that money will be of better use to my daughter. One day, she will marry, and have children, and it is better that the money is invested in a lovely, healthy Muslim family. Not wasted and squandered by a faithless whore like yourself.”

I nodded too, because I wasn’t faithless. I had faith in Maryam. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Farah greedily clapped her hands together. “Tonight, you are going to beg and plead for my daughter to take everything from you, and I am going to enjoy every moment of it. She will accept without missing a heartbeat.”

“You really think so?” I flicked my head up and asked without thinking, before I rapidly dropped my eyes in deference upon noticing how infuriated Farah appeared. For an older, mature woman, she surely packed a punch when it came to dishing out discipline, and I was fearful of invoking her Persian wrath once more.

“Yes,” she said, before she gripped my nose between her toes. She was still holding the belt, and she threateningly slapped its length against the palm of her hand. “Do you think I am playing?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “What are you?”

“I’m a slave,” I whispered, feeling utterly pathetic and trembling in place as I nervously eyed that belt. “I’m my Musim Queen’s slave.”

“Exactly. Slaves don’t need any wealth for themselves. You exist to serve and be used by your owners, and you are now owned by Muslim feet.” She curled her toes back, offering her flexed sole. “Kiss my foot in demonstration of your acceptance.”

I tentatively kissed Farah’s foot, all the while focusing on the fact that this wasn’t going to go as well as she thought. Despite being her mother, I felt like I knew Maryam better when it came to this kind of thing. She did deserve some kind of gift after everything I’d done for her, but I knew she would baulk at the idea of taking everything from me. She’d agreed to giving me the opportunity to give her the investment simply to ward off her mother’s persistence, but, I knew when it came down to it, she wouldn’t take such a thing from me. Such greed simply wasn’t in her nature, and there was no way she’d accept my entire finances, even if I did smother her feet in kisses and beg her to do so.

Therefore, my stubbornness rose to the fore, and I reasoned I would play Farah’s game, just with the motive of proving her wrong. She surely couldn’t punish me if I did exactly what she wanted and Maryam refused, could she? 

With that, Farah shunted the wide ball of her foot into my cheek and shoved me away. I slumped from the footstool, dropping to the floor into a heap; my cheek throbbing from all of the punishment she’d dished out on me. I couldn’t feel my ass anymore either, such was the efficiency of the leathering she’d given my exposed flesh.

“Stand up,” she said, not even giving me a moment to gather my senses and soothe and caress my throbbing cheek. It hurt like hell as I clambered up clumsily to my feet; the aches in my body seeming to come back alive once I was standing. It was like every welt and bruise from the belt flared up at the same time. “Go and stand by the door, then turn and face me.”

“Look down,” she said sternly, after I’d followed her instructions. “Your eyes should always be on the floor. Always on the feet of your superiors.” I dropped my eyes down, keeping them locked to the floor. Farah’s bare feet came into view, just visible from beneath the swaying seam of her glamorous abaya as she strutted towards me. Even though I was trembling with nerves, and my ass felt like it was on fire inside my panties, I stayed stood in the same position, looking downwards as Farah’s feet drew ever closer in my view. “Good,” she said, as she came right up to me. “Eyes always down. You do not have permission to look us in the face, only ever down at our feet, awaiting our instruction. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered shyly.

Farah reached out and poked at my arm, causing me to flinch. “Put your hands behind your back,” she said while stepping around me. “Keep them both clasped in your lower back.” She gripped my wrists, and eased both of my hands into the position she wanted. “Perfect. This is exactly how you should stand whenever you’re awaiting orders. Back straight, eyes down, hands in back. Ready to serve and attend to my daughter, your Muslim Queen.”

I gulped, while standing in that position, my body aching all over from the extent of lashes she’d whipped me with.

“Now,” Farah said, without a hint of sympathy extended towards my jabbering wreck of a form. The tears were now drying down my rosy cheeks. The only thing stopping me from collapsing into a heap again was my trust in Maryam. She would come through for me, even in the face of such barbarity. Maryam would save me. “When my daughter comes home, you better act like the slave you are.”

***
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I was standing in the doorway awaiting Maryam’s return from work. Farah was relaxing in the living room, continuing her enjoyment of her book, and it was if the past hour hadn’t even occurred. Whereas I could still feel the intense throbbing in my ass, especially in the welts that had swollen to the width of the belt, Farah was lazed out, perfectly content while her body remained pain-free. My own body was trembling due to the biting burn of my buttocks, yet, I tried to stay completely still. My feet were shoulder width apart, my back perfectly straight, and my hands were clasped while neatly tucked into the small of my back, just above my stinging ass cheeks. My eyes remained down, completely focused on the welcome mat beneath the front door, which I was waiting in anticipation to open. My forehead and cheek felt somewhat swollen, and I knew that Maryam was going to go ballistic once she witnessed the state her mother had left me in.
Maryam had barely been through the door a second when I jumped to action. “Welcome home my Muslim Queen,” I said. “May I be of any assistance?” Though I kept my eyes downwards, as Farah had insisted, I tried to angle my head so that the damage to my face would be revealed in the light.

Maryam at first jumped and gasped, evidently surprised by my appearance in the hallway. She stepped onto the welcome mat, and I was surprised to see she was wearing a pair of sneakers and leggings, which I found most peculiar. Perhaps that’s why she was so late, and she’d headed to the gym after work. I knew they had a corporate membership as a benefit of her job role, but she rarely had the chance to make use of it considering she was so busy. Even though I was tempted to look up and take in her pretty face, I was fearful that Farah could see me from the living room, and I maintained my downward gaze, my attention fully focused on my queen’s feet, awaiting the moment she would notice my injuries. “May I remove your shoes for you, my Muslim Queen?” I asked as her other sneaker came into view. She closed the door behind her, before taking off her jacket and hanging it on a nearby hook.

“What’s got into you?” she asked without looking over. “You’re usually bundling me over to the sofa. Why are you standing all formal like that?”

“I am at the service of my Muslim Queen,” I answered in a shaky voice, my sweaty, slippery fingers clutching each other while I kept my hands firmly behind me. I wanted nothing more than to creep them down and gently soothe my throbbing ass, however, I was worried that the slightest wilting in my posture would result in another ‘lesson’ from Farah.

“Is that so?” Maryam said, and even though I couldn’t see her face, I could sense the teasing amusement in her voice. “Well, if you insist, then I would most appreciate you helping me remove my shoes. What a lovely gesture.”

“At your service, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered, and I dropped my rigid posture, stepping forward and dropping to one knee. Maryam lifted a leg, and I swiftly gripped her sneaker, tugging at it and struggling to wedge it off. When I eventually did so, her foot popped free, and I was surprised to see her bare flexed toes. My nose tingled at the strong stink emitting from her hot, tired digits; evidence of the long day she must have had followed by an intense gym session. It was way more pungent than usual, and I instinctively turned my face away.

Maryam scoffed, and then she lifted her foot towards my face while spreading her toes. “What’s wrong?” she teased. “I thought you liked my feet when they are all stinky? Is it too much for you? I figured since today is such a special occasion, then I’d make my feet as sweaty as possible.”

I didn’t answer, but instead moved the sneaker aside and reached for one of her slippers. As I moved it before her, Maryam kept her toes flexed right in my face, and I noted there was a considerable amount of soggy lint bundled up between her toes.

“Not tempted?” she asked. “I thought you loved this kind of thing?”

I was blushing, and immensely embarrassed, and truthfully, part of me just wanted to lunge forward and gobble down that funk between her toes. I just knew it would taste way better than anything I’d consumed from her mother’s feet, simply because Maryam was just so much more youthful and sweeter. She truly deserved to be treated in such a worshipful way, whereas her mother demanded it. But, I also knew that Maryam would sweep her foot away the second she felt my tongue between her toes. As if on cue, she teasingly shoved her foot towards my face, and as I flinched and looked up, she immediately dropped her foot and slipped it into the slipper. Before I could lower my eyes, she’d leant forward and lifted me via the chin. I looked into her beautiful brown eyes, and saw concern staring back at me.

“What happened to your face?” she asked, before she traced a finger along my swollen cheek, the line of a welt from Farah’s lashes being quite evident. “You look like you’ve been in the wars.”

I darted my eyes to Farah through the doorway, only to see her biting her lip while menacingly pointing at me. She was still watching from the comfort of an armchair; having done so ever since she’d ordered me to wait in the hallway for Maryam’s arrival. The belt was resting across her thighs, and I shivered while recalling its sting.

“Ummm, nothing,” I said, quite perplexed that Maryam hadn’t immediately suspected the obvious. Why wasn’t she jumping to my defences? Did she need me to explicitly tell her what had happened, because while Farah was looking on, I was way too fearful to do such a thing. “I think I hit it on a cupboard door while I was cleaning up,” I mumbled, and my cheeks burned further as I stewed under the strain of my own cowardice.

Maryam cocked her head, momentarily looking towards the kitchen behind me, before she stared at me in thought. “Is that so?” she asked. “I find that hard to believe.” She poked at the welt again, before she moved her finger to a mark in the centre of my forehead. “Did you bump your head here too?”

“Ummm, I must have,” I whimpered, as I flinched from the pain provoked by her investigative fingertip.

Maryam let out a huff, before she stood back up. “Is there something going on here?”

I thought about spilling the truth, and telling her about all of the awful, painful punishment that Farah had just put me through. However, while her mother was still sitting close by, and within earshot, I didn’t have the courage to speak up. It was like a dark, lingering shadow hanging over me. So, instead, I simply bit my lip and dropped my head.

“She helped to clean up after I was cooking,” Farah called out from the living room, confirming she could hear every word we were saying. “It was a bit heated, and she was in a rush to get it done before you came home.” She tutted. “The girl is all knees and elbows, a real klutz in the kitchen. She’ll certainly have to buck her ideas up if she’s to be considered domestic help.”

Maryam was nodding along as her mother spoke. “Is that so?” she asked again while standing with her hands on hips. Even though my eyes were down on her slipper, I could tell her head was darting back and forth between myself, the kitchen, and her mother, as if she was considering everything before she decided how to proceed. After doing a full rotation, her attention zoned back in on me. “Is that the truth, Katie?” Though I couldn’t see them, I could feel her eyes were narrowed, judging me with their unconvinced scrutiny. My panicked, convoluted story was hardly believable, and I was sure that Maryam would see straight through it. “You wouldn’t lie to me, would you?”

I gulped, with the spotlight back on myself, and everything inside me wanted to spill the truth and lay my fate at the feet of my true Muslim Queen. However, with Farah so close, it was like my tongue wouldn’t move properly. I had to lick my lips, before whimpering, “Well, I...” I trailed off while looking over towards Farah, and my throat suddenly felt tight and constrained. Farah was sternly glaring at me, and she lifted the belt before running her finger along it. As if to underline the threat, she dragged a finger along her throat, and my tummy immediately became unsettled. “I...” I continued with a quiver in my voice. “It’s the truth, my Muslim Queen,” I said in total fear, and my belly sank as I accepted what a coward I was. I’d lied, right to the face of the woman I looked up to so much, and all because of her mother. It was even worse than all of the times I’d snuck around, sucking and licking Farah’s feet clean while Maryam was blissfully unaware.

I heard Maryam tut, then she hummed to herself as she processed everything around her. “Well, I don’t find that believable, but if you both say that’s what happened, then I have no choice but to let it go, do I?” She shifted her stance and moved the other sneakered foot towards me, raising it slightly from the floor. “If you’re telling me the truth, Katie, and everything is fine, then go ahead and take off my other shoe.”

I was a bit perplexed, as I’d expected Maryam to immediately suspect what was going on and take control as she always did. She was always so intuitive and sharp when it came to the workings of my mind, so I felt almost let down that she hadn’t immediately pounced upon the obvious marks on my face and taken the lead, without me needing to ask her. My forehead and cheek were throbbing from Farah’s whipping, and I glanced over towards her, somewhat put out that she’d seemingly gotten away with it. Part of me wanted to spring forth and reveal the truth, but as I noted Farah’s smug expression, all confidence trickled away. I couldn’t bear the consequences of another beating once we were left alone again.

“Umm, yes, my Muslim Queen,” I muttered. There was glumness in my voice as I was outwardly disappointed. Maryam had a talent for pursuing things and figuring them out. She certainly knew when I had misbehaved, so it seemed odd that the same hadn’t occurred when it was her mother in the wrong.

I eased off the second sneaker, and once again, she spread her hot, moist toes and moved them towards my face. This time, she waved her foot around, making sure I got a good whiff of her stink. “Still not tempted?” she asked, and when I kept my head down, she hummed to herself again, apparently satisfied. “Maybe I should go to the gym every day after work? Maybe that’ll stop you being weird with my feet and you can focus on preparing me for prayer in a respectable way?”

Her usually brown-tinted toes were slightly reddened at the tips. Once she flattened that foot against the slipper, and those cute little toes spread under her weight, it became even more noticeable how tender the flesh was around her plain nails. She scrunched and flexed her toes against the soft insole of the slipper, before she sighed and fidgeted with her headscarf up above. She wiggled her toes into the slipper and stepped past me, only pausing to affectionately run her fingers through my hair. “Well, that was adorable,” she said. “It makes the long work day worth it if I come home to this kind of treatment.” She popped her head in the living room, and said something in Farsi to her mother. As she was about to head towards the kitchen, clearly enticed by the delicious smell of Farah’s cooking, I noted the glare staring at me through the doorway. Farah’s piercing eyes were ominous; her lips bunched up in a grimace as she nodded towards me.

“Umm,” I whispered in a fluster, somewhat prompted by Farah’s sinister stare. “Would you like a relaxing foot massage now that you’ve returned from work, my Muslim Queen?” I darted my eyes back to Farah, who seemed quite pleased, the anger in her expression immediately subsiding. “I...I was paid today.”

Maryam paused, and looked over her shoulder, before she turned to face me. I was still on one knee, but I kept my eyes firmly down on her feet, too fearful to look up in case Farah punished me for acting out of place. “You want to rub my feet now?” she asked in surprise. “I thought they were too smelly for you this time?” She wiggled her foot free from a slipper, and then spread her toes right in my face again. “You want to get your hands all over these stinky, sweaty feet, do you? Even now? When I’ve come straight from the gym?”

I glanced into the living room, just to see Farah nod towards me once more, this time pointing forcefully. “Your feet are sweaty because you work so hard, my Muslim Queen,” I said, goaded on by Farah’s encouragement. “It is thanks to you that I have a place to live, and it is thanks to you that I am not out on the streets and a complete failure in life.” I felt my cheeks blushing as I uttered such self-depreciating things; my butt cheeks throbbing similarly to my reddening face. “It would be an honour to relax such a successful and determined woman after fulfilling a job that I could never do myself.” I shuffled towards the living room. “Please, my Muslim Queen, allow your slave to relax you.”

There was a moment of silence while Maryam considered my words, likely perplexed by the way I was so confidently insulting myself. “Well, if you insist,” she said, dropping her foot back to her slipper before finally moving towards the door. “I wouldn’t turn down a nice foot rub right now as I’ve certainly been on my feet all day.” She breezed past me and into the living room, where she was greeted with a flurry of Farsi from her mother. I too crawled into the room, and I shuffled up and moved the footstool over towards the sofa. There, I kneeled, waiting patiently as the two of them spoke about whatever topic I wasn’t permitted to hear. When Maryam dropped onto the sofa, and propped her feet up on the stool, I made a move to remove her slippers. However, she inched her feet away, before pointing at me. “No funny business,” she said. “I expect you to behave. You may massage my feet and then wash them, but nothing else, understood?”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and though I was disappointed that I wouldn’t get to feel Maryam’s lovely feet in my mouth, I was also emboldened by her resolve. Clearly, Maryam had no intention of escalating things in the way her mother desired, despite what she’d said previously about my investment. I took off her slippers, and gently settled my fingers into a rhythmic motion on her soft and slightly moist soles.

Farah watched curiously, and I looked over and noted she was still holding the belt. The same belt that had left marks all over my face. As she noted my eyes were lingering on it, she said something in Farsi, to which Maryam rolled her eyes. “No, Mother,” Maryam said, while giving me no clue to what the exchange entailed.

Farah appeared agitated, and then she grunted, “But if she misbehaves, then she surely deserves to be punished?”

“She is not really a slave, Mother,” Maryam said with a bored sigh. “She is here of her own free will.” 

Farah grimaced, before returning to her native tongue. She spoke at length, while tracing a finger along the length of the belt. Maryam was laid back, her head resting against the cushions, and she was far too relaxed by the workings of my fingers to put together the puzzle that lay before her. As I slipped my fingers between her sweaty toes, my face was throbbing all over: the belt-shaped marks upon my flesh glowing against my usually pale skin.

“Mother,” Maryam said in a hesitant tone; her empathic care and compassion evident. “You know I am against that. Why do you think I moved from Iran in the first place?”

Farah tilted her head, leaning from her seat while running her finger along the edge of my elbow, causing my skin to prickle beneath her delicate touch; my body tensing up as I recalled the brutal leathering she’d inflicted upon my rear. “You may have moved to this lawless country, much to my chagrin, but do not forget where you come from, Maryam.” Maryam made a move to say something, but seemed to think better of it. “A firm hand can have its uses,” Farah continued. “Women are less prone to dishonouring themselves if the punishments are harsh.” She squeezed about an inch of my flesh near my bicep. “You’d have been publicly flogged for some of your previous behaviours, Katie.” She squinted at me, her face suddenly void of any warmth. “You’d have likely been stoned for some of the sexual escapades I’ve been informed you partake in.”

“Mother,” Maryam said in a flabbergasted tone. “Don’t scare her with such talk.” She smiled at me reassuringly. “You most definitely will not be stoned, Katie. Whether that be in Iran or anywhere else in the world.”

“But she certainly should be, or flogged at the least. You told me prior to my arrival that you’d whipped her into shape. I assumed you had done so literally, not figuratively.”

“No, Mother,” Maryam said with another roll of her eyes. “I did not whip her. I certainly do not need to whip her. Katie knows exactly how to behave and she knows the level of respect I demand in my own home. She just had a minor blip on your arrival due to nerves.”

“Really?” Farah asked with a raised eyebrow. “She knows how to behave? She knows the level of respect that’s expected?”

“She does.”

Suddenly, Farah turned in the seat and placed both of her feet on the floor, her heels slightly raised as her toes poked out just beyond the hem of her silky, beautifully patterned abaya. “I am your lady’s mother,” Farah said, and she rolled her eyes down towards her perfectly aligned toes. “Show me the appropriate respect, infidel, or I shall see you suitably flogged for your insolence. You’re a slave, aren’t you? And you require regular discipline to ensure you do not retreat to your ill behaviours, isn’t that right? You agree with me, don’t you, Western whore? You know you’re unworthy of our presence and deserve the lash to keep you in line.”

“Mother!” Maryam said, her mouth open in astonishment. “Don’t say such things.” Her eyes danced over the belt still clutched in her mother’s grasp, and then she darted her eyes at me. They widened slightly, and then, I waited for her to shut all of this down. Her mouth was slightly parted from having figured out the extent of her mother’s overstepping, and I just knew that she was going to be furious that I’d been punished in such a way, especially behind her back. As my fingers pressed into the soft soles of her feet, the muscles seemed to tighten, almost as if she was tensed up in fury.

I didn’t even know what the word infidel meant, and from Maryam’s reaction, I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what it meant. Not that it mattered, as my eyes were completely transfixed and held captive by Farah’s mature toes, even while I was in the motions of soothing her daughter’s feet and breathing in their invigorating scent. I was looking at them so differently now, considering I’d had my mouth all over them on many occasions. Something was awe-inspiring about them, and they symbolised the terror I know held toward her. Due to her age, and her status as the mother of a woman I already revered and respected so much, there was a certain level of majesty involved. I didn’t just feel like it was appropriate to show Farah the respect she deserved, but rather, I felt like it was my duty to do so, even after she’d punished me in such a brutal way. I supposed I respected Maryam, but I truly feared her mother, and though, at that moment, I was dedicated to pampering my Muslim queen, I was genuinely terrified that Farah would lose her temper and whip me again. My eyes darted up from her toes, and seeing that the belt was still poised in her grip, I was compelled to act as the slave Farah had reduced me to. “Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered completely bypassing Maryam’s intervention with an obvious nervous stutter in my voice. I bent forward, and while dropping my eyes shyly, I hunkered right down and placed a soft kiss upon the big toe of Farah’s pampered foot. Immediately, I shook as a warm flush overwhelmed me and I sat back on my knees, looking up at her timidly. “I am a”—I paused to gulp while the loop of the belt dipped into my view—“Western whore slave, and I require discipline so I do not return to my terrible ways.”

“What...what was that?” Maryam asked with obvious confusion in her voice. She’d been on the verge of fully questioning the nature of the marks on my face, but my submission to her mother had interrupted whatever she was about to do. Her eyes jumped between the two of us. “I’m not stupid,” she said. “I know something is going on.” She wiggled her sweaty foot from my hands, before pressing her big toe against the stinging welt on my forehead. “I know you didn’t get that from cleaning up the kitchen.” While I blushed in shame, she shifted her eyes to her mother. “You’ve been hitting her, haven’t you? The same way you hit your servants?” She looked up towards the ceiling and released a deep sigh, before she spoke in rampant Farsi, an evident anger in her tone. Her usually beautiful language sounded erratic and catty, and it was obvious that she was most displeased by the actions of her mother.

However, Farah appeared unmoved, and the older woman simply sat there and listened while her daughter lost her composure to a relentless rant. Even as my queen’s cheeks began to redden, Farah sat motionless, riding the waves as if enduring a tantrum she had witnessed thousands of times before.

Meanwhile, I was looking upon Maryam in a whole new light. I’d never before seen her so agitated, and it was a much less flattering look than the usual composed and measured way she dealt with any of my mistakes and slip-ups. She continued to speak in Farsi, and then, I was cowering as the pair of them argued back and forth while I remained the Western slave I was, kneeling at their feet and completely ignorant to whatever was being said. In some ways, that felt as if it was right and how things should be within Maryam’s Muslim home, and the longer it went on, the more I imagined myself in Iran, focused on nothing but servitude as I failed to understand the world around me.

The argument ceased, and Maryam abruptly pulled her other foot from my grip, and before I could react, she’d wiggled both feet into her slippers. “I have to say, Katie. I am most disappointed.” She peered down at me, and I was shaken by a feeling of nostalgia. It was like I was drunkenly stumbling up the stairs again, and Maryam was stood in her doorway, disapproving with her stare after I’d broken her rules and let her down. Still, I was baffled why she was disappointed in me and not her mother. “You lied to me. I thought you trusted me, and when I gave you the opportunity to tell me the truth, you lied to me. I asked you what had happened to your face, and you fed me a story.”

My heartbeat fluctuated, and I was devastated that while I’d protected her mother, Farah had apparently thrown me under the bus. My deception had been revealed, and the woman I adored and appreciated so much had lost faith in me. “I’m sorry, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and I dropped my head, pressing it against the top of her slippers. “Please forgive me.” When she didn’t respond, I began desperately kissing and smooching all over her slippers, grovelling and pleading for her to take pity on me. Couldn’t she understand the predicament her mother had put me in? Yet, there was complete silence from her as I traced my lips all over her slippers. The only saving grace was that she hadn’t abruptly stood and left. She remained seated, while I humbly grovelled, and that spurred me on to continue.

While Maryam remained silent, her mother began to speak once more in Farsi. Even though I was busy grovelling, my ears listened to her calmly speak, and despite not knowing what she was saying, I could tell that her words were considered and spoken with conviction. Maryam must have been listening and processing whatever her mother was saying, because she didn’t say a single word back. She didn’t sigh or tut, but rather, just remained completely still as I kissed her slippers over and over while ducking in my bowed position.

However, then rather suddenly, she wiggled her slippers from beneath my lips, before she lifted one and placed the rubber bottom against my forehead: right upon the sore welt. She pushed me away forcefully, with as cruel a temperament as I’d ever experienced from her. I shunted back, and instinctively looked up while clutching my pained skin, just to see her sternly glaring down at me, not an inkling of compassion in her expression. “Go and get me some cold water,” she said. “If you can’t respect me enough to tell me the truth, and if you desire to be nothing but a slave, then let’s see how you enjoy the reality.”

Even though I knew now was the moment to speak up and defend myself, instead, I sheepishly cowered in shame, before scurrying to the kitchen. Even when I was out of view, I crawled along the floor, fetching a glass of cold water and bringing Maryam it back. I peeked up, and noted that her grimace hadn’t shifted, though she snatched the glass and roughly took a sip. She held it out to me without a word, and I placed it on the table behind me. She showed no emotion while kicking her slippers off and placing her heels on the stool. Her beautiful soles were right up in my face, and I noted how clammy her skin appeared, with darkened grime squelched up into her wrinkles. She spread her toes, and even with the efforts of my massage, there was still so much filth caked into the gaps between them. She tilted her head to the side, considering me for a moment, before she huffed. “What?” she asked. “Are my feet too filthy for the tongue of a Western whore?” She scrunched her toes, before spreading them again. “That is what you are, isn’t it? A Western whore that requires discipline?” I blushed while hearing such vulgar thoughts in the beautiful voice of Maryam. “Perhaps my mother is correct, and you do require constant discipline to stop you returning to your ill ways. She believes I am too soft with you. Is that true, Katie? Apparently so, since you think it is fine to lie straight to my face.”

“I...I don’t know,” I whimpered, finding it all a bit too much. With Farah right there with us, I didn’t know the correct course of action. My head was a mixture of fear and growing emotions, and though Maryam’s increasingly hostile behaviour was rattling, I simply didn’t have the fight to say anything while Farah’s intimidating presence was at my side, lurking over and observing every twitch of my pitiful frame. The older woman’s all-seeing eye was forever laid upon me, and under its gaze, I was a muddle.

Maryam sighed in frustration, and then she nodded towards her feet. “Well, go on then, slave,” she said, without any hint of compassion in her voice. “Here’s your punishment. Lick my filthy gym feet clean. They’re sweaty and dirty, and since you apparently feel you need to be punished on a regular basis, go ahead and accept your punishment.”

While I was cowering at her moist, clammy soles, I glanced up at Maryam and noted her expression was similar in sternness to her mother’s, and part of me was devastated. It was like all of the care and compassion within my Muslim Queen had been erased, simply by my display of weakness and induced deception. She raised an eyebrow while staring down at me, before she abruptly crossed her arms. Her lips were pursed as she offered a peevish nod towards her spread toes. “Lick them clean,” she said. “Lick my sweaty feet clean like the apparent Western whore you are. If that’s what you claim to be, and that’s how you wish to be treated, then go ahead and convince me.” She turned and glanced towards the door. “Otherwise, go to your room while I straighten things out with my mother. You have a choice, Katie, and whatever you do next, I am going to assume is what you really want.”

I followed her eyes to the door, and my room suddenly felt so far away. My stare lingered for only a second, before it was pulled back into the freshly sweaty soles of my Muslim Queen. I’d only tasted them on a couple of occasions, but I’d been torn by the way my body had responded. The feel of her soft flesh as it had slipped into my mouth, wrapping my lips around her shapely, petite toes: it had been blissful. It had been almost romantic in comparison to Farah’s strong and mature toes. Maryam was always so modest and reluctant whenever my mouth neared her feet, but now, she was providing me the opportunity to do everything I’d been increasingly dreaming of? She wasn’t going to yank her feet away, or curse me for overstepping, and I was going to be able to taste the unique and somewhat alluring flavours of her Muslim feet freely? To caress the softness of her flesh with my eager tongue?

Suddenly, I fell into tunnel vision, like I was my old, intoxicated self, though this time, it wasn’t booze flowing through my veins but rather lust. All consequences became irrelevant, and my mind became incapable of any foresight, instead, entirely enraptured by the need to get Maryam’s gorgeous feet in my mouth once more. To show her the respect she deserved when her feet were at their worst. It seemed appropriate, despite her jarring disdain for me, and I knew it was my place in this household to worship her for the superior she was.

With my butt still stinging from Farah’s lashes, and her instructions fresh in my mind, I leant forward, and without missing a beat, I placed the flat of my tongue against Maryam’s heel. Her leg twitched slightly, as if her first instinct was to whip her foot away from the warm, moistness of my tongue, but she held firm, keeping her foot in place as I dragged my needy tongue up the entire length of her sole. As it popped free from her big toe, I shivered while the intense saltiness of her sweat completely overwhelmed my taste buds, before I looked at her and was taken aback by her lack of reaction. She was still just sitting there, a muted expression while her arms were crossed. She grimaced, before she crossed one foot over the other, and nodded down at it with pursed lips.

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I muttered, and then I was rampant. It was like the beast had been unleashed, and the frustration of the countless times I’d been rejected took control of me. My lips and tongue sloppily slurped all over Maryam’s sweaty sole, desperately devouring every taste of that filth she’d worked up in the gym. My ears were ringing, both from the disgusted grunts of my queen and the amused chuckles of her mother, as I surrendered myself to being nothing more than the Western whore I apparently was. A weak-willed woman who constantly caved to her vices. This time, however, I wasn’t giving in to the draw of alcohol, but rather, the invigorating taste of my queen’s Muslim feet. I wasn’t intoxicated by booze, but instead, by the bizarrely enticing deliciousness of her foot sweat and toe-jam. My tongue plunged between her beautifully feminine toes, devouring whatever I could find in there and cleaning it out as Farah had so expertly trained me to do. My tongue was attentive and determined, snaking into every crevice in search of the grime that duly needed cleansing. Throughout, Maryam remained quiet, observing my every movement as I craned my neck to get at every morsel of grime. My nose twitched and flared as I inhaled heavy breaths, shaking as I fully absorbed the rich stink of her post-gym feet. The stench was strong, yet fulfilling, as I imagined her sneakers pounding along on the treadmill for an hour.

“You see,” Farah said, while watching along with her daughter. “It is inside her to be a whore. A Western whore. She will never change, as this is her true nature.” She nodded her head, before encouragingly patting my back as I grunted and whimpered while slipping her daughter’s divine toes into my mouth. My eyes closed in need as I felt their softness once more between my lips, and at that moment, I determined to clean of every grain of filth so she could pray in comfort. “It is far better her whore mouth is used positively, to cleanse our dirty feet before prayer, than for her to be out there in the world shaming herself. Wouldn’t you say, my love? Is this not the greatest demonstration of respect? To lead a non-believer towards some kind of redemption.”

Maryam had leant back into the sofa, her hand resting on her palm as she watched my labouring lips, all while contemplating the whispered thoughts of her mother. Such had been my haste in accosting her at the door, that she hadn’t even removed her headscarf. She looked quite the sight while adorned in her gym gear, and even though it was a startling mix of traditional and modern attire, somehow, as always, Maryam made it work. The headscarf’s presence, denying me a glimpse of her beautiful hair, only instilled in me the need to worship and respect her for being so modest and ladylike in comparison to myself. She’d never put a foot wrong, unlike my disappointing self, and was an absolute source of pride for her mother. Her mouth had never performed any action that could be considered slutty, and I pondered that disparity with myself as my own lips hungrily sucked and slurped as I slipped them up and down her exquisitely soft big toe.

Despite knowing Maryam disapproved, I couldn’t help but moan in lust as I sucked down all of the salty flavour from her toes. This time, however, Maryam didn’t pull her feet away, but instead, she angled her toes towards me, watching with curiosity as I desperately prodded my tongue between them and extracted whatever crud I found cake to her browned flesh.

“I’m starting to wonder if she drank that alcohol deliberately that day,” Maryam said while tapping her fingers against her lips.

“Why would she do that?” Farah asked in faux bemusement. “She knew I was arriving? That would have been most unwise.”

“Exactly,” Maryam said, her glassy eyes locking on me. “She knew you were arriving, and I communicated that it was imperative that she behave to the standards I set, and yet, she was drunk on your arrival. She hasn’t touched a drop of alcohol in months. She’s been attentive, obedient and respectful. She’s been assisting with the chores, supporting my prayer and has been presenting her pay check to me every month for investment and overseeing. Yet, that day, that most important day: she acts out of line. I believed it was a blip, but while watching her now, I think it was intentional. She wanted that punishment.” My ears were tingling as I continued to greedily eat whatever I could find between her toes, shivering each time my teeth chewed through a dollop of goop that Maryam had built up during her gym session. Rather than being disgusted, it only seemed to make me feel woozy, as if this was the ultimate display of my surrender to her faith. That my slutty mouth was better utilised by a strong Muslim woman for prayer-preparation. “I’m thinking you’re right, Mother. She wants to be punished and she wants to grovel at our feet for forgiveness. I think I understand this a lot better now. She’s not a natural leader at all. I know that well enough by now. She needs to be led, and she needs an authority in her life to guide her down the correct path. She’s so disorganised that she needs me to manage her money for her. She’d probably be out on the streets otherwise. I have been open and honest with her, caring and nurturing, and she has used my compassion as an opportunity to deceive. I have tried to build her up, but apparently, she is most comfortable at the bottom.” She raised an eyebrow. “You lost your home because you’re a slave to your own selfish desires,” she said accusingly. “You drank so much and irresponsibly wasted so much money that you lost your own home. Do you know how tragic that is, Katie? Now look at you, I gave you an opportunity to be considered a respectable woman, under my stewardship, and look at you”—she nudged my cheek with the other foot while I continued to sloppily gorge on the toes of the first—“giving into your slavish desires again. Your thoughts have been unsavoury towards my feet, and at the first opportunity, here you are, surrendering to your haram vices and disgracing yourself. The very moment I stop denying you, you’re back to being the Western whore my mother claims you are. Is this the life you want to lead? You don’t want to make your parents proud, but instead, you want to lick a Muslim woman’s feet clean every day? You want to forever be a Western whore, is that right?”

We made eye contact for a second, while her toes were stuffed up into my bulged cheeks, and I blushed while accepting the truth of her words. That in itself was enough for Maryam to gasp in disgust, and it was like at that moment, her enthusiasm for me as her little project died. It was like she accepted that all of her efforts had been in vain, and that however much she built me up, I would always return to the bottom at the first chance I was granted. 

Farah said something in Farsi, to which Maryam rolled her eyes before nodding knowingly. Then, they narrowed in disdain, as she watched me pathetically scraping my teeth beneath each of her toenails, whimpering in desperation as I ate the grime as if it were the most delicious snack.

Farah patted my head while I worked diligently on her daughter’s toes. “I think this gross performance is evidence that most of you Western girls need a determined, focused, headstrong Muslim woman, with an appreciation of etiquette and decent values to turn you into something functional, instead of wasteful.” She said something again to Maryam in Farsi, to which my trusted landlady brushed her off with a flap of her hand; a momentary reprieve from her disappointed and disdainful glare. For a second, it was like daughter and mother sharing an amusing conversation, even while I was there on my knees, gnawing all over Maryam’s sweaty toes in the most pitiful of ways.

“That’ll never happen, Mother,” Maryam said with pursed lips while she watched me cleanse her feet of all sweat and grime. “I think you are living a fairy tale.”

“You never know,” Farah said with a shrug. “The Muslim population of the United Kingdom is increasing every year, so I hear. I doubt you expected you’d ever have a Western girl doing this”—she gestured towards me while I was slobbering all over Maryam’s big toe— “when you first arrived here, did you?”

Maryam could offer nothing more than a shrug, as she struggled to find anything to oppose in her mother’s statement. We briefly made eye contact, and while I blushed, she wrinkled her nose, clearly uncomfortable by the sight she was witnessing.

“What do you think, Katie? Do you think your country would benefit from an increased Muslim demographic? Our presence has certainly turned your life around, hasn’t it? From the dirge of society, to—she snorted out a chuckle—“a dirge that can actually be some of use.”

I flicked my eyes towards Maryam for assistance. When she stared back at me blankly, I stared up in confusion, sheepishly popping my lips free from Maryam’s toes so I could utter, “I...I don’t know anything about that, Ma’am.” And I didn’t, because I was nothing more than a Western whore whose mouth was only good to cleanse the feet of Muslim women. To assist and support their faith. With that in mind, I busied myself with the only thing I was apparently good at, and I slipped my lips over Maryam’s next to two toes, sucking them diligently as I hoovered up all trace of the sticky sweat: my tongue probing around in the moist, salty gap between her toes.

“So very uneducated,” Farah said with a shake of her head. “If you’re living under my daughter’s roof, it would be polite to learn more about our culture. I certainly did my research regarding your country before arriving here. I know all about your poor excuse for cuisine and your intolerance of my religion, so its reassuring to know that one day you’ll be outnumbered. Eventually, balance will be restored, and the Muslim faith will prosper, with all non-believers deferring to our leadership. It is the only way the faithless can achieve salvation.”

Maryam scoffed. “Despite your current demonstration of how pathetic Western girls can be, my mother has certain political views that are quite unrealistic.” She rolled her eyes, shaking her head as she waved away her mother’s thoughts.

Farah said something rapidly in Farsi, and she appeared somewhat annoyed by Maryam’s boldness in speaking up and defying her. “What is unrealistic about the benefits of Sharia law?” She nodded down towards me. “Her life has certainly improved now that a Muslim woman has taken control of it. She’s no longer wasting her existence, but instead, she’s contributing towards your own wealth. Whether you realise it or not, my love, you have aligned with our teachings. You have enslaved a non-believer, as is your right.” I was still cowering there before them, when Farah snapped her fingers. “Isn’t that right, you infidel kaffir?”

“Ummm, yes,” I whispered during a pause in my tonguing, assuming she was talking to me. “My life is a lot better now that Maryam is handling things.” I gulped, licking my lips and shivering as they now tasted completely of Maryam’s sweaty, Muslim feet. Somewhat intoxicated by that taste, I blushed while muttering what I knew Farah wanted to hear, “I am a Muslim-owned slave.”

“See,” Farah said in delight, clearly pleased that her earlier efforts with me had born fruits. “Every Westerner should have a Muslim to ‘handle things’ and sort their lives out. The world would be a lot more harmonious if you just did as you were told. Our faith has all of the answers.” She nodded towards Maryam’s feet; still bared in my direction. “Now, grovel at my daughter’s feet, whore. Show her gratitude for allowing you to cleanse her filthy feet with your unworthy tongue. Thank her that you’re now Muslim-owned, slave.”

I jammed my nose into the sweaty groove of Maryam’s toes, inhaling the light, vinegary stink from between them. Despite the efforts of my tongue, the pungent odour seemed stubborn. The sneakers looked fairly new, but still, having worn them barefoot, they’d left a lasting impression on her feet. “Thank you for enslaving me, my Muslim Queen,” I groaned, while I completely lost myself in the submissive high of it all. “It is an honour to be Muslim-owned.”

“I want to hear you beg for Sharia law,” Farah said while looking down her nose at me and sitting statuesque and imperial.

I expected Maryam to step in again as I glanced up at her hopefully, however, she was sitting watching with a curious glint in her eye. With the way the headscarf was still covering her hair while I was bowed at her feet, I certainly felt as if I was at the whims of a true Muslim queen. Apparently, she was invested in seeing how I was going to respond; whether I would prostrate myself at their feet and beg for political subjugation as much as I constantly begged for Maryam’s shrewd overseeing of my every move. As I hesitated, she let out a huff, “That is but your fantasy, Mother,” she muttered as her toes gripped and pulled at my nose

Farah shrugged. “It’s not realistic, I admit, but it is amusing to see her beg for it all the same.”

Feeling isolated, I moved my tongue around my parched mouth and dipped forward while feeling safely nuzzled within Maryam’s feet. All kinds of thoughts were swirling around my head; how I should defend my own country and culture. However, under their watchful eyes, it just seemed a hell of a lot easier to press my face into Maryam’s soles and submit.

I glanced up towards Maryam shyly. Even if she didn’t agree with her mother’s pressing, she was watching with curiosity, evidently mystified by how far I was willing to allow my fall. I kept my nose pressed into her hot, stinky toes, while she peered down her nose at me, her mouth grimaced and clamped teeth showing. A quick dart of my eyes towards the intimidating sneer of her mother, and the decision was made. “Please, rule us under Sharia law, my Muslim Queen,” I groaned, and with that, I allowed my tongue to naturally snake from between my lips and dig into the soft, ticklish flesh beneath Maryam’s toes. The tip of my tongue flickered and I heard her gasp, but I couldn’t tell whether it was due to the workings of my tongue or the absurdity of my words.

“That’s a good slave,” Farah said. “Show your Muslim queen what your mouth is really useful for. Show her the way you lick my feet every day, preparing me for prayer.” From the smugness in her expression, it was obvious that she was now confident to disclose everything.

“Mother,” Maryam said, before gasping again. She began to speak in rapid Farsi, before she broke into English as Farah waved off whatever she was saying. “This is haram, Mother. You have had her doing this for you?”

“You’ve had her do it too,” Farah said with a shrug. “The first day I arrived, I watched from the doorway as you demanded she lick your feet. I was only following your example, daughter. I don’t know why you’re making a big deal of it. It is a most useful service while cleansing our feet for prayer. It is certainly more efficient than water.” I nuzzled my nose down from Maryam’s toes, and I eagerly dug my tongue between, slurping and sucking the wrinkled gap. There was nothing much in there, as I’d mostly sucked it all out earlier, but still, I was compelled by my submission to do exactly what Farah wanted and prove to Maryam that she deserved such treatment. Even as I was burning in shame beneath the watchful gaze of my beloved queen, I was nothing but a slave, and it was my purpose to lick clean the foot of any Muslim woman who offered me the chance.

“Mother, that’s not”—Maryam panted, before she leant forward to watch more closely. “How often have you been doing this?”

“Every day before my prayer,” Farah said without a hint of hesitance. “She’s become quite skilled at making sure my feet are completely clean. She doesn’t shy from anything anymore. Whether they’re stinky, or sweaty, she licks and sucks them up nice and clean for me.” She leaned forward and patted my head as if I were a pet. “She’s the perfect little assistant for a respectable Muslim woman. Just what we all need. It’s quite the experience to kick off your sandals, and not be concerned for the condition of your own feet, knowing you have an obedient slave to take care of matters for you.”

“But...Mother...” Maryam said, before I heard her gulp.

“You see,” Farah announced victoriously. “It’s in their genes. That’s why Westerners are so intent on interfering in the political matters of the Middle Eastern world. It’s all a front. It’s all overcompensation for the fact that they have an inner need to be subjugated and led by their true masters. Isn’t that right, kaffir?” She adjusted her position and stroked my cheek with her own toes. “Isn’t this the natural order of things? It’s only a matter of time before suitable, qualified Muslims fully infiltrate your political order and bring your entire country to heel.” She reached over and lightly tugged at Maryam’s headscarf. “They claim we’re oppressed, and here this one is, licking your feet and begging for oppression.” Maryam parted her toes slightly, allowing my tongue to safely nestle between them, before she tensed and gripped it tightly while she absorbed her mother’s words. “Is that what you need you little non-believer?” Farah continued. “You want to be oppressed? Is that what’s best for you?”

“Yes,” I groaned, as tears began to trickle down my cheek from the weight of the humiliation. With the acrid, bitter, salty taste of Maryam’s sweaty feet, my capitulation was only being compounded further with each slurp of my tongue. When I wasn’t begging for my own subjugation, I was tasting the foot sweat that was leading me towards it.

“If only we’d known this was all it would take to bring their people to heel, we’d have been slipping our feet from our sandals for years, my love.” Her hand flattened and she affectionately stroked her daughter’s cheek. “It is you, my dear, that has opened my eyes.”

My eyes widened as my puckered lips pressed against the ball of Maryam’s foot, while she looked on curiously, clearly perplexed by her mother’s words in combination with my own depraved performance. Her lips quivered as if to say something, but she seemed utterly confused by my inability to fight back and defend myself. To defend the honour and worth of my own country and people.

Instead, she steadied herself, before finally looking at me with conviction. “Is that right, Katie?” she asked with a glint in her eye. “Is that why you prostrated yourself at my feet that first time and grovelled for forgiveness? Did it feel natural to you to be at a Muslim woman’s feet? You were wanting to be oppressed? Is that why you’re so eager to get at my feet whenever they’re at their filthiest?”

I was still overwhelmed by confusion. I mean, such thoughts certainly weren’t at my core. That wasn’t the reason I had done such a thing in the first place; it had been entirely down to the alcohol. However, now I was there, kneeling while she freely rubbed her sweaty Muslim feet all over my face, well, it felt strangely good and intoxicating. It was almost as if I was being freed from all responsibility and the stress of my life in England constantly toiling on me.

Truthfully, the last year under Maryam’s thumb had been the least stressful I’d ever experienced. It had been almost blissful allowing her to take over the responsibility of everything important in my life. In some ways, it was as if I’d been infantilised under her roof, and Maryam had taken on the adult role while I was free to just go about my days without having to worry about things like bills and debt.

I blinked, and felt a warm, oozy excitement in my belly as I imagined the entire country existing under the same understanding; where each of our English households had a Muslim overseer pulling the strings and ‘handling’ things for us. Turning us around from our vices and pushing us towards a prosperous life. Yet, now, thanks to Farah’s insistence, that story may have no happy ending, but rather a darker one which ended with a twist: a twist where the Muslim overseer took everything for themselves. 

“It just feels wrong though,” Maryam muttered. “Even now, as I watch her, it’s too sexual. It’s too intimate.” She nodded firmly. “It’s haram.”

“Why?” Farah asked. “Why would you shut this down?”

Maryam blinked and appeared a little confused. She shuffled in her seat, and turned to face her mother while tucking the silk of her headscarf over her shoulder. “Why wouldn’t I, Mother? Even now, when I’m allowing her, she has some weird, lustful look on her face.”

“Is it any different from a goat licking your hand after being fed grain? The animal is most excited while being fed. There is nothing inappropriate when a slave adores and shows devotion to their master.”

Maryam’s eyebrows contorted, and she seemed lost in thought for a moment. “I assumed it would be haram, and I am certainly not her master, mother.”

“You’re not the master of someone who calls you her Muslim Queen?”

Maryam blinked; her tongue pressed between her teeth. She seemed to be considering a response, but no appropriate words came to the fore.

“She is not your partner, dear,” Farah said reassuringly while placing a hand on Maryam’s knee. “She is certainly not your professional or intellectual equal, is she?”

Maryam glanced at me sympathetically, before she shrugged and replied in Farsi. Perhaps it was because she didn’t want me to know what she was saying, or perhaps she was just sparing my feelings by the truth that was being dished out. Whatever the reasoning, it mattered not: especially while her grubby toes were pressed into my nose and lips.

“There is nothing wrong with a slave attending to you in such a way, no more than a Muslim man of old taking on a concubine.”

Maryam grimaced. “This is all seems rather archaic, Mother,” she whispered. “I think of myself as being quite modern.” It was almost like the heat of Maryam’s disappointment and anger was wearing off, and a sense of reason was returning. In some ways, it was similar to the moments of clarity I’d undergo after a heavy night of drinking. A regret seeping in after indulging in most sordid activity.

“What is more modern than a dependent and helpless Western girl, serving and attending to the needs of her Muslim protector? I am proud of you, my beloved daughter, and I am proud of the woman you have become. You are independent, strong, smart, accomplished and capable.” She paused, and turned towards me. “You are everything that this girl here isn’t, and I believe it is only fitting that she supports and serves you in your pursuits. It is the natural order of things, and you have seamlessly put her in her place and already have her supporting and respecting our religion. You are going to achieve so much in your life, due to your work ethic and gifted ability. It is only natural that you trample over others on your way to the light.” She nodded her head determinedly. “It is only right that as a Muslim, you take this faithless, non-believing Western whore as your slave.”

Maryam sighed and looked towards the ceiling. “I’m not sure, Mother,” she said, apparently struggling with the dilemma of my situation. “I suppose I have looked upon her as a project of sorts. I have enjoyed turning around her finances for the better and utilising my skills and expertise for something good.” She looked upon me and had a muted expression. “Perhaps I have seen her as a sort of helpless puppy. Not really knowing where she belongs in the world or how to improve herself. I have taken on that responsibility for her and now she is prospering.” She waved a hand at me. “It is just disappointing. I had thought she was doing well. And now, look at her. It’s like she’s back at square one. She’s no better than that girl who drunkenly fell at my feet and kissed them.”

Maryam continued to stare into space, before her eyes flickered back into life as Farah snorted, and she turned to look at her mother in surprise. “What’s so funny, Mother?”

“In what ways is she prospering?” Farah’s eyes locked on me. “What is her role? She is a secretary?”

Maryam shrugged. “Something like that.”

“So, she no longer wastes her money or spends her weekends dribbling down her chin and works in a basic role. That is the bare minimum of a functional adult. Why does she not waste her money on alcohol?”

“Because she can’t,” Maryam said with a nod. “I take her money the day she receives it, and I supervise her spending. I ensure that she doesn’t have anything to waste on her hurtful vices. I make sure that her earnings are invested in a suitable portfolio.” She nodded again, before smiling, suitably pleased with herself.

“And I am proud of you, my love,” Farah said. “That is an excellent use of all your virtues. However, what is her part in this? She simply hands over control to you, and you do everything for her. She has no responsibility at all. All of her ‘prosperity’ is due to you, not her. If she received this service from anyone else, she would pay heavily for it.” Maryam cocked her head, but before she could speak, Farah continued, “I am saying, what you are doing is commendable, but her simply washing your feet prior to prayer and her occasionally kissing them with respect is surely not suitable recompense for the kindness you have afforded her.” She nodded towards me, her face contorted in disgust. “This is a far more fitting service.”

Maryam’s eyebrows arched while she replayed her mother’s words in her head.

“Muslims have kept slaves for thousands of years,” Farah said way too casually. “It is appropriate to make use of non-believers while pursuing our own prosperity. The prosperity of our own community. You could be doing something beneficial for other Muslims, instead of wasting your efforts on this one here.”

“That doesn’t make it right, Mother,” Maryam said defiantly.

“But it doesn’t make it wrong, either, dear,” Farah insisted. “Look at how positively her life has shifted now she has handed over control and decision-making to a strong Muslim woman. A Muslim woman in total control. Don’t you understand, she needs your authority, dear, because she is incapable of making her own decisions? She will never be able to function independently and think for herself.”

“What are you saying, Mother?” Maryam asked with a bemused sigh. “That I should think of her as my slave? For real? Because she has no shame and licks the sweat from my feet?” She rolled her eyes up again, and let out a deep breath, almost as if she was struggling to accept that this conversation was even happening.

Farah chewed her lip, and instead of saying anything, she simply let that thought hang in the air.

“I don’t keep any of that money for myself, Mother, other than her rent. I’m not using her for my own financial benefit.”

“That’s noble,” Farah said. “So, what’s your compensation in all of this?”

“Well, I just...” Maryam seemed confused as she trailed off and became lost in thought. “Well, I...” Again, she scratched her head while her eyes darted around. “I just...I help her because it’s the right thing to do.” She nodded to herself. “Because she needs my help.” She glanced down at me. “More than I apparently realised as her delinquencies run rather deep, it seems.” She flicked at my lips with her toes, and instinctively, I slipped them back inside, moaning to myself while enjoying the silky feel of her skin with my tongue. While Maryam looked on in disbelief, I began hungrily sucking her toes and savouring every moment of worshipping my Muslim Queen. My body was trembling with excitement. I may have been faithless in their eyes, but I was praying that our dynamic would head down this road in future. Once Farah was safely at home in Iran, I’d jump at every opportunity to cleanse Maryam’s feet in this way. I’d be her most attentive slave in regards to ensuring she was suitably clean ready for her devotion to her religion.

Farah nodded encouragingly, and then she squeezed her daughter’s shoulder. “And you need help too, my love. You’re the strong woman in this household, not her, and you need someone to attend to and take care of you.” She paused and nodded at me, and the two of them watched in silence for a moment, with only the squelching slurps of my lips around Maryam’s toes filling the air. “Look at her. This should be Katie’s role in this house. Completely devoting herself to you, and that has been the role of non-believers in Muslim communities for centuries. She should be assisting and supporting your accomplishments, because she is not capable of making any of her own. She should not be a drain on your energy and resources, just think what you could have achieved for yourself, if you hadn’t been wasting your time on her investments. You’re the successful woman in this household, and she needs to be respecting that a lot more. She needs to be showing you real gratitude for taking pity on her and taking her under your wing. She would be on the streets without your intervention, begging for change and drinking herself into a stupor. Licking your feet clean in respect of your faith is the least she can do for the shelter you’ve provided.”

I was still kneeling there, listening on as Farah completely assassinated every aspect of my character. Yet, even though her words were filled with hurtful comments, she spoke with such eloquence and wisdom that it all just sounded...right. I feared where the conversation was heading, and how the direction was most definitely going to be to my detriment. The way that Maryam’s face relaxed as she considered her mother’s reasoning only made my stomach tremble further. I wanted to respect Maryam, for sure, but Farah’s ideas always seemed so old-fashioned and extra hurtful.

“There’s nothing insulting or wrong about treating her as a slave, my love,” Farah continued almost excitedly, as if she was delighting in the fact that her daughter was on the brink of fully subjugating a Westerner in their own country. “Some people are natural leaders, whereas others belong in positions of servitude. That is the way the world has always been, and there are countless tales of such stories across all religions.”

Maryam was still lost in thought, stroking her cheek while I determinedly probed my tongue between each of her toes, clumsily slobbering all over them. She watched with concentration for a moment, before she cleared her throat and asked, “Katie, be honest with me. Do you want to lick my feet clean like this every day?” She lurched her eyes towards Farah. “Ignore my mother’s wants for a moment, and tell me how you really feel. Is it your desire to be my slave?”

I blushed, feeling utterly embarrassed, before my desires won out and I sheepishly nodded my head while never pausing in my tongue-worship. Doing this every day for Maryam: it would be blissful.

“Is that so?” Maryam said while crossing her arms. “So, you don’t want to go out drinking anymore? Instead, you’d rather drink the sweat from between my stinky toes?”

I gulped at hearing her phrase it so bluntly, and though my cheeks were throbbing in shame, I again nodded my head.

Maryam shrugged and chewed her lips. “I guess, with that in mind, it is acceptable.” My heartbeat fluctuated excitedly, however, she then narrowed her eyes. “Is it sexual to you?” I darted my eyes up, and squinted in confusion. “Is it sexual whenever you lick my mother’s feet clean?”

I gulped, before slipping her toes from my mouth. “Not at all, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered. “I do it because she wants me to do it, and because I respect her because she’s your mother. I want to lick your feet because I respect you so much as well, and as I’ve learned from your mother”—my voice squeaked with embarrassment—“as a non-believing Western whore, it is the most appropriate way to show my respect when preparing you for prayer.” My eyes shifted to Farah, and I became emboldened by seeing her smile. “I wish to be Muslim-owned, my Queen,” I whispered, while dropping my eyes. “I wish to be your slave and show you my gratitude every single day, because without your guidance, I know I’ll return to my previous ways.”

Maryam was lightly nodding her head with pursed lips. She hummed to herself, before briefly glancing to her mother. They exchanged a few words in Farsi, and Maryam nodded.

“I think it is appropriate that she licks your feet clean,” Farah said. “There has been nothing sexual in her service of myself. It has been pure surrender and servitude. She has embraced her position beneath us, accepting that her culture is inferior, and it is only natural for us, as Muslims, to capitalise upon that. If you do not do so, my love, you will be abandoning your natural instincts as a confident woman of our faith.”

Maryam licked her lips, then as she spread her toes, I greedily stuffed the tip of my tongue between, desperate for another taste of her exotic foot filth. “Mother, that is disgusting though,” Maryam said while screwing up her face, recoiling as she watched my tongue slip and slide between her toes. “Look at her, it’s disgusting. She’s licking up my sweat like it’s dessert or something.”

“Quite,” Farah said, “and therefore, it is a fitting demonstration of the respect she has for you. She holds you in such high regard, that she is willing to lick your feet clean to demonstrate her devotion. It is the perfect way to humble her and keep her behaviour focused on servitude and obedience. Are you the one licking feet, my dear Maryam? No, because you are a decent and successful woman.” She touched her toe against my arm. “This one, however, will never be that. She is the kind of woman that disgraces herself on a daily basis. Do you want her to act up and embarrass you again, the way she did that morning when I arrived to an inebriated retch?”

“Of course not,” Maryam said, before she tutted and flicked my nose with her big toe. “Is that what it will take for you to behave, Katie? Do you need to lick my feet clean multiple times a day? I’ve tried to lead you along the correct path, but you always seem to disappoint me.”

There was a warm feeling that ran through my body as I imagined having to lick Maryam’s feet throughout the day. On the occasions I had actually licked them, it had completely decimated all feelings of dignity within me. I had felt utterly ashamed and reprimanded for not standing up for her in public, and having to lick her feet as punishment had suitably compounded my guilt and filled me with regret. It had made me feel ungrateful for everything she had done for me. Instead of replying, I simply began to lick the bottoms of her toes, and that in itself was confirmation of my desires.

“That’s a good slave,” Farah said approvingly. “Lick my beautiful daughter’s feet clean like the Western whore you are. Put your depraved tongue to use in respect of modesty and decency.”

“You’re being quite cruel, Mother,” Maryam said, ever the angel in my life, even as my tongue was indeed lapping at the underside of her toes.

“You know my feelings regarding Western culture,” Farah said spitefully. “It fills my mouth with a bitter taste. I did not approve of you coming here, but seeing how you have brought one of them to their knees is the only joy I am taking out of this whole thing. I would much rather you were back in Iran and putting your skills to better use in developing our own country. However, since I have to suffer your desire for international success, at least allow me the pleasure of humbling a shameless Western girl. I am tired of reading how they believe we are oppressed due to the way we dress and the customs we follow.” She looked down at me with complete contempt. “You have oppressed yourself with your own behaviour and slavery to your vices. If anything, my daughter has been your saviour and liberator.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said while solemnly nodding. “Maryam is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

Maryam immediately blushed, while Farah couldn’t help but let out a chuckle. “So, be good to her,” she said. “Serve my daughter and make her life easier. She has enough stresses to be dealing with while having such an exhausting and demanding career. The last thing she needs is to be babying you as you stumble your way through life.” She flicked her head towards Maryam’s feet, her soles still bared in my face; heels resting on the footstool as I lovingly tickled her toes with the tip of my tongue. “Attend to my daughter like a proper slave and take care of her needs.” Her eyes widened slightly. “Attend to her like a slave serving its glorious master.” She pointed a finger at me. “Serve your Muslim queen.”

“Mmmm, yes, Ma’am,” I said shyly while my cheeks reddened. “I will attend to her. My mouth is hers to use as she pleases.” My cheeks reddened after I’d uttered such a thing, and it was like a stark reality check regarding how far things had progressed.

“Good girl,” Farah said. “Serve and worship her for keeping you off the streets. Grovel and show her the appropriate gratitude each day.”

Maryam let out a deep sigh, and then tutted, almost as if she was still slightly disappointed, but exhausted from trying to oppose the inevitable. “Well, if this is what you want in return for me putting a stop to your illicit, self-destroying behaviour, then, lick my feet,” she said while pushing the ball of her foot against my lips. “Lick my feet and show your gratitude for everything I do for you. You know, since I’m the best thing that’s happened to you and all.”

I tentatively extended my tongue towards the sole of Maryam’s foot while the pair of them looked down at me expectantly. This time, the quietness seemed to heighten the symbolism of my submission. Maryam wasn’t angry or upset as she’d been on the few occasions when she’d demanded that I lick her feet. Those times, it had absolutely been a punishment. This time, however, it was obvious that I was performing a worshipful service for my Muslim Queen. That’s exactly what she was, after all. She wasn’t just my landlady anymore, because landladies didn’t have such control over their tenant’s lives in the way she did. I was completely and utterly dependent on her, and I needed her authority in my life to simply function as a decent person. Maryam was my master, there was no denying it, and I was her humble and devoted slave. That was the dynamic that had been developing between us from the moment I’d first dropped to my knees and sporadically kissed her feet. I’d admitted that she was worthy of my reverence and devotion, and that I was at the mercy of her rules and decision-making. It had only taken her mother’s arrival to disrupt the dynamic’s plateau, and encourage things to proceed to the most natural conclusion.

The next few moments were quiet, as the pair of them watched me work my obedient tongue all over Maryam’s soles. I even scraped my teeth along her arches, while she slightly cringed, working the embedded crud from her wrinkles. I cleaned her feet with determination and exquisite attention to detail, ensuring that I was going to perform to the best of my ability having been granted such a privileged honour. It was indeed a privilege, after everything that had happened so far, and I savoured the soft, youthful feel of Maryam’s foot flesh in comparison to the wide, mature soles of her mother I’d already licked on a regular basis.

After I’d licked both feet until her naturally tanned skin was glistening with my saliva, Maryam lifted a foot and looked at her sole. Her eyes widened as she spread her toes and marvelled at the pristine condition I’d left them in. “It’s all gone,” she said. “She’s licked everything off there. Everything from the gym.”

Farah chuckled. “She’s quite the foot cleaner, isn’t she?” She gave me a poke in the shoulder. “How did it taste, slave?”

“Wonderful,” I said, without missing a beat. “I enjoy serving Maryam in this way.”

“Would you prefer alcohol?” Farah asked with a raised eyebrow.

“No, Ma’am,” I said honestly; a drink as far away from my mind as possible. “I would prefer to lick Maryam’s sweaty feet instead.”

Maryam seemed quite surprised, glancing towards her mother. However, she then bit her lip and nodded her head with approval. “Well, if that’s the result, then I’m all for it. I never want you to drink again.” She playfully poked me in the cheek with her wet big toe. “Are you going to be a good slave for me and never drink again? Licking your Muslim Queen’s feet will satisfy your needs?”

“Yes,” I said while frantically nodding my head. “Yes, my Muslim Queen.”

“Then do it,” she said, turning and raising her nose to the air in majesty. “Show me that alcohol is no longer a necessity in your life, and my feet are all that matter.”

Farah watched excitedly as I gobbled up all of Maryam’s toes. I was attacking them with a frenzy, darting between each so I could scoop out all of the goop that she’d built up during her session at the gym, but finding nothing as I’d already cleansed her toes squeaky clean. I whimpered in frustration, and at that moment, Farah leant forward and squeezed my shoulder.

“Now, beg,” she added, while lightly hitting me with the belt on the back. She licked her excited lips, then confident the moment had arrived, she steered things further. “Beg my daughter to pay your jizya.”

I heard Maryam gasp up above, but I wasn’t sure whether it was because of the efforts of my probing tongue, or that her mother had boldly stepped into such taboo territory once more. This time, however, Maryam was too busy biting her lip while trying not to become aroused by the feelings of my hot, moist tongue all over her tender flesh. It was quite the ironic spectacle, especially as she constantly accused me of being the one that had a sexual interest, and then, it was like a light bulb had gone off in my head. Had Maryam actually enjoyed it the first time I’d sucked her toe? Had she enjoyed it just a little bit too much? Was that why she was so vehemently against any ‘funny business’ when it came to her feet, because she realised that she liked it too much? She didn’t consider it haram for me, but rather, for herself to respond in such a way?

With Maryam distracted, Farah persevered. “Beg my daughter to pay jizya, right now,” she insisted, tapping me again with the belt. She leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “If you don’t convince my daughter, then I’m going to flog you senseless the next time I have you alone.”

I grunted while imagining the feel of the belt once more, mumbling against the bottom of Maryam’s toes, “I want you to demand jizya from me, my Muslim Queen.” Maryam’s eyes widened, but when my mouth returned to her big toe and I began sucking it heartily, it was almost as if they crossed. She was struggling to comprehend my request while at the same time riding the sensations my warm, moist mouth was invoking within her.

Maryam snorted. “Do you even know what jizya is?”

“Yes, Miss Farah has educated me,” I said as Maryam glanced towards her mother. “I know it is a tax I should pay to my Muslim Queen, and you deserve it. Please,” I muttered from around her toe. “Please, take my money from me for real. I want you to keep the investment.”

Maryam squinted, and then, at that moment, she roughly wiggled her toe free from my mouth, before placing both feet flat on the footstool. With her hands on her knees, she leant forward and stared at me inquisitively. “What, Katie?” she said. “You really want me to keep it?” She turned towards her mother. “I only suggested we return to this conversation today as I figured you’d see sense.” She scratched her chin. “You don’t want to spend it yourself?” 

“Ma’am,” I whispered, while looking down at her beautiful toes, all aligned proportionally. “I’m not capable of being trusted with that responsibility.” I sheepishly looked up, and despite feeling weak myself, I could see that Maryam was struggling with the morality of it all. Her conscience was tearing at her, and I knew she wasn’t going to stroll down the road her mother was laying out. My eyes shifted to Farah, and it was obvious my faith in Maryam had been rewarded. I’d done exactly what her mother wanted, and yet, it wasn’t going to work. Maryam was simply resolute when it came to her nobleness, especially in financial matters, and she wasn’t about to steal from me. She demanded my money every month because it was for my own benefit, not hers.

“But...I’ve been investing this money for you, Katie. This is to turn your life around. It’s a platform for you to build upon and start afresh.” She stared at me with concern. “You don’t want that fresh start?” Her hand waved at me. “Even with all of this slave stuff, you need a safety net. You may not always feel like this.”

I didn’t really know what I wanted anymore. The weight of fulfilling expectations, and not letting anyone down, had been lifted. All I had to worry about these days was pleasing and respecting Maryam, and more recently, her mother. I performed my duties at work, and then returned home to my real responsibilities, which were menial and required the minimum amount of thought. Keeping the home clean and tending to my Muslim landlady’s feet. It was hardly brain-wracking work, was it? Yet, I was comfortable with that being my sole function in life. Though, perhaps she was right. She maintained reason and logic in the face of her mother’s wants. Even if I did enjoy licking Maryam’s feet clean as her slave, a safety net was the sensible option, right? “Maryam, I—”

“She already has a fresh start,” Farah interrupted. “She’s been reborn as a Muslim-owned slave and not a pariah of society anymore. She’s not publicly disgracing herself to ruin any longer, but instead, she’s devoted to your faith and success. This is the next natural step, my love. She’s already forsaken her disgraceful culture and embraced her position as your servant. Why would she ever need any wealth of her own? It is far more fitting that you seize that investment for yourself.” Farah then snapped her fingers. “Slave, kiss my daughter’s feet and beg for her to keep your investment. Beg to pay her jizya or else you’ll feel the lash.”

“Mother,” Maryam said, but before she’d finished, I was already leant forward and smothering her beautiful toes in kisses.

“Please keep the investment, my Muslim Queen,” I mumbled through my devoted, snivelling kisses. It was like once I was back down with my lips all over Maryam’s toes, paying her the respect she deserved, it was like all sense and reason abandoned me and the thought of paying her in other ways appeared most inviting, especially in comparison to being whipped by her mother. While my focus was entirely on her toes, I was overcome by a submissiveness that framed Farah’s musings as being almost reasonable and correct. “I want to work for you and for your benefit.”

“What?” Maryam asked, and I felt her toes twitch beneath my lips. “Work for me?” I heard her humming for a moment, and then she abruptly yanked her feet from the footstool, leaving my lips to smack against its patterned material. “Perhaps this can work.”

“Where are you going?” Farah asked as Maryam headed out of the room.

“I’ll be right back,” she said. “I’m just grabbing my laptop.”

I sat up with a straight back, and I looked at Farah with confusion. “Did I...did I do something wrong?”

Farah shrugged, and then snorted to herself. “I’m curious of that myself, slave. Who knows the workings of my daughter’s industrious mind?”

Maryam trotted back in holding her laptop, and she flopped back into the same place on the sofa. Her feet were propped up on the footstool and crossed at the ankles, and I found myself staring at her beautifully wrinkled soles while she squinted at the laptop across her thighs. She tapped away on the keyboard for a few seconds, before she turned the laptop to face me. “This is your current investment portfolio, Katie. What do you think?”

I looked at the screen, then I shook as a warm rush fizzled through me. There, on the screen, was an absurd balance displayed before me. It was pretty much triple the amount of last time I’d seen it. Clearly, Maryam had kept her word, and she’d been investing every spare penny that I’d laid at her feet. After deducting my rent, all of my remaining income had gone straight into the investment. She hadn’t kept a single penny for herself, and it was evident that she was absolutely trustworthy. She could have easily been pilfering money away for herself and I’d have never known otherwise.

“Wow,” I gasped as I stared at the screen in shock.

“What?” Farah asked, while abruptly standing to take a look herself. Instead of being surprised like I was, she grunted, and appeared most displeased by the figure on screen. “Just think what you could do with that, my love,” she said with a sneer, and then she kicked me in the knee. “You want to give this to her to waste?”

“It’s entirely up to her,” Maryam said. “This is what I do, Mother. This is what I enjoy and what I’m good at. I make money. It’s what I was born to do.”

“So, do it for yourself,” Farah said. “Do it for your parents. Do it for our community.” Her voice turned to a snarl. “Don’t do it for a faithless, kaffir slave.”

Maryam rolled her eyes, before she looked straight at me. “Katie, I just want you to realise what you’re begging me to take from you. You realise this is life-changing money for you, right? You can easily put down a deposit on a new home with this. You can redeem yourself in your parents’ eyes and make them proud.” Her eyes lurched to the screen. “Forget about my mother. Do you really want to give that up to me? This is serious. Take your time and think clearly.”

I was still staring at the screen, and I had to gulp while the significance of that sum hit me. It was more than I was expecting, and I surely could start over with such a figure. I wouldn’t just put down a deposit, but I’d have a war chest for an emergency too, not the paltry, miniscule amount I currently had. The figure had rattled me, because I honestly didn’t know what to do. I’d kind of pushed the actual amount to the back of my mind up until this point.

“Kiss your Muslim queen’s feet,” Farah said sternly. “Beg her to keep that money for herself.”

I looked up at Farah, and my mind was suddenly muggy. When Maryam cleared her throat, I looked to her, and her expression was one of concern. “Do of your own choosing, Katie. You are still of your own free will.” She wiggled her toes, causing her soles to cutely wrinkle. “If me having this investment is what you really want, then you’ll have to genuinely plead with me to take it, because I don’t want to. It has to be what you want and you’ll have to really convince me.” She placed a hand against her chest. “I did not initiate this dynamic between us with the intention of self-indulgence.”

“What could you ever do with that money, slave?” Farah interrupted cruelly while I was trying to think things through logically. “You are a slave. You do not need money. You’re Muslim-owned, and you belong to my—”

“Mother,” Maryam said while genuinely annoyed. “Let her decide herself. Please, stop trying to influence her decision. If I believe she’s being coerced, then I will not accept regardless.”

Farah pursed her lips, and appeared petulantly bitter by being spoken to in such a reprimanding way. However, she heeded her daughter’s words and kept quiet. Meanwhile, I was swallowing gulps of saliva down while I panicked and nervously shivered while pondering the right thing to do. My face and ass were still sore from the leathering I’d earlier received, and I didn’t know what was the correct response. It was way too much pressure on me, and I was terrified of making the wrong decision and incurring some kind of consequence. I was simply used to Maryam taking the lead, and I wasn’t at all appreciating having to decide for myself. “I...I don’t know,” I said while dropping my head. “Maryam, please, please can you decide for me?”

I heard Farah snort in amusement, while Maryam sighed. “Katie,” she said patiently. “I cannot do that for you. I’ve been making decisions for you for over a year now, but this time, you’re going to have to be a big girl and decide for yourself.”

“But...I can’t,” I wailed. “I don’t know what to do.”

“She’s shy,” Maryam said, “and pressured.” She tutted. “Your presence is obviously not helping, Mother.”

“So, should I fly back home so your kaffir slave can feel better? Is that what you want? You could have used that money to pay for my flight, instead of wasting it on this kaffir.”

Maryam rolled her eyes, before saying something in Farsi. I recognised her repeat the word ‘kaffir’ with obvious disdain, but everything else she said was a mystery to me. The two of them exchanged a couple of comments, before Farah herself tutted and sat back down on the sofa. She crossed her feet at the ankles, and her wide, mature soles taunted me from beneath the beautifully-patterned hem of her abaya. She looked quite the refined beauty, all except for the pursed lips at the centre of her crabby expression.

“Do you like when my mother calls you such things, Katie?” Maryam asked, which caused me to blush. “Do you like being a Western whore in my Muslim household?”

That caused me to blush further, and I dipped my head, keeping my eyes glued to the floor while the heat in my cheeks rose beyond the throbbing welts. “I don’t know,” I whispered.

“You don’t know if you like being called a Western whore?” Maryam sneered with exasperation. “Surely, the default emotion is to be saddened by such a label?”

“I...I guess,” I said. “I really don’t know. You can call me whatever you want, my Muslim Queen.”

“Really?” she said while shifting her feet. “You’re happy being called a kaffir slave? Faithless? A non-believer? An infidel, Western whore? You’re not at all offended by such terms?”

“No,” I shrugged indifferently. “I don’t even know what most of them mean, but, if that’s what you want to call me, then I’ll do what you want.” I swallowed timidly. “I always do what you want.”

“I don’t want to call you any of those things, Katie,” she said determinedly. “I’ve never wanted to call you any of those things, yet, here we are. I’ve never wanted to take your money either. That wasn’t my plan when taking in a lodger, yet, you’re the one that kissed my feet and proved you were untrustworthy when it came to paying your rent on time. You’re the one who was wasteful with your own funds and needed me to step in and bring order to your life, right?”

“Yes,” I said sheepishly. “I needed your help.”

“Look at me,” she said, and I glanced up to see she was pointing at the screen. “This is what that help has afforded you. A second chance. Just think how proud your parents will be. You don’t want that?”

“I...I don’t know,” I said again, which caused Maryam to seethe in frustration. She turned and looked at her mother, gesturing with a hand before she fell into an agitated rant in Farsi. It went on, and on, with Maryam becoming increasingly reddened in the face while her mother looked on a mixture of amusement and concern. Meanwhile, I cowered and stewed down at her feet, feeling guilty that I was the reason for the souring of her mood. She gestured back towards me, and then the laptop, before she threw both hands in the air in exasperation.

“Fine,” she said. “If you want me to take it, I’ll take it.” She nodded towards her feet. “If you’re incapable of handling a single aspect of your life yourself, I’ll take it and you can be my slave. Is that what you want? No responsibilities other than what I tell you to do? No possessions other than those that I grant you? Is that the life you want to lead?” She pointed towards the screen. “You want me to keep this investment for myself?”

I gulped, peeking a glimpse at the screen, before I shrugged.

Maryam again said something in Farsi, her tone sounding even more irritable. “What is with you?” she added. “Why are you so nonchalant about this? Don’t you even realise what this money will do for you? Do you not even appreciate the opportunity I’ve given you?”

I pondered her words, but my head was already an aching mess, and once again, I simply shrugged. Maryam’s expression immediately turned to a frown, and at that moment, it was as if something changed in her. All of the enthusiasm and eagerness to help me appeared to abandon her, and she seemed most perturbed that I wasn’t immensely grateful and excited by the war chest she’d nurtured for me. The second chance she’d put all of her time and effort into. I couldn’t even explain my indifference myself, but it didn’t feel the same as the time she’d shown me the investment before I’d signed a new tenancy agreement. Things had changed so much, particularly with her mother’s arrival, and it was like all of my confidence was gone. I had no faith in myself that I could do anything positive with that money, and I’d functioned on so little for the past year, that simply having such funds at my disposal was terrifying. I’d be constantly apprehensive about screwing things up again, and honestly, life was a lot simpler without that kind of pressure. Simply going to work, coming home and doing whatever Maryam decided was a breeze in comparison. I’d been confident that Maryam would take the lead and stop this from going ahead, but apparently, my indifference had nuked any chance of that now happening.

Maryam sneered at my hesitation, and then she flicked a finger towards her feet. “Fine, if this is what you want, then beg for it. I’m not going to do this because I want it. You’re going to have to beg and plead for me to do it, and know, I will be doing it with assured reluctance.” She uncrossed her feet, before placing her beautiful toes side by side. “Kiss my feet and beg for it.”

“Kaffir,” Farah added without invitation. “Beg my daughter to take it, kaffir,” she said with a delighted smirk. “Just think about how much easier your life will be when you have nothing for real. You can just do something useful, like attend to my daughter while you watch a real woman go about her life. A confident, talented successful woman that has never shamed me in the way you shamed your parents.”

Maryam turned to her mother aghast, yet, this time, she clamped her lips closed and didn’t say anything. Instead, she looked back towards with me a raised eyebrow, and when we made eye contact, she nodded towards her feet before spreading her toes.

With Farah’s harsh judgement ringing in my ears, suddenly, things became so much easier. I wasn’t begging Maryam to take anything from me, was I? Because all of the money in that investment was never mine anyway. It was all her doing and the result of her talent. What had I been doing for the past year? Simply grovelling at her feet, showing her respect and pampering her after her days bossing it in her lucrative career. I didn’t deserve that money, and I’d never deserved it. I didn’t deserve the initial hand-out my parents had given me to get a house in the first place. I wasn’t capable of being wealthy by my own doing, and anything offered in my direction was a sure waste.

I looked at Maryam’s wrinkling soles, and glanced up at her Muslim modesty. Her hair was still shrouded by her beautiful headscarf, and even at that moment, she just appeared so confident and composed. Even in the face of my frustrated indifference, she was still measured. She was the leader a screw-up like me most definitely needed, and I accepted that I was at my best when I was Muslim-owned. I was at my best when I was respecting and supporting Maryam. Without saying another word, I finally made my own decision, and plunged my head forward, snuggling my nose between Maryam’s arches. The softness of her soles against my face settled me, and everything immediately felt right. The figure on the screen became irrelevant, and the only important thing in my life was being decent for Maryam. Living the modest and clean life that she wanted me to lead. Living to her standards and dedicating my being to respecting her. I moaned and whimpered into her soles as I ground my face right in, and when Maryam’s cute toes cupped against my forehead: I knew my surrender was close to being accepted.

“That’s not enough,” she said as her toes drummed against my forehead. “I need to hear you beg for it.”

“Please, take it,” I moaned while nuzzling my face against her soft foot bottoms. “Please, I can’t handle it. It’s too much. I can’t deal with that responsibility and pressure. Please, I’m happy being a slave and just doing whatever you tell me to, my Muslim Queen.” My eyes were closed as I pathetically grumbled out my fears right into her soles. “I don’t want it. I’m happy just doing whatever you tell me to.”

Maryam began to rub her soles roughly into my face, and then she smeared them down, gripping my nose between her toes. “This is what you want?” she asked, while glancing down towards the laptop screen still balancing on her thighs. “You want me to take this and spend it on myself, after I spent the past year making it for you?”

“Yes,” I said, while breathing in the remnants of her foot scent after my earlier tongue-cleaning. “I don’t want it.”

“You don’t want it? After everything I’ve done for you? How can you be so ungrateful?” she sneered, and she appeared most disgusted by my capitulation. She turned the laptop around, and pressed a few keys, before she sighed. “I’m cashing in one of your investments right now,” she said, and she dropped her toes further before pressing them against my lips. “You realise that? The investments I set up for your future. I am cashing one of them in, and as your financial advisor, I’m going to have it deposited into my own account. You realise what this means?”

Whatever she was saying seemed completely irrelevant to me, because all that mattered was serving her. I shyly met her eyes, before placing a devoted kiss against the underside of the biggest toes. “Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said. “Whatever you think is best.” I felt so completely relaxed and at ease while I focused on kissing the soft sole of her foot all over; and my fingers crept up to knead and press into the tough skin just above her heel. Money and wealth almost felt like an abstract concept at this stage. I’d never been rich or anything, and I’d been kept on such a limited allowance, that I didn’t even miss having anything in my purse. If anything, it felt safe to be penniless, because I had nothing to lose. I had nothing to waste or squander, and as a result, there was no one I could disappoint.

However, Maryam let out a frustrated sigh, and she roughly pulled her foot free, leaving my lips puckering against thin air. “This is serious, Katie,” she said while staring down at me. “I need to know this is what you want. I set this investment up for you, and the capital at risk is your funds, not mine. This isn’t just the profit I’ll be depositing: it is everything. Do you understand that? I will be depositing all of the money you’ve been sliding beneath my feet for the past year and more, along with any profits, straight into my bank account, because that is what you were begging me to do while you were kissing my feet. Do you understand? I will declare this as capital gains, and pay tax on it, and after that, there will be no going back. I don’t want to do this. I am doing it because you communicated it is what you want.” Though her foot remained hovering in the air; her sole poised before me, I looked into her stern, serious face. “Is this what you want? Do you want me to spend this money on myself?”

I gulped, my skin beginning to tingle all over as I stared up at her. This was a massive step, and so much further than anything we’d explored together so far. I’d sort of compartmentalised everything that had happened so far between us as being for the benefit of myself. I mean, I knew it was weird the way I constantly kissed, and now licked Maryam’s feet to show her respect. How I was a grown woman who left all of the decisions in my life up to the whims of another woman. But, I had stopped wasting my money because of her. I was seeing a return on the investments she’d made for me, and I felt somewhat proud that I wasn’t squandering all of my earnings. I mean, none of it was thanks to me, it was all thanks to her. Perhaps that’s why I felt like I didn’t really deserve any of it. I suppose that her mother’s words had really gotten into my head, about how I didn’t deserve any of the prosperity that Maryam’s success and intelligence was gifting me. I had approached this day confident in Maryam to prove to her mother that she was immune to her wants, and for her to take charge and stop this happening. However, she seemed completely on board, unless I told her otherwise, and without her resistance, I too felt powerless to prevent this next step in our dynamic. Evidently, we were both growing in ways we never would have imagined.

My head was throbbing with the pressure, and as I stared at the bottom of her foot, it just seemed so much easier to focus on pampering her. It was like living a completely stress-free life. I went to work and maintained the impression of being a functional, independent woman, but in reality, I had zero responsibilities other than looking after my Muslim Queen. She held the real responsibility between the pair of us, and she was the one that dealt with all of the adult issues like paying bills and organising finances. She’d always been the functional adult between us, ever since I’d moved into her home, and I was like an infantile toddler who could barely look after myself. I needed that authority figure in my life to handle everything. I needed Maryam to be in control.

It had been so terribly stressful when I had owned my own home, as short of a period as it may have been, and I’d rapidly been swamped beneath the responsibility of having to keep up with payments and organise my finances. I’d never been good with any of that, and burying my head in the sand had been the solution. Now, I didn’t have to worry about things like debt, and bailiffs or the like. All I had to worry about was giving Maryam the respect she deserved, and that was absolute bliss for a weak, easily distracted scatter head like myself. It almost felt freeing, like I was able to live the most basic and worry-free life. I mean, what did I really have to worry about? I had a roof over my head, I had a semi-respectable job that honestly wasn’t that difficult outside of busy periods, and I had to be nice to my landlady and support her religion and culture. I had to make her feel welcome in our country and ease her through the stresses of being such a boss girl and success in her career.

I blinked while Maryam continued to look down at me expectantly, before I gazed around the room. I didn’t own this house. It was Maryam’s, yet here I was, safe and snug in the warm. What did I honestly need money for? It would be wasted on me. There was a warming in my tummy as I imagined going to work every day, not for myself, but to maintain the fallacy that I was an honest, contributing member of society. However, I wasn’t contributing to my own success; from now on, I’d be contributing towards Maryam’s, just as Farah had said she deserved. Maryam didn’t just deserve my respect, she deserved my all.

In a final desperate moment of confusion, I looked towards Farah, and she wasn’t even paying me any attention. Her eyes were closed, her head slightly moving back and forth while she bit her lip. It was almost like she was meditating. Savouring every word she was hearing and enjoying the moment for what it was: the absolute submission of a Western girl to her beautiful, Muslim daughter. She wasn’t glaring at me, or threatening me, because she was content the decision had already been made, and while feeling a twitch in my tummy: I knew it too.

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered with an evident quiver in my voice, before I spoke the truth. “I don’t even know what to spend it on. You know way more than me about this stuff. I’ll just waste it. I know it. If you ever give that to me. I’ll drink it all.” I dropped my head slightly. “I’ll drink it just like I did when your mother arrived.” I sniffled slightly. “I honestly couldn’t bear the idea of wasting that money after everything you’ve done for me. After you’ve worked so hard to make use of it and see that it wasn’t squandered. Your mother is right, you deserve it, my Muslim Queen. At least if you spent it on something worthwhile, all those months of earning wouldn’t be thrown down the gutter.” I sniffled again. “Please, Maryam”—I leant forward and gave the ball of her foot a long, smooching kiss—“please take it as a demonstration of my respect for you. I respect that you know what you’re doing more than I ever will, and I know you’ll spend that money well. You won’t waste it. You’ll use it to improve your life even more.” I took a deep breath. “I just hope you’ll keep me around while you do so, because I don’t want to go back to the life I had before. I don’t want to party and act like a disgrace, like your mother said. I’d prefer to be at your feet and supporting you as you make a success of yourself in my country.” I kissed her foot again, and opened my eyes to see Maryam’s big, brown eyes staring back at me.

One of her hands was pressed against her chest as she struggled to catch her breath. “I honestly don’t know what to say,” she finally whispered. “That was almost beautiful. It doesn’t make a lot of sense, and I don’t think I’ll ever truly understand it, but, I believe you.” She nodded her head. “I believe this is what you want.”

“It is, my Muslim Queen,” I said with an animated nod. “Please, take it. I only wish I was able to slip it beneath your deserving feet and kiss them all over like I do every month.” I trembled while recalling how good it felt whenever we performed the ritual, staring up at Maryam in all her confident majesty as I surrendered my finances to her capable control.

Maryam cocked her head, and was lost in thought for a second. She tapped her fingers against her lips, before moving the laptop and placing it on the coffee table behind me. “Perhaps there is a way we could make this work a little better. We could make it like a big, symbolic act. You know, like that very first time when I dressed up and you willingly entrusted me with your earnings. That worked out well for you, didn’t it? Now, it’s going to work out well for me.”

Even though I knew this was what I wanted, and needed, part of me was still seduced by Maryam’s righteousness. I still felt like her conscience was going to kick in and she’d wave away all of this as nonsense. That despite my weakness, and growing desire for this outcome, that Maryam would see sense and stop my lust for self-destruction in its wake. “Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I muttered, feeling ever more uneasy the longer Maryam dragged this whole thing out. She quickly left the room, and I remained kneeling with my head dipped.

Farah seemed all smug, opening her eyes as she leant towards me, clasping my chin in her fingers as I flinched. “That’s a good slave,” she said. “I’m so pleased you managed to convince my daughter.”

I thought about speaking up, and proclaiming that even though I’d convinced her I wanted it, Maryam would eventually reveal the truth and insist that my sacrifice wasn’t necessary. Her persistent stance that greed wasn’t the motive behind her actions would rise to the surface once more. Even though it felt freeing to completely wash my hands of any financial responsibility, part of me still clung to the idea she was just dragging this all out, so she could swoop in and be my saviour all over again.

Farah patted the top of my head, before she danced her fingers down and clutched a chunk of my cheek. She squeezed so harshly, that I squealed, which only caused her to grin in delight. “Such a good slave,” she whispered. “I’m going to enjoy flogging you every single day for the slightest infraction once I have you in Iran. This is just the first step towards my daughter giving you completely to our faith.” I tried to look around, hopeful that Maryam would come back and overhear, but Farah kept my head held rigidly in place. It was only the sound of Maryam sauntering back down the hallway that caused her mother to abruptly release me and settle back into her seat. She put a finger to her lips, shushing me, before her threatening glare was matched with a swish of her hand. As had occurred in the supermarket, when an old drinking buddy had racially abused Maryam: I remained silent through an injustice against her. Farah was attempting to steal me away, and rather than squealing to my queen, I found my voice completely lacking. Maybe it was because the only faith I had in the world was in Maryam, and I prayed that the moment she caught wind of her mother’s full intentions, she’d act in a way that I hadn’t the courage to do.

I glanced up as Maryam ambled back into the room, and I had to do a double-take. My eyes darted between the seated Farah, and the figure standing in the doorway, and for a moment, I was overcome with confusion. The silhouette in the doorway moved, and I felt a tremble run down my spine as Maryam’s beauty was now completely shrouded from me. In an absolute display of Muslim modesty, she’d changed into her usual extravagant Persian dress, though this time, she’d brought along the face-covering veil that her mother always wore whenever she left the house. It was a stark image, as Maryam was always fashionable in the way she assuredly combined her religious wear with her modern style choices. I was so used to seeing her wearing one of her headscarves, along with a classy, professional business suit, or a feminine blouse and pencil skirt combination. Here she was in the flamboyant Persian outfit, along with her headscarf, and a silky veil dangling across her face so only her beautiful eyes were visible.

The current outfit choice completely rattled me. Firstly, because it reminded me so much of Farah’s arrival, and secondly, because Maryam had never done this before. She’d broken the routine, and that left me feeling extremely apprehensive about her thoughts on all of this. She had been such a calming voice of reason, and I was terrified that her mother’s more sadistic inclinations had rubbed off on her. Would Maryam actually steal away my savings and eventually ship me off to Iran? It sounded so unrealistic, but there was enough of a chance to leave me trembling with dread.

With renewed confidence, the veiled Maryam strode right up to me, before grappling at the bottom of her dress and easing it up just enough so a sandaled foot peeked out from beneath. Her toes were still plain and unpolished, by that didn’t dampen their Persian beauty. “Kiss my feet,” she said. “Worship your Muslim Queen.”

Simply seeing her pretty feet, and hearing her say that, was enough to melt me and dissolve all of my fears. Maryam knew exactly what she was doing, and she knew how to keep me humble and devoted to her. Her mother’s feet may have kept me obedient due to the humiliation and torture, but Maryam’s feet always left me feeling smitten because I just had so damn much respect for her.

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said with relief, putting all thoughts of Farah’s schemes out of mind. I broke away from my kneeled posture without even looking in Farah’s direction, excitedly scooting forward and scurrying towards the woman who I owed so much. I hunkered down, smothering her beautiful, sandaled foot with devoted kisses, while occasionally glancing up and feeling my heart rush while seeing her sparkling eyes looked down through the slit of the veil.

Farah was looking on and nodding with a pleased smile. She stood and whispered something in Farsi, leaning over affectionately to caress Maryam’s shoulder. “I’m so proud of you, dear,” she said. “You’re such a strong, successful example of our culture.” She peered down at me as I continued to smother her daughter’s feet in pathetic, slobbering kisses. She raised a bare foot, and pressed it against the back of my head, holding me down so I was no longer anything other than a foot-kisser. “You’ve conquered one of them, and taken your rightful place as a Muslim on top.”

“I guess I have, Mother, and I thank you for your wisdom and guidance.” Maryam leant over me, while I still grovelled at her feet, and I heard her scoop up the laptop and press a few keys. “It’s done, Katie, you little slave or whatever it is you want to be. You now officially have nothing. If you want to be Muslim-owned, then you’ve got your wish, as that investment is mine. I didn’t just cash in the one. I cashed in them all.”

There was a deep throbbing inside my tummy, and everything suddenly became real. It was almost like a panic attack was about to kick in as I accepted what I’d just thrown away. However, rather than surrendering to the anxiety, I instead just continued to plaster her feet with worshipful kisses, knowing that whatever happened, as long as Maryam was in charge of my fate, I’d surely be fine. Maybe I was burying my head in the sand, as I always did when my finances were out of control, but, it felt so good while buying my face into Maryam’s foot that I didn’t even care. Without thinking, my tongue snaked between my lips, and I progressed to timidly lapping at the tops of her toes.

“That’s my beautiful daughter,” Farah said, and she ground her foot against my head. “I’m looking forward to what happens next. This is just the beginning.”

“It is indeed, Mother, and I’m going to put the next step into practice right now. Slave,” she said, while flexing her toes against my lips. “You will be leaving your job, and I’m going to reassign you to my own firm. You said you wanted to work for me, and that’s exactly what you will be doing. I can’t believe I didn’t think of this long ago. I require a second assistant, and this is going to be your job from this point forward. I will have full discretion over your salary, so obviously, this move will also be to my benefit as I will ensure you will be receiving a pay rise.” She giggled to herself, which helped to placate my nerves regarding her sudden fierce exterior, before she whispered to her mother, “Well, my feet will be receiving a pay rise, correct, as lovely Katie here will be sliding all of those earnings beneath them every month, isn’t that, right?” She then snorted. “Which reminds me, isn’t it pay day today? Don’t you have something for me, slave? Some money for me to invest in a way you never could? Some money for me to take so you can’t waste it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whimpered as my heart was thumping in my chest. While in my cowered position, I reached back into my pocket and removed the cash-filled envelope. Maryam giggled again as I clumsily fumbled. I felt her toes slip beneath my lips, and then I was frantically wedging the wad of notes beneath her demanding toes. Once in place, I looked straight down, marvelling at how normal it seemed to witness my month’s earnings beneath my Muslim queen’s pretty toes. I didn’t hesitant to kiss them, before I moaned, “Please take my money, my Muslim Queen. It’s better that you have it.”

“Yes, it is,” she said in glee up above. “Because I can use it so much better, can’t I? I’ll invest it, and see it grow, while you would only squander it, wouldn’t you, slave?”

“Yes,” I mumbled against her toes. “I would.”

“I want you to keep that as your motivation while you’re working for me. All day long I want you focused on working hard to give me more capital to invest for myself. I want you to chase every bonus. Each day, you’ll report to me, and be reminded of who you work for. There will surely be rewards, but no longer will those rewards be yours. How does that sound?”

My heart was thumping in my chest again. Working with Maryam all day long? This was going to be like a dream come true. She was so damn astute and intelligent. I mean, making sure I received a pay rise that she knew I’d be handing over to her every month? That was just the indisputable evidence that she was such a genius when it came to economics and financial decisions. She’d taken her mother’s idea, and spun it in such a delicious way that suddenly my fears were completely eased. I could still be a huge source of pride to my parents, even if I didn’t have a penny to my name. They’d be more than impressed with me working a role at Maryam’s firm, and would surely be thankful to her even more for steering my life in a fulfilling direction.

However, Farah seemed most taken aback. She said something in Farsi, with an obvious tone of concern in her voice.

Maryam’s own voice raised in volume, a baffled twang clinging to each word. “Why would I ever send her to Iran?” she said, while brushing off Farah’s incessant attempts to interrupt. “There’s nothing for her there. Here, she can really be a productive member of society. It is so much clearer to me now. She can contribute to my own success in a much more pragmatic way. She’ll have a glowing reputation, and I’ll hold her under greater scrutiny while elevating my own financial and career position. It’s perfect”—she angled her big toe up and I obediently slipped it into my mouth while eagerly sucking its soft shape as if a pacifier as my queen once again handled everything—“and it meets exactly what she begged for.” Her voice suddenly became serious. “I suppose it helps me accept it all too. I am not intent on destroying you, Katie, and this will build you up while fulfilling this strange new need of you contributing to me prospering. It is a most wonderful solution.”

Despite Maryam’s determined rhetoric, Farah was still trying to interrupt, till eventually, she gave up in Farsi, and instead addressed me directly. “Katie,” she said. “Tell my daughter how you wanted to visit our homeland. How you were curious to see how my household functions.” She removed her foot from my head and instead nudged me in the cheek with the wide ball of her foot.

Maryam merely grunted, and didn’t seem at all interested in where Farah was trying to take things.

Still, despite my faith in Maryam, I still feared the lash of her mother, and I plopped Maryam’s toe from my lips. “I would like to visit Iran one day, my Muslim Queen.” It was partly the truth. I was curious, but I don’t think I’d ever want to live there.

Maryam traced her toe along my lips, before she ducked her foot beneath my chin and raised my head so I was looking up at her. She seemed like a giantess, as I peered up, an exotic goddess with only her eyes visible behind the veil. “Whatever for? You really wouldn’t fit in well there. It is very different, Katie. You would be like a fish out of water.”

“I know, my Muslim Queen,” I said. I shyly glanced towards Farah, before I swallowed, and then thought for a moment while I attempted to please them both. “But, you are Iranian, Maryam, and I am your slave. It would be an honour to visit the country you’re from and where you were raised.” I looked towards Farah again, and she seemed quite pleased, subtly nodding at me with encouragement while one hand gestured for me to continue. “Miss Farah has educated me a lot on your culture and religion, and I would like to visit to learn more. I believe”—I coughed as my mouth ran dry, before I had to clear my throat—“such a visit would be educational.” I nodded my head, before dipping and kissing the top of Maryam’s delightful foot, now refreshed and licked clean of all gym filth. “I would learn how to better respect your religion and serve and support you appropriately in your domination of the financial sector in my country.” My head shifted as I moved down her toes, kissing each with a renewed devotion. “You should be at the top of the hierarchy of the banking sector here, my Muslim Queen, and I should serve as your slave so you can concentrate on more important things.”

Maryam’s head was cocked as she listened to me with interest, occasionally glancing towards her mother as she struggled to believe what I was saying. Everything that was leaving my lips was so sacrificial and completely devoted to her success.

“Perhaps,” Farah interrupted in a more relaxed tone. “Katie will like Iran so much that she’ll want to stay. Maybe that’ll encourage you to return back home to myself and your father. Iran does have its own financial institution, after all, and it could use one of its most talented daughter’s expertise to navigate the unjust sanctions that have been imposed upon us. Do not hush such an idea. It is only fair you give it a chance.”

Maryam was listening intently, considering everything she was hearing. “Why have you stopped kissing, Katie?” she suddenly asked. “If I do go back to Iran one day, and you want me to take you with me, well, you better be on your best behaviour every single minute until that moment.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said while feeling a tremor in my belly. Simply imagining serving Maryam in her own country made it all more bearable. Serving Farah as a shackled and whipped slave was terrifying, but with Maryam in the picture, I knew I’d be safe.

“I’ll make some calls and have the paperwork written up.” Maryam then paused, squinting at her mother, before she uttered a few phrases in Farsi. Her mother shrugged, before nodding in confirmation. Maryam tapped her lips through the veil again. “I wonder if it’s possible to headhunt you.”

“Headhunt me?” I asked.

“It means my firm will have noticed your expertise and strong performance record, and we’ll have plucked you from your current role in order to improve our own position.”

“Is that how it is?” Farah asked.

“Not at all,” Maryam said. “You’re a receptionist, correct? Receptionists aren’t really headhunted because it’s such a basic role. However, I can reference your impressive investment choices in your portfolio.” The positioning of the veil betrayed that she was smiling to her mother. “Of course, those were my investment choices, but we can leave out that little detail. I’ll bring you in under the guise of you learning the trade and rising through the ranks, with your investment performance as a solid platform to build from. I’ll market you as being a benefit to our firm, and as a result, I’ll insist on you receiving a signing-on bonus.”

“How much would that be?” I asked.

“Don’t you worry about that,” Farah said while putting a finger to her lips in a silencing motion. “Whatever you receive will be going to my daughter anyway. You’ll be working for her as your Muslim queen, just the way our ancestors envisioned it. That bonus will serve only as your jizya.”

“Exactly,” Maryam said with a delighted giggle, before her eyes rolled around. “I can’t believe I’m even saying such things. Jizya is such an outdated concept, but in this capacity, as part of our living dynamic, perhaps it will work.” She stroked my cheek with her soft toes. “The only reason I’m doing this is to make you happy, Katie. To give you another opportunity to demonstrate how much you respect me. It is what you begged me for, after all? You’ll get to slide that lovely bonus right beneath my toes mere minutes after you receive it. Doesn’t that sound wonderful? I’ll buy a wonderful new outfit to mark the occasion, using your investment returns, of course.”

I couldn’t deny that there was an odd fluctuation in my breath as I imagined doing just that. It was always a strangely fulfilling sensation whenever I bowed down and slipped my earnings beneath Maryam’s feet, almost like I was making an offering to a higher being. A deity of sorts that was worthy of my sacrifice and the fruits of my labour. To see her wearing clothes bought with the returns from my own investment: it was almost intoxicating.

“And I’m serious about you learning the trade too. I want you to rise through the ranks, and make a real success of yourself. I’ll take you under my wing and show you the ropes. You’ll become a marvel for your parents to be proud of. A real city girl achieving her dreams.”

I clutched my hands together and looked upwards while imagining just that. What a turnaround in my fortunes it would be. I didn’t even care about the money, because I wouldn’t need it while living with Maryam.

“Of course, any financial benefits will be coming my way to invest and spend appropriately. I don’t want you throwing away all of my hard work. You’re not capable of being trusted with such matters, are you? As you’ve assured me, you want me to reap the rewards from this venture, don’t you? It is your desire to be Muslim-owned.”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes. Yes.”

Farah was nodding along approvingly. “See, dear, this is a much better use of your time and intellect. Don’t make investments for her, make her the investment for yourself.”

“I understand now, Mother,” Maryam said with a smile. “I’m most appreciative of your wisdom. I was reluctant, I admit, but I am seeing how this will be beneficial for us both. She was stagnating, and it is time to escalate things to the next level. A lowly receptionist role just isn’t appropriate for a slave of mine, and I am going to drag her higher up the ladder.”

“Yes,” Farah intervened. “Even she’s getting something out of it too. She won’t be considered a failure anymore. She’ll have a face in public that she can be proud of. She’ll be a woman of integrity, and all because she knelt at the feet of a superior Muslim woman and accepted the guidance willingly offered.”

“I’m going to call Yasmin and start the process immediately,” Maryam said. “I know we’re hiring in our sector, and I most definitely have a case for another assistant. This is all so perfect. If she’s working under me, I can monitor her closely on a daily basis. Whenever I’m at work, I’m always worried about what she gets up to. Is she acting out during her lunch break? Did she swing by the liquor store on her way home? At least this new working arrangement will put all of my worries at ease.”

“Yes, Maryam,” I said. “You’re a genius.” I looked towards Farah. “You’re both geniuses.” I cowered down, and then, I was bobbing my head between each of their feet, kissing the youthful toes of Maryam before slobbering all over the more mature feet of her mother.

Farah smiled down, and for the first time, it seemed genuine, as if I’d reached her somewhere. “Well, that is lovely. I do appreciate it when my insight is respected. I am sure that one day we will all live happily together in our home country, with our Western whore firmly in her place.”

Maryam’s face twitched slightly beneath the veil, but she swallowed down whatever grievances may have been arising.

“I’m happy to be Muslim-owned” I said while blushing and brushing off her mother’s needless taunt. That seemed to settle Maryam somewhat, and she lifted her foot, placed it upon the wad of cash and slid it out of my reach. “This will be going into a new fund, along with the rest of your investment, and all safely under my name,” she said. “I’ll be sure to show you how it’s growing each month, while you kiss my feet and thank me for using your money in a way you never could. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said all breathily, the husk in my voice evident as I pondered toiling and working for Maryam’s benefit. It was galvanising in its effect and it was like finally, as Farah had instilled in me: I had a purpose. I wouldn’t be wasting my life away anymore. Under Maryam’s guidance, I’d be a productive member of society, contributing to the prosperity and success of my Muslim superior, a place that all useless white girls should readily accept.

Maryam snatched up the cash, then excitedly hopped away, the phone clutched to her ear as she began to plan things out with her company. I was still smiling, proud of the fact that I was going to be in a much more lucrative and impressive job role. I didn’t even care if Maryam would be filtering all of the wages to herself, because I didn’t need money anyway. My survival needs were completely met while living under her roof, and if anything, she deserved to prosper from the fruits of my labour. Getting to kiss her feet, lick them clean ready for her prayer and provide her with the respect she deserved, well, that was payment enough, wasn’t it?
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