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Biography of the author

Charmel Roses was born in the 1970s, when everything still seems possible, but always a little less achievable. He grows up and is nourished by the suggestions of great literature and cinema, moving inexorably closer to writing and art, because writing and painting, for him, is first and foremost a necessity that he cannot escape.

Ranging from poetry to short story, Charmel brings to life surreal worlds in which primal drives emerge, foremost among them erotic tension and the madness of desire.

His stories weave plots in which passion merges with devotion and recreates a loving sentiment that harks back to courtly poets and adoration for the beloved woman, who becomes Domina and Lady of her vassal and lover.


Do not preclude the night,

let it hatch,

enveloping me

through your eyes

Filled with cruelty and mercy.

Donate severity to me,

the proud and complicit arrogance

and without fear of injury,

with the strength and wisdom

that makes you Sovereign,

bind me to You

with the memory of unspeakable secrets.

My dignity will be the pledge

and You can dispose of it,

guarding the pleasure and shame

of the desire that condemns me.
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Prologue

"Will you be good?" these were the last words I remembered when I woke up.

I was tied to the foot of a wide bed in such a way that I was forced to remain on my knees. My vision was still blurred and I tried to focus on my surroundings.

The bed stood in the center of the room, illuminated by the soft, sensual light of multiple candles scattered on the floor. The walls, papered with mirrors, sent back the image of my naked body, immobilized in that position that exposed me in unconditional surrender, devoid of any defense.

When I tried to speak, I could only utter a stifled groan and realized that my mouth had been conveniently plugged to prevent me from screaming.

I did not struggle much to guess which fabric was pressing against my tongue, and I felt some excitement noting how easily I could recognize the aroma of Marlene's feet.

It was certainly her stockings that filled my mouth, and before long she would come and start her games.

I heard a sound of footsteps and hoped it was hers, but in my heart, I already feared it was not, for they seemed too heavy, different from the gracefulness with which my Lady's heels usually echoed.

The door opened and I glimpsed a man in his 30s, tall and slender, with long dark hair and delicate, almost feminine features.

He did not pay any attention to me; he acted as if I did not exist. He began to undress, revealing a muscular, well-turned body with smooth, olive skin. He stretched out on the bed in front of me and brushed his member resting limply between his thighs, letting the overbearing virility of his own erection emerge.

What were Marlene's intentions? I began to worry. In that position I could do nothing to defend myself, I would be forced to suffer whatever my Lady had concocted for me.

A few minutes passed that seemed interminable before the sound of new footsteps announced the arrival of a second person and I despaired, fearing that this time, too, my hopes of seeing Marlene's face were dashed.

At that moment, I cursed and disowned my Lady and all the pleasure that had been offered to me until then. I felt deceived, mocked, trapped, at the mercy of a fate I could not and would not tolerate.

I thought I would test how sturdy the bed might be, how much resistance it might offer if I tried to free myself. But if I did, my jailer could have prevented me, and in the position, I was in, the element of surprise was indispensable.

When the door opened, I breathed a sigh of relief as I caught sight of Marlene's bright face.

She wore a long white robe, with lacy hems, which she slid limply across the floor.

For a moment I forgot the situation I was in and contemplated the grace and harmony of her limbs, the white, thin skin on which the bluish texture of veins could be glimpsed. Everything about her was pure perfection, the expression of a haughty and majestic being.

She ignored me, turning toward the man lying on the bed. She caressed, admiringly, his erection and kissed it voluptuously, tickling the tip for a long time before running it along the contour of her own lips.

The stranger caressed her face and she reached out to kiss him on the mouth. She sat on his belly, gradually sliding down to his member and welcomed him, moaning, between her own thighs.

Such was the anger and disappointment of that moment, that I did not even have the strength to struggle and try to rebel.

I closed my eyes to escape that painful sight and only then did Marlene seem to notice me.

"Look. I want you to look." she simply said, and for some incomprehensible reason, I obeyed her.

Perhaps I was now so subjugated that I no longer knew how to oppose her or, simply, I feared the consequences for an act of rebellion on my part. I knew well how ruthless my Sovereign could be.

Unwillingly, I focused on them, on their bodies coming together and enjoying wildly, on the sound of the sweaty skin of the turgid member penetrating Marlene's womb pregnant with humor and pleasure.

How had I ended up in that absurd and alienating condition?

Madness, sheer madness! That's what had led me there.
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Dawn of Creation

It was three in the morning when I left Antonella. The air was fresh, the streets quiet. I strolled calmly back to my apartment, enjoying the surreal quiet, the feeling that I was left alone in the world, that I could own it and live in its entirety.

Vacation was coming to an end, I had a handful of days left before returning to normal, and I intended to make the most of them as best I could.

Antonella had certainly been a pleasant pastime, one of many. She was very young and particularly charming with her freshness and that naiveté mixed with mischief that lit up her large dark eyes.

It had not been difficult to seduce her. Basically, I had not had to do anything, just simply responding to her smiles, to the looks with which she invited me to take her as if she were already mine.

We talked very little; we didn't feel like getting lost and dwelling on run-on sentences. I often happened to win women that way. The time of a glance, a sigh, and everything proceeded naturally. I would take them like ripe fruit hanging from trees with thick, lush foliage, stretching out their branches toward me.

Antonella seemed to me so voluptuously submissive that I wanted to see her immediately on all fours. It is irresistible the charm a woman possesses when she kneels and offers herself with a pious and devoted attitude.

It was extremely pleasurable to contemplate her eager, hungry eyes, at times pleading, as my member slid between her lips and penetrated her slowly, distorting the delicate features of her face.

When my seed invaded her, she tried to retract and spit it back out, but I forced her to stay still as my sex shuddered with pleasure in her mouth. She was so beautiful, I would have held her for hours in that position, and it excited me to see how meekly she obeyed me.

The moment she was free again, she did not pull away; she let my member come spontaneously out of her mouth and gratefully took to kissing and licking it. Hers, it was a tender act of surrender and pleading submission, which invigorated my erection.

She put me on the spot; I was undecided how to proceed. I would have liked to take her, to penetrate her fiercely from behind, pinching her buttocks, but her pretty face suggested other pleasures, making me want to abuse her servile demeanor.

Without restraint I began to touch myself and ordered her to continue, pointing my sex against her face until the hot stream of my semen reached her, dripping onto her nose and lips.

Such was the sweetness with which she underwent that little humiliation, that she gave me the illusion that she was totally mine, that she had offered me the ultimate tribute of her own beauty.

With a meek air, she asked my permission to enjoy, to caress herself between her thighs while remaining on her knees in front of me, as the fruit of my pleasure continued to drip down her face.

I saw her writhing and moaning for me, enjoying at my feet, in the shadow of my phallus, calling out to me, until I was ready again and took her, giving her the renewed vigor of my arousal with firm, impetuous strokes that took her breath away.

I left her like that, naked and exhausted, on the carpet of her apartment. I went away holding back that satisfying image, wanting to possess her again with the same intensity or perhaps just forcing her to be on her knees, motionless, with my member in her own mouth, soliciting and sucking it whenever I felt like it.

Yes, I had enjoyed it, but it had not been enough for me. And when I returned home, I found that I was feverish, that I felt within me the emergence of dormant urges, too strong to be silenced.

What Antonella could not know, let alone imagine, was the ambivalence of my nature, the desire, almost the unexpressed need, to feel subjugated and overcome.

It was a feeling, mine, that lay in the depths of the soul, hiding itself by letting my dominant side emerge, the one that usually seemed most appropriate for the circumstances that confronted me.

I turned on my laptop and began to wander tediously, aimlessly. I found a notification from a forum dedicated to Belle Époque lovers that I had recently joined.

It was an invitation to chat conversations.

"It is easier for the weak to make the strong weak," she had written to me, and I had no difficulty grasping Marlene's quote.

I visited the profile from which it had come, and discovered that it was a woman using as her avatar an image of Marlene Dietrich from the film "Witness for the Prosecution."

It was one of the pictures I loved the most. It depicted her smoking, with Tyrone Power lying beneath her, at her feet.

This was enough to fuel my curiosity and prompt me to respond to the brief message that had been sent to me.

"Rather than the strong make the weak strong," I wrote to her, completing the quote she had sent me.

By now it was almost four o'clock, and I supposed I had no hope of her answering me at such a late hour.

I dawdled for a while, lit a cigarette and poured myself a whiskey. From time to time, however, I would cast my eyes toward the laptop screen in search of that answer.

Eventually I decided to turn it off and shut everything down, but just as I was about to do so a new message came.

"It is necessary for the strong to know how to educate and dispose of the weak in the proper way, so that they can be useful and not harmful," she wrote.

"And you, what category do you belong to?", I asked her, finding it appropriate to pay homage to the fascination she suggested with her words in formal, respectful language uncommon in chat rooms.

"I am pleasantly impressed by your education, but I might be offended by your question, don't you think?"

"I guess so, and please forgive me, Ma'am."

"Well, I see you know how to behave. I love gallant men, unfortunately they are an endangered species."

"I just chose the language that seemed most appropriate to address her."

"So, it's just me?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"If it was enough for me to achieve this with a simple message, I wonder what I might be able to accomplish if I talked to her in person."

"Everything a Strong Woman Can Make of a Man."

"An ordinary man or a weak man?"

"Can a man repute himself as strong in the presence of a Woman?"

"Tomorrow I will spend some time at the Borgo Cafeteria. I might enjoy your company." he wrote.

"Gladly, how can I recognize you? We could exchange cell phone numbers." I wrote quickly, elated by that invitation, but I got no response, the status of that mysterious woman turned up offline again.

I understood that the answer would never come, that it was her intention to keep me in that agitated state, at the mercy of her whims.

I should have been waiting for her, finding her, despairing of the possibility of rescue. Or maybe not, on my profile I had put a personal picture of myself, and she would have had no difficulty recognizing me and would undoubtedly have abused this power to place me in a subservient condition, just as I myself had suggested to her or, perhaps, as she had imposed on me.

It was her game, it was her rules, and the idea of being at her mercy intoxicated me.

I ran to get ready to be there at the cafeteria's opening time. My Marlene had not mentioned in the slightest what time I would find her. I could have waited for her even into the evening, and when the doubt that that wait might turn out to be in vain touched me, I quickly pushed it away.

It was still summer, but temperatures had dropped, giving a cool, gentle air.

Nevertheless, I did not think I could wear a suit with a jacket, but I had to be equally elegant for that occasion and wear classic clothing.

I opted for simple, understated dark pants and a white shirt. It was the best I could do to keep from dying of heat, but when I walked past the mirror before going out and fixed my hair one last time, I wondered if, dressed like that, I didn't look a little too much like a waiter.

By now it didn't matter; it was already late and I had to hurry.

By nine o'clock I was outside the coffee shop. There were few people inside, none who could be my mystery woman. To be on the safe side, I went in anyway and had a coffee, discreetly studying all the patrons present. Then I went outside and took two steps, keeping an eye on the entrance.

I began to realize how hard it would be to wait for her all day not knowing at what time she might arrive and not even imagining what she might look like.

She could have made fun of me, walking past me without telling me anything, enjoying watching me while I waited for her.

I was definitely a fool, chasing the excitement of a mysterious dream that might turn out to be a simple bluff.

I mean, what was I doing there? What reason did I have to waste time waiting for a woman with whom I had exchanged only a couple of sentences?

I could have gone to see Antonella, perhaps she was waiting for me. She certainly had not forgotten the pleasures I had given her the previous evening, and I could certainly have enjoyed making her crawl around begging to be satisfied.

Meanwhile, the hours ticked by, between thoughts and the comings and goings of people, and I was becoming more and more exhausted and challenged.

It was almost five o'clock in the afternoon. I didn't know how, but I had managed to wait for a full eight hours. I concluded that it was too long, even for a fool like me.

I set about to leave my post, believing that if I were caught immersed in that exhausting wait, I would also make a bad impression on my possible conquest. She would have considered me the classic doormat man, the one that all women do not tolerate, although, if need be, they do not hesitate to make use of him.

I took one last look at the entrance to the club, then turned on my heels, ready to leave. It was then, in the act of turning around, that I collided with a woman with an imperious figure and a proud, intense gaze, the kind that pierces your soul.

She wore an elegant dark dress and shiny, bright decolletage. The forms of her body were generous, like those of a Goddess and possessed an arcane harmony.

She was carrying a small booklet that in the crash fell at her feet. Mortified I hurried to pick it up and noticed that it was a collection of poems by D’Annunzio.

I looked up at her and found her eyes fixed on me. The expression on her face appeared to me amused and haughty, like that of a Queen, and in her presence I felt like a humble vassal asking forgiveness for the audacity of his own devotion.

"Pardon me, Madam." I said handing her the book.

"This is the second time you have asked my forgiveness. Hearing it from your voice instead of reading it is certainly more pleasant, but if you put yourself in the position of having to beg my mercy a third time, I am afraid I will be forced to punish you."

I hesitated, caught in astonishment, and struggled not to stammer and maintain a dignified demeanor that would not make me appear more ridiculous in her eyes than I already was.

"I assure you that will not happen, Madam."

"Good for you. But I doubt you will be able to keep this promise."

"Do you think I will make more mistakes?"

"Can a man, in spite of good will, estimate not to make mistakes when he is in the presence of a woman?"

"A man always has good reasons to ask a woman for forgiveness."

"Good. An answer worth my forgiveness, at least for the time being."

"My name is Vittorio. I am your servant.", I introduced myself, performing a bow and hinting at a kissing hand.

"Even more gallant than I imagined, have you decided to win me over?"

"I don't dare to imagine anything like that, I can only hope that you are pleased to have me as your conquest."

"I am Marlene and I am delighted to make the acquaintance of such an interesting conquest."

"Honored to enjoy your presence, Marlene."

At my words, Marlene made a leery grimace of displeasure and hit me with a small buff.

"I'm afraid your promise has already been broken." she said.

"Pardon me, in what way..."

"The knowledge of my name did not necessarily imply permission to use it and drop the appellation you have been using so far, don't you think?"

"No, you are right, Madam, please forgive me."

"In due time, in the appropriate ways. But let's not talk about it now. I wish to have a drink first."

I led the way between the cafeteria tables, assuming a demeanor similar to that of a personal servant, an attitude that Marlene seemed to particularly appreciate, as if it were a due act.

We conversed at length and amiably, talking about a wide variety of topics, with flights of fancy flying over our eye-play and the way we studied each other, almost testing each other.

From time to time, the tip of her foot would touch me imperceptibly, distractedly, just enough to make me wince and let her glimpse the tumult of emotions stirring inside me.

It was affable in her demeanor and the noble arrogance with which she treated me. Never before had I felt such a sense of awe.

I had always been a confident, decisive man, capable of holding any situation in his grasp, but Marlene equally managed to overpower me and constantly hold me in check, placing me in a state of perpetual awe.

I realized that, little by little, I had made her aware of every detail of my life. She had questioned me discreetly, with focused questions, skillfully avoiding that I might do the same to her.

The only thing I knew was her name. And apparently, that had to be enough for me.

Probably, her was a way of imposing her own power, of boasting a superior status to me.

"Why are you here?" she asked point-blank, breaking the patterns of our game.

"I obeyed your orders, Madam."

"Just for this?"

"Because I felt I couldn't help myself."

"Why?"

"I am your slave."

"You are a funny man. I like you." she finally said, sipping his own drink.

Her desire to manipulate me was evident, alternating between times when he flattered me and showed interest in me, and times when he ruthlessly ridiculed me, to the point where my blatant inferiority condition shone through.

Yes, with shame, I had to admit that it made me feel as if I was not worthy of even turning my eyes toward her. It instilled in me the idea that I should feel honored and infinitely grateful for the chance I had been given to stand in her presence, to sit at the table next to her as if I were her equal.

And meanwhile, my excitement for that condition grew, for the idea that at any moment her foot would brush against me again and I would not be able to suppress beyond the urge to prostrate myself to kiss him.

"I was hoping to be more than just a funny man. Or at least, that's what he led me to believe," I tried to object.

"Oh yeah? Get used to it, life is full of disappointments."

"I hope I can get her to reconsider."

"I doubt it. Now tell me: how do you see me?"

"Like a Goddess."

"A Goddess? You become more and more fun."

"If it's true that women like men who make them laugh, I guess I should be happy to be so funny."

"If I were you, I wouldn't put too much stock in these clichés. A funny, funny man is often just a fool to be laughed at or flogged. Rather, let's play a game."

"What kind of game?"

"Since you consider me a Goddess, in three days I will make you, my slave. I will annihilate and recreate you to make you mine. What do you say, are you up for it?"

"I'm already your slave, don't you remember?"

"Don't be stupid. Yes, you are, more than you imagine, but you don't know you are yet. For the moment you have only projected your fantasies onto me. The slave I have in mind is much more than that."

The look she gave me at that moment was particularly intense, to the point that I feared the consequences of that game. But her charm, by then, had subjugated me, and it was impossible for me to escape her.

"Be it as you wish."

"Your loss. Men use words extremely lightly, especially when they are at the mercy of desire. You'll find, to your cost, that laying your fate in someone's hands and declaring yourself ready for anything is no small thing."

"I am ready to face all the trials you deem necessary, Madam."

"How did you know what time I would arrive?"

"I didn't know that."

"Were you just here?"

"Yes, Ma'am, for about ten minutes."

"So, it was just by chance that we met? If I had come earlier, say in the morning at nine o'clock, wouldn't I have met you?"

I blushed at her words and remained silent, undecided whether or not to confess to her my long wait.

"My slave should not lie to me, ever."

"I've been here since 9 a.m., Ma'am."

"Well?"

"Please forgive me if I lied to you."

"And you think this is the appropriate way to ask for my forgiveness?" she said and peered at me for a long time, silently suggesting to me what her wishes were.

What she wanted was just too much for me, and reason kept screaming at me to stop, to run away from my charmer immediately.

Could I have already been reduced to that state? Could I have been subjected like that to the will of an unknown woman who suddenly appeared out of nowhere?

She seemed to know exactly my fears and desires and I was certain that he intended to take possession and dispose of them to satisfy her own capricious cravings.

My mind reasoned and hesitated, but my body took the initiative and I knelt down asking for forgiveness.

Marlene smiled in satisfaction and stroked my face, rewarding my humility.

"Very good. Better than I imagined," he said.

At her nod, we left the cafeteria and began to wander through the medieval village. There were few passersby, and the charm of that ancient atmosphere emerged even more powerfully in the almost surreal desolation in which we were enveloped.

What unspeakable and dastardly follies I could still have performed to satisfy Marlene's whims and my desire to belong to her, to be an instrument vibrating for her pleasure, emitting whatever notes she desired.

The gothic and romantic ambience in which we wandered increased my feeling of being the vassal of a noble Lady, capable of inflicting sweet torments on me, exacting the tributes of my heart and disposing of it as a lovely, as much as cruel, tyrant.

"Do you also love D'Annunzio's poetry?", I asked her, as I began to feel some unease and awe at the silence we had plunged into.

"You disappoint me, I didn't think you were so cheap that you couldn't appreciate the melody of silence."

"Forgive me," I whispered, and was humbled by her words.

Marlene stopped and turned toward me. She struck me with the back of her hand, revealing a physical power I could never have imagined. Even before I had full perception of the pain that had been inflicted on me, I felt my lip swell and the taste of my own blood in my mouth.

I won my astonishment with difficulty and hurried to my knees. Marlene's dominating gaze peering down at me from above appeared even more beautiful and intense than it already was.

I humbly and gratefully kissed the hand that had struck me and prostrated myself, hugging her ankles, my face pressed to her feet, to beg her forgiveness.

Marlene remained silent, let me be, waited for me to spontaneously express all my devotion.

With voluptuousness and transport I took to licking her shoes, without shame, without modesty, like a dog, and I didn't know whether to marvel more at my actions or at the way Marlene welcomed those acts without feeling any discomfort about them.

She glimpsed a bench and sat down; her legs crossed. Crawling, I hurried to join her and continued to offer the services of my tongue by wetting her dusty soles.

Seeing the naturalness with which she enjoyed my adoration, while lazily smoking a cigarette, reinforced in me the perception of her imperious being and her extraordinary resemblance to Marlene Dietrich.

I thought back to how many times I had dreamed of loving the great Diva in just that way, and the insane idea leapt into my mind that Marlene was just a ghost produced by my imagination, the projection of my fantasies about the great actress.

"My shoes have never been so clean," she taunted.

Marlene gazed, admiringly, at the sheen of the toe and penetrated, briefly, my mouth with the heel, urging me to suck it like a sharp little phallus.

"It's only the first day. Think what you will be able to do when I finish my work of creation." she said and grabbed the hair at the back of my neck, forcing me to tilt my head back.

She held me firmly in that position and leaned toward me. Her face towered over mine, and I thought she intended to kiss me.

A drop of saliva glistened between her lips and slipped onto mine. Before I could realize what, she was doing, I opened my mouth and let her pour that unusual kiss into me.

"She had annihilated me, reducing me to eating dust under her shoes, and now she was infusing life into me, quenching my thirst with her spit." I thought.

"See you tomorrow, my devotee," she whispered and vanished, leaving me suspended in that moment so intense, unable to revive myself from the torpor of that unspeakable dream.
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Death and Resurrection

It is hard to say whether what upset me was more the thought of what I had done, or whether it was not, rather, the excitement I still felt going over the images of the night before.

"I licked a stranger's shoes and let him spit in my mouth," I said to myself, trying to come back to reality of the facts and come to my senses.

It didn't do much good. I kept looking at my laptop waiting for a message from Marlene, as if my life depended on it.

It was definitely inappropriate for an Air Force officer to be reduced to that state. If such a story had come out, I would have had to resign, change cities, maybe even identities.

"This is absurd," I repeated to myself, and I thought I could taste Marlene's saliva in my mouth again.

Marlene was not long in coming.

"Come here, Fido," I read on the screen.

"I'm not a dog," I hastened to answer her.

"You licked my shoes and got spit in your mouth. To call you a dog is perhaps a compliment," he wrote to me, as if he had heard my thoughts.

"I don't like being treated like that."

"Shhh. Down. Have you forgotten who's in charge?"

I took a while before responding to her. That situation was taking a turn for the worse, but the excitement I felt at that moment was undeniable.

"No, ma'am."

"And tell me, who is in charge?"

"You, my lady."

"You? Yes, I like you to address me like that. It seems more appropriate to me. Now bark and tell me what you are."

"I am your dog, my lady."

"You didn't bark."

"Woof, woof."

"Very good! That wasn't so difficult, don't you think?"

"No, ma'am."

"You tried to rebel, though, and even if you obeyed you deserve punishment."

"What do you want me to do my lady?"

"Nothing now, I certainly cannot punish you through a computer. You will expiate your guilt at the appropriate time. For now, I'm content with laying you bare, with making you acknowledge your inferiority. You know, I love it when you males put aside the robes of the tough guy and accept the reality of your condition, the profound weakness of your being when you are in the presence of a Woman who knows how to treat you and who makes you realize that you are the weaker sex."

With this sentence, he gave me an appointment for that evening. We would meet again in the medieval village and there my initiation would continue.

While waiting, I tried to calm down, to find a way to chase away the anxiety that had taken hold of me.

It was rather pointless. I thought back to Marlene, to the events of the previous evening, to the possible developments, to my punishment. And I began to go over in my mind all my amorous experiences, to reflect on how long I had longed to fulfill a fantasy like the one Marlene offered me. But how far? How far could I have gone? And why?

Before leaving to go to my appointment, I considered how much more convenient it would be to go to the home of Antonella, my devoted and insatiable handmaiden.

If I had, I probably would have taken out on her the humiliation that Marlene had inflicted on me.

I considered whether my way of possessing the women I had been with up to that point was not exactly that, a kind of revenge of my desire to be submissive.

I dominated with hardness and enjoyed seeing those angelic faces blush and deform welcoming my sex, wetting themselves with the fruits of my arousal, and all of this, perhaps, only aimed at pushing away what I really wanted: a woman like Marlene who would use me to gratify her own lusts, who would push me to commit unspeakable acts, at the mere thought of which I would feel shame.

I knew I was standing on the threshold of an abyss. I was certain of this, although I did my best to ignore what my mind had already sensed.

Two days remained. Two days of torture and insatiable pleasures. Two days with which Marlene would shape me. And I did not know what would become of me when those days passed.

I went to the appointment at a feverish pace, almost hallucinating, always on the verge of running away from that place of perdition.

When Marlene arrived, all doubt seemed to vanish, or perhaps I was simply overwhelmed by her beauty, by that overbearing and arrogant charm that subjugated me.

"You are such a daredevil. I thought you would run away fearing your destiny would be fulfilled. Apparently, I underestimated myself, you are already mine," she said, as I bent to pay my respects by kissing her hand.

A few moments later we were in her apartment. It was located right there, a few steps from Valentino Park, and its windows overlooked the cafeteria. Marlene had spied on me and tested my desire. She had probably laughed at me, seeing the way I had waited for her for hours, like a dog waiting for its mistress. It was no wonder she had so quickly broken her bonds by urging me to declare my submission; she already knew about it, had had plenty of time to intuit and study it.

The environment was very sophisticated, varied. A style in which aspects of a Gothic character prevailed, to which alternated and married amiably, imperial elements, creating a unique, refined, yet extremely cozy environment.

The lighting was subdued. There were Art Nouveau abat-jours, scented candles, and every detail suggested voluptuousness and perdition.

That cozy and opulent-looking apartment reflected the complexity of my Lady's personality, her arcane and mysterious being, reinforcing in me the idea that I was in the presence of a deity.

"Yes, I love the decadent voluptuousness of the word, the overbearing and dastardly refinement with which it evokes images and ennobles dissolute acts through poetry," Marlene said, responding to the question I had now almost forgotten I had asked her.

"And that is exactly what I like about you, what I have seen in your passion. Your ardor makes even the dastardliest gesture poetic," he added.

"Any act, if an expression of your will, can only be noble poetry for me. And noble I shall be at your hands, my Lady."

Marlene smiled sweetly and ordered me to undress. She wanted my body to be naked, as well as my mind and soul, which had already offered themselves to her to be molded to the unspeakable pleasures and torments she had imagined to inflict and give me.

"I will educate you to be mine, to be what I want. You will learn in pain to recognize ecstasy and pleasure, to elevate your spirit to reach heights that are precluded too most. You will be mine, beyond good and evil." was her sentence, and her heel sank on my prone body to stamp the mark of my belonging.

The pain was severe. At first, I tried to endure it, but soon it became unbearable and I tried to break free as her heel treaded and tortured my flesh.

Again, her strength surprised me, preventing me from reacting, or perhaps it was the weakness imposed by the power Marlene wielded over me that made me desist from that vain attempt at rebellion.

She turned me over, forcing me to lie supine beneath her and continued to explore my body with her sharp heels. She tasted my surrender, the docility with which I responded to her will and the yoke of her foot mocking my face, pressing insistently on my lips and cheeks.

The pressures were well-calibrated, alternating between impetus and gentleness, so that I could feel both the ecstasy and the torment he could give me.

When she felt that my body had yielded and delegated all power to her, she removed her shoes and gave me the soft nakedness of her foot, offering the moist warmth of the sole to the caresses of my breath and tongue.

It was moving to feel the aroma of her skin permeate and permeate my senses. I sipped with voluptuousness and gratitude the fragrance of the day, of her footsteps, the salty taste of her sweat mixed with the leather of her shoes merging with my saliva.

Her fingers shone, in the trail of my kisses, plunging capriciously and imperiously into my mouth, giving me no respite, leading me to the threshold of ecstasy.

For that pleasure, I would have suffered anything, I would have been ready to perform any act, even the dastardliest.

"Do you know the difference between a devout man and a pervert with a foot fetish?" he asked as he left my body.

"No, my lady."

"The pervert is content to lick a woman's feet until he reaches ejaculation. The devout man, on the other hand, aims for much more than this. His worship is absolute, it prescinds mere physical arousal and elevates his spirit."

Without adding anything else, she reached the sofa and stretched out on it like an ancient and powerful Queen.

She motioned me to come closer, to crawl on all fours to her.

With dry orders, and with a lazy, indolent air, she ordered me to serve her a drink and light a cigarette.

He sucked in a few puffs of smoke and carefully observed my erection. He stroked it on the tip and jerked it invoking mercy.

"You're too excited," he sentenced.

"Forgive me, my lady."

"It is useless for you to ask for forgiveness. This is a condition that is part of your canine nature and as such must be accepted, but also domesticated. Jerk yourself off."

"Excuse me, Ma'am?"

"I want you to satisfy your appetites in front of me, looking me straight in the eye."

Her order puzzled me, and I felt some embarrassment at the idea of masturbating in front of her. Countless times I had asked my mistresses to do it for me, never did I imagine that I would have to be the one to exhibit my intimacy in that way.

To persuade me, Marlene did not hesitate to hit me, delivering a resounding slap in the face.

"Well?" he asked.

"Yes, right away, my lady," I replied, with an edge to my voice, almost inebriated by the impetuosity of her manner.

I began to run my hand along my member, doing my best to overcome the shame that Marlene's watchful gaze was causing me.

Despite my arousal, I struggled for a long time to reach orgasm and it required my Lady's intervention for me to succeed.

In a bored manner, he stretched a foot across my face and rubbed it over my mouth as I tried to lick him.

This was enough for her to make me ejaculate and denigrate, by implication, my manhood, which she could dispose of by merely having her foot sniffed.

My seed fell back on the floor, not on the face of a beautiful woman, as I usually did, but on the ground, at the feet of my Lady.

Marlene picked some up with her index finger and offered it to my lips.

"You better hurry up and clean it up before it gets cold," he said.

By now I knew she was serious and would not tolerate me disobeying her.

I licked and sucked her finger and, overcoming my initial disgust, cleaned up the floor.

"You've been very good doggie." she whispered softly, kicking my head as I was bent over licking the fruit of my pleasure.

"You have just proved that you are a devoted man. That you are the man I desire, the only one to whom I could grant the privilege of belonging to me."

He remained with her foot resting on my head, as if it were a soft pillow to rest on, until I had finished cleaning up every drop of my seed. Then he rose, standing back on my body.

"Nevertheless, I cannot deny you the just punishment for your attempts at rebellion," he said and walked away, ordering me to remain in that position, prostrate, my face pressed against the ground.

From the sound of her footsteps, I understood that she had put her shoes back on, and her heels echoed with a ringing sound in my mind.

She left the room and I heard her return a short time later. Preventing me from getting up and looking at her, she grabbed my wrists and tied them behind my back and did the same with my ankles.

I don't know what he had used to immobilize me like that, but I felt that the grip was firm and that it would be impossible for me to break free without her help.

I began to feel some anxiety about that condition and was on the verge of asking her what her intentions were, but my breath was immediately broken by an intense burning sensation on my back-a tongue of fire that made me squirm and lose my mind.

It wasn't hard to figure out what it was, but I was to upset to be able to reconnect with my mind.

A second blow pounced on me, perhaps even more violent than the first. I don't know why, but I tried not to cry out. I gritted my teeth and held back the groan of that suffering.

Again, the burning reached me, stronger and stronger, closer and closer. A whip, that's what it was. My Lady was whipping me to punish me, or perhaps simply to educate my body, to create her perfect man.

I didn't know, I just felt that pain seemed unbearable.

The blows meanwhile continued to come down on me, I tried to count them: three, four, five... Finally, I cried out and was unable to continue.

The pain, meanwhile, seemed to quiet down somewhat, reaching that threshold beyond which ecstatic visions exist, when the flesh merges with the spirit and crosses the reality of the senses to reach a perception of higher reality.

I caught myself thinking that she was not punishing me, that that was a gift and that I should thank my Lady for those beatings.

But how could I have such a thought? Was it possible that I had lost my mind to that extent?

It was possession, belonging, the expression of a deep union that was beyond all human understanding. That was what Marlene was giving me, was the idea that whatever came from her could be a gift, an act of extreme love.

It was not necessary for her to instruct me. I began to understand the meaning of that torment and ecstasy, death and resurrection that my Lady was offering me.

I kissed the end of her whip with sincere gratitude. I rediscovered myself weeping with joy and emotion at Marlene's feet, bathing them with my tears as my kisses gathered them and tried to express in every way the devotion and gratitude that filled my heart.

I was as if in the grip of madness or perhaps, for the first time in my life, I had come to my senses, and it was all thanks to her, my Goddess and Domina.

I did not worry about the marks he had left on me. At that moment nothing mattered anymore except that adoring feeling, the sense of belonging that I felt coursing and pulsing through my veins.


[image: ]


The new man

Marlene began to educate me, to push me and guide me along that path that would make me worthy of her.

A feeling began to emerge that went far beyond the mere physical lust of the moment, a religious, solemn feeling, an emotion that I had sometimes felt and caressed but had never been able to grasp before.

I had spent the night at her feet. I had kissed them and licked them, until I heard her fall asleep and I, too, fell prey to a serene and welcoming torpor.

I slept as I had never slept in my life, of a deep and pacifying sleep. I rested my soul and senses with my face resting on her soles, with the certainty that there could not be, for me, a softer and more comfortable pillow than that.

Reason, soon, would perhaps return to visit me. I would understand that I could not exist for long in that world, that I had a life to return to and could not expect to manage my existence as a slave, not as Marlene seemed to intend it.

What if even for her that was only a momentary game? What if, those days having passed, after imprinting on me the mark of belonging, she had pushed me away, chased me away? If she had deemed me unworthy to be her slave?

I felt I would die imagining such an eventuality.

If reason had returned, it would surely have found me in a state of prostration from which, at that moment, I did not believe I could rise.

A small pat of Marlene's foot was enough to open my eyes again to that new day. Like a well-trained dog, I greeted her by resuming licking her feet.

For a while she let me be and smiled in satisfaction at the passion with which my tongue adored her.

"You'd better show me that you can do something else too if you want me to keep you with me," she scolded me good-naturedly, but I was transfixed by the terrifying thought that she might have already grown tired of my presence.

"I am ready to fulfill your every wish, my lady."

"Really? I don't remember you being so submissive -- no, I'm kidding, I don't. I felt your breath under my feet from the very beginning."

"I wouldn't be able to breathe any other air now than that which holds the fragrance of your plants, my Lady," I said and hugged her feet, pressing my face under them.

"Come on, don't be clingy. Go make me breakfast instead." she ordered, pretending that my statement left her indifferent, but I was certain, judging by the light that lit up her eyes, that my words filled her with pride and tenderness.

I hurried to obey her, preparing breakfast according to her instructions. I thought the trials were over, that her work of creation was finished, but I soon discovered that I was only at the beginning of that journey.

Marlene consumed her own breakfast in bed, still enjoying the moist caresses of my tongue that, without ceasing, poured over her soft feet.

From time to time, she would interrupt those outpourings, only to amuse himself by treating me like a dog, throwing some scraps of her meal for me to eat off the floor.

"Well? Have you finally convinced yourself that you are my dog?" she asked, as he got out of bed.

Without hesitation, I barked back at her and elicited a genuine and complicit laugh from her.

I stood on all fours beside her wonderful feet, tongue out, simulating, as best I could, the attitudes of a dog.

Marlene taunted me with a few small strokes with her toe and pushed me to lie supine beneath her.

"Now you know the depths and peaks of your being. You are able to perceive the greatness and joy of belonging, and you can give it to me as a tribute of your devotion. You can offer it to Her who was able to recognize and scrutinize the recesses of your soul." she whispered.

She stood looking at me as she stepped on my chest. Her face was radiant, majestic. A small pattern of sunbeams illuminated her. They were drops of light that bathed the voluptuousness of her body, making her look as wonderful as a Renoir painting.

Adorable was the triumphant pose with which she stood over me. The mystery and anticipation she suggested with her eyes.

She had a new test in mind, I understood at that moment. I sensed her desire to possess me again, more than he had done so far.

"Will you be good?" she asked, removing her briefs and squatting on top of me.

Before I could respond, Marlene, welcomed me into her womb. Slowly, she slid my turgid member between her thighs, skillfully guiding it so that it would offer her all the pleasure she desired.

I did my best to resist, to try to maintain my erection without reaching ejaculation, not before she allowed me to. But I soon realized that it was not necessary, that my Lady, was capable of disposing of it and making sure it did not let her down.

I heard her enjoying and moaning as my desire remained unfulfilled, continually straining to satisfy her.

With well-calibrated movements, she lingered, swirled her pelvis and paused on my erection, to subdue it and bend it to her will.

My instincts, too, had to be educated: learning belonging, subservience.

And the more she enjoyed, the more my pleasure increased and I rejoiced in knowing that I was her instrument, that I could serve her by satisfying her cravings without receiving anything in return.

When she felt she had brought me to the edge, just a breath away from orgasm, she stopped and lifted herself off me. She reached my face and sat on it, bathing me with the humors of her own orgasm so that I could clean her up and make her come again with my tongue.

"You're not ready to enjoy inside me yet." she whispered panting as I licked her.

I tasted and courted the nectar dripping from her thighs and drank greedily, like a thirsty man.

Likewise, I moistened her buttocks and plucked the fruit of her most intimate and intense flavors. I felt them pervade me and spread over my face and mouth, like a myriad of fragrant flowers whose fleshy, juicy petals I sucked.

Marlene seemed to feel an unspeakable and lascivious voluptuousness at the feel of my tongue, enjoying the way it honored and refreshed her.

I was at her mercy, existing only for her pleasure. I would annihilate myself and lay my manhood at her feet, that I might rise again, as a new man, from the humors of her womb.

Such was the ecstasy of that moment, that I did not notice when she rose from me, remaining squatting on my face.

At first, I did not understand what those drops were that, copiously, began to fall and wet my lips. I opened my mouth as in a dream, like a sleepwalker acting in the grip of a vision, and let that liquid flow, overflow and fill my thirst.

I felt the acrid, pungent taste overflowing and wetting my face, but although I understood, what it was, I could not feel any disgust for it. I was aroused by the thought of Marlene marking me with that act so wild and animalistic that it possessed something atavistic about it, a lost union, annihilated by morality.

This was what he meant by saying that I would be her beyond good and evil. This was the true essence of possession and belonging.

"She's pissing on me," I said to myself, trying to perceive the normal disgust I should have felt, but the image of precious nectar quenching my thirst prevailed over that last attempt of reason to shake me from the dream.

"Oh, yes, you did well," said Marlene, when she finished emptying herself and returned to sit on my face for me to continue with my morning ablution work.

That act, so intimate and denigrating, had shocked me. I would never have been able to explain what emotion had pervaded me, what was the deep meaning of that gesture in which I felt welcomed, completed, part of a whole that transcended and annihilated all morality.

Who else but her, my Goddess, my Lady and Domina, could have humbled me like that and made me feel fulfilled, noble and pure in my submission?

"You were good," she repeated, ruffling my hair, "and you will be again. As often as I want you to."
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Epilogue

They were fading scenes. They emerged in the smoky air of a 1930s movie.

Marlene was the Diva, the absolute protagonist. Her image was imprinted in my eyes and infiltrated my mind like an obsessive thought that left no room for anything else.

I was spectator and co-star, sidekick, stage servant, whatever she needed.

And now there I was, watching my Lady's body enjoying with another man.

I hated her, with all my being. I could not believe that she was inflicting such torment on me. It was beyond my concept of belonging, beyond the reciprocity of a union that bound us to each other as submissive and Dominant.

Marlene began to moan as her lover's sex entered her. She dominated him, but allowed herself to possess him and flaunt the pleasure he brought her.

I was sure she was pretending, that she was doing it for me. She was playing that part to humiliate me, to permanently annihilate me.

But not this time, no! This time I would not tolerate her games. I was free, I was finally free from her.

I just wanted everything to end as soon as possible. Untie myself and escape from that place of perdition. To subtract myself from that curse that for far too long had held me captive, at the mercy of that perverse and diabolical woman.

Anger grew, flooding my spirit. I began to struggle, to curse them, but it was no use. The ropes clutched me in a grip that gave me no escape, and they ignored me, as if I did not exist, as if I were only the larva of a dream, a shadow that could make no sound.

They kept having sex in front of me, enjoying, giving themselves to each other, tormenting me with images of their lust.

When it was over, I felt exhausted, exhausted, deeply tried by the martyrdom to which I had been subjected.

As he arrived, the man dressed and left the room in silence. He looked neither at me nor at Marlene. She remained naked and stretched out on the bed and her skin glistened, dripping with sweat and pleasure.

With casual nonchalance, she lit a cigarette and stretched a foot toward me, tapping it on my face.

Was that all I was to her? A toy to be mocked, to be kicked?

She had called me her slave, even a dog, but I had no idea it would come to this.

I wanted to disappear, to erase every single moment of that evening and all those days spent with Marlene.

"What's wrong with my puppy? Are you offended, perhaps?" she asked, slyly.

"You, damn you."

Marlene blurted out laughing and walked over to me. She sat on the edge of the bed, with my face between her thighs.

She struck me several times, violently, until I was stunned and got me to beg for mercy.

"Are you going to be good?" she asked and pushed my mouth against her sex still pregnant with humor.

I tried, with all my might, to escape that umpteenth humiliation, but the position I was in did not allow me to do so. I was helpless, forced to submit to my Lady's will.

"You don't want to rebel, I hope. I need your tongue, now, now!" she ordered me.

"Get off me! I don't intend to lick another man's orgasms."

"Don't argue. I want you to feel it, to share my pleasure with me."

"You are crazy."

The grip in which Marlene encircled me prevented me from saying anything else. Her thighs began to suffocate me as her sex spread its viscous fluids over my face.

I began to lick her, feeling that this was my only way out. I slipped my tongue between her lips and moistened and sucked her juices.

"Good, continue my devotee. I know you think I have hurt you, but I have not, you are wrong. You will learn love and belonging, you will learn to be mine, beyond good and evil, just as I want, just as you yourself desire."

Her words sounded like a sweet chant; they were like a soothing balm that regenerated my soul.

I was again in her power, as if I were prey to an enchantment. I loved her with all of myself and was willing to sacrifice everything: dignity, manhood, even life. I felt I had to keep obeying and loving her. I felt it as if it was a necessity descending from a higher, inscrutable entity.

Marlene began to moan from the pleasure I was offering her with my tongue, and I became more and more aroused. I continued to penetrate and nectar her sacred orifice no longer worrying about the traces left by the other man, caring only for the will and satisfaction of my Lady.

I began to feel and understand what Marlene was giving me: deep sharing, belonging, an intense love that knows no shame or modesty.

My hands were released and my Lady's thighs cinched my hips, letting me enter her.

Marlene grabbed me in the abyss of the soul. She took me and made me hers as only a Woman is capable of doing, annihilating me and regenerating me with the warmth of her own belly.

And so it was that I gave my life back to her, that she might give it to me and ennoble it, shaping it in the footprint of her gracious plants.

"This is only the beginning, my love, my slave. It is the end and the beginning of everything, the infinity of Woman who welcomes and begets her own man."

I felt her quivering, wincing, as she spoke those words. The moist walls of her sex contracted and guided me toward the ecstasy of our union.

My desire grew and reached unimaginable heights, delivering me body and soul to intense emotions I had never felt before.

"I am yours," I told her, abandoning ritual, simply as a man who loves and belongs to his woman.

Marlene held me tightly, in a tender embrace that enveloped me. Her mouth blossomed on mine, with a kiss filled with passion and, in that moment, I knew that I was hers, just as she wanted, beyond good and evil, in the ancestral nature of our beings who had recognized and merged in the devotion of that love.
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