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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 stories, Charmel brings to life surreal worlds in which primal drives emerge, first and foremost erotic tension and the madness of desire.


Be you My Perdition,

Be you my perdition,

imprisonment and condemnation,

Be you my despot,

my tyrant.

Bring me down,

humiliate me,

and I always,

like a dog,

I will run to your feet

When you call me.


I.

It was my nature, my way of living and feeling. It was an emotion from which I could not return.

It had always been part of me, ever since those first memories to which my memory, plowing through a stormy sea, amid the spray of shame, could return.

She was alive and bold in the innocence of childhood games, huddled in those strange, confused afternoons spent under the table, next to the distracted feet that seemed to pay no attention to my attentions and not to care about the insistence of my breath sniffing them, or my face wrenching them.

And there she was, more and more impetuous, yet fearful, in the secret complicity of increasingly humiliating pledges. Slowly, silently, she unveiled herself in those fierce games that debased my pride by giving me a pleasure that did not care to preserve my dignity. Willingly, I accepted the role of subject and slave. I sank into the embrace of that dilated, suspended time, in which my tongue learned to recognize and enjoy the taste of whimsical, arrogant feet, succumbing to the unscrupulous insolence of a young Mistress who, regardless, was educating and shaping me.

These pleasures, this perpetual mindless craving, were too intense and too deeply rooted in me for me to hope to get rid of them or even to contain them.

And, certainly, it was not possible for me to hide them from those who, of that intimate and secret feeling, could recognize the warp and weft.

In the presence of those eyes that knew how to look beyond, catching the signs of a discreet and reverent demeanor, of a courteous gallantry that, if left free to express itself and properly encouraged, could become adoring and servile, I appeared naked and vulnerable.

And it was then, when eyes so full of awareness began to smile and chastise me with the pleasure of subtle humiliations, that the need and urgency to live fully, without hiding what I was, took over and overcame all reasonable modesty.

I found myself navigating in torment and anguish. Besieged by a sense of unease and discomfort, by a voracious sense of guilt, but equally I surrendered to the inevitability of each step taken toward those eyes and, as I moved forward, I sensed the inexorable undoing and the impossibility of retreating and regaining control.

It was love and death what they were inflicting on me. And it was life I could not deny.

Fearfully, like a stray, hungry dog, I approached the outstretched hand that offered me food.

Bite after bite, that same hand decreed my doom, and the nourishment it generously bestowed became indispensable as it fed a dangerous sense of dependence and belonging in which I felt imprisoned but also, paradoxically, enfranchised.

Accompanying all this, despite the terror and dismay, was the onset of an overpowering voluptuousness for that state of perdition and for the ease with which those eyes knew how to undress and subjugate me.

The power they wielded, subjugated me and I felt deeply fascinated by the satisfaction with which they enjoyed my remission.

The feeble resistances I offered, took on the contours of silent pleas with which I asked to be put down and humiliated, to be able to feel, all the way, the pleasure of that defeat in which the insane desire to be redeemed by the reasons and morality of conscience was revealed.

I felt the need, and for this I prayed, that those eyes would become more and more ravenous and fierce, that they would teach me the justice of their will to the point of persuading me of the necessity of suffering them.

To them I desired to delegate all power and even responsibility for my actions and those thoughts that besieged my mind. I desired this viscerally, regardless of the fact that, in doing so, I would find myself permanently at the mercy of their ruthless and merciless will.

For all these reasons, while recognizing the dangerousness of Denise and her unscrupulous arrogance, I did not have the strength to defend myself against her attacks and, albeit reticently, I let her enjoy shaping me, enjoying the yielding by which I made myself an accomplice to her triumphs, recognizing her as my Conqueror. What I offered her, however, could not suffice. My desires were elemental. My eagerness to submit tended to be exhausted in the possible acts I could perform by humiliating myself at her feet.

She loved to feel my tongue washing her feet. She loved watching me lick her shoes, delighting in my body yielding under her footsteps, or offering itself to her as a stool on which she could choose to sit or rest her feet.

Equally pleasure and amusement, she was aroused by my barking and crawling, the docility and gratitude with which I fed on the insolence and arrogance of her spit.

But these acts, with which she ruled and educated me, reaffirming, vigorously, her own supremacy and superiority, were always succeeded by new ones, in a crescendo that seemed to have no end. In this way, it branded me by sealing my being, to the point that I was no longer capable of living otherwise, as if all my existence could have meaning and value only when I labored to please it, sealing my obvious and consequent subservience.

There remained, in me, a sense of anguish and shame, but it was an increasingly distant and indistinct echo. What few shreds of reasonableness and dignity I had left were continually overwhelmed by the excitement and pleasure I felt when Denise allowed me to live as her slave.

I was not surprised, therefore, when she decided to defile my body. The decision to sink and rummage intimately between my buttocks seemed a natural, necessary act. And it thrilled me, to be able to be possessed in that way, to feel, in the vigor of her lunges, that I belonged to her totally.

For me, that, represented the apex and the point of arrival, the full and final realization of my submission, the knowledge that, from that moment, I would be hers, forever.

Different, in this regard, was Denise's perspective. For her, every boundary line I crossed, was a reason and spur, to make me go further, walking that path from which there was no return.

For her pleasure, for her satisfaction, I had to advance. The laws of her will were the hinge on which my existence depended, the end I had to pursue, toward which I had to perpetually tend, in an act of faith that, from time to time, was renewed.

She alone, knew what was right for me. For her sake alone, I had to lavish myself, and I had to be persuaded and certain that this was the only path I could take.

I had to understand the necessity of being destroyed and reduced to rubble so that she could build me up and recreate me in the image and likeness of her will.

But let us proceed in order. Let us begin from the beginning, from that first breath she infused in me.

Denise I met at a reception of family friends. She later recounted that she felt, from the very beginning, my soul crunching under her heels, but what were the real reasons that made her take an interest in me and approach me, despite my shy and shy attitude, I ignore to this day.

I remember her glances, the way I was confused when they pinned on me. I remember her attitude that flaunted confidence and knew how to appear irreverent and shameless, filled with a haughtiness and haughtiness that managed to annoy and subjugate.

I had the perception, even then, that her words always tended to humiliate her interlocutor and denied the possibility of interacting with her without performing some implicit act of remission.

Somehow, everyone, necessarily, had to submit and humiliate themselves in order to pay homage to her. Vain attempts to postpone and deny her this tribute fueled her arrogance and arrogance, and the unfortunate person on duty found himself subjected to the mockery and derision with which she forced him to bow his head, acknowledging his own defeat.

"Boy. My glass is empty." she whispered in my ear, pretending to have mistaken me for a waiter.

I did not pause to clarify the misunderstanding. I merely observed her with some puzzlement and surprise, but then, abetting the aphasia of my shyness, when she urged me a second time to get her another glass of prosecco, I obeyed her without question.

After serving her, I saw her wander away and wander from one part of the room to another, engaging in light conversation with different diners.

To all she gave the cheerfulness and proud directness of her laughter, combined with the elegant grace of her soft, curvaceous figure.

Only after he saw me conversing and drinking with those who had organized the reception did he return to approach me, addressing the hint of a mocking and mischievous smile.

"I thought you were one of the waiters. Maybe I was mistaken." she said, showing no remorse for her mistake.

"Yes. Actually, there are no waiters. You can serve yourself freely at the buffet.", I answered her, in a trembling voice, just as I usually did when I started a conversation with a person who was still a stranger to me.

"I hadn't noticed that. There is always someone, very courteous, who serves me a new glass. I hope I haven't offended you."

"No, not at all."

"I hope your choice to call me 'Lei,' did not originate from the idea that I am too old," he said, leeringly, noting my stiff and formal demeanor, whose obsequious spirit he seemed to notice, at once.

"Oh, no, not at all," I hastened to answer her and felt my face flare up, with an embarrassing blush.

"Good. That's just as well. It means you can be gallant and respectful. These are rare virtues in a young man. Maybe that's the reason you served me a drink."

"I ... " I stammered, unsure of what to say, moved simply by the need not to remain silent.

"You're nice. If you want to get into my good graces, don't abandon your reverent ways and try to pay attention to my glass." she said, affably, drawing my attention to her nearly empty glass.

"Yes, Ma'am.", I replied instinctively, taking the glass from her hands and preparing to serve her.

The smile with which she observed me and awaited my services made me even more awkward and clumsy than I already was.

"Very good! Since there are no waiters, for the rest of the evening, you will be my cupbearer. Will you?"

The authority in her voice led me to believe I had no other choice. The smile with which she watched me awaiting my answer was devoid of cordiality, suspended between whimsy and mockery. In that expression I discerned the proud and majestic personality of a queen.

The echo of that voice was tearing at my thoughts, taking root among images of desires I should have held back and stifled.

Recklessly, I allowed myself to be seduced by those ways, by the idea of being under her control, by the need to obey her every command.

I did not mind how humiliating and unbecoming it might be, in that context, to agree to play the role of a servant.

The beauty of that woman, had bewitched me and I surrendered to the pleasure of being able to submit to her will.

"Yes, of course," I stammered, finally, allowing her to laugh at my shyness and take pleasure in my vulnerability.

Initially Denise, perhaps, was discreet and allowed me to serve her by remaining in the shadows.

She seemed to ignore me and I naively pretended not to mind how obvious and ridiculous the way I followed her, like a well-trained dog, rushing to replace her glass as soon as she emptied it.

No, that game could not go entirely unnoticed, and the looks she gave me, the expression with which she waited to be served, made the submissiveness of my behavior more and more blatant and explicit.

Even then, inevitably, I became aroused and fantasized about that situation.

Our naiveté, our age difference, and the context in which we found ourselves made me neither suspect nor hope that Denise might have any interest in me. I was certain that, to her, I might be little more than a kid she could good-naturedly tease.

Nonetheless, as I followed her, I liked to imagine being her slave and finding myself on all fours as she, sitting on my back, sipped prosecco from the glass I had just served her.

"Apparently, you have seduced my handsome nephew," Aunt Julia remarked, unexpectedly, and, the blush on my face, offered unseemly support for her words.

"Your nephew? I didn't imagine so.", Denise replied and I couldn't help but notice a certain satisfaction at that revelation.

"Technically, no. But I watched him grow up and always considered him as such," Aunt Julia explained to her, turning a tender and protective gaze on me.

"Oh, I see. He is a very interesting young man."

"Yeah, definitely young," Aunt Julia emphasized.

"Just enough." retorted Denise.

"For what?"

"For me to find him interesting."

"Don't take advantage of him," Aunt Julia admonished her, with a playful manner in which annoyance and concern about her friend's attitude leaked out.

"You're welcome. I will treat him with care. He is a sweet and caring boy. I have decided to make him my knight for the rest of the evening. I'll even allow him to drive me home."

"Looks like you made an impression, kid. It's not at all easy to get into Denise's good graces." another of the diners, whose identity I ignored, interjected, turning to me.

"You certainly wouldn't know how to deserve it," Denise urged him, saving me from having to respond to that dig.

"To be able to do that, I should always nod my head," he replied.

"Obedience and condescension. How else could a man be useful and interesting!" judged Denise.

"Always?" the man asked.

"When it is appropriate. So yes, always." concluded Denise, fading the conversation with the hilarity of laughter.

Just as she had announced, at the end of the evening, Denise asked me to drive her home. When we reached my car, I climbed into the driver's seat and waited for her to sit beside me.

"I thought I asked my rider to drive me home," she said, without mentioning to move.

"Forgive me, I didn't think ... ", I tried to justify myself, getting out of the car, when I guessed the reason for her spite.

"Gallant and reverent. It is thus, that I expect you to be my knight. And it is thus, that you appeared to me. Have you already forgotten him? Try not to disappoint me. I am not inclined to give second chances."

"Yes, forgive me," I begged her, softly and, with bowed head, opened the front door, on the passenger side.

"Another mistake and in such a short time. If I have not yet left, it is only because of your young age, which, at least in part, justifies you and induces me to be lenient. But be careful, I am less lenient than it may seem," he scolded me and, with the knuckles of her hand, tapped on the rear door window.

Her reprimands and the authority with which he pressed me, confused me, fueling the timid awkwardness of my movements.

The way she treated me should have offended me, but I meekly suffered it, feeling in awe.

Again, I begged her to forgive me and opened the door she indicated, bowing my head even more, almost to the point of prostration, as I waited for her to get in.

During the drive, which was not very long, we remained silent. Denise addressed me only to point me in which direction to go, thus reaffirming the subservient nature of my role.

"I need one last favor, boy," she said, indolently, when we reached the front of her dwelling.

"Yes, of course."

"Well, follow me." she commanded, ushering me into the building in which she resided.

With some agitation, I obeyed her and walked behind her, uncertain of what awaited me. As absurd as it seemed, I could not help but assume, based on what I had seen so many times in the movies, that she had decided to have sex with me.

The idea that this might be so thrilled me, but the fear was also alive in me that I might have misunderstood and made some mistake that would cause her to reproach me and make me feel inferior and insignificant.

When we crossed the threshold of her apartment, she did not even bother to turn on the lights. We moved in the dimness brightened by the streetlights beyond the window to an armchair where she sat.

"The boots. Help me take them off." she ordered me, in a dry, peremptory tone.

I was almost certain that that request could be the prelude to an intense night of passion, but also an opportunity to bland out those secret dreams that populated my mind.

Yes, to her, I was probably little more than a little boy, but I was also a servant, or even a slave whom she had decided to dispose of and abuse. The authority of her arrogant and peremptory ways led me to believe this.

Increasingly excited, I knelt down and slipped off her boots. And I stood thus, motionless, waiting for new orders, keeping my gaze down, fixed on her bare feet, still wrapped in the fabric of her stockings.

I strove, in that thick shadow, to sense their beauty, to sense and breathe their aroma, to imagine their taste.

I returned, suddenly, to the distant emotions of childhood. With wonder, I considered that the feet I was playing with under the table, were those of Aunt Julia and, by chance, had caused that a friend of hers, a woman she had met at her home during a reception, was awakening those memories and those urges.

In the prolonged silence, I felt a growing desire to bend down and reach for those feet, and I surely would have done so had Denise not intervened, shaking me from the slumber of my hallucinations.

"Do you have a light?" she asked, looking lazy and indolent.

I nodded and fumbled in my pocket, looking for the lighter, while Denise waited, clutching, limply, the unlit cigarette between her lips.

The first puff of smoke, pushed her toward me, without concealing the intentionality of her gesture.

I felt totally awe-struck by the grandeur of her figure. Her gaze, intense and deep, towered over me.

The soft, delicate features of her face were posed in an amused and satisfied grimace that seemed to reflect and feel curiosity for my prone image.

Although I discerned in her the signs of time and a youth already passed, I could not help but feel enraptured by her grace and beauty. There was something about her bearing, the harmony of her form and the delicacy of her face that made her as radiant as a newly blooming flower. And her age, the marks she had left behind, had forged and enriched the charm and austere and majestic voluptuousness of her person.

Like a classical Goddess, immense and absolute, she appeared to me. And I could see her standing over me, over the timid boldness with which I lingered, remaining on my knees, in her presence.

She shifted her raven hair, which fell over her chest, and threw a new puff of smoke in my direction.

Totally absorbed by that sacred image, I continued to remain motionless and silent, even as she crossed her legs and one of her feet brushed against me.

I felt it rise up my chest, run down my neck, until it reached my face, and lay the plant down, invading my breath and making it a land of conquest.

Grateful and excited, I suffered that act, which, without saying anything, pleased and enjoyed the humility of my remission.

"You did good, boy," he said.

With the sole of her foot, he exerted slight pressure on my face, revealing my docility and the hunger with which my breath soaked in her aroma.

"You can go now. I don't need anything else. Say goodbye and go." she added, welcoming the chaste, burning kiss, which I whispered under her foot.


II.

My dreams, became populated with the image of Denise.

I fantasized about what might follow that kiss I placed under her foot, fueling the fervor of the pleading anticipation with which I invoked the possibility of prostrating myself before her again.

It became an obsession. Even though I had no hope of seeing her again, and despite the elapsed time that distanced the life of that evening, making the memories more and more indistinct, I kept thinking of her and imagining the moment when she would reappear to inflict my desire and fulfill my prayers.

In the most unlikely situations and moments, I would see her proud and commanding eyes again. Devoid of modesty and shame, I would cherish the idea of greeting her on my knees, kissing and licking her feet, suffering the arrogance with which she would know how to subdue and humiliate me.

Not as a cupbearer or a knight, but as her slave I saw myself and dreamed. And dream after dream, I would humiliate myself more and more, in a crescendo that he could not know how to satiate.

Sometimes, I would go to Aunt Julia's with the secret hope of finding, there, my beloved Tyranny.

My fantasies, then, became even more murky and dastardly. I would go so far as to wish that, in her presence, before her astonished and surprised gaze, Denise would make me get down on my knees and enjoy exhibiting the docility with which I obeyed her.

With a snap of her fingers, she would induce me to kiss her shoes and later lick them. And, for the care with which, in doing so, I would polish them, collecting dust and any possible impudence, she would praise and taunt me.

With arrogance and satisfaction, then, she would have ordered me to denude her feet and would have rubbed the soles on my face, requiring me to smell them.

She would have held me thus, crouching or lying down, beneath her. She would have amused herself by comparing me to a dog and, conversing with my aunt about the condition I was in, would cause her to recall the days when I played under the table and smelled her feet.

Witnessing the shame of my humiliations, Julia would have offended and despised me, feeling disgust and anger toward me.

Part of me, she imagined, might turn on and stomp on my body that lay helpless, unable to move, anchored to her friend's feet, and then burst into a gleeful, boisterous laughter with which she would mock me, revealing that she had always suspected me of being a sycophant.

By mutual agreement with Denise, she would condemn me to be their little slave.

I would find myself, thus, serving coffee and offering my body as a mat to rest my feet on while they, amiably, conversed.

But then new fantasies took over. I imagined that Aunt Julia might try to save me, to escape the insulting acts and words her friend was inflicting on me. But Denise was strong and invincible and it was impossible to question her power.

Aunt Julia then would have despaired, would have begged her. She would have knelt beside me, kissed the feet of Denise who, more and more like a capricious and cruel Goddess, would have shown no mercy and would have turned on me and her friend even more.

All these thoughts and fantasies were shaking my mind. They were a meaningless vortex that disheartened and distressed me.

I chased the excitement that those images, they brought to me. I felt them alive and real on my skin, while, like a beast devoid of reason and moved by instinct, I gratified the urges of that dastardly lust.

Only when, with the hot rush of that wretched pleasure, my arousal momentarily ran out allowing me to regain some clarity, did I realize how miserable and petty those thoughts were.

They were not real desires. I was certain that I did not want those fantasies to come true, but I kept returning to them, as if I could not help myself. And the thought of Denise was more and more ingrained in me. I could see her turning into a fearsome Deity to whom I was loyal and devoted.

I kept telling myself that to her I was little more than a child or, at best, a young adult still too immature. I had been, perhaps, the divertissement of an evening, nothing more. And for this I felt I should rejoice, because, her indifference to me, might have sheltered me from the possibility of committing those dastardly acts I kept imagining.

It was precisely in such a moment of lucidity, as I was returning home from the University, that, the familiarity of a female voice surprised me and caught me off guard.

It was a late March afternoon. The air was biting and a wind, at times icy and sharp, lashed my face, tousling my hair.

I was walking down the usual street, in the direction of the station. The street was semi-deserted and the sky was beginning to tint with the hues of sunset.

"Look who's here: my cupbearer!", I heard behind me.

Immediately I turned around and a lock of hair clouded my gaze, preventing me from easily identifying and distinguishing Denise's figure.

Her voice, however, I recognized at once, as well as the expression she used to call my attention and, perhaps, at that moment I was already trembling, shocked by the emotion that that unexpected and long-awaited meeting aroused in me.

I approached her with a humble and reverent attitude, more than was appropriate.

I almost bowed, as I stammered confused and disconnected words that let out the discomfort and embarrassment of my obsequious demeanor.

She reached out her hand toward me. He held it out and let it hang limply, causing me to lean down to reach out and kiss it.

"You are tremendously docile and submissive. That's something I appreciate," she told me, not caring that such definitions might sound offensive.

Because of those words and even more so the look with which Denise was investigating me, I blushed and felt lost, unable to find sensible words with which to respond to her.

"But I am still not entirely certain, that this reflects your nature. It could also just be an attitude due to shyness. Is that so?" she asked; and her gaze watched me even more intently, as if she wanted to catch every smallest vibration of my body.

"I ... I don't know," I replied, softly, and it was as if my voice died in my throat every time, I tried to speak to her.

"It doesn't matter. Find out, it will be fun.", she concluded, pouring hilarity on me with a smile that seemed almost threatening.

"In what way?", I tried to ask her, startled and excited by her words.

"I like these days. There are few people around and there is an unreal atmosphere in the air. I feel like taking a walk. Keep me company. Do you want to?"

"Yes, of course," I replied, and she somewhat childishly grabbed my arm and led me with her.

We walked down the slope that led to the Belvedere. Along the way, Denise asked me about my studies and told me about her years at the University and her current job as an architect.

"Literature is a faculty, fascinating, but it doesn't offer many outlets. Literature is still an entertainment. A useful amusement, but not indispensable. Perhaps you chose it because it reflects your nature?" he asked, staring straight into my eyes until I lowered my gaze.

"I don't know. I chose it because I love literature," I stammered, almost ignoring the message contained in her question.

"You hesitate and are indecisive. You look like a frightened puppy. However, beyond the nature and motives of your choice, you would have done better to opt for something more practical." he observed.

"Yes, I'm beginning to realize that," I admitted, with some sadness, and felt hurt by the undeniable truth of those words berating my life.

"By the way, you're also starting to get a little old for college, aren't you?"

"Yes, that's right, I'm a bit behind in my studies," I replied, poorly concealing my disappointment at that implied criticism that made me feel guilty and inadequate.

"Yeah, it won't be easy, for you, to find a job. If you keep this up, you risk finding yourself, at 40, still living with your parents," she added, continuing to prod me.

"I hope not," I replied, wishing for that talk to end.

"However, besides being humble and reverent, you have a pretty face. Perhaps you could find a wealthy woman who would decide to take you into her service."

"As a footman?"

"As her servant, yes. Would you mind? Would you find it undignified and not appropriate to your person?" he asked; and in the stentorian and solemn tone of voice, the intent to mock me seemed clear.

"No. There are no undignified jobs."

"This is a cliché. I don't like people who avoid expressing their ideas by hiding behind some cliché. Being a servant, to many, might seem demeaning. Maybe it is different for you. Perhaps, being a servant is in your nature. After all, that is what I mistook you for the first time I saw you. And, usually, my intuition is never wrong."

In spite of my excitement and in spite of the far more humiliating images with which I had vague Denise up to that moment, I could not help but be offended by her remarks.

In her words, an image of my being extremely miserable and insignificant loomed, as if I were just another servant among many whom anyone could subdue and humiliate. It was a very different image from the one I dreamed of when I saw myself in my uniqueness as a slave, submissive to the woman I loved.

"There's always a first time," I answered her, voicing my wounded pride.

"But you look! Apparently, you are less submissive than you look!"

Stupidly, I smiled and welcomed the subtle mockery contained in her words as if it were praise, I could be proud of.

"Good. That, makes you more fun and interesting," she added.

"Why?", I asked her, and in the smile in her eyes, I understood how elementary and ridiculous I might appear to her.

"Submitting and humiliating someone who offers no resistance is unrewarding."

"Do you intend to subdue and humiliate me?", I asked her, in a trembling voice, losing, all of a sudden, what little confidence I had just gained.

"No, no intention on my part. It is simply what happens, always, completely spontaneously and naturally. On the other hand, what would be the point of a servant's existence if there were no one who knows how to dispose of him by honoring the humility of his nature?"

"So, for you I continue to be a servant?"

"Come on, that's enough talk. I want to enjoy the view." he said, leaning over the small wall that overlooked the view of the city below us.

"I love these moments. They are moments to inhale, to fill your eyes and lungs with." she said, casting her gaze into the wind and the lights of the sunset.

A few strands of her hair flew against my face and I breathed them in, until she flinched and turned to look at me, setting herself down on the edge of the little wall.

"Do you know the tango?" she asked.

"No, ma'am," I answered her.

The deeply reverent appellation I used blossomed spontaneously, inspired by that moment I was soaking in, by the image of Denise sitting on the little wall, like a Queen on her throne.

"In the tango, there is the mirada: a looking without speaking, a kind of nod, a beckoning," she explained.

"A nod for what?", I asked her, with curiosity.

"You should learn the tango," she replied, ignoring my question.

"Why?"

"Men who can tango manage to make themselves more useful and interesting."

"So, I appear unhelpful to you?"

"Not necessarily. Otherwise, I wouldn't have invited you to join me."

With the tip of her foot, Denise brushed against my body. She tasted the docility with which I yielded and remained still, deferring to that light touch that explored me.

She was wearing boots similar to the ones I had taken off her the night we had met, perhaps a little higher. They covered her leg up to the knee and left it bare, covered only by the thin veil of the stocking, below the hem of the dark skirt she wore.

Carefully, I tried to catch every detail of her image to imprint it in my mind.

I caressed with my gaze the white blouse and the supple neck, the long gray coat that wrapped her. It was enchanting the way her hair was tossed in the wind, and I felt totally absorbed and subdued by the smile with which she looked at me.

"I think it's ruined," she said, vaguely, as if talking to herself.

"What?", I asked her, confused and uncertain about the possible meaning of that sentence.

"The toe of the boot." she clarified.

Instinctively, I lowered my gaze to observe her and, meanwhile, she placed the sole on my chest, not caring about the imprint it would leave on my coat or, perhaps, with the specific intention of branding me.

"It doesn't look like it. I can't see anything," I told her.

"Come closer. Look more carefully." she urged me, lowering her foot and letting it dangle.

Without thinking, I bent down, kneeling before her. I took her foot in my hands and, just as she asked, carefully observed the toe of her boot.

"No, it doesn't look ruined to me," I told her.

"I see a scratch," she retorted, impatient.

"No, I think it's just dirty."

"You think, or are you sure?" she asked.

To prove it to her, I took a flap of my coat and rubbed it over the toe of my boot until it was shiny, noting the absence of scratches on its surface.

"It turns out you were right. Now, however, it is unsightly. It bothers me that the toe is shiny and everything else dusty.

I swallowed, as if to swallow down the emotions rising in my throat and, without a word, began to polish the entire surface of both boots.

With vague and lazy indolence, or with the studied intention of making my gesture appear even more humble, Denise lit a cigarette, smoking listlessly.

She let me, thus, lavish myself, cleaning and polishing, carefully, her boots. She pretended, almost, to ignore my presence, as if, my act of shining her boots, was something trivial, of little consequence, something that was right and natural, for her, to dispose of.

To Denise, I was no different from the waiter who might have served her courses at a restaurant, or a dog who, after waiting for her return, would curl up at her feet.

In that moment, I was her slave. And the consistency of all those fantasies I had thought crazy and unattainable appeared real to me.

"Do you still think my intuition can be wrong?" he asked, looking triumphant.

I blushed and felt deeply humiliated by that mockery. I looked for a way to retort and, perhaps, even deny the evidence of my actions, but she would not let me.

Taking advantage of my bewilderment, she sank a heel on my shoulder and pushed me down, causing me to buckle and fall bodily, offering her back as a step she could use to get off the little wall.

"Maybe you don't need to learn to tango. You know how to make yourself just as useful." she taunted me and moved away, even before I managed to rise from the state of deep prostration, she had thrown me into.


III.

To understand the extent of my madness, it was sufficient to consider the way in which, after my last encounter with Denise, I began to masturbate.

On my knees, wearing that same coat with which I had shined her boots, I retraced and returned to the emotions of that moment. And my arousal grew as I imagined the look on Denise's face, the satisfaction and arrogance with which she might have laughed at me if she had learned of the secret and shameful way I thought of her, glorifying the humiliations she had inflicted on me.

The image of her triumph, her reign over my senses and in my mind grew stronger. And, thinking back to that evening when I had shined her boots, I regretted that I had not had the promptness and courage to throw myself at her feet before she turned away from me.

Shorter and shorter was the time I possessed sufficient lucidity to feel disgust for myself and for those dreams.

The state of arousal I was in when I thought of her began to go beyond physical fulfillment and became something more insidious and elusive that became permanently entrenched in my mind.

When I would leave the house, I would pray and hope that I would hear her voice again.

"What would he call me?", I wondered, excited and distressed, by the idea that he might call me "her shoeshine boy." And I waited, dreamed, louder and more unconsciously until, unexpectedly, just as I had repeatedly hoped, I met her at Aunt Julia's house.

I had gone to her to return the tray of a cake she had prepared especially for me.

My parents were away from home on a short trip and, Aunt Julia, often, when she knew I was alone, had this kind of attention towards me.

The excitement I felt when I heard the sound of Denise's voice and found her in the living room, sitting on the sofa having tea, was so intense that I almost feared I would faint.

All the murky and shameful images of the dreams enacted between those wings, swiftly followed one another in my mind, until they merged, letting the imposing and victorious figure of Denise emerge, loudly laughing and crushing me, driving her heels into my flesh.

For one mad, tiny moment, I was tempted to prostrate myself and beg her to have mercy on me.

My gaze pinned on the tip of the pumps she was wearing, and when I lifted it and met her eyes, she gave me an amused and mocking smile, showing that she had guessed my thoughts and also my fears.

"Oh, look ... " she began, deliberately leaving the sentence hanging so that I could shudder imagining the way she might complete it.

"It's been a long time since we've seen each other. Since the night of the reception, right?" she asked.

A lie that seemed to offer itself as a lifeline, but, at the same time, alluded to the shame of our last meeting and the complicity that bound us together.

"Yes, that's right," I confirmed, approaching her.

Without getting up, Denise held out her hand to me and abandoned it in mine, as if to receive the homage of a kissing hand.

I could hardly restrain myself from making this gesture, but equally I bent down, almost going so far as to simulate it.

"One of the best knights I've ever had!" he exclaimed.

"Yes, he's a good boy," Aunt Julia intervened, as if to emphasize my young age, and I spied in her direction, trying to glean from the way he looked at us that she might know, or suspect, about my relationship with Denise.

"I won't bother you any longer, I have to get back to studying for the next exam," I said, a little too hastily and perhaps rudely, unable to dissimulate my embarrassment and discomfort at that situation.

"Already? Come on boy, at least stop for coffee," Denise invited me.

The emphasis with which she uttered those words, the obvious tone of mockery that colored her voice and illuminated the smile in her eyes, appeared cruel and unconcerned to me.

The reckless fantasies that excited my mind appeared vivid and true, akin to the omen of a fierce and implacable fate.

"No, if you have to study, you'd better go. Just wait a minute, I've baked another cake," Aunt Julia said and walked away, leading the way to the kitchen door.

"I noticed you looking at my shoes. Do they look dirty to you?" Denise asked, as soon as we were alone.

"No, not at all," I hastened to answer, fearing the humiliation she might inflict on me.

"Some dust is there," she noted, rubbing the tip against my pants.

"You're not wearing a coat today. In fact, in this heat, it would have been rather strange. Besides, I don't wear boots either, and these shoes are easier to polish. You don't think so?" he asked, continuing to torture me.

"Yes, I suppose so."

My attempt to maintain a detached demeanor proved futile. Denise was like a fairy studying her prey, putting off the moment when she would bite it.

With a mischievous smile, she dropped the teaspoon with which she had been spinning the tea. The sound it made when it hit the ground made me jerk.

Denise, meanwhile, continued to watch me closely. In the amused look and the defiant air with which she awaited my moves, I seemed to glimpse the shadow of a threat.

Finally, I gave in. With my stomach tangled and my heart racing, I obeyed her tacit command and knelt down to pick up the spoon.

At any moment, Aunt Julia could have returned and caught me in that unseemly position.

Denise didn't seem to care. She brushed my chin with the tip of her shoe and rested the sole on my lips, pushing against my mouth until she got the toll of a kiss.

"I don't want you to go away. I want you to wait for me down in the street. Will you?"

"Yes, Ma'am," I managed to answer her, just a moment before my aunt returned with the cake.

It had been, roughly, two months since our last meeting. The temperatures were much milder. I was dressed in shirtsleeves, and many women were already wearing sandals and open-toed shoes.

As I waited, I thought that I would like Denise to wear shoes that day that would allow me to contemplate the nakedness of her feet.

That evening when I had kissed and breathed them, because of the thick half-light and the socks that wrapped them, I had not had a chance to look at them. I could, equally, sense their beauty. I could infer it by considering the gracefulness of her hands and recalling what I had been able to perceive through the warmth of the plant pressed against my face.

The minutes passed slowly. What I mistakenly assumed could be a short wait turned out to be much longer and more exhausting than expected.

I thought back to the way Denise had teased me in Aunt Julia's presence. I foreshadowed how dangerous she could be and how unscrupulously she would be able to bring out my emotions, revealing the intimate and shameful acts I had performed.

I began to consider the possibility of turning away, of fleeing as far away from that woman as possible, so as not to offer her any more tributes that she could use to subjugate me and, even, blackmail me.

I had learned that, my dependence on her, grew with each encounter, rendering futile any reasonable attempt I might make to eradicate her from my thoughts.

Denise was a dangerous woman. A woman capable of annihilating me. In her presence I felt fragile and vulnerable, unable to resist the urge to prostrate and humiliate myself.

Living in such a condition, after all, was exactly what I had always dreamed of. Denise was not the first to whom I addressed such fantasies. What made her different, however, was her awareness and willingness to govern those dreams, and as strange and surprising as this seemed to me, if not impossible, her behavior suggested to me the idea that those dreams and desires she already knew.

I was not used to anything like that. All the women I had come across seemed unaware of the existence of such urges and nothing suggested that they could share them.

For some time, I had come to the conclusion that those fantasies were a kind of disease, something I could only gratify in my own mind, a secret to be jealously guarded.

What Denise felt about it, I could not understand. I was led to believe that she simply wanted to mock me. And that was an even better reason not to wait for her.

I moved a few steps to get as far away from that place as I could, but the resolution dictated by reason could not get the better of the excitement that the image of the smile of that capricious and arrogant deity who had seduced me caused me.

That waiting, which was prolonged and became endless, also began to excite me. I considered how obvious it was that by waiting for her arrival, I was implicitly acknowledging that I was her slave or, even, her dog.

Yes, like a dog, when she arrived, I would get down on all fours and bark, licking her shoes and enjoying the hilarity of her laughter.

"So, back to last time's speech: yes, in my eyes you continue to look like a servant. Does that offend you?", I heard behind me.

Denise's eyes, piercing me and I was shaken by a shiver that I could not contain and that showed her all my fragility.

"I ... I don't know," I answered her, with a huff.

"It doesn't matter. Not yet. Let's go." she commanded.

Increasingly confused, unable to feel the weight of my actions, I obeyed her without question.

Probably, I did so by lying to myself. I pretended that I had no choice. I convinced myself that, the acts I had already done, placed me in the condition of not being able to refuse her anything, because if I tried to disobey her, Denise would not hesitate to punish me by telling Aunt Julia about those humiliations she had inflicted on me, revealing to her, thus, my perverse and dastardly desires.

After a short drive, during which my tormentor decided to let me macerate in silence, we arrived at a secluded and not too busy establishment.

It was a kind of English beer hall, frequented, almost exclusively, by university students.

As we entered, I glimpsed some familiar faces. In particular, that of a blond-haired girl, whose name I ignored, who was in the same classes as me and whom numerous times I had observed and adored in silence, without being able to find the courage to address her.

She, too, recognized me, and her smiling gaze seemed to hint at some sort of greeting.

All the tables in the diner were wide wooden boards of various lengths that could seat four to six people, and the seats, also made of wood, consisted of benches with backs that gave the diner a rustic and cozy atmosphere.

Denise made her way to a table for four and sat in a corner, motioning me to take a seat next to her.

The persistence of her silence put me on edge. It was like the calm before the storm.

The presence of that girl whom several times in the past I had longed for with pure and delicate feeling aroused in me a growing sense of despondency, and I began to regret the rash unreasonableness with which I had followed Denise. I had let her imply that I was at her mercy, but suddenly I understood that this was no longer the case.

I felt guilty and filthy, for the humiliation I had suffered and dreamed of. And I felt the impulse to flee and escape the vile villainy to which that woman would force me.

At that moment I came to hate her and curse her, as if she alone was the creator and cause of the muddy mush that had clogged my brain.

I went back to look at the blond girl. I noticed that her features resembled Botticelli's Primavera and felt even more shame and self-loathing.

Suddenly I felt trapped and my captor seemed similar to a Salome waiting, eagerly, to see my head roll at her feet.

I almost no longer noticed her silence or even perceived her danger, just as I did not notice the attention with which she studied me as they waited for us to bring the beers we had ordered.

I hoped that evening would end as soon as possible, that there would be no words, no gestures, but only that silence that allowed me to come to my senses and the eyes of the blond girl that, from time to time, gave me a smile.

When the beers arrived, I took a long sip, persuading myself that on the speed with which we would empty the glasses would also depend the end of that evening, the last in which I would succumb to Denise's flattery and malice.

"What can be more beautiful than shame? It is shame, the conflict it generates in you, that makes you fearful and reticent to arouse my interest. If you were incapable of feeling shame, I would be deprived of the satisfaction of defiling you, of hearing you groan and creak under the weight of my footsteps begging for mercy, as you inexorably yield, despite the anguish of your blushing, acknowledging my authority and power." she exclaimed, suddenly, as if she had crept between the flow of my thoughts.

She lifted her feet and laid them on my legs. I hesitated, but did not have the strength to resist. I could feel my body seething.

The sound of faint giggles reached me, but I did not know where they originated and whether they were directed at me.

"Come on, boy, massage my feet," he urged me.

I had almost forgotten the anxiety and desire I had felt, until a short while before, to be able to contemplate the beauty of her feet, and perhaps, in that moment, I could not fully enjoy them.

I felt confused again, increasingly feverish, and the surrounding chaos merged into a muffled noise that I could no longer distinguish.

My blush, my meek demeanor, made me look guilty and certainly lent a much deeper meaning to the image of that innocent massage that was required of me.

I had no doubt, as I rubbed Denise's plants, that my act might appear exceedingly servile. And the lazy, satisfied air with which she received it fueled that idea that was eating at me and continued to inflame the redness of my face.

"If you continue to stay with your eyes downcast, fixed on my feet, you will miss the spectacle that the looks that come your way can give you. There is a girl, the little blonde girl who has already cast several glances at you, watching you with some curiosity. There is amusement in her expression, but also a subtle excitement at the image you are offering her. I think she would not mind having you at her feet. Of this desire, I admit that I am proud, but also rather jealous. For this, it is necessary for you to express all your devotion to me. Massage is no longer enough, I want you to kiss my feet," he commanded.

"Please.", I begged her, trusting in an act of mercy and clemency.

"It serves little purpose to pray. Of course, it amuses me, but it cannot exempt you from the need to obey me. I noticed that you were also watching her. Maybe you like her. Tell me, do you know her?" he asked, in a peremptory and stern tone of voice with which he easily managed to put me in awe.

Like a dog waiting for a beating, I lowered my eyes and my attitude became even more docile and meek.

"No, Ma'am.", I answered her, and the fear of the punishment she might inflict on me convinced me of the need to do everything possible not to displease her.

"Don't lie," she admonished me.

"Only by sight, Madam."

"What do you mean?"

"We take the same college courses, but I don't know her, I've never spoken to her."

"And do you like her? Do you wish you had been less shy and been able to talk to her?"

"I don't know."

"I don't know, it is no longer acceptable. Answer: is that so?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Good. All this amuses me. You are turning out to be more interesting than expected. Now obey: kiss my feet!"

"Please, Madam, don't ask me that."

"Don't antagonize me, you know you don't want to. Don't forget there are still my shoes to polish."

"I could do it later, away from prying eyes."

"Like the night you cleaned my boots?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"But you no longer have your coat. In what way do you think you can shine them?" she asked, more insistently, and raised the tone of her voice, making me fear that someone might overhear our talk.

"I don't know, ma'am."

"I don't like to repeat myself: don't know is an answer I am no longer willing to accept. I consider it a devious lie that offends my intelligence. If you dare to disrespect me again with this kind of answer, I will punish you. And now answer, I am sure you have already thought abundantly about the way you could polish my shoes. Is that so?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Well?"

"With the tongue, Madam."

"Then what? The tongue is perfect for picking up dust and cleaning them, but the saliva has to be dried, otherwise the shoes will be ruined. Don't tell me you're stupid enough not to have thought of that."

"Please forgive me, ma'am. No, I hadn't thought of that."

"So, you are stupid."

"Yes, Madam. I am a fool. I beg you to forgive me."

"Asking for forgiveness is not enough. Try to make an effort. Come up with a nice, fun way to wipe off saliva and polish your shoes."

"I could do it with my hair, ma'am."

"There! Good, bravo! That's an interesting idea, I like that. After all, what other reason could you have for having such long hair. Polishing my shoes will offer you a chance to give it meaning."

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am."

"Yes, that's right. There is no doubt, that you have reason to thank me. And you will express your gratitude right away by kissing my foot."

"I beg you, Madam, have mercy. I will do whatever you want."

"Yes, I know that, and I want you to show it. Of mercy, for today, you have received enough. You preferred, perhaps, to polish my shoes while I took tea and chatted with your aunt? I wonder if she would still bake you cakes, knowing what you are, what you are capable of doing."

"No, ma'am. Please promise me you won't."

"You are my servant, my slave, my dog. And as such, you must do my bidding, submit to my will, at all times."

"What if I am not your slave?"

"Ahahah! Would you want to convince me, or yourself? If not, do you think you would stand here begging me, with my feet in your lap, fearing my wrath and punishment?"

"Perhaps my way of being a slave, is different," I answered her, admitting, almost involuntarily, that truth I was trying to deny.

"Your way? There is no such thing as your way. Only I can decide how you are to serve me. And now stop talking. You are beginning to bore me. Shut up, slave. Shut up and kiss my foot."

"Madam, no, please," I pleaded with her again, convinced by now that only through prayer could I oppose her will.

"Obey, if you don't want me to decide to use you as a footstool to rest my feet on," she threatened, and I had no difficulty in believing that, if she wanted to, she would easily succeed in inflicting such humiliation on me.

The request for that kiss, then, appeared to me compassionate and merciful, so, immediately I hastened to obey, laying my lips under the soles of her feet.

"There, bravo! That wasn't so difficult. I'm sure you even enjoyed it, more than you are willing to confess. I could settle for it, but the little blonde girl keeps peeking, seeming more and more interested and curious. Even more seriously, you have again peeped in her direction, too. In your blush I glimpse a certain smugness, more than is appropriate." he said and, without any regard, laid the sole of her foot on my face.

"Be a good boy, smell and breathe. You're my dog, don't forget that. Maybe the blondie will turn up her nose now. Your pretty face will seem less attractive to him. Certainly, she would be reluctant to kiss you, knowing that on your face and in your mouth, she would find the taste of my feet. She might, who knows, wish to see you kneeling, to feel your tongue sliding under her soles as well, but you would still be like a pair of used shoes, already shaped and deformed by other feet. Shoes that you will always find too wide or too narrow. But you are excited, I know. It's no good. Breathe harder, lick my sole, suck on my toes. Prove that you are my slave, my dog and not a commonplace fetishist ready to lick any pair of feet. To my feet, only to my feet, you will always have to be devoted and faithful. On my feet you will have to depend. To my feet, mine alone, you will have to belong and obey," she urged, getting me to bend to her will.

I could not deny it. The pleasure I felt in smelling and licking her feet invaded me with unheard-of overpowering power. I found myself totally subjugated and subjected, deprived, at a stroke, of shame and modesty.

The purity of feelings that the blond-haired girl had aroused in me seemed to dissolve. I turned away from the image of a veracious Spring, to rededicate myself to the voluptuousness of my lustful Salome.

My head had been severed and rolled at her feet and right there, under her victorious foot, it would remain.

To such an extent all reasonableness abandoned me that I could not even think of the consequences of that humiliation. Through the blond girl's eyes, the tale of my submission would spread like wildfire, overflowing the levees of the university setting.

I felt lost, but I also felt that, in that abyss, Denise would become my only foothold.

Suddenly, perhaps lightly, all my murky fantasies had come true. And it was then that I understood, to the core, that I belonged to her, that I was her slave.

There arose in me the urgency to acknowledge and confess the awareness of that truth, to communicate openly to Denise that thought she herself had suggested.

For the first time in my life, I would go beyond my propensity to omit and hide what I was feeling. I would be as honest and sincere, as spontaneous, as I had ever been.

Under her fingers, soaked in the trace of my saliva, I parted my lips and set about to give breath to my voice.

I turned toward Denise. I met the hilarity of her triumphant, satisfied smile. I sensed the cruelty and carelessness with which I had defeated myself, the utter lack of caring for me.

I saw in her eyes the shame of my defeat, her will to annihilate me. And my excitement then became steeped in dismay and terror.

Denise could read and sense my emotions, I was sure. She already knew of the words I was about to utter and was eagerly waiting to hear them from my voice.

My lips began to tremble and I held back that confession, deluding myself that by doing so I could make my sentence less harsh and hope that it would not be as final as it had appeared to me until just before.

I remained suspended, basking in that act, in the warm, moist kisses with which I continued to prove my submission, though without openly declaring it with a full confession.

Denise sensed my hesitation and the restraint I imposed on the soaring of my ardor, but she did not seem to give it too much importance. Mine, after all, was a foolish whim. What I was, was obvious, and my tongue between her toes expressed it more effectively than any words.


IV.

The days that followed were confused and disordered. Twisted, slabby thoughts were wrestling in my mind.

The university courses had ended. I could spare myself, or at least put off, the shame of those lecture halls full of stares that might have pointed and talked about the crazy gestures the blond-haired girl had witnessed.

I stayed as much as possible holed up inside the house, preparing for the moral philosophy exam.

I was to take it in the last days of May.

The syllabus was on the perception of God and the world, and among the texts to be read was "Thus Spoke Zarathustra," by Nietzsche.

Studying turned out to be more arduous than expected. The image of Denise and my shame kept visiting me, burrowing through my thoughts and emotions.

Between anguish and desire, I began to disavow all my possible guilt and complicity.

All responsibility for my actions fell on Denise, on the idea that I had suffered her only because I had felt threatened by what she might tell my aunt if I did not obey her.

I convinced myself that fear of that blackmail was the only reason that justified the recklessness of my behavior, pretending to ignore the existence, in me, of those fantasies that continued to visit and excite me.

Believing so, on the other hand, did not solve my problems and became a cue for new fantasies, reinvigorating the power Denise wielded over me.

I could see her foot towering over my face and my whole being. I was totally absorbed and subjugated by it.

Amid the laughter of an indistinct crowd, I found myself on my knees, girded by a collar, tugged by the leash with which Denise, my Mistress, was dragging me.

And I, without any shame, would bark and lick her shoes. I would defer to her, supinely accepting every humiliation and every consequence of that terrible fate.

The excitement those fantasies brought me undermined my sanity and I appealed to all my strength, to what remained of my lucidity and reasonableness, to resist the impulse to seek Denise, even trying to go to her house.

I persuaded myself, more, of her danger and the need to fear the possibility of a new encounter with her.

I understood that, for me, she was a drug and as such I would have to consider her, ceasing to inject her into my veins, doing everything I could to succeed in detoxifying myself.

Between the pages of the books that I leafed through without being able to retain almost anything I read, I found myself considering that Denise was similar to the cosmic child and that I, for her, was just like a small cosmos that she could enjoy destroying and recreating.

When the day of the exam came, all along the way I traveled to the university, I looked around circumspectly, terrified by the idea that, at any moment, Denise might appear behind me.

After the last experience, I thought her capable of anything, even of accompanying me to take the exam, taking new opportunities to enjoy publicly humiliating me.

Yet, despite my dread of that eventuality, I continued to be aroused, haunted by the memory of the taste of those feet I had licked and smelled. Sometimes, in my breath I thought I could still discern the notes of their aroma, and I had the feeling that traces of their moist warmth might have remained on my face.

The examination would be held in the early afternoon. The day was warm and sunny, as if it were already summer.

As always, I reached the University well in advance and lingered, sitting in the shade of the courtyard porches, to beguile the time of that wait.

I leafed through a few books and tried, in vain, to go over the topics of the exam, feeling my agitation growing as the time approached when I would have to take it.

To distract myself, I cast my gaze among the vegetation of the courtyard, listening to the sound of the small fountain placed in its center and the chirping of birds.

It was an enveloping sound, capable of soothing the nerves. It sounded similar to the sounds of a forest and took me back in time, to light-hearted, carefree moments, to the fairy tales I read as a child.

"Moral philosophy, right?"

"Yes, that's right," I answered and recognized, in my interlocutor, the bright face of the blond-haired girl.

"Me too, and I'm tremendously nervous. Do you mind if I go over a bit with you?" she asked, taking a seat.

I nodded shyly and did my best to ensure that my gaze did not fall on her feet, unintentionally providing her with the cue to ask me questions I did not want to answer.

I had no doubt. The real reason she had decided to address me was her curiosity about the scene she had witnessed inside the club. And I knew that, sooner or later, he would find a way to talk about it and question me.

"My preparation leaves a lot to be desired," I confessed to her.

"You're telling me! Anyway, my name is Barbara," she said, holding out her hand to me.

"Mine is Pietro."

"Nice to meet you, Pietro."

"Nice to meet you.", I replied, with an embarrassed smile, as I shook her hand.

She appeared remarkably beautiful and sweet to me like a dream I could not hope to caress, but wanted to be a part of.

"How about talking a little bit about Descartes and his demonstration of the existence of God. It's not the best topic of conversation, but, unfortunately, we have to do it." he said, with a broad smile.

"All right. It's one of the few things I remember from the exam."

"Me too! If we can pass it, we'll celebrate tonight."

I felt that her might just be a simple joke, a figure of speech, and that it did not reflect her real intentions. For this reason, I was surprised when, after we both took the exam, she invited me to follow her, to that same pub where she had witnessed my humiliation, to celebrate.

"I got the highest grade. The first beer is on me," she said, as we sat down.

We took our seats across from each other, and I wondered if it was only due to pure chance that we had chosen that place and the table we occupied, the same one from that ill-fated evening I had spent with Denise.

I began, then, to feel a growing agitation. Crazy thoughts that took on the contours of horrific hallucinations began to creep into my mind.

Denise now appeared to me as a demonic being, and I began to consider the possibility that Barbara was her accomplice and had led me there, following my torturer's instructions, so that new humiliations could be inflicted on me.

Barbara's fresh and cheerful gentleness allayed, at least in part, these suspicions, but the idea that Denise possessed an arcane and unstoppable power that allowed her to manipulate and shape any reality remained alive.

Even excluding the possibility that Barbara might be her accomplice, my soul could not quiet down and I feared that the perpetual perpetuation of those thoughts clouding my mind might, in some way, evoke Denise's presence.

I was terrified of what she would be capable of doing if she caught me there, in the company of the very girl whose glances had induced her to seek satisfaction through my humiliations.

How could I have reacted to her intrusiveness, to the ability she had to rule me as if I were a puppet whose strings were in her hands?

She would have been able to sit at the same table as us and, like the previous time, she would have been able to rest her feet on my legs to have them massaged.

Not content, then, she would have taunted me by conversing with Barbara about my submissive nature and shown her the docility and obedience with which my tongue washed and refreshed her feet.

"He is like a dog, you see," he would have told her.

"It is enough to make him sniff her feet for him to recognize his Mistress and obey her every command," she would have explained, rubbing the sole of her foot on my face and breath.

And maybe that was it. That was what I was, what Denise had been able to recognize and reveal.

If she had crossed the threshold of that club, there was nothing I could have done to stop her from disposing and abusing me. It was her right to do so, for I was her dog, and in no way would I have been able to deny this hateful truth.

Probably, the moment I saw her, it would have been more dignified for me to submit with sincere spontaneity, throwing myself at her feet and licking her shoes.

On the other hand, what sense could that evening with Barbara have for me, or the secret and intimate hope, that, somehow, she might find me desirable?

She knew, she had seen what I had been capable of doing, the way I had humiliated myself by licking Denise's feet.

Probably, I disgusted her and she despised me. To her I could only be something curious, which she could enjoy analyzing and mocking.

And, meanwhile, I, confirming how right it was to feel revulsion toward me, allowed myself to be seduced by those very images I feared, by Denise's foot, hot and sweaty, by the unscrupulous arrogance with which she disposed of my face and tongue.

"In this heat, a lick can be very useful," I dreamed of hearing, from Denise's voice, as I licked the traces of sweat between her fingers and soaked in their thick, pregnant scent.

"Do you like Catullus?" she asked, suddenly, Barbara, interrupting the flow of my thoughts.

"I don't know, I haven't happened to read it yet," I answered her, trying to recover from my hallucinations.

"Didn't you take the Latin literature exam?"

"Unfortunately, no. Latin is a bit of a problem for me and I still don't know how to solve it."

"Didn't you study it in high school?"

"No, I went to a school with a technical focus."

"I see. Then, surely, you will need help."

"Yes, I guess so."

"Who knows, maybe I could give you a hand."

"That would be great," I told her, with excessive emphasis, eliciting her laughter.

"We'll see... Anyway, I'm sure you'd like Catullus. He is the poet of tormented love." she said, without specifying the reasons why she thought he would be suitable for me.

Her remark puzzled me, but I surmised that he might be referring to the very subject I did not wish to talk about and, therefore, I avoided inquiring further.

"There is one image of his, in particular, that I love very much. The man expressing his ardor toward his beloved woman by drinking from her own cup, exactly where she has placed her lips and, in this way, stealing a kiss from her. I find it extremely romantic and full of passion," he explained.

"Yes, you are right," I told her and noticed, her hand, hinting at pushing the mug of beer she had been drinking from toward me.

Her invitation appeared obvious to me, but I was too shy and unsure not to doubt it.

I hesitated for a long time before extending my hand toward her glass, at first lowering my eyes, then turning a pleading glance at her to ask for confirmation.

Eventually, with awkward and uncertain manner, I managed to grasp her mug and bring it close to my lips.

"Just like that?", I asked her, rotating the glass and taking a sip of beer from the same direction she had been drinking from.

"Yes, you just stole a kiss from me!" she exclaimed, feigning contrite.

"I thank you," I said, stupidly, not knowing how else to respond to her game.

"For a stolen kiss you don't thank."

"And how can you tell if the woman enjoyed having a kiss stolen?", I asked her, softly.

"Only time, can tell. But if you don't receive a slap, I think it's already a good sign."


V.

Suddenly, my life changed. Little by little, the memory of Denise began to dissolve and so did the fear and dismay at the ascendancy she had over me.

Images of the humiliations I had suffered, the very ones that, with such tenacity, I had so persistently vague and evoked, became smoky, as if they belonged to a reality I had not experienced. They were, by now, nightmares that I could push away and let sink into the darkest recesses of memory.

I repudiated Denise and her memory. I repudiated the emotions I had felt, the feelings that had led me to agree to recognize myself as her slave.

And it was also because of this need to erase her permanently from my mind that, when Barbara inevitably asked me about that strange evening at the pub and the woman whose feet I had licked, I tried to downplay the significance of that event and use it exclusively to my advantage, just to try to talk about those desires I had always repressed and kept silent in my previous love affairs.

It was a summer evening. For several days, Barbara had been helping me with my Latin exam so that I could take it in the fall session.

She was an off-campus student and lived, alone, in a small studio apartment near the University.

In the morning I would go over what we had studied together the previous day, and in the early afternoon I would go to her home to continue my studies.

Sensing my shy and introverted nature, Barbara knew how to be shrewd and discreet, while spurring me, when she saw fit, to open up more and get closer to her.

Thus, that evening she stretched her feet on my legs and, as I massaged them, began to ask me questions about Denise and the show she had witnessed.

She was not surprised, nor shocked, by my fondness for feet. She welcomed it as something natural that could be part of being together.

Then I began to feel more confident and encouraged to talk about it more extensively. I let the desire for submission emerge, but colored it appropriately with the muted hues of romance and courtly love.

A sense of the adoring image of the prostrate man kissing the woman's feet leaked into my words, and I tried to push further and further, until I glimpsed, in Barbara's gaze, a gleam that presaged an initial feeling of disapproval for what was delineating, more and more, as an obsession.

I understood that, for her, the love of feet could only be pleasurable and intriguing as part of a larger game, in which the idea of performing acts that might, in some way, appear degrading was absent.

So, I deferred to her judgment, trusting that I could continue and enrich, at a later time, that discourse, or perhaps, much more simply, I surrendered to the fear of feeling rejected.

"What about mine? Do you like them?" he asked, with a leery smile.

"Yes, very much," I admitted and took a moment of boldness to bring her foot to my lips and kiss it under my fingers.

Barbara remained silent. In her eyes I read the tacit invitation to continue and to show her, without hesitation, my love for her feet.

Timidly, I continued to kiss her fingers and, after a few moments, overcoming my fear of her possible blame, I began to lick and suck them.

With my eyes half-closed, sheltering myself from the expression with which Barbara might look at me, as I surrendered to the voluptuousness of that adoration, I came to kneel and sink my face between her plants.

Only then, when my face was partially covered by her feet, did I lift my gaze and spy her reactions.

I found Barbara with her eyes closed, her head recumbent. She was biting her lip and expressing pleasure and voluptuousness at my tongue sliding under her soles.

The emotions I felt were far different from those I had experienced with Denise. The idea that I might feel submissive and humiliated was completely absent. There was only intimacy and mutual desire to love each other.

Suddenly, Barbara rose up, bearing down on me. Her mouth reached mine. She kissed me fiercely, sucked and bit my lower lip and pushed me down, continuing to kiss me on my neck and down my chest as she undressed me.

Amidst the shivers that blossomed on my skin, he reached for my sex and caressed it, rubbing the tip on her own face and lips, and then swallowed it, repeatedly, and tensed my arousal pulsing in her mouth.

"Is it for my feet, or for my mouth?" he asked.

I lifted my head slightly to look at her. I saw the strands of her blond hair falling over my pubis and the bright, smiling expression with which she awaited my answer.

I could feel the velvety touch of her skin as she rubbed against my member. With the tip of her tongue, she would run it from the base to the top. Then, again, she let it sink into her mouth and kept looking at me eagerly, at times, mischievously pleadingly, as if to express the need to keep sucking and licking.

"Everything.", I whispered, with a groan.

Satisfied by my response, Barbara sat down on top of me. She grasped my sex and slowly slid it between her own thighs.

Her pelvis rotated, keeping my arousal alive and alert. The moist, warm walls of her sex contracted and squeezed my erection, getting it to obey her pleasure.

"Do you want my feet?" she asked, panting.

"Yes.", I admitted, speaking with difficulty, and she stretched a foot across my face, allowing me to lick and breathe it.

In the pleasure that invaded me, I understood that that was the way I desired to love and be loved.

Barbara was governing my arousal, directing its motion and intensity, as her foot pressed on my face, allowing me to lick it and feel at her mercy.

I could consider myself her slave. A slave who could be loved, whom she would care for.

I was happy. And it was only for a moment, just before I reached orgasm, that Denise unexpectedly popped into my mind with the malevolent taunt of her arrogant laughter.

"Barbara is my Mistress. I belong only to her.", I repeated, then, several times, within myself, pushing away the unpleasant shadow of my fierce tormentor.


VI.

"Look who's here! It's been a long time since we've crossed paths. I thought you were dead, or fled abroad," Denise exclaimed, in her usual arrogant and irreverent manner.

I transfixed, seeing her again after so long, and only then did I realize that I was standing in front of the building where she lived.

"Lately, I've been very busy," I answered her, trying to be as cool and detached as possible.

"With the university, I guess. You still haven't managed to graduate, have you?" she asked.

"Not yet, but it's close," I said, determined to take my leave of her and offer her no opportunity to weave her own plots.

"Well, you just happen to be here anyway. If you're still the courteous guy I remember, you won't hesitate to come to the aid of an old lady you might consider an aunt," she said, pointing to a water packet in the trunk of her car.

I did not understand whether there might be a veiled threat in that allusion, clearly aimed at Aunt Julia. I tried to stall, hesitated, but understood that I could not refuse to help her.

"Sure.", I told her and pulled the package out of the trunk of the car.

I convinced myself that I had nothing more to fear. I would carry the water to her apartment and say goodbye, leaving without even offering her time to thank me.

For the first time, Denise appeared to me for what she was: a lonely woman, advancing toward old age. And her manner, which in the past had had the power to subdue me, seemed vulgar and inappropriate, if not downright ridiculous.

"I don't like to show off my feet. I consider them too precious and do not allow anyone to look at them. That's why I don't wear sandals and always wear closed shoes, even in summer." he said, as soon as I set the water pack on the kitchen floor.

At first, those words seemed meaningless to me, but then I understood that, in doing so, he had meant to detect the supposed looks I had given her feet.

I was certain that I had not looked at them before that remark, which instinctively made me lower my eyes, pointing them at her shoes. Yet, I almost doubted it. For a moment, I felt something resurface that made me fear the worst and tried to persuade myself that her words answered a question I had unconsciously asked her.

I remained silent, lingering briefly in that surprise. I reasoned, concluding, finally, that it was just a clever artifice by which Denise had attempted, again, to bland my mind, and resolved on the need to get away from her as soon as possible.

"I have to go now," I told her, with extreme resolve.

"Already?"

"Yes, I'm busy."

"And what do you have to do? Maybe you have to study? Or is there a girl waiting for you?" she asked, mockingly.

"Both," I replied, giving in to the taunts of her mockery.

"But really! And who might this lucky girl be?" she asked again, and lit a cigarette, making herself comfortable on the sofa to listen to what I had to say.

The manner and tone of her voice clearly aimed to humiliate and denigrate me, to make me feel less than nothing.

I felt hurt by her attitude and, naively, allowed myself to be drawn into her game, in a foolish attempt to take back and mend the shreds of dignity that, long ago, I had irretrievably laid at her feet.

What I had done in the past could not be erased; it was an indelible mark on my pride. I should have accepted that it was so and walked away without taking up Denise's provocations. But, instead, I could not help but tell her about Barbara, tell her that it was that same blond-haired girl who had made her jealous, assuming that this news, in some way, might hurt her.

"Oh, good! Did you see that? I was right. She liked you and you were attracted to her, too. Besides, you already know, I've already told you: my intuition is never wrong." she said, strangely satisfied, taking off her shoes and spreading her legs on the sofa.

"Now be gentle. My feet are shattered, age is beginning to take its toll. I can't get up, but I desperately need coffee. You take care of making it. Will you?" she asked, with unexpected gentleness.

Seeing her in that state, I was almost led to believe that the cruelty I thought her capable of was completely absent in her.

Suddenly she appeared docile and meek, devoid of that usual arrogance that distinguished her.

I did not know how to refuse her that last courtesy and prepared and served her coffee, also assuming a meeker attitude.

"Come on, like a good boy, sit up. I desperately need a foot massage," she said, with a grimace of pain.

I winced at that inappropriate request and tried to investigate and spy out what her intentions were.

"I don't think so," I hastened to answer her.

"Come on, boy! There's nothing wrong with a foot massage for an almost elderly and suffering woman. I wouldn't ask you if I didn't really need it. They hurt so much that, if I could get up, I could even beg you on my knees to get some relief."

I accepted those pleading words almost with satisfaction and finally gave in and sat up, with her feet in my lap, gently massaging her soles.

"Oh, yes! Thank you! You are really good with massages. Surely, your girlfriend will be pleased. I guess her feet are constantly receiving care and attention. What a lucky woman!"

"I don't feel like talking about such things," I replied, feeling defiled by her attempt to insinuate herself into my intimacy.

"I remembered you as shy and introverted, but kind. You shouldn't be so grumpy. There's nothing wrong with confiding in a friend. Besides, I know you pretty well, you have no reason to be ashamed to talk about such things."

"There's not much to talk about."

"Oh, sure. Anything you could tell me is a given for me and I can imagine. Of course, the girl in question will have made you her slave and is grooming you, like a nice little dog. Is that so?"

"No, none of that," I answered her, and I felt uncomfortable, pressured, by the insistence with which Denise kept questioning me.

"No? Now that surprises me. I thought she was the same girl who watched you, carefully, as you licked my feet. Maybe I misunderstood."

"Yes, that's right. That's her."

"Well? She should know what you are. She should know that you need to be at her feet, to be her slave," she pressed me.

"I lick her feet, yes, but she doesn't treat me like a slave," I confessed, recklessly, hoping, in that way, that that speech would end.

"Is that all? Poor puppy! You must be terribly hungry. Now I understand the reason why you were loitering under my building."

"No, I didn't. It was just by chance that I happened to be passing by. I'm not hungry, I'm not a puppy, I'm not a slave," I objected, vigorously.

"Ahahah! Now, now, boy, don't be silly. By now, you should know that there is no point in repressing one's nature."

"No, it doesn't," I repeated, like a child throwing a tantrum.

"You say no? And tell me, rather, will you tell your girlfriend about this encounter and how kind you were to rub my feet?"

"There is nothing wrong, in a foot massage of an almost elderly and suffering woman's feet," I retorted, paraphrasing her words, not realizing that, by now, I found myself at a disadvantage and that it would have been much wiser, for me, not to antagonize that woman and to work to curb and mitigate the rush of that charisma she was still capable of exerting on me.

"Maybe not. But perhaps I am not yet old enough and, a foot massage, might appear too intimate and equivocal. In your case then... So, tell me: will you tell him?" he asked again, letting all her arrogance resurface.

"I don't know," I replied, surrendering already, to the foreboding of my defeat.

"Yeah, you don't know! Your favorite answer, an invitation for others to decide for you."

"I am perfectly capable of making my own decisions."

"Good for you! I take it that you are doing what you wish."

"I... "

Only then did I realize my mistake. I had pretended not to mind the pleasure I was getting from stroking Denise's feet. I had pretended to ignore the arrogance with which the aroma of her plants lapped at my breath and my desire to soak in it.

"Did you think that little girl's feet could be enough for you? Apparently, you still don't understand that you are a faithful and devoted dog to my feet. And you don't even understand that your love for my feet is only a symbol, a small part of what you desire, of what you really are." he said, and with one big toe he brushed my lips and got me to suck on it as voraciously as a suckling baby latching on to its mother's breast.

"Is this also an innocent gesture?" he asked, mischievously.

"I didn't mean to," I replied, wincing and hinting to flinch and get up from the couch, to escape her malice.

"Shhh...smell, breathe hard." she commanded, placing her foot on my face.

The vague and weak resistance I had tried to put up, to curb her inexorable advance, crumbled and dissolved for good.

Like a hungry dog, I began to sniff the plant, to enjoy its smell and warmth, the overbearing way it disposed of my face.

"Good boy. Keep going. Don't fight it. Let's pretend that you have no choice, that you decided to obey and humiliate yourself only out of fear that I would tell your girlfriend about this equivocal and unseemly massage. Let's say that I tricked you, that I pretended that my feet hurt because I wanted the care and attention of my slave boy. I wanted them and got them, because you belong to me and cannot help but obey me. Perhaps I am a witch or, much more simply, I am your Mistress and you are my docile and faithful dog." she said, rubbing the sole of her foot against my breath.

Suddenly, all the emotions of anguish and bewilderment that Denise knew how to generate in me came flooding back. It was as if they had never left me, as if they had continued to settle, to be a subplot of my every thought.

I remembered what I had felt during our previous encounters and, in particular, the excitement with which I licked her feet, acknowledging that I was her slave.

I already knew that condition was final. My head had been severed and rolled at my Salome's feet. It would become a piece of furniture in her apartment. She would enjoy displaying it, showing it off to her guests as she used it as a footstool.

It was my destiny, my life. Denise was my Mistress. And I kept sniffing and licking her feet, unable to satiate the need for that nourishment.

"I'm curious. Tell me more about the little blond girl. You said she lets you lick her feet, is that right?" she asked.

I remained silent. Although it was clear by now that there was nothing, I could do to oppose Denise and free myself from the grip of her yoke, a part of me was still sufficiently clear-headed and wished that I could rebel against the mean and repugnant idea of offering her my intimacy with Barbara as well.

"Apparently you are more stupid than I thought. You had better speak up if you don't want me to come by other means to the answers I seek."

"Please, Madam."

"Obey!" she scolded me, and with the tip of her foot she tapped, vigorously, on my forehead, indulging, finally, in a full-face stomp that stunned me.

"Yes, Madam. Allow me to lick her feet," I said, as soon as she ceased tapping me.

"During foreplay, I guess. Before we have sex."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"What about the shoes? Have you ever polished them?"

"No, Ma'am."

"So, she doesn't know about how you polished my boots?"

"No, Ma'am."

"Yet, she saw you licking my feet. Didn't she ask you anything about it?"

"A few times, Ma'am. We both avoided going into details."

"And tell me: did you ever take advantage of her shoes without her knowledge?"

"No, Ma'am."

"Are you certain? Don't lie!" she admonished me, with a new tread.

"No, ma'am. Of the shoes, no. But of her stockings, once."

"Oh, you poor thing! You masturbated by sniffing her stockings, maybe you put them in your mouth and imagined that she ordered you to do it. Is that so?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Imagine if she had surprised you: that would have been a very funny scene. A scene I would have enjoyed witnessing!"

I caught the vague threat contained in her words and in short order, from sitting down I slid under her feet until I found myself on my knees, crouched like a dog.

"Bravo! Perhaps you are beginning to understand." she praised me, and as I hugged and licked one of her feet, she placed the other on the back of my head, giving greater emphasis to the humility and remission of my condition.

"I should punish you. My dog should lick no other feet but mine. Yes, I should and I will, but not now. You still do not understand what you are. You sense it, you feel it inside you, you go along with it when I decide to awaken it, but you are devoid of awareness. I will help you understand. I will reveal to you that world that is stirring within you. That world that you fear and desire, with all of yourself." he said.

Denise pushed me away and off her feet, ending the perpetual and insatiable working of my tongue. Then she sat down and, with a nod, invited me to crawl closer on her knees.

I observed her feet resting on the floor. They were shiny, soaked with saliva, and I anxiously waited until I could return to lick them.

Before I could reach them, Denise grabbed me by the hair and induced me to tilt my head back as she leaned over me.

I could feel her breath blowing across my face. Her eyes towering over me and nailing me in that position. She stroked and tugged at my hair several times, as if to imply that my every movement had to respond to her will. Finally, he ordered me to open my mouth, and after a skillful wait, during which I could observe the drop of saliva surfacing between her lips, he defiled it with her copious and thick spit.

For that gesture I was not able to feel disgust. I welcomed it with gratitude. I savored the viscous liquid that flowed over my tongue and almost tried to hold it back as it slid down my throat.

"My Mistress," I called out to her.

"Apparently my spit has given you the gift of speech," she taunted me.

Again, several times, he spit on me, on my forehead and cheeks. With her hand she smeared spit until it covered my face, as if she wanted to sprinkle it with a miraculous ointment.

"How much poetry in your shame! Go to the back of the room!" she ordered me, and as soon as I naively tried to get up, he grabbed me by the hair and pulled me down.

"You are a dog! Don't forget that! You will always have to walk on all fours unless I command you to do otherwise. Do you understand?" she asked, authoritatively and sternly, as she pushed me with face against the ground.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Bark, if you understand."

My humiliations seemed to have no end in sight. I barked, without argument, accepting my fate with increasing docility.

"Good. Now obey!" she commanded, setting me free.

Just as she wanted, I crawled on all fours to the back of the room until I reached the wall.

"Get undressed." she ordered me, and lit a cigarette as she watched the timid modesty with which I obeyed her.

I had learned that for Denise, smoking while doing my best to please her represented a way to denigrate me.

In those lazy, indolent ways in which she sucked the smoke from her cigarette, she made me feel even more humble and servile, as if I had no meaning and no value except when I had the opportunity to do her bidding and obey her will.

I remained naked, on my knees. My body trembled with shame at the spectacle I was offering her, at what, inevitably, my erection might confess to her.

"Now get down and crawl. Crawl like a worm, tongue out, licking the floor," she imposed on me, with disarming simplicity.

The floor was cold, and with difficulty I matched my whole body against the surface.

After resting my forehead against the floor, I stuck my tongue out until I could taste those slightly dusty tiles. Then, shame was succeeded by intense excitement and I began to crawl, imagining I was picking up the trail of Denise's footsteps.

Stopping my advance was my Mistress' foot. I felt him tread on my head, holding me down as I continued to lick the floor.

"I feel like crushing you," he said and turned me over, making me lie supine.

I contemplated the beauty, the infinite grace and grandeur with which she stood over me.

Resembling a victorious and unattainable Goddess, she appeared to me and as such I worshipped her, surrendering myself to her.

She lifted a foot and left it suspended over my face, increasing that sense of distance and immeasurability.

I felt like an insignificant speck of dust, whose only wish was to be able to be reached and crushed by that foot above me and to be able to disperse among the shadowy caverns of her fingers.

The first blows that reached my face confused me, and it took me a while to distinguish them. Only after the third stroke did I grasp with clarity the vigor and cadenced rhythm with which the plant tapped on my cheek and slapped me.

When it stopped, that same foot rested on my throat, exerting increasing pressure.

It rested with its plantar arch on my pommel and if it rose up and then fell back on me, I would break like a twig, and it was because of this reasonable fear that I went along with that pressure, yielding under it.

Denise watched me closely. She was investigating my every quiver, every motion, in the expression on my face. And likewise, I watched her, subjugated by her triumphant gaze, by the amused and arrogant air with which she dominated me, as her foot pressed and slid down my throat, leaving me to acknowledge its power and strength.

"Docile and vulnerable. So, you lie under my feet, at my mercy. This is your essence, the core of your being that belongs to me. Fragile, helpless, exposed. Through your throat, which yields and remits to the pressure of my foot, I feel your life pulsing and flowing. I could crush you, annihilate you, sink my heel until you suffocate, and you would not fight back. With grateful humility, you are ready to abandon yourself, to accept this and whatever other fate I have in store for you."

With greater vigor, Denise pounded on my neck. She calibrated her own weight so that I could feel, all the way down, the truth of her words.

I felt her foot press against my pommel. Slow and inexorable was the momentum of her lunge, as unstoppable as that mysterious force with which she had led me there, to that hopeless limbo where I had no choice but to surrender and surrender to the mercy of my tormentor.

Suddenly, I felt suffocated, I felt I was on the verge of unconsciousness but, nevertheless, I remained motionless, seduced and excited by the sense of that martyrdom I was undergoing.

Inset, then, was the realization that, at any moment, if Denise did not relieve the pressure, I would die. And it was at that moment, when she lifted her foot and I began to breathe and cough as I remained lying under her, that I understood that, in this way, she had wanted to kill me and resurrect me under her feet.

Without any pity or thoughtfulness, as I continued to gasp and cough, she laid the plant on my face and commanded that, through it, I should breathe and return to life.

Just as she probably wished, I felt its aroma imprint itself in my mind and in every fiber of my being. And I understood that I would forever associate the smell of her feet with the smell of life.

Again, I found myself recognizing how final the condition I was in was.

As in our previous encounter, when she decided to publicly humiliate me, I felt that I belonged to her, that I was her prisoner.

"That's enough for today. Now I want to enjoy myself and relax," she said, stripping my body of the shadow of her gaze and her foot.

She moved away and reached the wall where the shelves of a bookcase were placed and, in one corner, a low cabinet on which rested a stereo system.

The notes of "Moon over Bourbon Street," wafted through the air.

Denise hinted a few dance steps, heading toward the sofa.

At a nod from her, I rose from the floor and, supplicating and meek as the most faithful of dogs, approached, crawling on my knees.

My head was bowed, bent with unspeakable shame at those humiliating acts I continued to perform, acts by which I celebrated the triumph and glory of my Mistress.

"During our last meeting, you did not have the opportunity to shine my shoes. You will now. Do you remember how to do it?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then say it." she urged, as she made herself comfortable, using my body, crouched beside her, as if it were a stool to rest her feet on.

"I will clean the whole surface with my tongue and use my hair to wipe away the saliva and polish it."

"Yes, that's right. Good. It seems to me that your hair is longer than the last time we saw each other. Is that so?" he asked.

"Yes, it is, Mistress."

"Did you keep growing it for me? So, I could polish my shoes?" she asked, again.

"Yes, Mistress.", I answered her and, easily, convinced myself that this was really why I had not cut them.

"Then say so, like a good boy," she went back to urging me, enjoying rubbing her feet on my back.

"I grew my hair so that it might be useful to polish your shoes, Mistress," I admitted, as if repeating a lesson just taught or as if I were a child who, after being scolded, confesses her faults, showing repentance.

"Good. Now get busy. And don't forget to clean the sole, too," he commanded.

Without qualms or shame, I picked up her shoes and began to lick them. "She walks everyday through the streets of New Orleans. She's innocent and young from a family of means," echoed in the air as the taste of leather and dust filled my mouth.

Denise lit a new cigarette. The sound of the music, the naturalness, with which she listened to it and smoked while using me as if I were a footstool, revealed the intimate and everyday dimension of those moments, almost lightening the weight of the humiliation I was undergoing.

I was crouching under her feet and licking her shoes, because it was right, because it could not be otherwise. And of that, in that moment, I could convince myself and be persuaded.


VII.

As soon as I got home, I took a shower and washed my hair. But, nevertheless, I could still smell and taste Denise, her feet, her shoes.

Despite having brushed, over and over again, my teeth, I still feared that Barbara, kissing me, might feel it in my mouth.

The thought of such an eventuality, and the memory and guilt of what I had done and suffered, made my insides turn.

I felt my insides twist into a vise that took my breath away. I felt defeated, hopeless, and a sense of nausea and disgust rose in my throat, urging me to vomit everything up.

In this way, at least in part, I was able to regain some serenity and hope that my mouth had rid itself of the taste that condemned me.

I began to consider the sporadic nature of my encounters with Denise.

Since I had last seen her, about a year had passed, and each of our new encounters was always the result of chance, devoid of any forethought.

Perhaps I could have hoped never to see her again.

Soon, I would have graduated. Probably, together with Barbara, I would have left that city for good.

I would have found a job, a house, lived a normal, healthy life.

Yes, I could believe and hope that would be the case.

My sin was grave, but I could convince myself that I had never committed it, pretend that that afternoon spent with Denise was just a hallucination.

I would spend that evening with Barbara, the woman I loved, the woman to whom I belonged. And everything would seem distant, without consistency.

I went back to brushing my teeth, to telling myself that nothing had happened. Denise had gotten what she wanted. She had won and had no reason to continue tormenting me.

She would find someone else, someone like me, who could entertain her, with whom she could engage in a new, ruthless struggle.

With these thoughts, I went to Barbara. She did not notice anything strange about me.

When she kissed me, she felt nothing unusual.

I tried, with all my might, to push away the idea and the knowledge that the mouth into which she poured and gathered tender kisses was the same mouth into which Denise had spit.

With unusual boldness, I knelt down. Barbara smiled and I hugged and licked her feet, before making love to her.

In the distance, I thought I heard the notes of "Moon over Bourbon Street." I gasped, but pretended not to hear her.

I climbed back up Barbara's legs. I kissed her passionately, entered her and sank my eyes into hers, repeating to myself how much I loved her.

I felt my erection weaken and grow sluggish, unable to stay there where I wanted to be, between the thighs of the woman I loved and to whom I belonged.

Denise's devilish laughter crept into me and I saw her again, felt her foot pressed on my throat and then on my face as I gasped and breathed it in.

"You are my dog. Don't forget that." resonated in my mind and my excitement returned, seduced by the images of that afternoon, the memory of Denise's feet, the ruthless cruelty with which they crushed me.

The next day, I went to the university to discuss some details about the dissertation I planned to be able to deliver by the end of the fall.

For a while, in the sunshine of that new day, it seemed to me that I had returned to my usual life and had nothing to fear.

I concentrated on the last research I would have to do for the writing of the thesis, on the documents to be viewed and included in the bibliography.

I walked thus, absent-mindedly, in the shadows of the porch that surrounded the University's inner courtyard, heading for my thesis advisor's reception room.

Almost without paying attention, my eyes pinned on the tip of a cleavage, following the rhythm with which it swayed.

I followed its line, moving up along her leg and knee, until I reached the gaze of that seated figure and the arrogant, mocking smile with which she waited to be recognized.

For a few moments, I remained suspended in an astonished stupor, uncertain whether or not to give credence to that vision.

My face, however, had already begun to distort into an expression full of terror and dismay, and the sound of Denise's laughter plunged me into that reality that the mind would not want to accept.

I was overwhelmed, then, by the idea that the woman was a witch and that, for that reason, she could have foreseen my passing there at that very moment.

"There is no doubt that you are a knight. You always come at a time of need. My shoes are all dusty." she exclaimed, in an unbearably high tone of voice.

"Please.", I begged her and regardless, knowing I had no other choice and that I had to do all I could to please her and deserve an act of mercy, I knelt by her.

"What's the matter, pet? Are you afraid someone might hear or see us? Are you, by any chance, ashamed of me?" she asked, feigning a distressed air that immediately changed and became threatening.

"No, Mistress. Please have mercy, don't inflict any more humiliation on me, not here."

"Humiliation? I thought I was well on my way with your education. Apparently, I was wrong, otherwise, you would be grateful and proud to polish my shoes."

"I beg you, Mistress, I will do anything you want."

"I think I've heard that one before."

"Just this once, please, Mistress, spare me, give me some more time."

"Time for what? To tell the little blonde girl what you are?"

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted.

"All right. I'll give you that. It's ten o'clock in the morning, it's still early. You have all day to go back to the little blonde girl and tell her everything. I'll be waiting for you tonight at my house, eight o'clock sharp. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

"In the future I will not be so lenient."

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, still, almost moved by that unexpected act of mercy.

Denise, then, grabbed me by the hair and made me recline my head, leaning over me, as if she wanted to spit in my mouth again.

I did not object; I knew it would be useless and that I would do well to grant her, as quickly as possible, that pledge of submission, so as to prevent the prolongation of that situation from exposing me, more than necessary, to prying eyes.

I parted my lips and opened wide, awaiting my fate, but Denise's spit, instead of reaching me, fell back to the ground.

"Lick it!" she ordered.

Compelled by the need to obey her and the idea that pleasing her represented my only way of salvation, I bent down and licked the ground, picking up her saliva and the dust that had partially absorbed it.

Denise laid a heel on the back of my head and, once again, just as when she had stepped on my throat, sensed how vulnerable and helpless I was in her presence.

"Don't forget. Tonight, eight o'clock sharp. Don't be late, don't challenge me. You know better than to do that." he said and left me there, prostrate, on what remained of her spit.


VIII.

There was no way I could bear the shame of telling Barbara what I had done. And it was equally clear by now that I could no longer be with her.

I would have had to lie to her, to tell her that I no longer loved her, that I had fallen in love with someone else. To find justifications that would allow me to leave her without having to show her how miserable and petty I was.

At that moment, however, I would not have the strength to face her, and the best thing I could do was to avoid her, waiting until the evening to go to Denise's as I had been ordered.

At eight o'clock on the dot, with my heart in my throat, I rang her door, aware that, from that moment, my life would change forever.

As soon as I met Denise's gaze, a well-aimed slap in the face reached me and left me breathless.

I thought quickly, trying to comprehend my mistake, but only after two more blows had landed on me, I was able to intuit the reasons for those beatings and hurried to get on my knees and lick my Mistress' shoes, begging for her forgiveness.

Crawling, I crossed the threshold of that house and wondered if Denise wanted me, from then on, to inhabit it, living like a dog, crouched and lying under her feet.

Was it to this reality and this life, perhaps, that she had meant to allude the day she suggested that I find a wealthy woman willing to take me into her service?

As soon as she commanded it, I undressed and waited to amuse her and suffer her anguish.

I was indebted to the mercy with which she had spared me that morning. Therefore, I could imagine that what awaited me would be far more painful and humiliating, than what she had reserved for me the previous day.

"What should I think of the irreverent erection with which you lie at my feet?" he asked.

Sensing that there was a pretext in her question to inflict new punishment on me, I hastened to beg her forgiveness and, almost whimpering, returned to licking her shoes.

"Are you wagging your tail?" she taunted, detecting the throbbing of my arousal, which despite fear was invigorating, enjoying my humiliation.

Determined to please her and make my pains less bitter, I quickly grasped what that comparison suggested and barked, repeatedly, eliciting hilarity and satisfaction from her laughter.

"Good. You are beginning to learn. But you still have a long way to go. Now tell me and be honest: how many times have you masturbated and enjoyed yourself, imagining yourself under my feet?" he asked.

"Endless times, Mistress," I replied, certain that this would please her.

"Infinitely many times. Yes! So, for an infinite number of times, you enjoyed licking my feet, as is natural, but without my consent," she said, stepping on my head.

"Forgive me, Mistress," I begged her and barked uselessly as her foot crushed me.

"No need to ask for forgiveness. You will have to learn that only on me can your pleasure depend and that only with my consent will you be able to enjoy." she said and, before I could understand the meaning of her words, she released my head from the pressure of her foot and stood behind me.

"Now I will teach you to feel pleasure and to recognize that you belong to me," she said and, with a vigorous stroke, lashed my buttocks.

Soon after, I felt the intrusiveness of her fingers penetrate my orifice.

Instinctively, I stiffened and tried, somehow, to oppose her slow and relentless advance.

"Spread your legs wider and relax, otherwise you will hurt yourself," she suggested, in a firm voice and, almost, softly.

Though with difficulty, I took her advice and spread my legs as far as I could, allowing her to invade and defile me, more easily.

Surprised and uncertain, I suffered the sensations her movements gave me, and for a while I pretended not to notice the growing pleasure I was experiencing, nor the way I, in turn, moved, indulging the progress of her fingers.

"That's my little dog. You seem to have learned already," she taunted, forcing me to acknowledge my arousal.

In this way, Denise took possession of my body and my manhood and made even more absolute and definitive, my belonging.

I was her slave and could no longer be anything else. From that new boundary I was crossing, I would never return.

I felt her fingers sliding faster and faster and, despite the discomfort from a slight burning sensation, my arousal totally remitted to the eagerness and growing rush of her lunges, reaching the thresholds of an intense pleasure that I acknowledged with shame, as my semen celebrated it with a copious stream.

"Good. Now thank your Mistress and clean up, just as a good dog is supposed to do. Begin with the fingers to which you owe your gratitude." he commanded, offering me the hand with which he had defiled me.

Diligently, I lavished, licking her fingers and did the same with the floor from which I collected my seed.

The manner in which she had violated and possessed me caused me to become even more docile and obedient than I already was.

By persisting in that state of unconscious villainy, I could forget, at least momentarily, the consequences of my acts and the outrages I had suffered.

I was just a dog and, as such, divorced from any judgment, subject and hopelessly submissive to the will of my Mistress.

And so, basking in that illusory peace, I followed her to the couch and, like the previous day, curled up under her feet and began to lick and polish her shoes.

That ritual would probably become part of my daily routine. It was perhaps the act from which Denise derived the most satisfaction, reaffirming, forcefully, the humility and remission of my condition.

"Entertain me. Tell me what you confessed to your little blonde." she commanded, plunging me back into the reality I had pretended not to face.

Shame and anguish resurfaced with unprecedented power. Certainly, Denise sensed the shuddering of my limbs under her feet and sensed, from my prolonged silence, the cowardice of my conduct.

I tried to think quickly, to invent a story that might please her and shield me from possible reprisals, but confusion numbed my mind and Denise waited no longer, to get my answer.

"I take it you didn't tell her anything. Just as well," she said, and, stupidly, I felt calmed by her words.

"I would have been sorry not to witness the scene. And you, like a good dog, were able to foresee it. That's why you withheld the truth from her, so as not to deprive me of the satisfaction and enjoyment I deserve," he continued.

"Please, Mistress," I begged and hinted to turn toward her, to embrace and lick her feet.

Denise anticipated my movements. One of her heels, she lowered onto the nape of my neck and held me down, pinning me to the ground.

"You will invite her here for a dinner party. Imagine her surprise and your shame, when she sees the table set only for two and understands that, at the dinner to which she has been invited, you will be attending in the guise of a servant. Such will be her astonishment that she may struggle to find a way to ask for an explanation and question you. When she does, you will remain silent, with bowed head. I will speak for you. I will tell her and show her what you are. I will make you get on your knees, on all fours. Like a dog, you will pick up the food I will throw on the floor. You will thank me by barking and crawl to my feet to lick the soles of my shoes." Denise said, decreeing my doom.

Her words seemed extremely vivid to me, capable of evoking that reality they had just described.

I felt all the weight and anguish of my own shame and of the offenses that, in this way, I would cause Barbara.

She did not deserve to be humiliated and to suffer the malevolent mockery of my Mistress.

It was not fair that the outrageous consequences of my mean-spiritedness should fall upon her.

I had to find a way to save her, to protect her, to ensure that that murky and wretched reality would not touch her.

Everything happened in an instant, going along with the rush of hallucinated lucidity.

Actions and sounds came to me like a muffled echo, as if inside a bubble that separated me from myself.

When I came back to myself, Denise lay sprawled on the ground.

The heel of one of the shoes that, until a short time before, I had licked was lodged in one of her eyes, and a pool of blood spread beneath her.

At last, I was free. Barbara was safe and no one would know of the humiliation I had suffered.
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