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Author bio.







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


Introduction.







Female domination is often thought of only as a sexual practice, after the Web was flooded with images of pythonesses in skimpy outfits-where these outfits are worn, of course-who, riding crop in hand, regulation 12 heel and plug collection, subdue men seemingly eager to suffer pain and humiliation. But is this really what domination being all about?

The D/s world (an acronym that stands for domination/submission or Dom/sub) is a container of personal sensibilities that cannot, quite rightly, share the same ideas or viewpoints as, proper to different people with different ideas.

Too often a spectacle is staged for the use and consumption of a paying audience, thus creating a market in which true domination either does not exist or is relegated to something boring because it cannot be enjoyed in the here and now.

Charmel Roses' book, this book, profoundly different from others, explores precisely its complexities. In the pages that follow there will be not Ladies, but pseudo-dominants who use and abuse a man's deepest desires, emptying his heart and pockets, subjecting him to humiliation bordering on physical and psychological violence. In short, a noir story through which it is possible, however, to reflect on how necessary it is to be selective i.e., put simply, how hunger can make us eat foods that are harmful to our health. The slave portrayed by Charmel Roses is a deeply complex man driven by his urges to accept anything because he wants to realize a dream he has cherished for years and mythologized: that of belonging. But like any mythologizing, he projects onto the Mistress what he would like her to be, just as he has imagined her to be: cruel, impassive, indifferent bordering on sociopathy. And this projection will lead him to descend into a hell instead of ascending into the paradise of domination, in a crescendo of situations that will make the reader say, "I would never do that!" but that in reality many people experience without realizing it. Charmel Roses' books are the personal vision of a writer who expresses his inner world and desires through words, creating worlds in which Woman's feet are the end point of the search for the self and its acceptance. There is a very psychological aspect to these works, for if it is easy to be at the feet of a Miss, it is not at all easy to be at the feet of the Miss, that is, of that Woman whom one has finally met and with whom one matches. A Woman who is truly adored and put on a pedestal, almost untouchable and certainly unapproachable except through a nod from her. The Domina of Charmel Roses is not a disco cubist, dressed for a night out and perhaps profoundly ignorant of the basics that hold up D/s, but rather an educated, accomplished woman, capable of dominating even if only with her gaze, stern but loving with her slave, whom she cares for by giving him an education and from whom she expects loyalty and allegiance.

Fetishism, which in DSM 5, that is, the Diagnostic Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, is classified as a paraphilia, is actually something that has always existed. Just look at art: the Bathsheba painted by Rembrandt speaks for itself, as does the one painted by Hayez. Think also of Cinderella's slipper, or the stolen photos of Sarah Ferguson that caused a scandal, taken while her partner was sucking her feet. Therefore, there is no reason to feel guilty or wrong if one has these inclinations. To confront and inform oneself is basic, but not on pseudo-pornographic sites that pollute the grace and deep meaning of foot worship. Reading Charmel Roses is all about that. The elegance of being in service, the privilege of belonging, the pride of being under the feet of the true Dom.

Miss Clara 
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That destiny belonged to me. It was a path already traced by my Lady's footsteps, and though I feared her, I could do nothing but follow the persuasive melody of her call.

Her "slave..." To think that I would be just that and nothing more, terrified me, but at the same time filled my soul with a feeling filled with torment and joy.

Her slave," just that, just as I had always wished and dreamed. This was my destiny, my condemnation, and there, on that path from which I pretended to turn away, I perpetually returned and, like a bloodhound, sniffed and followed the footsteps of my Mistress.


I.

I pretended to find myself in the smoky plot of a hallucination. I convinced myself that there was nothing real, that that reality, so demanding and voracious, was only the fantasy of a peregrine thought.

Mary, meanwhile, was dominating and shaping me. She saw my naked soul, the essence of who I was, the secret and intimate desire that clouded my mind, the insane and insane ardor that deprived me of all reasonable modesty.

As Despot and Tyranny, she could avail herself of my submission. She could take possession of me and enjoy the toll of my darkness, possess the pledge of my shame.

No, it was not just a vision, it was real, her gaze scanned me and her triumphant foot also towered over my face. I could feel the density of her smell, the sweetish taste, the moist and warm touch.

And seeing me like this, she would dominate me, in that moment and forever, imprisoning me in every other gaze she would give me.

In her eyes would remain the image of my prostration, the voluptuousness and concupiscence with which I had worshipped her, humiliating myself at her feet.

My idea of submission was marked by romanticism. I believed that the slave, like a dog, should love his Mistress deeply and that only then was it possible to humiliate himself and perform objectively degrading acts.

I did not love Mary, on the contrary. I often found myself almost detesting her, but I could not resist the atavistic power she wielded over me. Seduced by her ability to awe me and by the subtle and acute discomfort she could make me feel, I would succumb to the pleasure of feeling helpless and defenseless, with my soul exposed, annihilated by the voracity with which she devoured me.

The emotions I felt were mixed. I was both amused and tormented by her abuse, the arrogance with which she mocked me and the overbearing charisma with which she could persuade and bend me.

"Nothing happens by chance," she was fond of repeating to me, and it was not chance but a fierce and inescapable fate that had found me at her mercy.

Little did it matter that I loved her. The need to submit to her will and obey her commands testified to my submission and belonging and made me believe that I was born with the only purpose of becoming her slave.

This idea distressed me, but it generated intense pleasure, a pleasure that intoxicated and drugged me.

For a long time, I had tried to resist her and deny the state I was in, but punctually that truth became apparent.

With my polite and subservient attitudes and the vague reticence with which I pretended to hide, I allowed myself to be defeated by the humiliations she inflicted on me by transforming me into a useful amusement, a kind of buffoon who could be offended and mocked by the playful insults of his own Sovereign.

What attracted her was my writings. Mary contacted me with a message. She wrote that she had read some of my books and that she liked my writing style.

Naively, I allowed myself to be seduced by her flattery and, instinctively, I lay beneath her, hanging on her lips.

She called my stories déjà vu, something like a landscape already seen, terrain already trodden.

Her words aroused me and I encouraged her to continue, accepting that she might consider me a kind of tease.

My manner of posing and writing to her, was so pleading and obsequious that I could have ended the messages with a quote from an old movie, declaring that my face was under her feet and that she might as well move.

Mary did not begrudge and enjoyed further teasing my imagination, showing herself inclined to abuse her power.

Abandoning all caution, she compared me to a doggie. I clearly sensed how dangerous and unbecoming it was to supinely accept that comparison, and while not deviating from my meek and mild demeanor, I feigned astonishment and asked her to account for that statement for which I should have been outraged.

"Do you mind? Doggie can be very graceful." was her reply, and my inability to counter was a clear admission of guilt.

To hide and pretend to ignore what was happening, I tried to justify my conduct with an unspecified need to have to pander to my character as a writer.

Mary was a reader and admirer of mine. My stories, written for oneself, described submissive men who wished they could lie at the feet of women recognizing their superiority. After all, it might have been fair and expected that I would not betray this image and would continue to exhibit a submissive and subservient attitude.

Soon, I realized that the definition of lapdog had served to test me and was a prelude to what came next.

Mary, who from the beginning had hinted at her own despotic and arrogant character, from that moment on had no more qualms or cares. I was no longer a writer, but a jester and a slave she could torment and humiliate.

Her words began to become increasingly harsh and sharp. Without fear of offending me, with ease and unscrupulous insolence, she could reveal my nature and detect my submissive nature.

The glee and hilarity with which she used to taunt me was disarming. Through the words written on the screen, I could imagine the haughty expression in her eyes and the sound of laughter with which she would tear me down, trampling on my dignity.

As a careful reader of my books, she could boast a good knowledge of my soul and desires. This enabled her to easily ferret out my weak points and use words and expressions capable of subduing me.

The use of this weapon should have caused me to belittle her power, but instead it fueled my excitement, persuading me that I was trapped and chained at the feet of the woman who had dangerously crept into my mind.

Sometimes, to no avail, I tried to mitigate and curb her tyranny. I would try to show myself vaguely offended and clarify that I was a writer and not her slave. Mary, then, would overwhelm and demean me with her derision and the sound of that laughter I could clearly hear in my head.

She lived in Messina and I lived in Rome. We were too far apart. Of a slave she could not keep under her feet, Mary did not know what to do with him. I welcomed this reasoning of hers as sheltering me from her possible lust to dominate me, but, at the same time, I acknowledged that I was a slave and did not dispute the fact that, if she had wanted, she could have made me live by kneeling, turning me into her dog.

Protecting my dignity and preserving me from what could have been, there was, in fact, only that distance and the conviction that my yielding and the humiliations I was suffering, could not leave the intimate and private dimension of those conversations.

I was naïve, more than I was willing to admit or was it perhaps the frisson of that excitement that clouded me and made me too reckless.

Mary always knew what to say. Her words evoked my perdition and beguiled me, leading me to feel the need to abandon myself and go along with that fate of captivity and bondage.

With a grappling hook she would rake through my stories and poems, bringing up the fragments of my soul. Then she would rub them under her own feet, impregnating them with their sacred essence and re-present them to me in a new guise that I could no longer separate from her.

My words appeared similar to grapes that macerated under her plants, producing a delicious must that got me drunk and inspired new tales and poems of which she became Muse and Artificer.

This game, subtle and perverse, nourished me, generating a kind of addiction that invigorated the power that Mary wielded over my senses.

With my mind imbued with her sovereign presence, shaped by her will as if I were a piece of soft clay, I began to write about her and for her, with the intent to amuse and please her, but also and above all, out of a need to express and confess what I felt and desired.

By now I was hers. I submitted to the image of her triumph, enraptured by the arrogant and brutal smile with which she would enjoy my surrender and trample my breath.

So powerful was the enchantment with which she had seduced me, that she could have made me put on a collar and leash to walk and perform in the presence of her friends, laughing with them and taunting me, while I, cowering and red with excitement and shame, licked her feet and allowed myself to be annihilated, celebrating the glory and superiority of my Mistress.

Such an image appeared even more demeaning to me when I considered our age difference. Mary was fifteen years older than me, and what's more, I could boast of a comely appearance.

For her, who had recently turned fifty-five, my submission could be a useful tribute to recognize her superiority and the allure of a mature but not yet faded beauty.

She would flaunt me as a trinket adorning her feet. Through my docility and obedience, she would generate jealousy and, indirectly, humiliate her friends as well, forcing them to admire and acknowledge the power she was able to wield over a younger and more handsome man.

Oh, yes... Disheartened, dismayed, pervaded by shame and irrepressible anguish, I could imagine and experience that scene that would doom me forever.

I saw myself inside a living room furnished in soft, light colors, bathed in dazzling light.

Mary was sitting in a large, comfortable armchair, surrounded by her friends who, incredulous and stunned, were watching the show of my humiliation.

She would have told them that I was like a pet, that she could do with me whatever she wished.

I would have confirmed her words by prostrating myself to lick her feet, praying, silently, not to be asked.

The shadow of her plants would become my only refuge and I would never again have the courage to rise up, for if I did, I would face the shame of mocking and disgusted looks.

Yes, I was seeing and hearing everything. I succumbed to the arrogance with which Mary crushed me, to the laughter with which she illustrated my condition.

Sometimes I would spend entire days immersed in these images. I would dig up every detail by focusing on a word of hers, an expression.

I would go from the dust of the soles and the sharp heel that disfigured and branded me, crumpling my flesh, to the sweaty foot, totally naked or wrapped in the fabric of the sock, with which my skin soaked and my breath soaked.

Her fierce and satisfied smile was an omnipresent constant that colored each sequence of those visions that stunned and lashed my mind, generating increasingly claustrophobic and suffocating emotions.

How vigorously and how carelessly would those regal feet have been able to crush my face? Were those thoughts in which I gasped and drowned, perhaps the foreboding and lack of her smell, of her foot that would invade and fill my mouth, pushing up to my throat to observe the terror and bewilderment in my eyes and have proof of a submission and obedience capable of accepting destruction and death?

I continued like this until I was totally saturated and my hand began to chase that pleasure that was tearing me apart.

The thick, hot stream of my orgasm left me exhausted and nauseated.

I felt the pain and defeat for those dark thoughts that soiled my soul, from which I tried to run away, denying the pleasure they had brought me.

For a while, deeply disgusted, I managed to keep my distance from Mary and even went so far as to promise not to write to her again, but then that insidious pleasure made its way into my mind again, echoing in my soul like a call to which I could not fail to respond.

It was the voice of Mary, of my Mistress, and I would go back to find her, scratching at her door.

I understood, then, that those dastardly images were not harmless fantasies. Mary had the power to force me to experience them and despite the distance between us, she could abuse me and tame me.

When the despondency following masturbation left me, I was once again at the mercy of my tormentor and could potentially say and do anything.

Although my attitude was always rather reluctant and reticent, with the right words, Mary got me to expose myself more and more and to confess, partially, but more and more openly, those dark desires she inspired in me.

Thus, in a moment of weakness, defiantly, dazed and drunk by her pressing questions, I found myself confessing even to having felt pleasure imagining myself at her feet.

This was hardly a revelation. It was an obvious, if unspoken, truth, but it was also a new weapon at her disposal.

Mary tried to question me for more details, but I drew back, trying to be vague, conceding to her that I had achieved pleasure by imagining myself kneeling, with her feet on my face.

I waited for a message from her in response, perhaps the emoticon of laughter, but nothing appeared on the screen and I thought that my words, rather than pleasing her, had offended her.

A few hours passed and I regretted and felt ashamed for my conduct, although a part of me rejoiced and felt a sense of levity, assuming that Mary would never speak to me again and that then, perhaps, I would finally be free of her yoke.

When the notification of a new message from her finally arrived, my heart leapt into my throat and I set about reading it feeling a reverent and holy awe.

Waiting for me I found a picture of her feet. They were framed from below offering the perspective with which I could watch them as they were about to crush me.

"Is this what you imagined?" she wrote, after sending the photo.

"Yes, my Mistress," I repeated inwardly, but I did not have the courage to write it down.

I felt lost, feeling that the situation had gotten out of hand and that it was no longer possible for me to retrace my steps.

Soon after, Mary sent a voice message.

Everything was happening too fast, my blood was pumping hard, I felt my bowels knotted.

It seemed that those wretched fantasies I had indulged in were about to turn into reality.

"What should I call you? By the nickname you sign your books with? Or perhaps by your real name? Yes, I know that too, and I would like to see you, to laugh at your surprise, at the gasp with which you greeted this revelation. Yes, I'd like to see you and read your eyes that are lost and drooping. But let's not digress. I will not use any of your names. The appellation that suits you best is slave ... My slave. That's what I will call you. And now we come to the point. You masturbated without my consent, you will have to account for that, and later I will tell you how. Before that I want to instruct and educate you about the ways in which you are allowed to enjoy yourself. The most obvious and right thing would be to deny you every chance, but I want to be lenient and generous. After all, you are a dog; I cannot demand too much of an obviously inferior and limited being. To tame you and make you worthy of barking and wagging your tail at my feet, I will have to proceed gradually. I allow you to print the picture I sent you. You will have to frame it and hang it up. Every day, as soon as you wake up and before you go to sleep, you will prostrate yourself and worship it by kissing the floor for fifteen minutes. Masturbation will be allowed you only one day a week, Sunday, a day you will dedicate to glorifying your Mistress. To celebrate this rite, you will have to be totally naked, kneeling before the effigy of my feet and, while masturbating, you will have to keep a finger stuck in your ass. You will enjoy like this, imagining that, penetrating you, is my heel. And when you are done, like a good dog, you will use your tongue to clean up the floor smeared with your cum. These are my rules and I demand that you obey me."

Her voice was firm and decisive. It did not let any doubt or hesitation show. The stern and proud authority with which she had spoken and punctuated those words made them appear similar to the text of a divine law.

As soon as the message ended, I started it again, and that voice, so arrogant and haughty, imprinted itself on my mind and fomented my excitement.

It demanded submission and obedience. She was seducing me and imprinting that crazy and dangerous idea that I was forced to bend, because what she was imposing on me was part of my destiny.

It was as if she was stirring up my nature to rebel against reason. If I obeyed her, I would become her prisoner, but, paradoxically, I would be free to be myself.

Listening to that message again, I felt increasingly weak and vulnerable.

I imagined the insolent and haughty expression with which he had uttered those words. I imagined her gaze towering over me and dominating. I could already see myself prostrate at her feet, gripped by the sound of her voice humiliating me by plumbing the darkest depths of my mind.

"Yes...Yes, Madam, my Mistress," only this I could and would have answered.

And as I heard this stifled cry rising in my throat, I dreamed of hugging and licking her feet pronouncing my sentence.

I began to touch myself. I don't know whether I did it completely spontaneously or whether I acted with the intent to ward off the need and the need to surrender.

As soon as I reached pleasure, I felt miserable. I shuddered and felt disgust for myself and for Mary.

I regretted everything I had written and thought. I wished that every trace of those conversations that sullied my conscience could disappear so that I could return to life relieved of their burden, as if they had never existed.

I shut everything down, turned off even the computer and got as far away as I could from that depravity.

I tried to devote myself to something that could purify me by helping me forget.

I took a shower, washed my hair. I read a few pages of a book and listened to some music.

For a while I was able to feel better. Usually, when I masturbated by immersing myself in those lurid and degrading images, I was able to abstain from those thoughts for several days.

On this occasion, however, things were different.

The echo of Mary's voice continued to stalk my mind. After several hours, the proud and imperious image of my Mistress again took over my senses and I heard her laughing at me and my foolish attempt to resist her.

The idea that Mary was a witch jumped into my mind. I began to believe that that voice message had served her to cast a spell.

This thought, which made her appear powerful and invincible, caused me to entertain the idea that I could give in and succumb, that I could act as if I had no control over myself or responsibility for my actions.

The silence with which I had greeted her commands could be an affront, and if I returned to write to her, I would have to humble myself and ask forgiveness for my sins.

I was once again in her power. I longed to crawl and beg her, to feel her foot crushing my head, punishing my attempt at rebellion.

I imagined the scornful words she would speak to me, the mockery and laughter with which she would defile and demean me.

Her call became deafening. I turned the PC back on and went back to listening to her message. I could not resist her; I had lost my wits and was no longer able to restrain the rush of that pleasure that clouded me.

"Yes, Mistress," I wrote to her.

Immediately I regretted sending that message, but equally I remained staring at the monitor waiting impatiently for her reply.

It was eighteen o'clock. The minutes were ticking away slowly. I continually refreshed the page to see if my message had been viewed.

I could not retrace my steps and, foolishly, continued in that folly by filling the silence with increasingly humble words with which I declared my submission and manifested my desire to obey her every command.

After about two hours, Mary read my words and, through them, could see me lying at her feet.

She decided to up the ante and abuse my surrender.

"I want to see you kneeling," she wrote.

"I am already kneeling," I replied, genuflecting before her keyboard.

"Kneel down and consecrate yourself to Mary," she clarified.

I did not understand the meaning of her request and went back to humiliating myself, pushing myself to write that I was her slave, but that was not enough for her, she wanted much more.

Soon after, a new voice message came.

For a moment I hesitated and began to tremble, fearing what might be contained in that message and the effect it would have on me.

My breathing became labored, as if I lacked air, and, indulging the madness that had invaded me, I prostrated myself to kiss the ground and pleaded for mercy, convincing myself that she, because of her powers, was able to see me.

"So far I have kept a slow leash and enjoyed letting you play the part of the reticent slave, but now you have tired me, it is time for a change. I want you to be sincere and honest. You will make a video. Kneeling, hands folded, naked, like the worm you are. You will recite the Hail Mary and consecrate yourself to me, declaring that you are my slave and want to live like a faithful dog at my feet. Of course, you are not to accept. You are granted free will, but be careful and think carefully about the consequences. It is now twenty-three o'clock. I give you one hour to decide and obey. If I do not receive the video by midnight, you will no longer be allowed to benefit from my attention. You will become something useless, to be thrown away like trash."

As soon as I finished listening to his message, an abyss opened wide and engulfed me. What she was asking of me was too much. Performing that act intrigued me, but I knew that offering such tangible proof of my subservient status would place me in an extremely dangerous situation.

Meanwhile, the clock was ticking and I had to decide quickly, choosing whether to sacrifice my dignity or the pleasure that Mary knew how to give me.

I was nailed to her feet. My soul creaked and groaned under her heels. I could have masturbated again, going so far as to feel disgust for myself, but what good would that do?

Soon I would be back looking for her and begging her, regretting not obeying her orders. I could not resist the temptation to go along with that game that would make me feel totally ensnared and subjugated to her power.

I resolved not to make up my mind, to caress and brush off the idea of obeying by merely shooting the video and experiencing the emotions it would bring me.

Kneeling, completely naked, I filmed myself reciting the Hail Mary and finally improvised an act of prostration and kissed the ground three times.

"I am Mary's humble servant. I am her slave, her mat, her footstool. I am a faithful dog at her feet," I said, excited and shocked by the sound of my words.

It was twenty-three forty-five. Time was running out. The video was ready, inserted as an attachment in that message waiting to be sent.

I watched the minutes tick by. I persuaded myself that that video was not that important, that it could be regarded as a kind of cheap prank and that by sending it I could bite the fruit of my sin without paying the consequences.

Twenty-three fifty-nine came. The mouse cursor was already in place. In a brief instant, with a simple click, the message reached its destination, and only then did I realize that there was nothing more I could do to turn back.

Mary immediately visualized it and I, with my heart in my throat, waited to know her response and my fate.

I felt trapped, but a part of me felt relieved. At that moment it was as if I was no longer responsible for my actions, as if everything depended on the will of my Mistress.

After about twenty minutes, a new voice message came.

After a short silence, I heard my voice praying, and suddenly, as I declared that I was Mary's slave, I heard my Mistress' laughter break through.

It was a thunderous, satisfied laughter, devoid of thoughtfulness. It expressed complacency at that triumph and a willingness to tear me down and annihilate me.

At that moment, as I felt shame and despondency rise at what I had done, I understood that I had no escape, that I had become her property.

"Surely you have pondered the consequences of your act. You will probably now try to convince yourself that you were rash and naive, but you know better. More or less consciously or, if you prefer, unconsciously, you have manifested a willingness to belong to me, to be my subordinate. And I will tell you more... It was your last act of will, your last opportunity to make a choice. From now on, you will live by going along with my will. As you have surely imagined, with this video, I have the opportunity to blackmail you and demand that you obey my every command. I am sure you will now pretend to be surprised. I would love to have you here and laugh at your desperation. I imagine you whimpering and praying, groveling at my feet and wetting them with your tears. In fact, I have no need for these means at all. The threat of blackmail serves only you. It is what you needed to get rid of your fears and recognize your true nature. I know you don't think so. You are conceited, arrogant and, despite your desires, you are convinced that you are special and have, in spite of everything, a dominant personality. But now you are mine and you can no longer oppose or retreat, you will have to accept that truth that you try in vain to deny. You will become part of my world. You will be an empty space that I can fill with my essence. You will be my creature, a piece of soft clay that I can mold to my liking. And you... You, slave, will be happy and proud to succumb at my feet, to feel that you exist only for me, to be moved only by the desire to obey me and please me." she said, giving me the sound of a new laugh.


II.

Everything precipitated quickly. Mary could no longer be content to humiliate me with simple messages, and I found myself waiting for her arrival on the platform of Rome's Termini station.

I was pacing up and down, frantically watching the board that marked the arrival time of her train.

I felt anguish, shame, but I was also impatient and excited.

I was in an abyss, encircled by a dense, suffocating darkness. Everything appeared confused, chaotic, meaningless. The only figure I could make out was that of Mary. She stood over me, like a mocking and fearsome Deity who channeled and radiated all the light in my world.

When her train arrived, I began to rummage through the crowd, pressing myself to be able to welcome her before she got off the carriage.

The platform emptied. The crush of travelers armed with suitcases thinned out, disappearing over the horizon.

I wondered if Mary had missed the train or if she had just made fun of me by ordering me to wait for her in vain.

I was undecided. I did not know what to do. I kept looking around and, disappointment was succeeded by a sense of relief, but just as I was about to resolve to leave, from the door of the third carriage, I glimpsed the shiny black toe of a shoe lingering on the last step refusing to reach the platform floor.

With a thud in my heart, walking faster than I really wanted, I advanced in the direction of that mirage, until I heard the violent laughter with which Mary greeted me.

She lifted one foot. She held it suspended in the air. I was too stunned to think that such a shameless invitation was too rash.

The shiver of vertigo shook my limbs. As if on the verge of losing my balance, I fell to my knees and kissed the sole of the shoe that had been offered to me.

"Mistress.", I hissed, softly.

Mary's foot directed me toward the ground and I crouched in front of the stepladder, becoming a final step that made her descent easier and more comfortable.

I remained kneeling and did not dare move. Perhaps I would have stayed that way and followed her steps by crawling on all fours, had it not been necessary for me to get up again to pick up and carry her luggage.

"What a hoot! I remember how many times you said you were incapable of performing certain acts. Your shyness, the tenacity with which you conceal and hide your desires. And yet... But I told you, I warned you. Everything would be different with me, and now you have had proof of that," she said, visibly satisfied.

I had hoped to be able to reach home immediately so that I would avoid having to experience any more embarrassing moments, but Mary decided otherwise. The only thing she granted me was a chance to get rid of the burden of carrying her trolley, storing it in the trunk of my car.

"It's been a long time since I visited Rome. It's sunny. I feel like walking around and enjoying the city. Of course, with these shoes it will be a bit tiring, but I can avail myself of the services of my slave. If my feet start to hurt you will have the opportunity to give me a nice massage, or I could turn you into a nice little horse and let you trot while I sit comfortably on your back. With this tail you seem to be suggesting it." she said, in an unbearably high tone of voice and, to make me understand her words better, she grabbed and tugged at the tail in which I had gathered my hair.

"With such long, flowing hair I could indulge myself. I could have you use it to shine my shoes or have you lay it under my feet and use it as if it were a rug, but I could also decide to spruce you up and turn you into a servant girl. What do you say?" she asked.

The fact that he kept talking about my humiliations in a loud voice, without caring who might be listening, increased my discomfort and made the state of prostration I was in even more obvious.

Like a puppet in her power, I continued to suffer her attacks, and as she spoke to me, I kept my eyes downcast and nodded, bowing my head more.

"Yes, Madam. As you wish, Mistress," were the only responses I could formulate.

My only concern at that moment was to try to mitigate her, and for that reason, I did not dare to say or do anything that would contradict her.

"Well? Answer. What do you think of my idea of turning you into a servant girl?" she returned to ask, harshly, rebuking my silence.

"If that is what you wish..."

"Yes, of course. What I desire is law, but I want to know if you would like it."

"I don't know, I've never thought about it."

"Yeah. In fact, you've never written about it in your stories. It would be something new. All the more reason to do it. Besides, with your delicate features... I'm convinced you would make a beautiful servant girl!"

We had reached the Church of the Trinità dei Monti. Mary stopped and cast her gaze down the steps that stretched out below us.

Leaning against the parapet, she took a cigarette and placed it between her lips. Then she turned her gaze toward me and stared at me with an amused grimace.

With a snap of her fingers, she got me to hurry up and offer her the flame of my lighter, regretting that I had not taken care of it sooner.

Blowing a puff of smoke in my face, Mary burst out laughing, enjoying my bewilderment.

"What's going on in your head? What could be your desires, your needs? Oh, I know! I know you well. You are dying to lick my feet. This is your prevailing desire, an obsession that never leaves you, and I would like to satisfy it here and now, at this very moment. After this walk I would need it badly and, considering also the long train ride, you could benefit from smells and tastes that you would know how to be grateful for. Do you realize that your face is the first place I set foot when I arrived? I know how much it turns you on. If I sent you away now, you would rush home to write poems and stories with which to celebrate this image. But it is early and there are other pleasures I can teach you. For example... How would you like to receive my spit right in your mouth? Come on, come closer and kneel down."

Inebriated, seduced and subdued by the sound of her voice, I obeyed her and knelt down.

"Don't be afraid. No one will pay any attention to us. We are two romantic tourists. Those who observe us will see two lovers kissing. Remember: there is no difference between a slave and a suitor. Maybe they will believe that you asked for my hand, no one will understand that you are actually praying for my foot." she mocked as she leaned over me, holding my head in her hands.

She moved closer until she was inches from my face.

I watched the movement of her lips and her intentions became even clearer to me.

I was just in time to open my mouth. A trickle of saliva, thick and foamy, poured onto my tongue and slipped down my throat.

"Well? Did you enjoy it? Tell me how you feel?" she asked.

"Of not knowing how to resist it, Mistress."

"Explain yourself better."

"I feel ashamed. I feel defeated, annihilated, but..."

"The pleasure and need to obey me is stronger, isn't it?"

"Yes, Madam."

"See, I have no need to blackmail you. The threat of the video only served you. Now you are aware of it. You should thank me."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

"Do you think that will be enough?"

Reason and modesty had definitely abandoned me. My mind was delirious, totally absorbed in that pleasure that was tearing me apart.

I understood the reproach contained in Mary's words and, immediately, I bent down and kissed the toe of her shoes.

"Good puppy. You can get up now. I think, after all, you managed to attract some attention. Maybe someone may have even filmed you, but you don't care, not anymore. You now have the makings of a good dog.


III.

The state of agitation into which Mary had thrown me did not leave me even when we reached the reassuring environment of my apartment. Her mere presence put me in a state of awe, and I felt that I was no longer able to act or even think without her directions.

"Welcome, Madam. Make yourself at home," I improvised, in a trembling voice, prostrating myself at her feet.

"Of course... It was not absolutely necessary for you to say that. You are my slave and, consequently, everything you think is your property and anything else about you belongs to me. In fact, this is my house. And if you intended to impress your Mistress, you had better lie outside the door, offering yourself as a doormat. You have disappointed me. How do you plan to make it up to me?"

"I... Forgive me, Mistress. Please forgive me," I begged her, desperately, fearing the punishments she might inflict on me.

"Don't whimper and don't yelp. Take off your clothes! Dogs wearing clothes are ridiculous!"

Nakedness represents something extremely intimate. One can be naked in solitude or in intimacy with those who undress in turn. To demand someone's nudity without reciprocating is tantamount to humiliating them, placing them in a state of absolute and extreme vulnerability.

This was certainly Mary's intent. By depriving me of the opportunity to wear clothes, she made me feel exposed and utterly helpless.

"So far you have behaved quite well, but that is not enough. I have often noticed that your submission is rather erratic. This is a common problem with many slaves. Like all male beasts, they tend to act on hormones. You are now aroused and, because of this, you could perform any action, even the humblest and degrading... But then what? True submission demands much more. In order for you to understand it, you will have to masturbate. You already know the ritual," she said.

I watched Mary's foot slip out of her shoe. I admired the sheen of her red-lacquered nails as the dense notes of her aroma reached my nostrils penetrating my mind.

Religiously, I kissed the empty shoe and breathed in the scent within. Carefully, I sucked on the heel, lubricating it with saliva and, just as my Mistress had requested, slid it between my buttocks.

At first, I had the feeling that he was scratching me, but then, as I proceeded, my body welcomed him and I felt a growing and embarrassing pleasure.

To open myself fully, I bent down until I was just touching the ground, and I could not see the expression with which Mary was looking at me. In front of me was the relic of the other shoe, and the smell inside tickled my senses. By the time I began to touch myself, I was a tightrope and the pleasure came quickly.

For the first time, it was not possible for me to escape and I was forced to drown in the disgust that disheartened me.

Reluctantly, painfully, I continued to obey the will of my Mistress.

I cleaned up the heel that had violated me and the floor that I had watered with my orgasm.

The smell of her feet began to appear sour and pungent to me. This woman who, until recently, I would have described as mature and comely, appeared beyond vulgar to me, and I felt wretched for the way I had allowed myself to be treated.

Her power, however, continued to subdue me. Despite my anguish and annoyance at those emotions that had disfigured my mind, I remained kneeling, submissive and subservient to her will. I was persuaded that I had no choice, for I knew that my desire, momentarily dormant, would soon resurface with greater vigor.

"I want you to amuse me!" she exclaimed, flippantly.

Observing me with a mocking, mischievous smile, she settled down on the sofa and crossed her legs.

"Let's play a game. Let's see if you are an obedient dog. If I snap my fingers, you lick my raised foot. If I snap them again you stop. If I clap my hands, you lick my foot on the floor. If I clap them again, you stop... And so on. Come on, start." she urged me, snapping her fingers.

As soon as I obeyed her first nod, Mary burst out laughing. The alternation of her commands became gradually faster and faster, and I, as if I were a court jester, jumped from one foot to the other, behaving like a well-domesticated dog, ready for anything in order to deserve to be rewarded.

When she had laughed enough, my Mistress allowed that I did my best to refresh and wash her feet.

The disgust at my condition had not yet faded. Every sensation, every torment and pleasure of which I was both accomplice and prey, appeared sharper to me and I could grasp every nuance.

I perceived clearly how ridiculous I was and savored with greater awareness the aroma and taste of her feet.

I sank down licking the greasy, sweat-glistened plant and poked, insistently, the impudence between her toes.

Mary was right. I was just like a dog.

After offering her the spectacle of my dastardly depravity, I could no longer deny this truth.

"You know, it is easy to recognize a slave. You just have to observe how he moves, his lexical choices, the tone in which he speaks, the way he poses. Perhaps I will appear cruel to you, because like most slaves you are afraid, feel ashamed, and try, to no avail, to fight your nature. The truth is that I am more generous than you can imagine and I feel great pity for people like you. Despite our long virtual conversations, we are little more than strangers, yet I already know everything about you. I know that you have always had trouble relating to women. You thought and convinced yourself that this difficulty of yours depended on shyness, but in reality, it originated from your servile nature that causes you to feel inferior. Most of the women you dealt with will have chosen you as their confidant and friend. They will have thought of you as a sweet, good person and benefited from your always being present and helpful. With them, you have behaved like a devoted and faithful servant who goes out of his way to meet his Lady's every need. Those who chose you as a possible companion and lover, on the other hand, will have been attracted by your gallant ways, your romanticism, your thoughtfulness, until they began to get bored and decided to get rid of you badly. None of them understood your torment, your desire to be a slave. They availed themselves of your submission in a distracted, uninvolved way, without understanding its meaning or the opportunities it could offer. For me it is different. I can recognize a slave and know how to dispose of one. You continue to fear me, I can read it in your eyes, in the trembling of your lips. You fear me and think I am cruel, but in fact I offer you only what you yourself desire. And to fear me and what I can do is to fear yourself. You, today, have almost understood this, but you still need some help. Therefore, I thought it useful to immortalize you in a new video, filming you masturbating in my honor."

"Please, Mistress!" I begged her, even though I knew she would show no mercy.

Mary took my face between her feet and used the soles to slap me. Then she slid a big toe into my mouth and took some pictures of me.

"This one is very pretty. It has something romantic about it, the way you like it. You know, I've always found this aspect of you very curious. In your writing I sense the torment of the stunts with which you try to make everything delicate and romantic. The reality is quite different. You are basking in the stench of my feet and delighting in eating the boogers between my toes. What's the matter? Are these terms too strong? Would you prefer to use words like holy stench or effluvium? Do you think it makes any difference? I can see you. You pretend to be some kind of poet, but you're just a foot-licker. All this excites and pleases you. You can despair all you want, but your erection doesn't lie and neither do your eyes. You should learn to be more honest and sincere. Who knows, maybe it would help you if I stuck my foot down your throat."

Words were followed by actions. With her big toe, Mary spread my lips and stuck the entire toe into my mouth. She began to thrust and advance as far as she could. To make the lunge smoother and more relentless, she grabbed me by the hair and drew me to her, not caring about my pained face and panting breath.

I was full of her, her demanding foot, the impressiveness with which she invaded me.

It would have been easy to break free from that grip. I could have rebelled; I could have even slapped her and expressed my displeasure at the ferocity with which she had treated me.

Mary was right. I was a dog, a foot-licker, and I felt weak and helpless. I was stunned by her words and the impetuosity with which she dominated me. She forced me to accept and drown in disgust, in the murky, dastardly pleasure that soiled my soul.

Eventually, she succeeded. I was forced to admit that there was nothing I could do to repress or deny my nature and, in that moment, I definitely became hers.

I understood that those emotions and acts that I had been forced to endure and perform were engraved within me; they belonged to me. I could not continue too self-absorbed. I could not pretend that my sins were attributable to Mary's will and her blackmail.

I was a slave. What confused and disheartened me was not the abuse with which I had been violated. What was upsetting and trapping me was an idea of conventional pride and dignity that prevented me from living fully.

Mary, after all, was only a vessel, but she was also my Liberator, my Lady and Mistress, and I realized how grateful I should be for what she was giving me.

Understanding this, I persuaded myself of the justice of whatever punishment and humiliation Mary had decided to inflict on me.

My mind, my body, every thought and action, had to be aimed at the fulfillment of her desires. I was her property and had meaning and reason to exist only if she used me.

Mary seemed to notice my change. She pulled her foot out of my mouth and observed the grateful humility with which I rushed to lick it.

Her face lit up as if a sudden inspiration had come over her, a kind of revelation she intended to communicate to me.

She was beautiful, wonderful. She was a shining, radiant Goddess to whom I felt I was devoted and on whom I depended, as if she had generated me and breathed life into me.

I looked at her rapturously, blissing at the sovereignty of her smile, at the cheeky, indolent air with which she dominated me.

And so, inebriated, I almost didn't notice that first tread she assailed on my face.

She pushed me away and I almost lost my balance, falling backwards.

I was stunned and surprised by that unexpected pain that began to spread across my face.

Mary kept looking at me, enveloping me in the darkness and light of her laughter.

I drowned in the hilarity that overflowed from her eyes, and although I did not understand the reasons for her gesture, I came back to approach her and offer my face.

Her foot charged a new kick. I waited for him with my hands crossed behind my back, expressing how voluntary and unconditional my surrender was.

With exhausting slowness, she approached and placed her foot on my face as if she wanted to get a good aim.

Then she moved it back away and prepared to strike allowing me to be fully aware of the fate that awaited me.

The heel reached my mouth. It was a violent blow. I felt the taste of blood and my lower lip swelling, throbbing with pain.

Nonetheless, I went back to approaching and posing, daring that foot to strike me with greater force.

The third tread was less vigorous, but also more painful. Mary calibrated the power by planting her foot in my face. In doing so, she crushed my nose and made it bleed, but she took care not to break it.

That blow made me tear up, but I went back to offering myself, ignoring both the pain and the growing fear of the damage the next tread would inflict on me.

Unexpectedly, Mary took pity on me. With her foot she collected the tears and blood from my face. The total self-denial and condescension with which I had yielded to her will seemed to have satisfied her sufficiently. Even more, she was pleased with the grateful humility with which I licked the foot that had inflicted the beatings on me, proving, once again, that my nature was not at all unlike that of a dog.

"I could have continued. I could have kicked you to the point of changing your features, but that would have been a shame. You look pretty and it's not appropriate to disfigure it. I will take care of it, just as I would a nice pair of shoes. If anything, I will brand the rest of your body with my heels and look for the most appropriate spot to engrave my initials. First, however, it will be a good idea to have you wear your present. I waited to show it to you because I wanted to verify that you were worthy of it," she said.

From her own bag, with an amused and triumphant air, she pulled out a collar. It was a strip of leather about three inches high. It was similar to a small belt from which hung a metal ring.

"Only Mistress can make you wear it and only Mistress can take it off," she explained, as she fastened the collar behind the back of my neck.

"I don't know if I can trust you. You are a good dog, but you are still a man. So, to prevent you from sinning and disobeying, I have locked the clasp with a small padlock. To remove it, you will need the key in my possession." she added, grabbing the ring that hung from the collar and tugging at me a little, as if to check that it would not come off.

Mary would stay with me for a couple of days. The idea of having to wear the collar during that time, even exhibiting it in public, was frightening enough, but what terrified me most was the thought and knowledge that I would have to continue wearing it afterwards.

I tried, as best I could, to hide my despair and dismay, and avoided suggesting to Mary that I should become more cruel. If I had behaved well, if I had obeyed her every order, perhaps she would have taken pity on me and, before leaving for Messina again, would have freed me from the embarrassment and humiliation of that ornament.

I licked her feet showing sincere gratitude for that gift. Mary, visibly amused, stroked my head.

I imagined how ridiculous the spectacle I was offering her was. I was lying on all fours, totally naked, clad only in that collar. My canine appearance was undeniable, but Mary decided to make it even more obvious.

"Up! Bark!" she commanded.

Devoured by shame, I obeyed her. Mary burst out laughing and continued to humiliate me with new commands.

First, she ordered me to sit down and I complied by sitting on my knees. Then she invited me to squat down, getting me to prostrate myself.

" Very good!" she exulted, clapping her hands and I, remembering the orders she had previously given me, began to lick her foot.

The sound of Mary's laughter broke over me, and with the other foot, the one that was not receiving the thoughtful, moist caresses of my tongue, she amused herself by stepping on and pinching my head, enjoying my docility and remission.

I felt totally annihilated, devoid of dignity and worth. By now I was like dust under her feet.


IV.

I had always believed and hoped that I could live those fantasies and emotions as if they were some kind of game based on complicity and mutual respect. I understood that it was only a pitiful illusion with which I had tried to hide what I was, something not very different from that poetry that Mary had mocked.

She, my Mistress, had bent and broken me. The humiliations she had inflicted on me would scar me forever and I would never be able to rise again.

Blackmail was no longer needed. I would no longer try to escape. I was now totally dependent on her. If I had tried to pull away, trying to live differently, the shame and disgust at what I had done would have destroyed me.

Mary had torn me apart and I knew I had no choice. In order not to disintegrate, I had to continue living under her feet.

This thought settled and matured in my mind and eventually I could not hold it back and I communicated it in the worst way.

I did so when Mary boarded the train that would take her back to Messina. When she took her seat and it came time to say goodbye, I threw myself at her feet and hugged them, crying over her shoes.

I clung to her... She who was my perdition, but also my salvation.

Mary did not flinch. She seemed to be already prepared for that moment, as if she had already foreseen it. She merely ordered me to wipe away the tears with which I had wet her shoes by shining them with her hair.

The indifference and haughtiness with which she commanded it made me realize how miserable and useless I appeared to her.

When I found myself on the platform, watching her train pull away, I felt unspeakable shame and realized how ridiculous and pathetic I was.

With dismay I thought back to all the humiliation I had suffered. Mary could offend me, denigrate me, even beat me, and I, instead of rebelling, offered myself to that martyrdom feeling a sense of gratitude toward my executioner.

I should have rejoiced at her departure and tried to free myself from the bondage in which she held me. Instead, I felt lost and began to wait for our next meeting, but Mary had already gotten what she wanted. She had subdued me, annihilated me. She had shown that she could do with me what she wanted.

After fulfilling this whim, I became useless and she could throw me away as if I were a pair of pierced slippers.

It took me several days to understand this.

In the beginning, I was only concerned with hiding the collar he had made me wear. It was a symbol of my obedience and a reminder of what I had done and suffered.

Only Mary could make me wear it, only she could take it off. My Mistress possessed the key that would open it, and that helped me believe that she would not abandon me.

The season allowed me to hide that ornament with turtleneck sweaters. I had never endured them, and wearing them seemed like yet another act of submission to my Lady.

The days meanwhile flowed by. The messages and prayers with which I invoked Mary suffused in a deafening silence.

I felt growing shame and discouragement for what I had suffered and, even more, for what I continued to desire.

After a month, I tried to tamper with the padlock that locked the collar's latch. It turned out to be more fragile and malleable than I had thought. Pulling it, it opened and I regained my freedom.

I felt, then, the urge to clean myself up and get away from the filth that had invaded me.

I understood that my vulnerability had its origin in what I was writing. I had started doing it to exorcise the darkness that besieged my mind, but in the end, I had fed it, making it stronger and more ferocious.

I decided to close and erase everything, sheltering myself from what other women, similar to Mary, might inflict on me.

I proposed to myself to abandon my artistic ambitions. This was a painful choice that, as much as possible, I tried to postpone and push away.

Initially, I simply tried to change, to write different things. After a couple of attempts, however, I was forced to give up.

Every story I tried to create inevitably led me back to those dark fantasies and, even worse, made the figure of Mary resurface.

I found myself, then, having to acknowledge my limitations and the weight of that addiction I had developed.

I felt the discomfort of her absence, the pain of her abandonment. Smothered by those shameful emotions, I felt the need arise to seek her and pray to her, offering myself to her contemptuous mockery.

No, I had to free myself from that illness and, therefore, I had to cease writing.

I decided to devote all my energy to my work. After all, I was tired of carrying the ballast of those murky secrets. I wanted a normal, bright life, free from the threat of that shame that sullied my mind.

It was February 21st, I remember it well. On an agenda I marked that date. It was to be the day of my rebirth.

I went to my office on Twenty September Street. It was an Insurance Agency.

I had inherited it a few weeks after discussing my thesis for my degree in architecture, following the sudden death of my father.

It happened in the fall. He was returning from a business trip to Milan. A heart attack caught him while he was driving his car. He was just in time to pull over and stop.

Indulging who knows what inspiration, he got out of the car and drove into the surrounding countryside.

He managed to travel almost a hundred meters before he keeled over and died.

My mother did not work and understood absolutely nothing about her husband's business. Although it was not my greatest aspiration, I found myself agreeing to take over the agency.

The business was well established and did not require much effort. There were numerous contracts already signed and the commission proceeds were sufficiently high.

All I had to do was supervise and meet with a few clients, dressing as an insurance agent. Everything else was taken care of by an employee who had worked with my father for over ten years.

That day I thought I could do more. I could have made an effort to seek new clients and enrich the portfolio.

When I crossed the office threshold, Cecilia, a woman in her forties who usually appeared jovial and good-humored, greeted me with a rueful expression, to say the least.

"We have a few problems," she began.

Calmly and with extreme professionalism, she explained to me the gradual thinning of the number of policies taken out.

Some of my father's clients had passed away, others had preferred to renew contracts with other Companies to save on premium costs. I had never worried about that. The remaining customers represented the hard core and kept production in the black.

This was, undoubtedly, a worrying figure, but the serious problem Cecilia was referring to was the policy of the Company I was working for, which, for a couple of years already, had imposed the amalgamation of Agencies with too small a portfolio.

Basically, if I did not reinflate the number of my clients, I would be forced to work in partnership with other agents who had the same problem as me.

The possibility of such an eventuality made me cringe. I did not like having to share office and work with someone else, and I did not like having to socialize with other insurance agents. Despite being a part of it myself, it was a category of people toward which I had always felt a stubborn revulsion.

After all, how could I feel sympathy for individuals whose only talent was to wear a tie and use words to deceive others? How could I feel comfortable with someone who was motivated solely by the goal of accumulating clients and money?

I loathed the attitude and philosophy of life on which their entire existence was based, but if I didn't want to deal with such characters, I had to find a way to emulate them, gleaning new clients that would shelter me from the risk of bundling.

I was not a salesman. I had neither the gab nor the nerve.

I realized, very soon, that I could not change my nature, not in such a short time. This thought immediately made the imperious figure of Mary resurface. I heard her laughter and felt her foot crushing and crumpling my head, reaffirming who I was, showing me how futile and stupid it was to try to suppress my essence.

Concern about the amalgamation passed into the background. My only worry at that moment was keeping my mind occupied and avoiding slipping back into the abyss of madness.

The experience with Mary had severely tested me. Living and experiencing what I had always dreamed of generated a growing hunger and consequently also a kind of withdrawal.

Such was the state I was in that I found myself admiring the tip of one of Cecilia's shoes. I did so thoughtlessly, pushing myself to fondle the idea of brushing against it.

As I began to wonder why I had never fantasized about the possibility of being her slave, I realized that I had gone too far and needed to run for cover.

I locked myself in my office. I paced up and down, smoking frantically. Then I sat down in front of the PC and allowed myself to be tempted by the desire to get back to writing.

I could have talked about Cecilia, made her the protagonist of my fantasies. I would not have even bothered to change her name and then... Then I would have concocted a way for her to read my story, revealing to her my desires.

Who knows what she would have thought!

It was not hard to imagine her in the guise of a Mistress. Although she always had a courteous and affable attitude, one could not help but notice that her character was rather authoritative, sometimes even stern.

On a few occasions, I had been able to witness the reprimands directed at an intern who had been entrusted, for a short time, with the task of putting the archives in order.

While maintaining a well measured behavior and avoiding using words that might appear offensive, simply by the tone of her voice and the way she looked at her, Cecilia managed to humiliate her and make her lower her gaze in shame.

She could have done the same to me. I could have acknowledged that the agency relied solely on her abilities and that my contribution was so superfluous and insignificant that, to make myself vaguely useful, I had better crouch under her desk offering myself as a footstool.

Or, she might have threatened to resign, expressing resentment and contempt for my ineptitude. Then I, in despair, would have knelt and begged her by groveling at her feet as she prepared to leave the office.

I would have told her that she was right, acknowledging that she was clueless and miserable. I would have begged her to accept the agency becoming hers, proposing, finally, to keep me as her slave.

As I continued to fantasize about these images, I felt my excitement growing and began to rummage in my pants.

I had reached the limit. I absolutely had to stop.

I shook off those thoughts and remembered that I had a copy of Witcher 3 on my office computer. It had been a long time since I had played it.

During my teenage years, I had often immersed myself in RPG games. I could try it again and occupy my mind so that it would not succumb to the lure of those dark fantasies that haunted me.

It worked. For about three months, I stunned myself with that game, almost without noticing what was going on around me.

I didn't even mind the letter in which the company informed me of the impending amalgamation.

When, shortly thereafter, a second woman took up residence in my office, I wondered if the whole universe was not plotting for me to accept living as a slave.

Matilda Barberini was an extremely charming woman. Falling in love with her was easy, if not obvious.

She was in her early thirties. Her long blond hair framed the delicate features of her luminous face. Her complexion had soft hues that blossomed on her smooth, fair skin, resembling fine porcelain.

The full lips rippled in slight smiles, hinting at the whiteness of teeth, and the cerulean eyes, huge with a vaguely oriental slant, kindled the desire for tender, endless kisses.

When I saw her slender, lithe figure cross the threshold of my office, I was certain that I was in the presence of a Queen, and as I listened to the sound of her heels tapping my mind, I remained silent, struggling to find the voice and words to greet her arrival.

Her portfolio was much larger than mine. By comparison, the number of my clients appeared meager, and if she wanted, I was sure Matilda would be able to take them away from me, assuming ownership and control of the entire agency.

This thought should have terrified me, but I had already fallen in love and my imagination galloped, reveling in my blatantly inferior status.

Fortunately, the months spent playing computer games had made me regain some reasonableness. I managed, thus, to contain the desire to throw myself at his feet, maintaining a demeanor that was, as far as possible, dignified.

My behavior, in fact, appeared no more ridiculous than that of any other man in the presence of a beautiful woman.

I could be kind, gallant, even slavish. Surely, in Cecilia's eyes I appeared funny or despicable; she might even have compared me to a dog, but she would never have suspected how much I longed to get on all fours and bark.

Matilda did not take advantage of her position. She treated me with respect, posing as if she were my guest and asking my permission to settle in.

After all, I could claim ownership of an office location in the center of Rome. It was a position that gave the agency a certain prestige, and this came in handy in procuring wealthy clients.

We combined our portfolios and created a company. Finding a name was not easy; in the end we opted for MBS Insurance. I did not complain that his initials, both first name and last name, stood out almost obscuring the initial of my first name. It was as if he absorbed me, but I, if I could have acted freely, would have let him use only his first name or choose to call the company "Matilda Barberini and her slave." Incidentally, the S in my name almost seemed to suggest this interpretation.

Unfortunately, however, in Matilda, such fantasies seemed to be entirely absent. My submissive and subservient attitude, not far removed from that of the classic doormat man, was interpreted as courtship from another time.

Strangely, Matilda, instead of taking advantage and then despising me, was fascinated.

Worshipping her, surrounding her with attention, with an exhausting slowness, worthy of a teenage sweetheart of the early nineteenth century, I drew closer and closer, until I was allowed to walk with her holding her hand and to reach, thus, to kiss her tender lips.

It was springtime. We were sitting on a bench. Next to us climbed a jasmine plant.

I could smell the flowers mingling with Matilda's scent. Her eyes were languid, hinting at squinting, swallowed by her long, thick lashes.

Timidly, I encircled her waist. She reclined her head and parted her lips as if she were about to utter a sweet but silent word.

It was a slow kiss, at times a little awkward, almost fearful.

I let her tongue pour into my mouth. Gently, almost reverently, I sucked it and, before parting, I held one of her lips in the caress of one last kiss.

The emotion I read on her face amazed me. In her eyes I saw a love I had never known and feared I did not deserve.

It was because of that love that I was careful not to confess my desires to her.

Stoically, I repressed my disposition and needs, contenting myself with secret dreams.

I denied myself the pleasure of kissing her feet, limiting myself, when possible, to caressing or massaging them distractedly.

That could not be enough for me, but I pretended not to be aware of it.

After all, it wasn't that difficult. When we were having sex, I could fantasize, imagine that Matilda was my Mistress, and if that wasn't enough, I could pop into memories and prostrate myself at Mary's feet.

I could not say that, using these little aids, pleased me, but after all, there was nothing wrong with that. They were just innocent games going on in my mind.

After a few months, we decided to get married. I proposed by kneeling, but it was Matilda who suggested it.

I liked the idea of marriage, but more than making me happy, it amazed me. It was an experience I did not think I would ever experience.

During the preparations, I realized that I knew nothing about Matilda's family.

She had told me that her father had died a few years ago, but she had never told me about her mother and the rest of the family.

I learned, then, that her parents had divorced when she was about six years old. She had stayed with her father and, from Messina, they had moved to Rome. Her mother, on the other hand, had another man with whom she had also had another daughter.

It was easy to see that Matilda felt rejected and abandoned. And the reticence with which she spoke about her family ties was understandable.

For this reason, I was surprised when she informed me that her mother and stepsister were coming to help her with the wedding preparations.

The idea did not excite me. I did not like having unfamiliar people around the house. My socialization skills did not extend beyond the time of a lunch or dinner.

They would stay for about ten days, and considering the size of our apartment, I could not hope for them to stay overnight in a hotel.

They arrived by plane. Matilda decided to pick them up herself. When she returned home, however, only her stepsister was with her.

"This is my little sister: Martina," she said, introducing her to me.

This was a girl barely 18 years old. Her gaze had a whimsical and insolent expression, typical of those who always get what they want. The features of her face were a bit harsh and I did not detect any resemblance to the softer, more delicate ones, of Matilda.

They did not look like sisters and, with some annoyance, I noticed how submissive Matilda's attitude toward her was.

She seemed eager to please her, as if seeking her attention and approval. Martina, on the contrary, treated her with condescension, flaunting a lazy and indolent demeanor.

"Mom will be here any minute," she said, almost with an air of reproach.

Matilda then explained that her mother did not like air travel and that, for that reason, she would be arriving by train.

Martina complained that she was too tired from the trip, and Matilda thought it appropriate to stay with her to make her feel more comfortable. Consequently, the burden of going to greet her mother at the station fell on me.

The train was arriving from Messina. An insane foreboding began to make its way into my mind, but I pushed it away, deeming it a crazy idea, one of those things that only happen in B-movies.

I had no idea what Matilda's mother looked like. All I knew was that she had dark hair and wore a red coat. That might have been enough. Martina told me not to worry, her mother had seen my pictures and assured me that she would be the one to recognize me. I, to make things easier, was to simply wait for her at the entrance to the dock.

Although unwillingly, I obeyed my future wife's requests and hurried to the station before the train arrived.

When I found myself on that platform, I could not help but recall the humiliation that Mary had inflicted on me. I remembered the taste of her shoes, her feet, her saliva, the arrogance of her gaze, her laughter.

I wondered how populous the city of Messina was. I began to fear that Matilda's mother might know Mary and might have seen videos or photos of my humiliation.

No. It couldn't be. In that case, she would surely have told her daughter, and I certainly would not have found myself waiting on that platform.

"Hey there doggie! What are you waiting for? Come party with Mistress!"

I raged upon hearing those words and the sound of that voice.

In front of me, the figure of Mary appeared. She was wearing a long red coat, but I stubbornly ruled out what appeared more and more likely and obvious.

I pretended not to know her. I ignored her joke and, without even mentioning hello, pushed my gaze past her, trying to catch a glimpse of the person I was waiting for.

Mary burst out laughing and returned to calling me doggie, snapping her fingers and pointing to the ground at her feet.

I remained motionless. I began to convince myself that this was just a bad dream or hallucination conjured by my memories.

Then, Mary grew impatient and extended a slap in my face, awakening me from the stupor in which I tried to hole up.

"'You... No, that's not possible,' I stammered."

"No, this is not right. You need to talk to me with more respect and humility." she scolded, tugging at my ear.

"You bad dog. Have you already forgotten how to behave? I see you don't even wear your collar anymore. Yet I never gave you permission to take it off!" she went on, admonishing me with a second slap.

"I... I am no longer..."

"Shut up, you stupid dog! Imagine my surprise when my daughter showed me your picture! You, my dog, my worthless lickspittle, marrying my Matilda. No one has ever humiliated me like this! This marriage will not take place, and you will be severely punished."

"I had no idea she was your daughter."

"That makes no difference. A slave like you is not worthy to even look at her. I should emasculate you to punish your insolence. Now kneel down and show me your repentance!" she commanded.

My Mistress' revelations stunned me more than her slaps. I staggered, hesitating and almost obeyed her command.

Part of me thought it desirable to surrender and humble myself, falling to my knees and shedding tears at my Mistress' feet to invoke her mercy and pity. In this way I would end the torment and anguish of having to live under threat, stained by a guilt that I could neither erase nor atone for.

Only the pure and luminous image of Matilda could hold me back. I became convinced of the strength and sincerity of the love that united us, and I ended up believing that she, even knowing my sins, would be able to forgive me.

"No, I can't do that. I love Matilda. I love her and now I am a different person," I justified myself.

"A different person? Don't be ridiculous. I know you. I know what you are. A slave, a dog, a lickspittle doormat... You are just that and nothing else. You are nothing and I will not allow you to marry my daughter."

"You are wrong. Matilda and I love each other," I repeated again.

I didn't have many other arguments and I didn't even have enough lucidity to look for any.

I was desperate and still felt bewildered by that unexpected revelation. I still could not believe that fate could be so mocking and cruel.

I had no reason to, but I hoped that Mary, hearing me repeat that I loved her daughter, might take pity on me.

Her gaze became angry and stern. That hilarity with which she used to humiliate me was absent, but in the end, she sighed and seemed to resign herself to the inevitable.

"All right. Let's play for it," she said, after a long pause, "I still have the videos of your performances. I could show them to Matilda and solve any dilemmas. I could, yes... But I'd rather spare her such humiliation." she went on, pausing to think.

"So, you will allow me to marry your daughter?", I asked her, pleadingly and filled with hope.

"No. I'll just give you the benefit of the doubt. We'll make a bet."

"A bet?", I echoed her, with a dumbfounded expression, unable to imagine what her intentions were.

"I know you. You're my dog, and I'm sure that, even right now, you're dying to curl up and lick my feet. I know, because it is your nature and you can neither repress nor change it."

For a few moments he paused and studied the effect her words had.

I tried to remain impassive, but in my heart, I trembled and feared that she might notice the dismay with which I greeted that truth.

"In the next seven days, the time I will spend at your and Matilda's house, you will have to prove to me that you are different from what I think. If you will not yield to the impulse and the need to prostrate and humble yourself at my feet, I will acknowledge that I was wrong about you and will not oppose the marriage. Otherwise, I will expect and demand that you act honestly, screwing up the wedding and avoiding delusion and making my daughter suffer, further."

"I assure you..."

"Don't interrupt. I have not finished. I know about your professional bond. The moment you acknowledge that you are a dog, you must give Matilda the entire company, including the office property, in this way you will repay her, in a small part, for the outrage you have caused her. These are my terms and they are not negotiable. Are we understood?"

What she was asking was absurd, but I could have no reason not to accept her proposal. Under no circumstances could I have been afraid to humiliate myself at her feet, certainly not in the presence of her daughter.

I accepted all the conditions. Mary abandoned her angry and stern look, turning a look at me filled with hilarity, the same look with which she used to mock and humiliate me.

I was shaken by a chill. I felt as if I had signed a pact with the devil.

"Good. Now hurry up. Get my luggage. Don't forget that I am your future mother-in-law. You owe me respect and devotion." she intimated, overwhelming me with her laughter.

She seemed certain that she had victory in her hands.

Her attitude, so confident and charismatic, destabilized me.

For a moment, I was tempted to surrender. I had a foreboding of the torments that awaited me and wondered if it might not be wiser to succumb at once.


V.

With a certain recklessness and not a little shame, I allowed myself to be seduced by the arrogance of my hosts.

They seemed like two noblewomen whom Matilda and I, as their vassals, were supposed to please and serve.

In fact, I was annoyed by the extremely tame and submissive attitude with which my future wife treated them. One could say that, in a way, it almost offended me.

It was as if, in doing so, she belittled the dominant role she played within our relationship.

I wondered how she would react if I knelt at Mary's feet. Who knows, maybe she would have praised me, encouraging me to humiliate myself even more.

That image began to excite me, and I also began to wonder if Martina might know about my history with her mother.

At one point, I became convinced that she had also seen my videos.

Her insolent and contemptuous demeanor was so similar to Mary's that I had no trouble believing that she used to subdue men in her company.

My imagination galloped, but Mary, for the first few days, did nothing and almost ignored me, limiting herself only to showing, from time to time, the nakedness of her feet.

She did this discreetly, slipping off a slipper or dangling it from the tip of one foot. These were silent messages, which I could pick up only because of the complicity of our pasts.

On the morning of the third day, when I got up, I discovered that Matilda and Martina had left early.

Mary explained that they had decided to go on a small outing and would not be back until evening.

"What about you? How come she didn't go with them.", I asked, suspiciously, as I drank my coffee.

"They are sisters. They need some time alone, to build a relationship they don't have yet, and then ... The seven-day deadline is near. We also need some time alone," she said.

"No, I don't think so," I objected, but meanwhile I felt my head spinning, as if I were dizzy.

Suddenly, I felt soft in my legs, tried to cling to the window sill, but it was utterly useless.

I found myself lying on the floor, my vision blurred.

Mary was already on top of me. I heard her laugh and her foot resting on my chest and then nothing more.

When I regained my senses, I was kneeling. I tried to get up, but a rope tightened my wrists and ankles, forcing me to remain in that position.

"I'm afraid you are being influenced by what you think is right for others and not by what is really right and honest for you," Mary began to say as she became aware of my awakening.

I was confused and still stunned. Before I could find the right words to rebel against that violence, Mary came over and shoved a pair of stockings into my mouth.

"You didn't notice, but these are the same stockings I was wearing when I arrived. I kept them on for three days, didn't even take them off to sleep and, of course, didn't even wash my feet. I'm sure you can appreciate my thoughtfulness. You must have missed my smell. Maybe, now that you can smell it in your mouth, you will come to your senses. My daughter, as you may have noticed, has too meek and mild a disposition. I would prefer her to be more like Martina, but she is still my daughter. I love her and I don't want her to suffer. You have no reason to be with her. She could not make you happy. You need someone who knows how to treat you as you deserve. A few months ago, I got divorced. If you'll be good, I'll take you with me, make you my dog. I know you would like that and you would be happy. I know how to use you and I also know how to educate you. Thanks to me, you will discover pleasures you dare not even imagine. You will learn to live exclusively for my pleasure. You will lead the kind of life you desire, the kind that suits you best. You know that I am right. By marrying Matilda, you would condemn yourself to a life of imprisonment, half-lived. It is my hell that you seek. Only in my hell, amid the torments and tortures I will know how to inflict on you, can you be free and happy."

After this long drawl, Mary freed my mouth. Then she grabbed me by the hair and pushed me down, forcing me to lie at her feet.

"I could say I won the bet. In just three days, you have prostrated and humiliated yourself at my feet," she said, as she enjoyed stepping on my head.

"Not by my choice. I am bound and cannot rebel," I objected.

"Are you sure?" she asked.

Her foot, almost gently, caressed my face and slid under my chin, leveraging for me to lift my gaze.

"I didn't specify how I would submit you, but I'll give you that, indeed," she said, pulling away from me.

"I will be generous and merciful. I will be more than you deserve." she went on, moving away from me and sitting comfortably on the couch.

"Crawl over here and lick my feet. If you do, there will be no consequences. I will release you and you can continue playing boyfriend or groom. Otherwise, I will leave you there to ponder what you could say to explain to Matilda the reasons why you are in that position." she decreed.

Silence followed and then a snap of my fingers. I surrendered to the need to obey and tried to ignore how grateful I was for the opportunity I had been given.

Mary was right. I had missed her feet and, even more, I had missed the unscrupulous arrogance with which she could humiliate me.

I crawled up to her, not bothering to pretend to be displeased. She had not lied about the hygiene of her feet. Their smell was thick and pregnant.

Like a hungry dog, I began to lick the filth under the plant and between my fingers. Mary was getting what she wanted. She was showing me how much I needed to feed on the pleasure I had deluded myself into thinking I could do without.

After enjoying such a disgusting act, I could not help but understand the reasons why she felt that by marrying her daughter I would outrage her.

Stripped, exposed, immersed in that fierce nakedness, with no way out, I had once again surrendered to that gaze that could and did see me, decreeing my doom.

Stunned by the voluptuousness of that subtle anguish and the growing terror that pressed in on me, I spied those eyes searching for their mocking smile, evoking the embarrassment and pleasure with which I would bow my head.

I continued to pretend to be a victim, to persuade myself that I had no choice, but it was I who had decided to put the back of my head under that sharp axe, deferring to the will of that icy cut that threatened and branded my flesh.

Tense in that spasm, I squinted my eyes and gasped for that pleasure that would deprive me of everything, giving me the mystical exaltation of the martyr who chooses to sacrifice himself in the name of his Divinity.


VI.

It would not have been difficult to continue to believe that Mary was a cruel and evil woman. The way she had abused my weaknesses and exploited my vulnerability to enslave me was immoral.

At the same time, however, I could not help but admit my responsibility in that murky and dastardly game. I detested the humiliation and abuse she subjected me to, but my mind could not help but long for them.

"What a loser! Marrying her mother's bootlicker! She really sucks!" exclaimed Martina.

I paled upon hearing her words and immediately turned around to make sure Matilda and Mary were still in the other room packing.

"Are you amazed? Did you think I didn't know? I found your video in my mother's smartphone and she told me all about it. You are a pathetic being!" she went on, bursting into a laugh not much different from the ones Mary used to taunt me with.

"Please keep your voice down," I begged her.

"Well? What are you going to do? Are you still thinking of marrying my loser sister? Mom said she's going to take you home. It will be fun. You can lick my feet, too. Of course, only when they need washing, maybe after a gym session. Imagine how good it will smell... It will drive you crazy!" she said and wrinkled her nose and then burst into a new, deafening laugh.

The situation I was in was looking more and more like a nightmare. I had always hated the idea of being treated like a doormat and a loser, but it seemed that this was exactly the fate that awaited me.

Martina's contempt for me was clear, and I felt that I deserved it. I realized that my secret was no longer safe. Matilda, sooner or later, would find out. I could already imagine the sorrow and disgust with which she would look at me.

By now I was trapped. Mary had won. I could not marry Matilda and risk her sister, just to spite her, telling her everything.

"What is it that makes you laugh so much?" asked Mary, re-entering the room.

"Oh, nothing! I was just telling about how Matilda and I used to play when we were little," replied Martina.

"What did you tell them?" her sister questioned her, visibly altered and worried.

"How you used to trot and neigh while I sat on your back, remember? I was the princess and you were my little horse," she explained, laughing heartily.

Matilda blushed and sketched a forced smile, trying to hide her annoyance and embarrassment at that tale.

Observing the viciousness and satisfaction with which her sister had decided to humiliate her, I had further confirmation that, despite myself, I would become the instrument for further harassment of her.

For the departure of our guests, we separated. Matilda accompanied her sister to the airport and I escorted her mother to the train station.

"It looks like you finally won the bet," said Mary, as soon as she finished placing her luggage on the train.

She seemed to have decided to let me off the hook by agreeing for me to marry her daughter and I, for a few moments, clung to that possibility, but I also began to ponder the consequences of my decision.

I considered the humiliation that Matilda might suffer because of me and reasoned about the speeches with which Mary had explained to me for what reasons it would not be right for me to marry her.

I could not deny the pleasure I had felt in crawling at her feet and, even worse and more shameful, I could not pretend that I had not enjoyed Martina's mockery, imagining that I could be delighted by the little scent she had promised to make me smell.

A normal life, sheltered from the humiliation and harassment I had been promised, would surely have been more comfortable and more desirable, but it would also have been a life of captivity, a life that could not belong to me and that would force me to repress my nature.

Yes, Mary was right, I began to understand, and, albeit painfully, I knelt down, acknowledging defeat.

Solemnly, I kissed the toe of her shoes and handed myself over to her, invoking the unconditional and humiliating surrender I had been promised.

First, my Mistress reminded me of the terms of our pact.

Obeying her orders, I unloaded her luggage from the train and we immediately went to the notary.

Albeit with some reluctance, I agreed to give Mary all my shares in the company and to deed all my assets and property to her.

I had become her slave again, and I did not even dare to object that the terms of our agreement stipulated that I transfer to her daughter, not to her, only my shares in the Agency.

I found myself no longer owning anything. In an instant, I had become, in every way, akin to a dog and, as such, totally dependent on my Mistress.

"Now you can take me to my new home," Mary ordered.

"But ... Matilda?", I objected.

My Mistress slapped me repeatedly and, not content, pulled me by the hair and made me kneel down.

"You are my dog, don't forget that! From now on, you must obey my every order without a word. And take care not to antagonize me, if you don't want me to decide to get rid of you, making you a stray!" she threatened, getting me to kiss her feet and beg her to forgive me.


VII.

On the drive home, I kept wondering what my Mistress' intentions were and how she would justify her decision to stay in Rome.

Through the rearview mirror, I peered at her haughty and imperious figure sitting behind me. Her proud gaze denoted confidence and she seemed to have already foreseen everything, as if every single event, even the most unpredictable, faithfully reflected her will.

As we crossed the threshold of the house, I was joined from the living room by the voices of Matilda and Martina.

I was increasingly confused, but I was also curious to find out what was happening.

"Oh, there you are!" they said in chorus, addressing their mother.

Matilda approached. She looked at me with a strange smile. A smile I had never seen on her.

Without uttering a word, she spat in my face and slapped me in the face. Meanwhile, Mary, taking advantage of my surprise and bewilderment, pushed a foot behind my knee, causing me to lose my balance.

I found myself slumped, at Matilda's feet who, without hesitation, grabbed me by the hair and pushed me down, flinging me to the floor.

"But mom! That's not fair! I wanted to start," Martina complained.

"Come on, don't throw a tantrum, your sister has more right than you," said Mary.

"She doesn't. It's all because of me. I'm sure it was the thought of the scent of my little feet that convinced him," she retorted and burst out laughing, eliciting hilarity from everyone.

"With a pervert like that, I don't rule out the possibility that you're right, but I, for almost six months, have had to kiss and have sex with this filthy foot rag," Matilda explained to her, as she kicked and turned with one foot to make me lie on my back.

"Now, the least I can do... " she added, with a malevolent air.

The sentence remained in mid-sentence. Matilda stepped on me, briefly with the heel of the Parisian shoes I had given her for her birthday. Then she pulled up her skirt, removed her panties and began to urinate on my face.

She bathed me with a copious and powerful stream, as if she had been holding back for a long time, waiting for that moment.

I could feel that liquid invading my face and mouth. I could hear exclamations of disgust, surprise and mock blame, follow one another and explode into naughty, boisterous laughter.

"I hadn't come that far either, now I'll have to make up for it," Mary said, feigning resentment.

"Damn it! It got on my shoes, too!" complained Matilda.

"Dirty shoes are certainly not a problem," her mother observed.

"Yeah, you're right," she agreed, rubbing the sole on my face.

"Mom, now what do we do with it?" asked Martina, with childlike enthusiasm.

"For a while, we'll keep him here. He's a weakling and a pervert, so we don't have to worry about him turning us in, but you never know. Surely, he won't dare do that after we've properly subdued and humiliated him," Mary explained.

"Then can I play with him?" asked Martina again, leaping flat on my belly.

"Of course, honey. That's what he's here for. We will continue to educate and mold him."

"You say it's necessary? Look at him: he keeps standing there like a doormat, without a hint of rebelling," Matilda noted.

She was absolutely right. I couldn't move or speak. I felt drained and dazed and struggled to accept and understand that reality of which I was both victim and perpetrator.

With a motion of spite and disgust, Matilda kicked my face and walked away. Martina laughed and decided to imitate her sister.

Luckily for me, she was barefoot, wearing only socks. Hysterically, she began to kick me. The blows followed one another in a fitful, frenzied rhythm. I could feel the heel pounding hard, battering my face.

"Take it easy. Be careful not to break it," I heard, before I lost consciousness.

I dreamed of a big church. Matilda was waiting for me in front of the altar wearing her wedding dress. Next to her was Martina in the role of bridesmaid.

I was advancing down the aisle, among the rows of guests pointing at me and laughing out loud. Then I realized I was on all fours and being yanked by the leash with which Mary was leading me to her daughter.

I tried to rebel and protest, but when I opened my mouth to accuse my tormentors, I could only bark.

Once we reached the altar, Mary handed my leash to her daughter and went up to the pulpit to celebrate the wedding.

Awaiting her was the seat of a golden throne. As soon as she was settled, Martina placed a crown on her head and handed her a scepter.

Mary's figure began to glow, radiating a dark light. Black was the long dress that encircled her body and black, more than pitch, was the nail polish that colored the nails on her hands and feet.

The scepter turned into a sturdy, long whip with which she began to flog me, inciting me to lick Matilda's feet.

"What about the clerk?"

"About her you don't have to worry. They are used to dealing with this slacker."

"Good. For the time being, then, we'd better keep her so she won't get suspicious. What about friends and relatives?"

"She doesn't have anyone anymore. His mother has been dead for a couple of years, and the most he can boast of is a few acquaintances I got him away from for good during the engagement."

"So, we can be sure that there will be no surprises."

"What about him? Really, what do we do with him?"

"Be patient. What's bothering you? We'll keep him as a scullery boy. You'll see, he'll be useful and fun."

"I'm not like you, I don't have such fantasies."

"No one is forcing you to use him."

"But I'll have to have him around anyway."

"I wouldn't count on it. You've seen Martina how enthusiastic she is."

"She's still a little girl. He'll play with it until he gets bored with it and then break it, like he was doing just now."

"Luckily we were able to stop her in time. That would have been a big trouble."

"A trouble we couldn't have solved. She doesn't control herself. It's too dangerous. We'd better send him away now."

"Just like that? To be a beggar from one day to the next, after giving up all his possessions to me?"

"What are you worried about? He won't talk. We also have the videos to blackmail him."

"Be reasonable. It's too soon. He has nothing left to lose and has always lived comfortably. He would immediately run and turn us in."

"If so, what do you suggest?"

"If we let some time pass, reporting us and proving the facts will become more and more difficult and he will get used to living with deprivation and humiliation."

"And then what? He couldn't equally decide to go to the police."

"If we let enough time pass, his mind will begin to waver."

"To me he already seems out of his mind."

"No, for the moment he is just shaken and confused. What he is experiencing, for him, is a dream, but also a nightmare. We must allow him to get used to experiencing this pleasure, to enjoy his repressed fantasies. At the same time, however, we must instill in him the terror of being abandoned and convince him that if he will be good and obey our orders, we will keep him with us forever."

"In my opinion, your psychologist's theories are crazier and more outlandish than the ones that run through your patients' heads."

"Let's put it this way: for me it will be a very good experiment."

"A lab rat. Maybe you could try hypnotizing him by dangling a smelly sock in front of his eyes!"

"You think I wouldn't do that?"

"Oh, no... I'm sure you would!"

Without moving, still pretending to be unconscious, I listened carefully to their talk.

Interrupting them was the boisterous arrival of Martina. She had returned from a long walk and did not feel like waiting for me to wake up.

Seeing her approaching me with a mischievous air, Mary took care to admonish her, discouraging her from doing anything that might be dangerous or harmful.

She hurriedly soothed her mother and unclothed her feet and then rubbed her dirty, sweat-soaked socks on my face.

I was forced to open my eyes, pretending that I had just recovered.

I felt my face swollen and sore, and I could not help moaning, at the insistence with which Martina kept rubbing me.

When I moaned a little more, hoping that her mother would scold her and make her give up that game, she turned her nose up at me, forcing me to open my mouth wide to fill it with the sock.

"How about teaching him to recognize smells? We could blindfold him and make him smell our feet, chastising him if he can't figure out whose feet they are," she proposed, enthusiastically.

"He won't have a problem with yours. They smell like gorgonzola cheese. Mine are too clean and fragrant, especially for him." said Matilda, in a dismissive tone.

"You're always the usual party pooper," retorted Martina, testily, unloading all her frustration on the foot with which she crushed my face.

"Come on girls, don't fight," Mary intervened, trying to calm them down.

"I'm not a child," objected Martina, stomping harder on my face.

"If you are, prove it. Start taking better care of your things. If you keep crushing it like that, you'll break it," her mother scolded her.

Martina eased the pressure on my face, but would not hint at releasing me.

"I'm starting to get bored. What good is a slave I can't do what I want with," she whined, turning away from me.

"Now I'll show you how to play with it. Let's see how good my dog is, see if he remembers," Mary said, snapping her fingers.

Immediately, I crawled toward her. She was sitting on the sofa, her legs crossed.

I gestured, pointing to my mouth so that I might be allowed to free it from Martina's dirty socks. Then, remembering the game with which she had humiliated me during our first meeting, I began to lick the foot she was holding up in the air.

When she snapped her fingers again, I stopped and when she made her hands clap, I licked the foot that rested on the floor.

"See, a few simple commands, and if he makes a mistake, you can punish him with firm, but well-calibrated blows," he explained to her, as he slapped me with one foot.

"And if that's not enough... There are safer ways to punish him," she added, rolling up a magazine with which she began to beat my buttocks.

Martina did not delay and immediately began snapping her fingers and clapping frantically, getting me to obey her commands.

In disappointment, she noted how difficult it was to make me make mistakes, but she was not discouraged and decided, all the same, to beat me with the magazine.

She beat me hard, giving me no respite, until she destroyed the magazine.

"That's enough. Be a good girl. Later we will buy a riding crop for you and a nice collar for our dog. Now, though, leave me alone with him," Mary said and advised her daughters to go for a walk.

I breathed a sigh of relief, not only because I was fed up with Martina's bullying and harassment, but mostly because I hoped to have some time to be able to reason about what was happening to me.

As soon as the daughters were out, Mary assumed an attitude that seemed almost loving.

"That's a good boy, lick my feet!" she commanded, visibly satisfied.

After all the humiliation and anguish I had endured, carrying out that order seemed to restore some dignity to me.

"You poor puppy! You probably didn't expect to have to put up with my daughters' tantrums, but that's what happens to all dogs, it's just the way it is, and I know you like it. I have fulfilled your dream, allowed you to be able to live the life you always wanted. You will see, Martina will soon get tired. She will no longer pay attention to you, you will become like any piece of furniture, a mat on which she will walk without paying attention. You are the dog of the house, but first of all you are mine. I will not tire of keeping you curled up at my feet." she said, as if she wanted to persuade and reassure me about the fate that awaited me.

Probably, if I had not listened to her talk with Matilda, she would have succeeded and I would have been seduced by her words.

I still did not know how I could regain my freedom, but I was certain that, until I had a plan, I would have to play along with her, convincing her that I was sincerely grateful for the hell in which I had been offered to live.


VIII.

In addition to the collar, Mary also bought me a leash. Martina was able to enjoy walking me around the house and trotting me around while she sat on my back, flogging me with the riding crop.

What made her laugh more than anything else, however, was the docility with which I sucked in the tiny scent of her feet and the diligence with which I licked them when they were dirty and sweaty.

Eventually, she even managed to teach me how to recognize smells.

After blindfolding me, she would fish socks and stockings out of the dirty laundry basket, rubbing them on my face to make me smell them.

When I guessed right, she would reward me with a cookie that I could eat between her toes; if I got it wrong, however, she would punish me with ten lashes.

With this exercise, which I performed daily, for about twenty minutes, after about a week, I learned to distinguish the different smells.

At that point, my transformation into a dog could be considered complete, but this was only a marginal aspect of the existence I had to lead.

My canine feats served as proof of my submission and to show how devoid of dignity I now was. In addition to this, I had to know how to make myself useful as a servant and handyman, doing my utmost to satisfy every need and requirement of my Mistresses.

I would start from the very first morning, when I would wake up in the bed placed at the foot of Mary's bed.

To begin with, where to prepare breakfast: rusks and biscuits with butter and jam. Then I would return to Mary. She wanted to be awakened first, but slowly, with my tongue tickling her plants.

She stayed in bed drinking her coffee and smoking a cigarette, while I, with transport, continued to lick her feet.

When she'd had enough, she would push me away with a foot stomp and I would rush to be her bedside, placing her slippers on my belly.

Then, it was Martina's turn. She, too, longed for me to wake her up by licking her feet.

Afterwards, when she snapped her fingers, I had to get on all fours and wait for her to get on my back, to carry her to the bathroom.

"With a dog, you can say and do whatever you want," she was fond of saying and repeating as she urinated, keeping me lying under her feet.

When she finished, she used my tongue instead of toilet paper, but this was supposed to be our secret and she never forgot to remind me, threatening to make my life hell if I told her mother.

Matilda did not like my attention. With her icy, aloof air, she humiliated and denigrated me more than Martina managed to do by harassing me with her tantrums.

In contrast to her mother and sister, who humbled me with an almost compassionate spirit and showed acceptance of my character and nature, Matilda treated me with contempt and disgust.

In her way of ignoring me, a deep hatred was evident. To her, I was not worthy even to lick the soles of her shoes.

In her presence, I felt miserable and felt I should feel ashamed of the condition I was in.

To wake her up, I had to limit myself to knocking on the door of her room until I heard her voice from inside.

"Go away, dog!" she thundered in a rancorous and contemptuous tone.

It was evident that she was eager to be able to get rid of me and tolerated my presence only by virtue of her mother's instructions.

After eating breakfast, Matilda would go to the office and Martina would go to attend classes at the Faculty of Psychology. I would remain alone with Mary and take care of all the household chores.

After about a month, I began to get used to and resigned to that life. Deep down, I couldn't say I minded. Mary was right, that kind of situation reflected who I was and what I wanted. It was, perhaps, the only lifestyle that suited me.

I knew, however, that I was an uncomfortable prisoner and soon, probably sooner than I imagined, they would be rid of me.

Reminding me of the danger I was in, preventing me from becoming too comfortable in that situation, was the state of segregation and close surveillance in which I was kept.

Under no circumstances, was I allowed to go out and for no reason, could I be left home alone.

Despite my docile and servile conduct and despite the meek and grateful attitude with which I accepted every abuse and humiliation, they continued to fear that if I had the chance, I might go and report them.

In fact, I still wasn't sure how I might act.

The idea of having to face the shame of my enslavement, making it public, did not appeal to me.

I could already imagine the headlines. A story like mine would hit the front page and attract morbid attention.

They would have called me the dog man or the women's slave, and they would have wasted themselves in discussions about my illness, showering me with insults and malicious, unfortunate jokes.

There was, moreover, the risk that my tormentors would be deemed innocent. After all, I could only accuse them of vague threats that were not supported by any evidence. My obedience could be considered voluntary and spontaneous, dictated by my illness.

When I reasoned about all this, I realized that I was trapped and had to pray that Mary would not tire of me and might wish to continue to keep me with her.

In reality, perhaps, I was just conflicted and undecided about what the course of my life should be.

Mary had manipulated and deceived me, but I had been her accomplice. Although I felt disheartened by the degrading situation I was forced to live in, I could not deny that I took pleasure in it and wondered if, that disheartenment, shame and perception that such an existence was murky and dastardly, did not depend solely on the idea of an outside gaze that could judge and condemn my desires and behavior.

Had there not been that gaze and had there not been the threat of an ignoble and ungrateful end, perhaps I would have accepted that fate, recognizing that it reflected the needs of my nature.


IX.

Cecilia had always taken care of me. She was the only person I could trust, and I felt guilty, acknowledging that I had never expressed gratitude or affection to her.

After my father's death, if it had not been for her, all the work of the Insurance Agency would have fallen apart. Cecilia took over every task and helped and advised me, guiding all my decisions.

If there was someone who could rescue me even at that juncture and pull me out of the hell I had fallen into, this someone was her.

I had to devise a way to contact her and explain the situation I was in, begging for her help.

Of course, the idea of making her aware of the shame I was experiencing did not appeal to me, but, at that moment, that was the least of my worries.

Leading the existence of a dog, I could have no access to either computers or phones. My smartphone had been commandeered, and I knew that Mary, and particularly Matilda, were keeping an eye on me, worrying that I had no contact with the outside world.

I was used to leading a solitary life, devoid of affection and friendships. Mary knew this, and Matilda had been able to verify it. I could have easily disappeared and no one would ever look for me.

With a certain naiveté, I continued to underestimate the fairly predictable outcomes of my situation, but a growing fear had begun to make its way inside me.

With some apprehension, I observed the increasingly bored and listless attitude with which Mary and Martina were abusing me. The latter, in particular, had almost ceased tormenting me with her cruel and childish games.

When she came back home, like a good dog, I used to give her a treat by rubbing my snout against her shoes, but she, lacking enthusiasm, while minding other things, would simply let me release her from her footwear and lick her feet, making my presence and humiliations seem unnecessary and taken for granted.

The increasing indifference with which they treated me was a source of anguish, but it could provide me with an opportunity to ask for help.

When studying, Martina would lock herself in her room with me. She would use me as a stool or footstool while working on the PC. Then she would lie on the bed, with an open book on her face and my tongue moistening the soles of her feet until she fell asleep.

Patiently, with extreme caution, I studied how deep her sleep was. In small steps, day by day, I approached the pc left unattended.

Writing an e-mail was the easiest and surest way to contact Cecilia. I had to be concise, but also comprehensive, explaining my situation thoroughly.

It was not easy, I could not spend too much time on the pc, I ran the risk of being surprised, and I did not dare to imagine what consequences there would be if they found out about my attempt to escape that captivity.

For this reason, I wrote the message a little at a time, saving it in drafts. After a week, I was able to send it and began to await the arrival of my savior.

I was certain that Cecilia would figure out a way to return me to the life I led before I met Mary.

Naively, I fantasized about the possibility of being able to change radically, freeing myself from all those urges that had given rise to my downfall.

A part of me even began to feel disgust for those feet that I had to constantly sniff and lick, but I took care to restrain it, working to appear a good dog and a faithful slave.

I had to be patient. If my tormentors began to be suspicious of me, there was a risk that they would find a way to prevent Cecilia's moves.

Meanwhile, the days continued to roll by, but of my savior there was no shadow.

I ascertained that the message had been sent and began to despair, wondering why Cecilia had not yet acted.

Perhaps she was unable to help me or, much more likely, had no interest in doing so.

Reading my story, perhaps, she had begun to despise me and felt that it was right for me to suffer that fate.

Without her intervention, I had no hope of saving myself. I had to turn my prayers back to Mary and do my best so that she might wish me to continue to be her bootlicker.

I was so distressed and resigned to that fate that I found myself hugging the feet of my Mistress, reciting the Hail Mary.

"But you look! My doggie is homesick!" she exclaimed, as my tears wet her plants.

"Madam, Mistress... I love you and belong to you. I am your humble slave. I am a worthless and miserable being whom you have collected and ennobled, granting that he might live for the sole purpose of adoring and pleasing you. Now I know and feel this truth and am repentant for having doubted you. I recognize that I have offended you by attempting to deny that I am your property, and I would like to redeem myself by begging your forgiveness every day and receiving, from time to time, the punishments you deem most just and appropriate to wash away my sins," I said and pleaded, persuaded that I must accept my condition to the full and show gratitude to her on whom my existence depended.

"What a funny dog! Apparently, you are in the mood to amuse your Mistress! Come on, let's see. Be ingenious and make me laugh!" she commanded.

We were alone. Martina and Matilda had left, which gave me a chance to perform freely.

I crawled to the back of the room and, after undressing, began to crawl around licking the floor.

"That's right, worm! Keep crawling. Polish the floor that welcomes your Mistress' footsteps," Mary urged me.

Diligently, I did my best to please her and, as she continued to laugh and tease me, I licked every corner of the room.

When, finally, I reached her feet, she, with ferocity, stepped on my head.

"Here is the serpent crushed by Mary! " she exclaimed.

With satisfaction, she continued to push her foot on my head, treating me as if I were a pile of dust.

As soon as he released me from that pressure, I hastened to kiss and lick the foot that had stepped on me, returning to declare that I was her slave and wanted to live only for the joy of being able to obey her orders.

"Oh, yeah? So, try harder. I feel like continuing to laugh!" she urged.

Obfuscated by the desire to comply with her request, I eyeballed the duster I used to clean with and, without thinking about it, slipped it between my buttocks and displayed it as if it were a tail.

Tanned like that, I began to bark and managed to maneuver the duster so that it appeared to be wagging its tail.

Mary laughed out loud. She couldn't stop anymore, couldn't even find the breath to mock me.

Almost proud of my accomplishment, I continued to bark and perform, sniffing and licking my Mistress' feet.

"Oh, how ridiculous you are!" she said, as her laughter faded.

Eager to continue entertaining her, I took my leash in my mouth and handed it to her. Mary, thrilled, grabbed it and walked me all over the house, checking how good I was at keeping the duster tucked between my buttocks.

"You are a good dog! You know how to make your Mistress laugh, but the way you clean the floor leaves a lot to be desired," she scolded me, showing the sole of her foot.

"Forgive me, Mistress," I begged her and hastened to lick her feet, netting the layer of dust and impudence that obscured them.

"It is no use asking for forgiveness when repentance is not sincere. Do you think I don't know the reasons for your neglect? I know how you like to lick the dirt under your Mistress' feet. You are my slave and cannot hide anything from me. So, confess it. I want you to say it." she ordered.

"Yes, Madam. You are right. I love licking your feet and being able to do that when they are filthy, using my tongue to wash them, allows me to feel useful."

"Good dog. You are forgiven. You can keep licking them. I've laughed enough for today. Now I'm in the mood for some relaxation." he concluded, abandoning his feet to the devoted care of my tongue.

Like an ancient and luxurious queen, she stretched out on the couch and I could enjoy the quiet and majestic arrogance with which she knew how to avail herself of my services.

Matilda returned just then. In her eyes I could glimpse the shame of the state I was in and regain consciousness of my nakedness and the duster I clutched between my buttocks as I humiliated myself by licking her mother's feet.

In the expression on her face, however, there was neither disgust nor any intention to pity me. She was simply furious, but not at what spectacle she had witnessed.

In a moment, she reached out and grabbed me by the hair. She yanked me and threw me to the ground. Then she climbed onto my helpless body and began to pound it, violently and viciously, sinking her heels into my flesh.

Mary tried to stop her, but she pushed her away, continuing to stomp me without any mercy.

"It's all your fault!" she shouted, addressing her mother.

"What are you talking about? Are you out of your mind? Do you maybe want to kill him?"

"No, not now. Not anymore. I should have done it earlier. Now it's too late. It's all over. And it's all your fault," she repeated, holding back the momentum with which she was crushing me.

At that point, he pulled away from me and threw himself down on the couch.

She began to talk about the message with which I had asked for help. Cecilia had shown it to her and threatened to show it to the police.

"Ah, you, damn you! Traitor!" Mary accused me and seemed intent on continuing what her daughter had interrupted.

Terrified and still in pain, I closed my eyes and held my breath, waiting for Mary's foot to reach me.

"No, I will not crush you. I know how much you like it. You don't deserve it," she said, merely spitting at me to show all her contempt.

"You should have thought of that before. But you were too busy playing these perverted games," Matilda scolded her.

"Watch your mouth! It's because of me and these little games that..."

"Then don't you understand? It's over."

"Don't worry. I'll take care of everything. What does this Cecilia want? Money? How much?"

"No. She just wants us to return everything and leave."

Hearing these words, Mary could no longer restrain herself. She looked at me. She discerned the relieved and triumphant air with which I greeted that news and, in a fit of rage, began kicking and stomping my face until I lost consciousness.


X.

"You made the biggest mistake of your life. You acted like a coward, denying your nature. Soon you will realize it, but it will be too late. You will look in the mirror, see your broken nose and fall to your knees, thinking that it is the last memory your Mistress has left you."

With these words, Mary said goodbye to me. Her prophecy terrified me. It seemed more than plausible that it could come true.

Probably, had Cecilia not also been there at that moment to oversee that parting, I would have collapsed, prostrating myself at the feet of my Mistress to beg her not to abandon me.

I was still shaken by the long period of bondage I had experienced. The newfound freedom made me feel drained and meaningless. I could no longer imagine a life without a collar and without Mary's and Martina's feet stocking my face.

Cecilia seemed to have foreseen this and kept me under close watch until my tormentors left my home.

I found myself alone with her, ashamed of the secrets she knew.

Mary and Matilda had taken care to tell her everything. They had explained to her the reasons why they had managed to reduce me to that state, even showing her the video that testified to my complicity in the plan they had put in place to deprive me of my property and my freedom.

"I would not want to be misunderstood. I wouldn't want my request that 60 percent of your assets be in my name to appear to you as a way of taking advantage of the situation," Cecilia was careful to point out.

"You don't have to worry about that. It seems to me the least. If it weren't for you..."

"No, you don't understand. It's not about that. You owe me, of that there is no doubt, but my request is not aimed at getting payment for the help I gave you. I'm interested in protecting you," she explained.

"I don't know what to say, I don't know how to thank you," I answered her, letting my emotion, but also a certain perplexity, seep out.

"When I started working for your father, I was in my early twenties. He trusted me a lot. One day, I remember as if it were yesterday, he lay down on the floor of the office and begged me to walk over his body and allow him to be my slave. I laughed, thinking it was a joke, that he was trying to tease me. When I realized he was serious, I begged him not to ask me again, but he didn't give in, not right away. He surrounded me with attention, wrote me poetry, called me Mistress, and knelt before me, hoping I would allow him to kiss the tip of my shoe. I did not accept his courtship or encourage him, but let him continue to worship me in that way, declaring that he was my humble servant. Later, I regretted that I did not allow him more. Who knows, if I had agreed to step on him and let him lick my shoes, he would still be alive now."

Her story shocked me and I could hardly believe it could be true.

"I doubt it would have helped save him from a heart attack," was the first thing that popped into my mind.

"Yeah, you don't know. Your mother, rightly, did not want it to get out. She managed to hide the real cause of his death from both you and everyone else, and she needed my help to do it."

"What are you talking about?"

"Your father died of asphyxiation during an erotic game. To satisfy his need to experience certain emotions, he relied on some professional women."

"That's not possible. It would have been manslaughter; it would have been all over the newspapers."

"Yes, if the police had intervened. Going through your father's cell phone book, the professional in question found his wife's number and contacted her. His only hope was to be able to get help from her, otherwise, she would have found herself having to justify the whip and heel marks she had left on the deceased."

"What about my mother? ..."

"Your mother already knew and was resigned to these urges that her husband needed to satisfy. She did not struggle to believe that the death was accidental and her only concern was to protect you and herself from the consequences of a scandal. When I reached her, I found your father lying on the floor, with the stockings beside him that had suffocated him. I had no hesitation; I did not want him to be found in that state either. We dressed him and concocted the story of the heart attack that had occurred on his way back from a trip. Then, so that there would be no investigation and no one would notice the marks on his body, I turned to my sister, she is a doctor and was able to draw up the death report covering up everything."

I remained silent, undecided whether to believe her words. That story seemed crazy and surreal to me, but I did not feel that Cecilia had any reason to lie to me, and her firm, determined gaze persuaded me of the veracity of those events she had narrated to me.

"I will not make the same mistake again. I will not allow you to be destroyed by the vain and strenuous search for something that can fulfill your nature," Cecilia continued to say.

Her voice was calm and reassuring. I wasn't sure I understood what her intentions were or, perhaps, I was just afraid of misunderstanding them.

"I saved your life and now your life belongs to me, I don't think I need to explain to you what that means, right?" she asked, very gently.

"Yes, I understand that," I replied, keeping my eyes downcast.

"Well? Is this how you present yourself before her to whom you belong and to whom you owe life?"

Although I was still hesitant and uncertain about what I was allowed to do, I prostrated myself and kissed my Savior's shoe.

After the unspeakable and exhausting humiliations, I had endured, performing that act seemed extremely natural and I felt almost no shame.

After all, perhaps, I had always wished that I could be her slave, but I had preferred to repress and censor myself, believing that it was improper, that she was incapable of understanding and accepting my mad lusts.

Cecilia slipped off her shoe. She offered me her foot. It smelled good, intense and pregnant, a smell I breathed in and licked between her toes.

It could have been my happy ending. I could have filled the emptiness that besieged me. I could be myself and live like a dog, relying on Cecilia's generosity and mercy.

With her I could feel safe and be assured that no harm would come to me.

Despite everything, I felt I had to be grateful for that hell in which Mary had forced me to live.

I understood that, in this way, she had forced me to acknowledge my nature.

"Thank you, Cecilia.", I whispered, rooting under her foot, but she unexpectedly struck me, showing no thoughtfulness even for my still aching nose.

"Do you think you can address me as my equal? Now you are free, yes, free to belong to me and live as my servant and slave. My goodness and the infinite generosity I have shown you will not prevent me from being fair and, if need be, strict. From my slave I demand respect, submission and obedience. Do I make myself clear?" she asked harshly, crushing my head against the ground.

"Yes… Yes, Madam, I implore you to forgive me."

"Good. Remember that you exist to please me and obey my orders and not to satisfy your perversions by licking my feet. You will have to do much more and you will always have to work hard to the best of your ability. According to your conduct, you will receive rewards or punishments until you become a better man, worthy to worship me and live under my feet."

The proud and delightful arrogance with which he treated me made me realize that I would not miss Mary and Martina.

Docilely, like a good dog, I crouched under his feet and, as his soft plants took possession of my body, I sniffed and shined her shoes, abandoning myself to the pleasure of that absolute and unconditional surrender.
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