
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Veiled Path to Persia

        

        
        
          Respecting Maryam Series, Volume 4

        

        
        
          themaneloco

        

        
          Published by themaneloco, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      VEILED PATH TO PERSIA

    

    
      First edition. July 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 themaneloco.

    

    
    
      Written by themaneloco.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Veiled Path to Persia

Also By themaneloco

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Veiled Path to Persia


[image: ]


My first day as Maryam’s personal finance assistant was a jarring, panic-stricken blur of confusion and an immense feeling of being out of my depth. With the work being considerably more mentally-taxing than my previous receptionist role, I was just constantly uneasy at the risk of letting Maryam down. My performance obviously reflected on her, considering she had recommended me for the role, and I most definitely didn’t want to do anything that would make her look incompetent. She was in high-spirits, of course, already having pocketed the signing-on bonus and proudly wearing a fraction of it via a fashionable new pantsuit, but it seemed the pressure was on as a result. It was obvious she had a fantastic reputation within the firm, and it was constantly lingering in the back of my thoughts: do not do anything that will damage that reputation and ruin Maryam’s good standing. There was an immense burden upon me to impress and make her proud, almost as if I was smitten with a crush that I was determined to please. It was the oddest reality, especially whenever I thought back to my previous drunken partying days, to know that I was infatuated with another woman, especially one that was so committed to her beliefs and always maintained a level of modesty.

The gulf in the prestige of our work situations was evident the moment I followed her into the offices of Midas Touch Investment Partners that first day. The large, extravagantly-designed building overlooked all of Canary Wharf, with the shining river at its back and a parking lot filled with high-end cars at its fore. Maryam swept through the double doors at ten to seven, all business and brimming with determination as I trudged behind her, juggling her tea and a case of her files against my chest. With her headscarf without crease, thanks to me having lovingly ironed it the previous evening, she appeared the picture of modest chic. This was only highlighted further with the way she had perfectly coordinated her new pantsuit, freshly-painted nails and her tall, fashionable heels. We’d rose not long after sunrise, and after making her breakfast, I’d knelt beside the kitchen table and carefully applied the maroon polish that contrasted her tanned skin so adorably.

As we approached her office, she didn’t even pause as she handed me another stack of documents, which I struggled to take until she plucked away the tea. “I need you to copy these,” she said, and she took a sip of her drink. “You know how to work a copier, yes?”

“Of course,” I said. “Where is it?”

“In the administrative office,” she said, but it was obvious her attention was already heading elsewhere. “I don’t have time to show you. I’ll need you to work on your own initiative in this role, Katie, and I’ll need you to be paying attention constantly so you can pick up things on the go. You’re not just here to work, you’re here to learn too, remember.”

“Okay,” I said, already feeling further pressured.

“Don’t take too long,” she said while turning away. “I need you back here for eight on the dot. We have a meeting and I need you to take notes.”

“Yes, my Muslim—” I said, but then I trailed off until silent as I noted the discomfort in Maryam’s eyes.

“There will be none of that,” she said while shaking her head. “We’re at work. Everything needs to be professional and above-board, especially in the public areas.” She glanced down the hallway, before reaching out and adjusting the collar of my Persian abaya. “Save that for once we’re home, understood? I don’t want any inkling of that here.” She narrowed her eyes. “Unless I indicate otherwise. Follow my lead when it comes to that.”

“Yes, Maryam,” I corrected.

“Much better,” she said, and then she nodded over my shoulder. “Go and get the copying done.”

It took me a few minutes to locate the admin room, but then things ran smoothly as I was used to handling a copier at my previous position. I then wandered around the modern offices, managing to get myself lost, until I stumbled back across Maryam’s personal office, with her name proudly emblazoned on the door. After a tentative knock, I stepped inside, to see Maryam was sitting at her desk and already on a phone call. Without pausing her conversation, she pointed towards a smaller desk in the far side of the room. I placed her copied documents down neatly on her desk, before taking a seat in what I figured would become my corner.

Looking around, there were various awards on the shelves, as well as countless finance books and multiple photographs from what I presumed to be Iran. They were beautiful landscapes, as well as some extravagant and colourful mosques; far more impressive than the one Farah had taken me to. Honestly, her homeland appeared rather beautiful, and that wasn’t so surprising, considering the exquisite nature of her own appearance. The way Farah had described it filled me with fear, but the thought of Maryam one day taking me there and showing me around, well, it seemed to fill those sandy landscapes with dancing flowers and tweeting birds. I didn’t picture slavery, but instead, a fun-filled holiday brimming with exploration and sampling new things.

I unpacked my bag, and while I was still trying to settle into my new environment, Maryam effortlessly switched to rapid Farsi on the phone call; her tone softer and more intimate. A couple of seconds later, and she was speaking French, and I was completely in awe as she smoothly navigated between multiple languages on what I assumed to be a conference call.

For the next hour, I just remained sitting at my desk, mostly twiddling my thumbs while Maryam was completely in her element. A couple of times I tried to look busy by plucking a book from the shelf, and reading through some of the complicated economic speak, but that only made me realise I was no Maryam. She could try to educate me and teach me the ropes, but I’d never be a natural like her. I could only pick up snippets of the call, whenever things returned to English, and it seemed they were discussing some kind of investment in Middle Eastern commodities. I gradually understood that Maryam was vital in the whole scheme, particularly with her expertise in the field, as well as her background and connections in Iran. She fluently switched between English, Farsi, French, and I swear even Russian at one point, and it almost seemed as if she was the glue holding everything together. She was doing nothing more than just sitting at her desk, her legs crossed while she kicked her foot up and down, but she was so relaxed and in control that I was completely in awe of her. She even caught me staring a couple of times, but she simply swivelled her chair away, looking out over the magnificent view of the Thames as she focused entirely on her call.

So, I kind of zoned out, just watching her heels kick around as I gradually lost track of time. I’d have been constantly answering the phone in my previous position, and it almost seemed like I was getting off easy since Maryam was so capable. Almost literally getting off too, since I was openly staring at her pretty feet while licking my lips.

“Katie,” she said after things concluded, and I immediately darted my eyes away from her maroon toenails; peeking out enticingly from the open-fronts of her high heels. “I have another meeting soon in the executive conference room,” she said while climbing from her chair. “I need you to come along and take notes.” She nodded towards the drawer on my desk. “There’s plenty of supplies in there.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said while she was already making her way towards the door.

She paused, and there was a slight smirk on her lips. “That’ll be acceptable while we’re at work,” she mused, and then she nodded her head. “You do look cute in your abaya,” she added. “Professional, but cute.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said, and my heart quickened slightly. It felt so good to address her with the respect she deserved, even in the most professional of environments, and while wearing the Persian clothes, I felt like a doll that had been dressed to her tastes. Respecting Maryam always reaped the rewards, and I was hopeful that our working relationship was going to blossom with as much potential as our personal one had.

The blood seemed to flow with increased energy from her praise, and I wanted to open the door for her and really fall into a servile role, but she was so focused, that she was already through it and halfway down the corridor. I hurriedly collected my things and followed her, and I trailed her into the conference room, clutching a notepad and two pens; bringing a second as a kind of neurotic backup. You know, just in case. The last thing I wanted was for the pen to run out of ink mid-way through the meeting, and for me to let Maryam down. It was a far cry from my previous, disorganised self, and was symbolic of the way my Muslim Queen had instilled a sense of responsibility in me. I shivered while considering I was now Muslim-owned, but it seemed to be having an all-around positive influence on my life, even in regards to something as simple as my fashion sense.

I gulped as we stepped inside the room, noting that it was already filled with a bunch of older men; bald heads and white hair all around. Immediately, I became apprehensive, averting my eyes and sensing that everyone was judging me, especially being a white girl in a Persian outfit. Despite being well-groomed and trying to look the part, I was self-consciously awkward and squirmed. I didn’t want it to reflect on Maryam either, as if she was deliberately hiring people of her own faith, even if I actually wasn’t. However, as Maryam took a seat, it became increasingly obvious that no one was paying me any attention at all. The focus was entirely on her, and she commanded their collective gaze with ease. She was so single-focused on the purpose of the meeting, she didn’t even introduce me to the partners. I was simply there, lowly, nothing more than an assistant, ready to take notes because her attention was required elsewhere. No one looked at me, and perhaps they weren’t even aware I was present. In some ways, that was a relief.

I held the pen, ready to begin, but while sitting at her side, my eyes glanced down through the glass table. There I could see Maryam’s black, stiletto-heel, clearly visible as she was sitting with one leg crossed over the other. Her maroon nails were right there, teasing me from beneath the glass, and while the meeting commenced, it was like I was hypnotised. I watched her cross and uncross her legs while her toes occasionally wiggled, and I just wanted to crawl beneath the table and cower before her feet. Each time she moved, her pants would ride slightly up her leg, and I’d find myself teased with a glimpse of her anklet and that symbolic key, reminding me I was Muslim-owned and my finances belonged to her entirely. No one else in the room was aware, but every time that key twinkled I’d shiver from the reminder.

As she masterfully commanded the room, and took charge of the meeting, it just felt like my place to bow before her; smothering her pretty Muslim toes with worshipful kisses as I gave her the respect she deserved. I had an urge to just flop down at her feet, smooch that key and thank her for using my money more wisely than I ever could. Perhaps the partners wouldn’t even notice me down there. Maybe they’d be so captivated by Maryam’s authority, and her exquisite, Persian beauty that they’d be unable to pull their eyes away from her pretty face. I kind of zoned out again, eyeing Maryam’s pretty toes, and imagining I was down there and lovingly sucking them all over. Sliding my tongue between and cleansing away the sweat while she was busy negotiating billion-pound investments, and performing services that were way beyond my capabilities.

I was startled from my waking dream when Maryam impatiently tapped her finger against my notepad during the middle of a sentence. We momentarily made eye contact, and she glared, before returning to whatever she was saying.

Feeling embarrassed, I blushed and then clicked the pen to life, making extra effort to pay attention and note down a summary of their discussions. While she spoke with confidence and articulated her ideas and strategy in the most authoritative way, the senior partners didn’t dare question her. They simply nodded along, silently agreeing with her every decision, and they seemed to defer to her on everything.

It caused my tummy to squirm as I watched my Muslim Queen, in total awe, effortlessly commanding respect from men that were decades her senior. Most appeared English, and there she was, an import from Persia who had taken the firm by storm. She was crushing it, as she always did, and I found myself blushing and completely smitten all over again. My wrist began to ache from writing so much, and I was absolutely swooning, hanging off every accented word as I noted down her intelligent points. It was difficult not to border my summary with scribbled love hearts, such was my infatuation with her, and I felt most privileged that I was able to witness Maryam doing what she does best. I mean, I knew of her might and prowess within the field, especially with the way she’d been managing my own finances, but it was something else to see it in action.

At two minutes to lunch, she finished up with the meeting, snapping her fingers at me as if to indicate it was time to leave. I blushed, feeling as if I was being beckoned like a dog, but again, no one else paid attention, as if her attitude was totally acceptable and I was invisible.

Once we were back in her office, she took me by surprise by instantly dropping the whole professional image. I looked on as she threw her feet up onto the corner of her desk, and I blushed as she dangled one of her heels from her big toe. I held the notepad against my chest, breathing deeply as I nervously eyed her foot, because it definitely seemed intentional. Already, the perspiration was clear within the wrinkles of her arch, and there were obvious impressions left from the tightness of her heels. I licked my lips, and I felt all giddy, struggling to believe that this was my new reality. I mean, working for Maryam as her obedient assistant and getting to exist in her perfection and drool over her pretty feet all day. It was like a dream come true. I’d been enamoured with her for so long by this point, and literally worshipped at her feet night after night. Yet, there was something different about seeing her there in her element. It was meaningful, and made my heart thump, as if we’d crossed a further boundary and she’d permitted me access to a part of her life which had previously been forbidden.

She yawned while sinking back in her chair, and she stretched her arms above her head. Whereas I’d been completely overwhelmed and confused by the financial terms during the meetings, Maryam was apparently bored beyond belief. “I’m going to need you to go and get me some lunch,” she said, continuing to dangle her heel from her big toe, and she gazed at me through narrow eyes. “Maybe a salad, and perhaps some fresh juice. You can fetch yourself something too.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, and it was like my eyes were glazed over as I outwardly gawped at her beautiful foot. It was such a struggle to remain standing, and I just had a strong urge to collapse to my knees and plaster her imperious foot with worthy kisses. It didn’t help that every flex of her ankle caused that key to taunt and remind me that I was working for her benefit from now on. Having witnessed the way she was so respected and in command within the firm only made me all the more infatuated with her feminine strength.

Even though I was intensely gawping at her majestic foot, I could feel her eyes on me, and eventually she tutted. “It’s only the first day,” she said, “and already you’re acting like this? You can’t walk around here staring at my feet all day, you do know that, Katie? It’s not professional. The last thing we want is HR sticking their nose in my business.”

“I’m sorry,” I muttered, and I finally managed to pull my eyes away, but, she must have known what she was doing. I mean, she didn’t have to sit like that, did she?

She smirked slightly, and adjusted her headscarf, ensuring no stray hairs had fallen loose. “I know it’s difficult,” she said, and then she deliberately flexed her toes and allowed the heel to drop to the floor with a clunk. “You’re obsessed with me and my feet, aren’t you? It’s written all over your face.”

“Yes,” I said, and even though I was all shy, I just felt so comfortable around her that there was no need to lie. Even when she was being way more forward than usual. “You know how much I adore and respect you, Maryam.”

“I know,” she said, and she managed to sound somewhat smug. “However, we can’t have that trickling into the workplace, can we? Especially when anyone could walk in and catch us.” She bit her tongue in the corner of her mouth, but then she kind of gasped. “Lock the door,” she suddenly said, and there was mischief in her tone, yet her serious expression seemed at odds.

“What?”

“Lock the door,” she said again, and she shifted slightly in her seat, turning her foot so her sole was facing me more clearly. She flexed her toes back in a most enticing way. “I know you’re desperate to show me the respect I deserve right now, aren’t you? I can tell you’re going to be distracted all afternoon.”

I loudly gulped. “I thought you said we shouldn’t do this in the workplace?”

“I’m your boss, aren’t I?” she fired back. “Didn’t I also say unless I indicate otherwise?” She shrugged. “Well, I’m indicating otherwise. Follow my lead.”

My jaw dropped open, because of all the ways I’d imagined Maryam at work, playful and sexy hadn’t been one of them. The notepad slipped from my hands and clattered against the floor. Without saying another word, it was like I was on autopilot, and I turned around and locked the door with a click. A second later, and I was spinning back towards my queen. Without even needing to say a word, I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled towards her; excitement flowing through every cell.

As I approached, Maryam looked like an absolute Islamic Goddess, reclining in her chair with her feet crossed up on the table, one bare and flexed in my direction. Just seeing her in that pantsuit, which my bonus had purchased, made me tingle and she appeared the picture of professionally well-groomed. Yet, with her pristinely folded and applied headscarf, and her hair carefully obscured from view, she was simultaneously the image of modest, traditional beauty. Though, there was mischief, and seduction too, and I was confused as much as I was eager. As I shuffled towards her, I was already beginning to tremble with excitement, as we were no longer hidden away in her home. I was there, down on my knees, ready to worship my Muslim Queen in her office. It was so naughty and inappropriate, and she had to have known it too, especially with the way she was always so well-mannered. I feared if I hesitated, she’d rapidly come to her senses and change her mind. 

“Be quick,” she said all majestically. “I have important matters to be dealing with.” She then flicked an impatient finger towards me, as if my whole performance was nothing but bothersome. “You may grovel at my foot, show me the respect I deserve, and request permission to purchase my lunch.” She smirked slightly. “You work for me now after all, isn’t that right? Your wages are mine to do with as I please.” She licked her lips. “This is what it is to be Muslim-owned, Katie. No wasteful expenditure and everything accounted for.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I whimpered, careful to keep my voice lowered, and I too was licking my lips as I shuffled towards her. Throughout, my eyes remained laser-focused on her beautiful foot, and I was desperate to get my mouth all over it. There was something definitely thrilling about grovelling to spend my earnings on Maryam’s lunch. There was just so many facets to it, most of all being that she was in such an elevated position within the company whereas I was nothing but her lowly assistant. The fact it was my first day too, and I had no idea when I’d actually be paid, well, that just added to it all. Was I going to be buying Maryam’s lunch every day? Maybe by the time I received my first salary, there wouldn’t be a lot left of it. It was incredible to see the way she’d evolved and was openly teasing me, as if her mother had convinced her to completely drop her guard and embrace her obvious superiority. It actually seemed to go against all of her principles, and though it was arousing me, it seemed as if her personality had shifted away from the woman I knew.

Still, as I reached her desk, my nostrils were already flaring as I struggled up onto my knees. I didn’t even hesitate before cramming my nose right into the sweaty groove beneath her toes, and I took a hearty sniff, determined to soak up the exquisite scent of her beautiful, brown toes for as long as she permitted. “Please may I purchase your lunch for you, my Muslim Queen?” I mumbled between deep, fulfilling breaths. With every inhale, the natural, vinegary stink of Maryam’s Persian toes hit me, causing me to sway from side to side and feel all light-headed. We’d only been at work for a couple of hours, but already, in those fashionable heels, she’d worked up quite the stench. Images of her in that conference room swirled around my head, and the way she’d been so relaxed and in control. She deserved to have a waste of space like myself down sniffing her feet, and it was most definitely a privilege to be worshipping a most talented and capable woman; a woman whose ambitions and successes would forever dwarf my own. I was a waste of space, after all, there was no denying it, and it was only her intervention that had steered my life towards a more positive direction.

“Grovel properly,” Maryam said, still reclining in the same position. She rested her cheek on one hand while watching me completely humble myself without any apprehension. “Give me the respect I deserve.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said with an excited quake in my voice, and then while still nuzzling my nose into her sweaty toes, I pressed my lips against the firm ball of her foot. “Please may I buy you lunch, Maryam?” I whimpered all breathily, digging my nose in deep while brushing my lips against the bottom of her moist foot. There was something primal in the way I was burrowing into her sweaty toes. “I came into your life as your useless tenant and constantly let you down, but now, I only exist to please you. Please may I buy your lunch?”

“Do you believe you deserve the privilege?” she asked, and there was a snootiness to her tone, as she expertly teased me. She scrunched her toes, enveloping my nose, while I continued to plaster kiss after kiss all over the smooth ball of her foot. My hands crept up, and I cradled her other heeled foot; my fingers delicately stroking and caressing her toes through the opening in the leather. I could already feel myself succumbing to arousal, and I wasn’t sure I would be able to handle working as Maryam’s assistant if this sort of thing was going to happen every day. Remaining professional around her was going to be an ordeal in itself.

“It would be an honour, my Muslim Queen,” I moaned, and I openly smooched the bottom of her foot again. “I respect you so much for turning my life around and stopping me from wasting my potential.”

“And what is your potential?” she asked curiously.

“To be your slave, my Muslim Queen,” I whimpered, and my skin was prickling all over as I fully embraced my subservient status. I may have been out there in the world and working at a respectable company, thanks to her, but I was most definitely a slave, and I never felt more alive than when my lips were pressed against the bottom of her pretty feet. “To be Muslim-owned by a regal Persian Queen.”

“Very well. You may buy me lunch,” she said, and she playfully gripped my nose between her toes. We made eye contact, and I was so damn smitten. Honestly, it was absurd, to be kneeling there, right in the middle of London with an Iranian woman’s toes wrapped around my nose, but I’d never felt like I had more purpose. “But only if you use your own money.” While my face was still buried against her clammy toes, she reached onto her desk and plucked her purse from her handbag. She fished out a twenty, and then tossed it down to the floor. “This is coming out of your earnings,” she said, and my heart beat extra at that. I mean, I didn’t even have access to any sort of cash anymore, unless Maryam was giving it to me. It wouldn’t even be as if I had to symbolically offer her an envelope as before, as Maryam was going to be the one setting up payroll as my boss. I hadn’t been involved in any of it, and I had no idea what details she’d used to receive my salary. I wasn’t even sure how much my signing-on bonus had actually been, as I’d never seen a penny of it.

She released my nose, and then eased her legs from the desk. Her one high heel clicked against the floor, while she hovered her bare foot just above. Without needing to be told, I picked up her shoe and gently slipped it back onto her foot. Placing the heel down delicately, I brushed my lips against the top of her maroon toes with total affection. “Thank you, my Muslim Queen,” I muttered.

“Be quick,” she said. “I also need to partake in my noon prayer.”

“Yes, yes,” I said, and I snatched up the twenty and hurriedly moved to unlock the door, and there was definitely something fulfilling about organising my day around the prayer habits of my Muslim boss. The ritual had come to take priority over everything in my life, in far contrast to my previous tunnel vision goals, where everything had been geared towards partying on a weekend. There was a skip in my step as I headed down through the building, and my head was still swirling with the intoxicating memory of Maryam’s toes wrapped around my nose; the scent of her sweat lingering in my nostrils. It felt surreal, almost dreamlike, to be working for her, while still having the privilege of grovelling at her feet in the very office where she commanded such respect and authority. My skin itched with anticipation, imagining how our dynamic would evolve further, and how I may get to worship her every day, both at home and in such a professional setting. I mean, what if in the future I was promoted under her? Would we celebrate, not with champagne, but by me hungrily devouring her toe-jam and thanking her for leading me to such heights? The thought alone made my heart race as I exited the building.

I made my way to a nearby shop, one that I’d usually pass on by, but I felt compelled to enter. They were famous for their organic produce and avoidance of genetically-modified additives. Stuff like that had never meant much to me, especially with the ruin I used to put my body through with alcohol and recreational drugs, but Maryam was always so selective with what she consumed. The prices were steep, but I chose a fresh, organic salad and a bottle of cold-pressed orange juice for her; a nutrient-rich meal filled with vitamins and all things good. For myself, I could only afford a bottle of water and a single apple with the remaining change, but that in itself felt like a small, worthy sacrifice, especially as I solemnly fantasised of sandwiches and sodas. As I handed over the money, I felt a sense of pride, knowing that I was spending my future earnings, or rather, Maryam’s earnings: on her.

When I returned to her office, I found her seated at her desk, already engrossed in her work as she tapped away on her computer. She glanced up as I entered, and then as I laid things out on her desk, her eyes flicked between the salad and juice and the meagre apple and water. A small, knowing smile played on her lips, but she said nothing. I turned and locked the door behind me, but then Maryam furrowed her brow.

“There’s no need for that, Katie,” she said. “This is a working lunch.” She pressed a key on her computer, and then removed the recyclable lid from the salad. It was unsurprising to see that a break for Maryam actually wasn’t much of a break at all. At that moment, I felt compelled to lower myself before her, especially seeing how committed to her job she was. She raised an eyebrow as she watched me drop back down to my knees.

I shuffled towards her, my chest all tight and my voice nasally as I gushed, “A meal fit for a queen.” As I reached the desk, I took the apple and water, before dropping down and sitting.

Maryam turned in her chair so that her feet were right in front of me. “What are you doing?” she asked. “You can eat your lunch at your desk over there.”

I gazed up at her, and I was feeling so needy. Perhaps it was the way I’d nuzzled and smooched her sweaty foot, or how I’d performed as her errand girl and fetched her lunch. Whatever it was, submission was flowing fully through my veins and I was craving further humbling at Maryam’s feet. “Please may I eat my peasant lunch at your feet, my Queen?” I asked, while holding the apple and water up towards her.

Maryam was already mid-digging her fork into her salad, and her movements were elegant and deliberate as always. She peered down at me curiously, her expression peculiar, but she didn’t say a word. No utterance to guide me from my instincts. Instead, she lifted a forkful of salad into her mouth and nonchalantly shrugged, as if my craving for debasement wasn’t her concern. If anything, her silence felt somehow more powerful than any words could have been, as if my inferiority was nothing more than an irritation to such a magnificent woman. A reality that supreme specimens such as herself merely had to tolerate.

So, with my peasantry mildly endorsed, I settled in sitting at her feet while nibbling on my apple, and I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of contentment. This was my place, down at Maryam’s feet, serving her in whatever way she deemed fit, and simply remaining below her at all times. Not just as her assistant at work, but throughout life too. The contrast between our meals only reinforced the hierarchy between us, and I revelled in it. Even though she was practically ignoring me while enjoying her salad and juice, Maryam’s presence was forever intoxicating. Her slightest movement, whether unscrewing the lid of the juice bottle for a graceful sip, or depositing some leaves of lettuce between her immaculate lips; every movement exuded feminine authority, and I was content to be nothing more than her humble servant. There was always an elegance to her Persian mannerisms, and I increasingly viewed her as the ideal example of polished femininity. Even as she occasionally reached over, tapping a few of the keys and continuing her work, there was just something regal about it all.

The crunch of my apple echoed in the quiet office as I chewed, and my eyes flickered up to Maryam every few seconds, just to soak in another glimpse of her Iranian perfection. There was nothing at all sexual about the way she ate, but as with everything else, it was filled with the same composed poise. While each of my bites sprayed apple juice down my abaya, the contrast with the way she held her fork and the manner in which she dabbed her lips with a napkin, well, it all felt like a performance in ladylike manners, and I was its rapt audience. As I looked up at her, I couldn’t believe this was my life now, humbled before her and basking in her approval. I wasn’t craving another drink, or a night spent drunkenly dancing and hooking up with a random stranger. All I craved was a whisper from Maryam’s insightful lips, affirming what a good girl I’d been for her.

As I finished my apple, Maryam’s gaze lingered on me for a moment, and her dark eyes narrowed slightly as if she were assessing me. “You’re quiet,” she said suddenly, and she seemed quite perplexed.

“I didn’t want to disturb you, my Muslim Queen,” I replied softly, my voice trembling slightly. “You deserve to enjoy your lunch in peace.” I set the apple core down on the floor beside me, and my hands clasped in my lap. “And I’m just grateful to be here,” I said, before gazing at her shyly, “with you.”

She glanced down at me, her lips curving into a faint smile. “Grateful, are you?” she mused, her tone becoming all teasing. “Well, isn’t that lovely. What exactly are you grateful for, Katie? If only every employee embraced work with such enthusiasm.”

I hesitated, my cheeks flushing as I searched for the right words. “For...for everything,” I stammered. “For giving me this job, for letting me serve you, for...for allowing me to be close to you.” I gulped, and beamed up at her with pride. “For leading by example and making me a much better person.”

Maryam’s smile widened, and she set her fork down, leaning back in her chair. “You are an interesting one,” she said, her gaze piercing. “Most people would be embarrassed to admit such things. It’s hardly regular, is it? Especially with the disparity in our cultures and beliefs.” She scooted her feet slightly closer until the tips of her shoes just touched up against my leg. “Yet, here you are, really settled into your place at the feet of a Muslim woman.”

“I love being at your feet, and I love your culture and beliefs,” I said, and while wearing the clothes Farah had selected for me, I felt as if I was a toy for them to shape and mould. I almost seemed more Iranian than Maryam did at times, with the way she was wearing a Western-style pantsuit.

“Love is a powerful word to throw around so easily,” she said, and she looked at me curiously. “Besotted I feel is more appropriate.”

“Well, I am besotted, yes.” I swallowed hard, and my heart was pounding in my chest. To me, it felt like love making it beat so intensely, but perhaps Maryam was wiser, as always. “I’m not ashamed,” I whispered. “You’ve changed my life, Maryam. I was on a downward spiral, and you’ve given me purpose. I’ll never be able to repay you for that.” I looked off to the side. “I’m ashamed of the person I used to be, not the person I am now.”

She studied me for a long moment, and her lips twitched; her tongue protruding as if she was about to share her thoughts. However, without warning, she lifted one of her feet, and gently eased the stiletto heel into my thigh. I yelped slightly, but endured the pain, almost enjoying it while knowing it came from her. Her eyes fell on the water bottle at my side. “Are you not going to drink that?”

“I wasn’t thirsty yet,” I said.

She licked her lips, and then turned towards a cabinet at my side. “There’s a bowl in there,” she said. “Used for a single purpose.” She cocked her head. “Can you guess what that purpose is?”

“To wash your feet,” I said with way too much excitement, almost in evidence of how well I’d been trained to attend to her needs. “Ready for your prayer.”

“So astute,” she said, and she playfully patted my head, causing me to close my eyes and nuzzle my cheek against her wrist. “My time for prayer is incredibly important to you, isn’t it, Katie?”

“Yes,” I said while animatedly nodding my head. “I love preparing you for your prayer, my Muslim Queen.” I dropped my eyes to the heel digging into my thigh, and caressed the tops of her toes. “It’s an honour to wash your feet for something so important to you.”

Maryam grinned, and then she lightly tapped the top of my head again. “It’ll never stop being refreshing to see someone who was so lost and enslaved by her detrimental vices, to improve herself and become dedicated and committed to my religious rituals.” She took a deep breath. “If only the rest of your country could be so open-minded and welcoming. Diversity should be embraced, not rejected.”

“I apologise for them, Maryam,” I said while lowering my head in shame. “I’ve never been more embarrassed than that day my friend insulted you.”

“As you should be,” she said, “but, you’re certainly making up for it and doing your part.” She lightly scratched her chin. “How about this, my loyal slave, you may use your drinking water to wash my feet, and then, perhaps, I imagine you may find yourself thirsty?”

My eyes immediately darted open. “I feel thirsty already,” I said, and then the pair of us giggled as if we were the best of friends, and I suppose, in some ways we were. I’d never felt as close to someone in my life.

“Well, hurry up,” she said. “There’s not much of lunch remaining, and I need to pray before continuing with my work.” She narrowed her eyes playfully. “You’re my assistant. So, assist.”

I scrambled to my feet, my heart racing with anticipation as I hurried to the cabinet. My fingers trembled slightly as I retrieved a magnificent Persian bowl; its intricate and multi-coloured patterns glinting in the soft office light. Kneeling before Maryam once more, I carefully slipped off her heels, my hands lingering on the smooth, shiny material as if they were sacred relics from a higher being. Her feet, still warm from the confines of her shoes, rested in my palms as I guided them gently into the bowl. I marvelled at the way the maroon polish looked so gorgeous against her brown skin, especially cradled in my pale hands. It felt so appropriate, kneeling before her as she used my hands as a make-shift footrest, and I gazed up at her, seeing nothing other than my Muslim Queen sitting upon her throne. Once I’d placed her majestic feet down softly, I uncapped the water bottle and poured the cool liquid all over, watching as it cascaded over her skin and caused her to flinch, carrying away the morning’s weariness along with it.

After a final smitten peep up at her adorable face encased in her headscarf, my fingers moved with a tenderness that bordered on reverence, tracing the delicate arches and curves of her feet. I worked meticulously, ensuring every crevice was cleansed, with all traces of lint and filth removed. I had to bite my tongue to calm my own desires; eyeing the jam and crud between her toes with famished hunger. The water trickled between her toes as I lifted each foot, clasping them in my hands and massaging her tender soles with my thumbs. The sensation of her skin beneath my fingers was intoxicating as always, and I couldn’t help but glance up at her, my eyes filled with adoration as I embraced my role of preparing her for prayer. Us having branched the service out to her workplace made it all the more exciting to me. Meanwhile, she sat regally in her chair, her expression calm and composed, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. I mean, for her it was a convenience at its simplest, for sure, not having to wash her own feet whenever prayer time arrived. Instead, she turned back to her computer, typing a couple of things and using the opportunity to get ahead with the afternoon’s work.

When I was finished, I gently placed her clean feet on my thighs, and they left damp blotches in the fabric of my abaya. I looked up at her, my voice soft and all squeaky, “Thank you, my Muslim Queen, for allowing me the privilege of preparing you for prayer.” I leaned slightly forward, and placed a tender kiss on her knee. “It’s an honour to serve you in this way.”

Maryam’s lips curved into a content smile, and she reached out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “Capable as ever when it comes to washing my feet, Katie,” she said, her tone light with amusement and most definitely playful. “Perhaps I should have you accompany me to the mosque one day. I’m sure the other women would be quite impressed by your dedication.” She nodded her head. “It would help to ease the tension with the current political climate, knowing there are citizens like yourself who are thankful for our presence in this country.”

The thought sent a thrill through me, and I nodded eagerly. “I would love that, Maryam,” I said, wishing my prior visit with Farah had been with Maryam instead. “Anything to be closer to you and your faith.”

She chuckled softly, her brown eyes twinkling with mischief. “We’ll see. For now, you’ve done well.” Her soft expression rapidly became harsher. “But don’t think this means you can slack off in your other duties in your role as my assistant.” She flicked a stern finger at me. “I still expect you to be as diligent in your work as you are in your personal services.”

“Of course, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and my expression became focused and determined. “I’ll never let you down. You’ve done so much for me.”

Maryam leaned back in her chair, her feet still resting on my thighs, and she let out a contented sigh. “Good.” She flicked her fingers at me, wiggling them as an indication of her intent. “Roll out my prayer mat and position it correctly. You may stay here and reflect on your place while I attend to my spiritual duties.”

I lifted her prayer mat from the shelf, and then, glancing out of the window, I mentally calculated our position while overlooking the Thames. Noting a few recognisable landmarks in Greenwich, I positioned her mat facing the correct direction, and then shuffled aside. Maryam looked on quietly, seeming impressed with my attention to detail. She then rose from her chair with a grace that seemed almost otherworldly. Her headscarf framed her face in a way that accentuated her delicate Persian features, highlighting her cheekbones in particular. The contrast between her modest attire and the tailored lines of her pantsuit was striking, as if a blend of Middle Eastern tradition and Western modernity; all presented in a way that only she could embody so effortlessly.

I scooted back on the floor, giving her space as she stepped onto the prayer mat, savouring the way her toes splayed out as they bore her weight. Her movements were precise and deliberate, performing a ceremony she’d undertaken thousands of times. My breath caught in my throat at the way she maintained her posture as she knelt. Her hands came to rest on her thighs, and then she began her ritual of worship. Each time she bowed forward, her forehead nearly touching the mat, I couldn’t help but let my gaze drift to her feet. Her soles were slightly wrinkled as the tops of her toes pressed against the mat and I felt my usual confliction of awe and longing; her feet worthy of their own form of devotion. I knew it was wrong, and felt as if I was intruding into something sacred, and yet, I simply couldn’t pull my eyes away from such a magnificent sight. My fingers actually twitched, eager to return to the floor so I could crawl towards her and bury my face in her soles, but my respect for Maryam managed to quash such inappropriate longings.

As she continued her prayers, her soft whispers filling the small office, I found myself transfixed. The way her toes flexed slightly with each movement and the way her arches seemed to wrinkle further as she shifted her weight: it was hypnotic. I felt a deep sense of privilege just to be in her presence and to witness such an intimate moment of her faith, right there in an environment in which she was so masterfully talented. My own thoughts turned inward, reflecting on the journey that had brought me to this place of submission and service. It was a far cry from the life I had once led, and yet, it felt righter than anything I had ever known. I’d been wasting my potential through drugs and alcohol, when there was a certain level of prosperity from being at the feet of such an inspirational Muslim woman. I almost felt regretful that I hadn’t embraced the truth long before.

When she finally rose from the mat, her expression all serene and composed, I quickly averted my eyes, not wanting to intrude on her moment of spiritual connection or make obvious my infatuation. She smoothed her headscarf and adjusted her pantsuit, then, she turned to me, before her eyes darted down towards the bowl. “You haven’t hydrated yourself,” she queried, before she tapped her lips with a single finger. “Was someone distracted while they were supposed to be drinking? I thought you assured me there was nothing about my feet that you find disgusting?”

I blinked, and suddenly felt immensely foolish.

“I do hope you’re not suggesting I clean this up myself,” she said with a mild irritation in her voice. “I certainly have better things to be doing than pouring away dirty water. There’s multi-million-pound investments that require my attention. There’s lucrative portfolios which only I can manage in this volatile market.” She placed her toes against the bowl and slid it towards me. “Clean this up, slave.”

“I’m sorry,” I whimpered all apologetically, and I was already shuffling back towards the bowl. I gazed into the shimmering water, its clarity disrupted by a few errant specks of lint and dirt drifting on its surface. It should have disgusted me, yet, the mere knowledge that this was the water that had cleansed Maryam's feet sent my heart racing with an inexplicable lust. It wasn’t just lint and dirt, but it was the delicious grime and sweaty filth that had Maryam’s beautiful feet as its source. Therefore, it wasn’t something to be poured away, but rather cherished and enjoyed.

Lowering my head, I extended my tongue, lapping at the water's surface like a cat savouring a bowl of milk. I closed my eyes as I swallowed each drop, and the water was cool against my lips and largely tasteless. However, the knowledge that Maryam’s foot sweat lingered in every sip, well, it was a reminder of the privilege I had just been granted. Who else was lucky enough to drink Maryam’s dirty foot water? No one, and that made me feel all tingly and special.

I was content in my lapping for a few seconds, and Maryam's shadow loomed over me the entire time, as if she was watching to make sure I didn’t waste a single drop. However, I suddenly gasped in surprise as she gently placed her foot on the back of my head, guiding my face deeper into the cool water. “Hurry up,” she said. “I have important matters to get to.” Her voice was firm yet impatient as she urged me to hasten and drink it all down.

I gasped and spluttered, the liquid rushing into my mouth and nostrils, threatening to choke me as I struggled to balance breathing and swallowing. My efforts seemed punctuated by the frantic rhythm of my heart as I wheezed, and the sensation of her foot pressing gently against the back of my head was both humbling and exhilarating. Maryam was rarely aggressive or violent, and she just had a way of maintaining such magnanimous authority. I could feel the weight of that authority in the simple gesture as her toes scrunched against my scalp, and there was no need for her to shove me down or grind my face into the bowl. I could have pushed back with ease, but her gentle foot acted as a silent command that I obeyed without hesitation.

My throat cramped as I swallowed quickly; the water rushing down in gulps, but I didn’t dare stop because Maryam’s time was precious, and I was determined not to waste a single second of it. When I could finally breathe easily, and I licked up the final few drops, I lifted my head, gasping for air, while Maryam’s foot remained on my head for a moment longer, as if to emphasise her dominance.

With a soft sigh, she removed it and stepped back, her expression calm and composed as I looked up in wonder. “Good,” she said simply. “Now, put away the bowl and mat, clean yourself up and get back to work. I have another meeting in ten minutes, and I’ll need you to take notes once again.” She squinted. “It may seem redundant, to function as nothing more than a scribe at this stage, but I’m expecting you to pay attention to the things that you hear and learn from them.”

I nodded quickly, my cheeks flushed with a combination of embarrassment and pride as I wiped my chin free of water. “Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, and I scrambled to my feet, my legs still shaky from the intensity of the moment, and I put away the bowl and rolled up her mat. I gave my mouth another wipe, and then rising to my feet, I straightened out my abaya.

She was already seated at her desk, with her attention focused on her computer as her fingers moved swiftly across the keyboard. The sight of her so engrossed in her work, so effortlessly commanding, only deepened my devotion. I wanted nothing more than to be worthy of her trust and to prove myself as both her assistant and her humble servant.

While she worked, she finished up her juice, before setting the empty container aside and leaning back in her chair. “Well, this was the most interesting lunch I’ve had in a while,” she said, raising both of her eyebrows. “But remember, Katie, this is a workplace. We must maintain a certain level of professionalism.” She chewed her lip. “The entire day cannot be filled with these shenanigans.” She narrowed her eyes. “We wouldn’t want to prove my mother right, would we? That you’re a negative and corrupting influence on my life.”

“Yes, Maryam,” I replied, my voice filled with reverence. “I understand.”

“But,” she said, and she let the word hang in the air for a second. She pursed her lips, and kind of shrugged. “It would be a waste not to enjoy your personal services, on occasion, especially since us working together provides the opportunity. It may help with my own stress too.”

“Yes, Maryam,” I said all giddily, and I was definitely excited with what lay head. It was only the first day, and already I’d been able to worship and attend to Maryam’s feet so much. I kind of zoned out again, staring into space as I imagined all of the fun that was in store. Maybe whenever we returned from a meeting, Maryam would simply snap her fingers, and I’d dutifully drop to my knees and tongue the filth from between her gorgeous brown toes, ensuring they were clean and ready for her next engagement with a client.

“Katie,” she said sternly, and her voice seemed to cut through my swooning thoughts. “Don’t just stand there.” She tapped her fingers against her desk. “Prepare the documents for the meeting, and make sure you’re ready to take detailed notes. I won’t tolerate any mistakes.” She pointed towards my desk. “It’s the yellow file I gave you this morning.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied quickly, and there was a fluttering in my chest because being reprimanded by her felt so good too. She was so authoritative in her position in the firm, and it felt right to be bossed around by her. I hurried to my desk, my hands trembling slightly as I gathered the necessary file and my notepad. She’d already prepared everything so well, and frankly, there wasn’t a lot of expectation on my part. Still, with the little responsibility I’d been given, I was determined to excel in every task she set before me, because pleasing Maryam had become my reason for existing.

“I’m ready,” I said as I turned to her, but Maryam was still sitting in her seat and tapping her fingernails against her desk.

Suddenly, she smirked, and then she rolled her eyes down towards the floor. “Aren’t you forgetting something, my assistant?” she asked in a teasing way, and then she leaned back in her chair, causing her bare feet to appear at the side of her desk. Her maroon-painted toes wiggled, seemingly enjoying their freedom. “I can hardly walk into the meeting like this, can I?”

I gasped, realising my oversight, and immediately placed the file aside and dropped to my knees beside her desk. “I’m so sorry, Maryam,” I stammered, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. Of course, she couldn’t exactly wander into a meeting without shoes, especially in her elevated position.

She tilted her head slightly, a playful glint in her eyes, and then she winked at me. My heart skipped a beat as she leaned back in her chair, and her bare feet rested on their heels. “Apologise properly,” she said, her voice soft but certainly commanding. She glanced at her watch. “We have a couple of minutes before we have to go.”

I nodded, my hands all shaky as I reached for her feet. I dipped my head and pressed a gentle kiss to the soft ball of her right foot, feeling her toes curl slightly around my nose. Her skin was unusually cool and wrinkly, still fresh from the cleansing I’d given her moments before. There was no trace of her usual scent, and it felt right, knowing I’d been the one to prepare her and ensure her feet were squeaky clean. I lingered there, nuzzling my face into her foot, savouring the intimacy of the act as I kind of moaned, thankful that yet again she was permitting me to humble myself, even if for just a few more seconds. Whereas in the past I required drug-fuelled and intoxicated frolics to satisfy myself, I was content in the simplest of pleasures. Her toes flexed against my cheek, and I could have stayed there forever, lost in the majesty of her superior presence.

But then Maryam cleared her throat, and I reluctantly pulled away. Remembering why I was permitted at her feet once more in the first place, I reached for her heels, carefully sliding them back onto her feet; my fingers brushing against her delicate skin a final time. Once they were in place, I couldn’t help but dip my head again, pressing a kiss to the leather of each heel. I whimpered softly, cowering low, and then I moaned, unable to stop myself as I smooched the tops of her pretty toes. “You’re so incredible, Maryam,” I muttered, dancing my lips between her toes while pecking her pristine nails with adoration. “You’re such a Muslim Queen.” I darted my head to her other foot, plastering those toes with similar reverence, all while my eyes widened and my cheeks burned as I contemplated what I was doing. Even though I’d done this sort of thing so many times by this point, it still triggered me somewhat, to think I was kissing the feet of a woman that seemed so worlds apart from my former self.

“Enough of that,” she said, and she rose and stepped past me. I looked up at her, lips still puckered, amazed at her patience and tolerance for my need to worship her. She stood, towering over me, and I felt a rush of gratitude for her understanding. “Now,” she said, smoothing her pantsuit and adjusting her headscarf, “let’s not keep them waiting.” She strode toward the door, her heels clicking against the floor, and I scrambled to my feet, grabbing up the file and my notepad.

I hurried after her, my heart still racing from the most wonderful of lunches. As we walked down the corridor, I couldn’t stop myself from glancing at her feet; the maroon polish peeking out from her shoes with every step. Even though I’d just had my lips all over them, it was like it wasn’t enough. Respecting Maryam in such an intimate and humbling way was never enough.

We passed a number of people along the way, and I just glanced around, feeling totally proud that it was I who got to be such a magnificent woman’s assistant. Each of them were blissfully unaware that I’d literally just been down on my knees and smothering her feet in kisses, but it was most definitely what she deserved. The memory of her toes against my face lingered, and I felt a deep sense of contentment knowing that only I was able to serve her in such a personal way.

The meeting room was already filled when we arrived, and the senior partners were seated around the table; their attention once again immediately drawn to Maryam as she entered. I took my place at her side once more, setting the file down before her and opening my notepad. The meeting began, and I focused on taking detailed notes, my pen moving swiftly across the page as I hung off of Maryam’s every, accented word. The topics were boring, and many of them were completely lost on me, but hearing them in her gorgeous voice kept me completely engrossed and riveted.

Just like earlier, even though I tried to maintain complete concentration, every now and then, my eyes would drift to Maryam’s feet beneath the table; her heels tapping softly against the floor as she spoke. The sight of her maroon toenails, and the way her toes flexed slightly with each movement, was enough to make my heart skip a beat. I occasionally found myself staring down, obscenely so, licking my lips as I imagined slipping her exquisitely toned toes inside my mouth so I could lovingly soothe them with my warm, moist tongue. Each time, I’d blush, darting my eyes around, worried that one of the partners would catch me in the act, but their attention remained laser-focused on Maryam, and my ogling apparently slipped beneath the radar through the duration of the meeting.

Things continued in that matter, until after a couple of hours, and once things were concluded and the direction of the latest investment had been outlined, I returned with Maryam to her office.

“Type up everything from that meeting. I want it documented digitally so it’s easy for me to send out,” she said from her desk, scrolling through her phone with one hand, while with the other she absently massaged her own foot, right over the arch. My mouth watered with jealously, because why was Maryam soothing her own foot when I was right there? But, I supposed in her eyes, the work took the priority. I forced my eyes up to her face, and found her watching me, perhaps contemplating the same thing. She held my gaze for one second longer than necessary, then went back to her phone. “Get on with it,” she said, and for the next hour or so, I remained at my desk, tortuously close to her while simultaneously so far away. I typed like a lunatic, with such ferocity that I worked through the notes page by page at rapid pace.

Maryam too typed at times, and she took a couple of phone calls throughout the remaining hours. By close of play, she switched off her computer, just as I was finishing up with my own work. She scratched her cheek, and then yawned before lazily looking over towards me.

“You’ve done well today, Katie,” she said, and her voice carried a warmth that made my heart swell. “I appreciate your dedication, both to your work and to other matters.” Her lips curved into a faint smile, and I felt a further flush of pride at her words. “It’s hardly taxing work, I understand, simply making notes and picking up after me, but it’s essential for my productivity level to remain efficient.” She narrowed her eyes. “If you’re performing these bothersome tasks, I don’t need to, do I?”

“Yes,” I said, while enthusiastically nodding my head.

“I could hire anyone as my extra assistant, and I’m sure there would be a line down the street for the opportunity to work for me.” She swivelled in her chair and stared out at the window, down towards the streets as people passed by and seemed like nothing but ants. “My other assistant is actually thankful of your arrival too, since she’s now been promoted to elsewhere in the firm.” She turned and gazed back. “It appears your arrival has been beneficial for many.”

I was becoming all uncomfortable and flushed, as it was always so refreshing to hear Maryam sound the slightest bit arrogant. She was always so modest and down to earth, but I treasured those moments whenever she actually spoke the truth and highlighted her clear superiority.

“Your arrival in my life was beneficial, my Muslim Queen,” I replied, my voice shaky as my reverence took over. “It’s an honour I get to serve you.”

“And why are you so lucky?” she asked with a coy look.

“Because I respect you,” I said proudly.

She bit her lip, considering me for a moment. “Well, let’s head home then,” she said, and she nodded towards her handbag on her desk. I practically dashed across the office and dutifully snatched it up. She paused at the door, and she bent her leg, rotating her ankle as her foot pivoted on its heel. “I can already feel that my feet are all sweaty and sticky, and once we’re at home, you can respect me some more.” She raised an eyebrow. “How does that sound?”

“Delicious,” I said, without thinking, before blushing as Maryam pursed her lips and shook her head in disbelief.

***
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On the way home, I remained standing on the underground tube, clutching her handbag while Maryam was comfortably seated. We never even discussed the arrangement, it just kind of fell into place naturally while she was busy composing an email on her phone. Throughout the journey, she never even paid me any attention, and hadn’t even seemed to notice that there was nowhere for me to sit. Throughout, I just acted as her assistant, even off hours, and my eyes remained lowered on her toes as they twitched inside her heels.
Once we were through the front door, I knelt and helped Maryam out of her heels, and then placed her slippers neatly for her to slide straight into. She lazily headed to the lounge, and I was about to follow before Farah appeared in the hallway. She said something in Farsi, and Maryam smiled and gave her a tired thumbs up.

“Good,” Farah said as she stepped closer, and then she locked eyes on me. “I am happy to hear you have not disappointed my daughter at her workplace.”

“Never,” I whispered, but I felt somewhat attacked.

Farah pointed a finger at me, and then impatiently snapped her fingers. “As a reward, you may lick the sweat from between my toes, how does that sound, infidel?”

“Mother,” Maryam said, while rolling her eyes and shaking her head. “That isn’t necessary, especially minutes after we’ve come home. Katie has been working hard all day.” She let out a tired sigh. “Can you ease up on the religious crusade for one day at least?”

Farah tutted, and mumbled something in Farsi, before she then turned her attention back to me. She lifted her abaya, and extended one slippered foot towards me. Easing her toes out, I could see they were moist and fragrant. “Are my toes not a reward for you?” she asked. “I’ve been wearing these slippers all day while awaiting your return.” She cocked her head. “Why should I wash my own feet when I have a Western slave to do it for me?” Her eyes narrowed. “You are Muslim-owned, and do not forget it.” Her mouth contorted into an infuriated grimace. “Just because you now work for my daughter, doesn’t change things once you’re back through that door.”

I gulped, and momentarily deferred my eyes to Maryam. She took a deep breath, and then kind of waved her hand, as if she didn’t have the energy to deal with her mother. I’d witnessed the mental toll of her workday, and how everyone always came to her and relied on her to make all decisions. It was clearly an intellectual load, and the pressure and responsibility weighted on her shoulders had left her exhausted. Farah was always so intrusive and persistent, and at that moment, I just wanted to perform as the assistant I was for Maryam. I wanted to make her life just that bit easier by distracting her mother. Besides, the sweat was glistening between her toes, and I hadn’t yet tasted any throughout the entire day. Even though Maryam was my true queen, I couldn’t deny that the spicier flavour of Farah’s foot sweat was tasty in its own way, and there was something bizarrely pleasurable about submitting to a woman that outwardly loathed me.

“Your toes are most definitely a reward, Ma’am,” I said, and I submissively dropped my head while tucking my hands in the small of my back. My head kind of buzzed and became all foggy as I contemplated the ludicrous things I was saying. “It would be an honour to lick the sweat from between your toes.” My cheeks were already reddening, and I kind of squirmed while kneeling there in the hallway. “It is a privilege to be Muslim-owned.”

“There you go, Mother,” Maryam said while gesturing towards me. “You’ve imposed your will, as always.” She rolled her eyes. “Now, will you give me a minute to relax.”

Once again, I was beaming with pride at having freed Maryam from her mother’s interference, despite the utter humiliation of my status. Maryam disappeared into the living room, leaving me alone in the hallway with Farah. The older woman’s eyes gleamed with mischief as she stepped closer, and her slippered feet padded softly against the floor. Suddenly, the pride drained from me and I felt all isolated and vulnerable. She tilted her head, studying me with a predatory smirk, and I felt my cheeks burn under her scrutiny. Without a word, she leaned in, her face inches from mine, and I could smell the faint scent of whatever spices she’d selected for her cuisine that day. My pulse quickened as she slowly and deliberately lifted her foot up from her slipper; her toes flexing as they met the cool air. Her nails were unpainted, and yet they maintained an undeniable mature beauty, perfectly formed without any rough edges.

“You seem nervous, kaffir,” she said brusquely, and my chest seemed to ache whenever she uttered that label with such comfort. I mean, we were in my country, and yet, there she was as a visitor, boldly demeaning me and waving the superiority of her beliefs right in my face. “Is it because you know your place? You know it is right for this to happen, despite the sympathy of my daughter?” She wiggled her toes, the movement most hypnotic, and I couldn’t help but glance down. Her feet were visibly damp, the skin shining with a thin sheen of sweat, and the sight made my stomach twist with shame. Once again, I was conflicted, because Maryam was gorgeous in her youth, and yet, Farah was twenty or so years older than me. It was so odd to accept that the older woman’s sweaty feet could make me feel all out of sorts, and induce a submissiveness within me that would lead me to my knees, but she had like a natural, intimidating air to her. Besides, I’d sucked and licked her feet so much that it had become a normalcy for me.

“I...I know my place, Ma’am,” I stammered, my voice all squeaky and lacking any conviction. My eyes remained fixed down on her toes, which seemed to taunt me with the inevitably that they’d soon be inside my mouth. I eyed their slippery, clammy texture, and my tummy became tight as I contemplated that my lips and tongue could be used by her whenever she pleased.

“Do you?” she asked, and there was a certain level of mockery in her tone, as if she was enjoying dragging everything out. She lifted her foot slightly, bringing it closer to my face, and I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin as she spread her toes. Buried between them were clumps of the soggiest lint, mixed up amongst clearly gooey toe-jam. Evidently, while Maryam and I had been at work, Farah had been undertaking her own work; ensuring her feet were suitably sticky and filthy as a means to celebrate my new job. “Then why do you hesitate?” she asked, raising one of her eyebrows, and at that moment, I wished she was wearing her niqab so I wouldn’t have to endure her smug face. “Why do you tremble? Is it because you know you’re unworthy?” She chuckled softly, and her laughter provoked a shiver. “Your only purpose is to cleanse the filth from between a Muslim woman’s toes, yet you act as if it’s some great burden.”

I swallowed hard with my throat feeling all dry, and I forced myself to meet her gaze. Her eyes were as dark, piercing and judgemental as ever. “It’s not a burden, Ma’am,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “It’s an honour.”

“An honour?” she repeated, her smirk widening. “For someone like you? A Western infidel who knows nothing of respect or humility?” She leaned in even closer, and her breath was warm against my face. “You may prance around as my daughter’s assistant during the day, soaking up her success and superior energy, but once you’re back here, we both know what you are.” She narrowed her eyes. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said weakly, and when her eyes lowered to the floor, my hands followed as I collapsed forward from knees to all fours. I kept my eyes downcast, unable to bear the intensity of her gaze, and focused on her foot. The scent of her sweat was considerably stronger at such close proximity, and even seemed more potent than usual, as if she’d been crafting the perfect stench all day. It filled my nostrils, invasively so, making my head spin and my limbs feel all weak. I licked my lips, my tongue uncomfortably dry, and I felt a wave of shame wash over me as I eyed her sweaty, mature toes. They were so enticing, and I realised how much I wanted to taste her, even while feeling completely small in her presence. It was humbling to reflect on my base desires being manipulated and redirected in such a way. I seemed to manifest addictions so easily, and it humiliated me to consider I’d apparently become addicted to the sweat and toe-jam of Muslim women, regardless of age or likeability.

“Ask,” she arrogantly commanded, similarly aware of my need, and she dropped her hands to her hips. Her big toe came to rest beneath my chin and she eased it up, forcing me to look up at her. Her eyes bore into mine, and I felt as if she could see straight through me, refusing to recognise any of my good virtues as Maryam always did. “Ask for the privilege of licking the sweat from between my toes,” she said all haughtily. “My daughter may be satisfied with the charade at her work, but all you’re good for is consuming the filth from between the toes of a Muslim woman. That is your true purpose in life, you wasteful delinquent.”

“Gosh,” I muttered under my breath, feeling totally attacked. I blushed furiously, and my cheeks burned with a deep shame, the likes of which only Farah was expert in inflicting. “Please, Ma’am,” I whispered, still eyeing her toes submissively. “May I lick the sweat from between your toes?” I gulped, and then feeling a squirm in my tummy, I went overboard. “May I lick the sweat from between your perfect, Muslim toes like the pathetic Western infidel I am?”

“Mother, is this really necessary?” Maryam called out from the other room, clearly tiring of the older woman’s shenanigans. “We had a very good first day at work, and it feels as if you’re souring the occasion.”

Farah paid no mind, simply smirking while clearly enjoying my discomfort, and she tilted her head as if considering my request. “Why should I allow it?” she asked. “What have you done to deserve such an honour?”

I swallowed hard, my mind frantic as I tried to come up with an answer that would satisfy her. “I’ve served you and your daughter well,” I said, my voice unsteady. “I’m a worthless infidel, unworthy of even being in your presence. But I respect you, Ma’am. I respect your culture, your faith, and especially your Muslim feet. They’re so beautiful, so perfect, and I just want to serve you in any way I can.” My eyes then widened as a thought came to me. “I respect your daughter so much too, and it was an honour to pay for her lunch today. I haven’t even received my first salary, but Maryam is going to deduct it from my wages.”

Farah’s smirk widened, and she let out a soft, mocking laugh. “You’ll do this every day?”

“Every day,” I muttered, not even knowing if that was the intention, but helplessly captivated under Farah’s all-seeing eye.

“Well, this is amusing, and certainly impressive of my daughter.” She leaned back slightly, her foot still hovering in front of my face. “Perhaps she has come around more than I suspected. Very well, infidel. You may lick the sweat from between my toes. But remember what you just said. Your only purpose is to serve and to worship. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, and I leaned forward, my lips quivering as they brushed against her toes. Despite her being older, and undeniably cruel, it was still electric as my tongue slipped between them. I probed deep, flicking my eyes up at her and squirming in shame as she sneered back; her obvious bile for me only acting as some further motivation. The tip plunged right into the combined mix of gunky lint and toe-jam, and the taste of her sweat was saltier than I’d ever tasted before. Her fingers crept to my cheek and then roughly grasped my ear, and I whimpered and moaned as a wave of shame and perplexing arousal washed over. Even with Maryam in the next room, I couldn’t stop myself, completely weak beneath Farah’s endless prejudice, and I caved, licking between her toes as a demonstration of my new place in life. My tongue moved slowly and deliberately, diligently digging out and scooping up every trace of filth between my lips. The scent of her grungy toes overwhelmed my nostrils, and my eyes rolled back as I struggled to handle the intoxicating, spicy funk. Yet, as increasingly common in my recent life, there was a strange sense of contentment as I humbled myself before her, willingly debasing myself at the putrid feet of a Muslim elder.

Farah let out a soft, satisfied sigh, and her fingers left my ear and instead tangled in my hair as she guided my head closer. “Good infidel,” she muttered, and her voice was somewhat sultry as it gave away her pleasure. “You may be a non-believer, but at least you know your place.” She lifted one of her hands to her ear. “Come on, tell me your place, kaffir.”

“I only exist to lick the sweat from between your toes, Ma’am.”

Farah simply displayed the most infuriating smirk, while I continued to lick between her toes, my skin absolutely burning with humiliation. It prickled all over, but beneath, there was a twisted, degrading honour to it all; a most perplexing sensation that felt difficult to accept. As I knelt there, my lips wrapped around her mature, brown toes as my tongue probed deep, I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of gratitude for the opportunity to worship her. I mean, she was Maryam’s mother, after all, and Maryam meant everything to me. If anything, it was Farah’s harsh rule and insistence to completely subjugate me which had led me to being at Maryam’s side all day long; even our work lives no longer needing to part us. Perhaps it was a failure on Farah’s part, and in her intention to dehumanise me, she’d only brought me closer to her daughter.

When she finally pulled her foot away, her toes left my suctioned lips with a plop. I looked up at her, and I felt so weak and submissive, with the salty flavour of her toe sweat trapping me in a mentality of pathetic subordination. She smirked down at me, with her own expression filled with amusement, and she reached out to pat my head like a dog. She wiggled her slick toes back into her slipper, and she was just about to turn away when she noticed my gaze drop to her other foot. A derisive chuckle caused me to dart my eyes up, but it was too late. “Oh, the non-believer is still famished, are we?” she probed, and I squirmed in my foolishness. “Are you craving my other foot?” She squinted. “It’s ingrained in your soul now, isn’t it? To long for the stinky, sweaty feet of a Muslim woman.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, and my voice became all husky. I glanced towards the living room, and Maryam was so close. Maybe she was already snoozing, and I wanted nothing more than to curl up at her feet and feel myself calmed with contentment. Yet, there was something paralysing about the way Farah was always so forward and stern in my debasement. It was almost as if each of my Muslim Queens reached alternate sides of my character; Maryam aligning with the one that wanted to do right and become a model member of society. Someone who would make my parents proud and live without any regrets. Meanwhile, Farah spoke to the denigrative part of myself that had always existed, and at times, prospered. The part that surrendered to my base desires, often at the expense of my pride and dignity. The part that had led me towards a life of debauchery through drugs, alcohol and casual sex. Farah had recognised that part still existed, even if Maryam didn’t, and she was redirecting it towards somewhere else that filled me with a combination of the same level of pleasure and shame. Therefore, shackled by my own desire, I remained on my knees, my head bowed, waiting for her to be generous and put me out of my misery.

Farah moved her other foot towards me, pressing the front against the floor while she lifted the heel up. She twisted it from side to side, taunting me as her toes remained hidden away, deep inside the slipper; my thoughts already running wild with the idea of how sweaty and humid it may be within the material. “You want to lick these toes too, you pathetic swine?” she asked all tauntingly. “Come and beg for them then. Just like you people should be begging for forgiveness for your sins and depraved life choices.”

Even though her words were harsh, submission was flowing through my veins, and I dropped lower and pressed my face into the soft fabric of Farah’s slipper. The faint scent of her sweat seeped through, and I inhaled deeply, already feeling further dishevelled and woozy. “Please, Ma’am, let me taste your toes again.” I gulped, before nuzzling my cheek against the slipper’s fabric and recognising the shape of her toes inside. It almost felt like a betrayal to Maryam, so close by, but I couldn’t free myself from the lure of Farah’s sweaty feet at that moment. I’d become so familiar with them over the past months, and she’d basically trained me to crave slobbering all over them. “I need them. I’m nothing without them.”

Farah leaned down, her face inches from mine, and her dark eyes gleamed with their usual cruel amusement. “Pathetic infidel,” she sneered. “Grovelling at my feet like a dog. You’re nothing but a waste of space, aren’t you? A worthless, spineless creature who exists only to serve.”

I nodded frantically, my cheek brushing the top of her slipper repeatedly. “Yes, Ma’am. I’m nothing. I’m just a lowly infidel who lives to worship your perfect Muslim feet.”

“You’re even more pathetic than I thought.” There was quiet for a second, and then I flinched as I felt something warm and wet land on my cheek. I looked up, and a string of saliva had dangled from Farah’s lips and splattered against my face. “Dirt beneath my feet,” she said spitefully. “Just filth to be spat on, but fine, if you’re so desperate, you can have my toes.” She made a move to ease them from her slipper, but then paused and rubbed her fingers together. “But first, pay your jizya.”

My hand shot to my pocket, fumbling for the miniscule loose change I had left from Maryam’s lunch. I held it out to her, and my fingers were trembling so much that the coins almost rolled free. “Here, Ma’am. It’s all I have.”

Farah snatched the money from my hand without any hesitation, and greedily stuffed it away in the pocket of her own abaya. “Pathetic,” she muttered, shaking her head. “But I suppose it’ll do, since it’s right you’re left with nothing.” With that, she slipped her foot out of the slipper and my cheek dropped down with a thud. Her toes glistened with fresh sweat, and I leaned forward, on instinct, my lips wrapping around her big toe. The salty tang of her sweat flooded my mouth all over again, and I lewdly moaned, appreciating the intense flavour that my couple of coins had apparently purchased.

Farah let out a satisfied sigh, and her toe wiggled triumphantly between my lips. “That’s it, infidel,” she muttered, and she bit her lip. “I’m a visitor in your country. I’m a guest, a foreigner, and here you are, down on your knees and sucking the sweat from my toes.” She adjusted her foot slightly, and forced her second toe inside my mouth along with the biggest. My tongue naturally crammed up between them, and I groaned, my eyes rolling back as I felt more soggy, squidgy lint pressed up against the tip. “All of you people should welcome us in this way, and beg us to take over.” She grunted impatiently. “Go on, eat it,” she said with a chuckle. “Eat the scum from between my toes.”

I obeyed, my tongue moving eagerly between her toes, lapping up every trace of sweat and grime. I fumbled, and somehow managed to dislodge the putrid clump and spoon it inside my mouth, and it seemed to sizzle while settling on the flat of my tongue. The taste was intoxicatingly bitter, and I moaned softly. I repeated the service with every toe, bobbing my head between as I slurped out every trace of scum. Once satisfied, she pulled her foot away, and her toes left my lips with a soft pop. I looked up at her, and my eyes were wide with a mix of shame and adoration.

Farah smirked down at me, and then she made a big show of snapping her fingers. “Swallow it, scum-eating kaffir,” she said, and I blushed, before gulping it down. She chuckled smugly and slipped her foot back into her slipper. “I really do think I should take you back to Iran with me,” she said thoughtfully. “It be would most useful to have you kneeling at my side, veiled and laying in wait. Your only purpose in life to cleanse the filth from my feet at a snap of my fingers.”

I shivered at that horrid thought, but there was something in it that was intriguing too. I mean, my entire life being devoted to nothing other than Farah’s mature, Persian feet left me feeling all uncomfortable and woozy. I’d already failed so much in the past, as if it existed in my bones, but that would be the absolute proof. I’d failed so much in life, despite Maryam’s intervention, that I all I was good for was licking out and swallowing down toe-jam; a minor convenience for those so much better than me.

“Get out of here,” she said with a scoff, and she shoved my knee with her foot. “Go and attend to my daughter. You live a life of service, so be of service.” She turned on her heel, and then loudly stomped off towards her room, evidently satisfied that I’d been reminded of my place. Just like that, all of the joy of the day at work had been erased and trodden into the floor with my dignity.

I scrambled to my feet, my cheeks still burning with humiliation, and hurried to the living room. I was so conflicted, somewhat thankful to be away from Farah, yet still craving her sweaty feet all the same. I was always so weak when around her, and felt oddly aroused whenever I was tonguing her feet, but still, she was intensely intimidating and left me in such fear. Everything felt so serious with her, and there was none of the affection or playfulness that seemed to exist with her daughter.

Maryam was seated in her favourite chair, her feet propped up on the decorative footstool and slippers kicked aside. Her maroon toenails looked as luscious as earlier in the day. She seemed exhausted, all sprawled out, and she was gently snoozing until my footsteps disturbed her. I felt immediately guilty for that, but she glanced over and her expression became somewhat concerned. “Katie,” she said, her voice warm but firm. “Come here, please.”

I obeyed, dropping to my rightful place, on my knees, and I presented myself correctly before her. “Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered, my heart swelling with devotion. I was still in a fuzzy headspace thanks to the flavour of Farah’s toes swirling around my mouth, and without needing to be told, I leaned forward and placed a kiss upon the tip of her big toe. It was a kiss filled with absolute respect for the woman who had become everything to me.

She lifted her foot slightly, and her toes brushed against my cheek. What would usually be considered an odd gesture between two people felt kind and loving when coming from her. “How are you feeling?” she asked, and there was obvious concern in her voice. “I know my mother isn’t an easy person to deal with, and she’s been particularly forward in her criticism since coming here.” She furrowed her brow, bringing a sternness to her pretty face. “I wouldn’t pay any attention to a lot of the stuff she says. She’s just trying to scare you and make sure you’re not trying to take advantage of me.” She widened her eyes. “I most definitely won’t let anything bad happen to you.”

I leaned into her touch, overflowing with gratitude as I rubbed my cheek against the ball of her foot. Farah’s taunts and threats may have been oddly arousing at times, but they were deathly in their consequences, and as always, I needed Maryam to steer me away from harm. “Thank you, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered. “I know I can trust you.”

“You can.” She steered her foot around and then tapped the tip of my nose with her big toe. “Always.” We shared a smile, and then she rolled her eyes. “My mother won’t be here forever, and then I’m sure things can go back to how they were before.” She looked over towards the door, and listened for a second. “We both have to tolerate her, in our own ways.” She chewed the corner of her lip. “You understand the reason why I left Iran in the first place? My mother’s interpretation of our faith is not the norm, you must understand.” She widened her eyes. “It is actually quite uncommon to see the niqab there, but she chooses to wear it anyway.”

My heart actually ached for her while simply imagining how it must have been for her, growing up with a mother like Farah. I didn’t even know what kind of person her father was, but Farah was enough on her own. Obviously, Maryam wanted her independence and freedom, and England had become her salvation away from the intrusions of her religiously-guided parent. “I understand, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered, and my words were filled with genuine sympathy. I thought about saying something else, but it felt like it wasn’t my place. Maryam had every right to criticise her mother, but that was a step too far for me. The last thing I would want was for Farah to catch wind of it and make my life, or Maryam’s, even more difficult.

“Anyway, enough with that,” Maryam said while cocking her head. “You saw how hard I worked today, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” I said while enthusiastically nodding my head, and then the compliments just began spilling out of me. “You’re so good in your role, my Muslim Queen. You’re a complete leader. Everyone listens to you and they all look to your authority. The company would be nothing without you, I’m sure of it.” I gulped while almost choking on my words. “I’m so lucky to be your assistant.”

“Oh, aren’t you just filled with flattery,” she said while playfully fluttering her eyelashes. She teased my lips with her big toe. “Right now, though, my little slave, I don’t need you to soothe my ego or drown me with compliments.” She squinted her eyes, demonstrating how exhausted she was after her day of leadership and authority. “Right now, I need my slave to relax me and make me feel good after being in my heels all day.” She smirked at me in a most seductive way. “That is why you exist, isn’t it? To respect me in such a personal way? A way no one else is permitted to do?”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said breathily, and I was already reaching for her ankle; my fingers brushing against the key. "Please, allow me to worship you with all of the devotion you deserve.”

“Music to my ears,” she said while stretching her arms above her head, and then she yawned before fidgeting with the pins of her headscarf. I looked on in awe as she pulled it free, before she neatly placed it aside. A slight wiggle of her head followed, and then her gorgeous, black hair cascaded over her shoulders and fully revealed her feminine beauty, highlighting her Iranian features in the best way. Throughout the day, I’d noticed how the partners seemed infatuated with Maryam, and it seemed as if there was more to it than just her competence and professionalism. They were completely smitten with her Persian beauty, something that seemed difficult to eradicate from the patriarchy of society. I mean, I too had spent the day gawping at her feet, so I was somewhat hypocritical in highlighting their obvious lust.

Yet, all of those old men who had been ogling her all day had never stared upon the sight I was witnessing. To see Maryam in her full unhindered beauty, with her raven hair framing the feminine structure of her immaculate face. Everything seemed chiselled to perfection, from her cheekbones, to her thick lips and those mesmerising eyes that effortlessly captivated whoever had the privilege to stare into them. Her colleagues had to endure the obstacle of her headscarf and the modesty that her religion choices enforced, and for that reason, I felt immensely privileged to see her in all her glory. I was within her trusted circle, and there was no place I’d rather be.

“I love respecting you,” I whimpered as I kissed the tip of her big toe again. “I love worshipping you so much, my Muslim Queen.” I rolled my eyes up, and we momentarily stared at each other; Maryam’s beautiful brown eyes partially hidden behind a content squint. “I love you,” I said without even thinking, and then I placed soft kisses along each of her toes. My eyes rolled up again, and Maryam’s head was somewhat cocked to the side as she observed my every move. Her lips quivered, and she seemed primed to say something, but instead, she just kind of settled back and allowed me to do my thing.

The passion spilled from me, and I began to rapidly smooch the bottom of her gorgeous foot. I held her ankle gently, suspending it above the footstool as I craned my neck to trace my lips over every inch of her smooth sole. Her skin was slightly clammy from having been in the heels all day, and there were a few places where the firm leather had caused slight indentations. That didn’t take away from the supple, softness of her flesh, and there were no calluses or hard-skin to be seen. I suppose that was owing to me regularly washing and taking care of her feet, especially the attentive way I constantly tongued them to a glistening shine.

At that moment, I could no longer hold back, and Maryam gasped slightly, in the cutest way, as I placed the flat of my tongue against her heel. She knew what was coming next, gripping the arms of her chair; her fingers rigid as her nails dug deep into the embroidery. “Lick it, slave,” she whispered as her eyes fell closed, and then I watched as her chest quickened in its heaves.

“I love being your slave, my Muslim Queen,” I mumbled while my tongue was still pressed against her heel.

With eyes still closed, Maryam giggled to herself, clearly tickled by the foolish noises leaving my lips. “Just lick it,” she said while shaking her head, apparently in disbelief that someone could be so wrapped up in her.

I too was almost in disbelief myself, and it seemed so long ago that I’d thought of Maryam as nothing more than my landlady. I was looking upon her perfection as a goddess; and her wisdom as all-knowing. She was everything I wasn’t, and she deserved to have an underling like myself, completely devoted to her wants and pettiest whims.

I too closed my eyes as I braced myself, and then I lifted my head and slavishly dragged my tongue up the length of her foot. Thanks to the sweatiness of her flesh, my dry tongue was momentarily satiated, and the stinging salty flavour of her skin caused me to shiver with delight. As my tongue reached her big toe, I instinctively wrapped my lips around it, and then groaned while swirling around in the sultriest of ways. My eyes flicked open, and found myself staring straight into hers, as she watched me worship her in the most humbling manner.

“You really enjoy this, don’t you?” she asked while raising one of her eyebrows. “Even though it’s considered immoral between two women.”

“I don’t think it’s immoral,” I whimpered back while popping my lips free from her toe. I rapidly covered it in another flurry of eager kisses.

“Why do you say that?” she asked. “This kind of intimacy between two women? At times, I feel it is wrong.” She let out a deep breath. “But, it does feel good,” she mused with a shrug, as I continued to softly place my lips against each of her cute toes, puckering them with affection. “Though, still, deep inside, I know it is haram and I feel it is wrong, despite what my mother may say.” She curled a finger in her hair. “Do you think this is still necessary, Katie? Have I allowed things to get out of hand? I just wanted the best for you, after all, but I can see that this is completely re-shaping your personality.” Her face kind of contorted into a serious, concerned expression. “This goes beyond simply respecting me and improving yourself as a person. This is turning into an irreversible infatuation, perhaps even approaching idolatry.”

I paused with my lips still pressed against her big toe, and my muscles kind of tightened as I recognised the hesitance in her eyes. For once, it felt as if I needed to be the one to show some authority, if only in myself and my decisions. I eased my lips away from her toes, and after a steadying gulp, I gazed up at her in wonder, practically pleading with my eyes. “I do not think this is inappropriate, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and the words were coming straight from my heart. “This isn’t sexual intimacy between two women. It’s worship and service.” I nodded my head. “You deserve to be treated this way, Maryam, and I respect you so much that I’m honoured to be the one to pamper and attend to you.” I dropped my eyes, back to her foot. “My mouth simply exists to tell you how wonderful you are, and to clean the filth from between your toes.” I flicked my eyes back up. “You’ve taught and guided me so well, and I long ago realised that I was wasting my life. I was participating in illicit, sexual counters with strangers, not acting like a lady should. Not like you, a respectable and modest Muslim Queen. I was pouring alcohol down my throat and squandering my potential.”

She narrowed her eyes again. “Your potential to lick my feet clean, every, single day?” she asked in a kind of bemused way.

I baulked again, because confusion was rapidly obscuring my thoughts. I’d thought we had moved to the next stage of whatever was developing between us. Simply working alongside her had pushed us closer, but suddenly, she was having doubts. Had it been the way Farah was talking, or maybe it was because I’d foolishly whispered I loved her? Obviously, we couldn’t be two lovers, especially within the constrains of her religion, and perhaps that had scared her. Maybe she believed that’s what I wanted?

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling all vulnerable. “I’m just happy worshipping you, my Muslim Queen. I have no other intentions. Nothing inappropriate. I’m just content being your servant and slave.”

“And with me taking all of your money?” she asked, concern still somewhat evident in her voice.

“Yes,” I said. “I trust you with it, and I don’t need it.”

She hummed to herself, and seemed to be thinking things over. “I did enjoy having you as my assistant today,” she said, “and, I do enjoy the way you take care of me and attend to me.” She let out a deep sigh, before sinking back further into the chair. “Perhaps I’m just overthinking things,” she added, and then she eased her grip on the arm and lazily flicked her hand towards me. “Continue, Katie,” she said. “Since you are content being my slave, and there’s apparently nothing sexual in it”—she narrowed her eyes in an accusing, disbelieving way—“then continue to lick my feet clean.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, my face blushing as I was overcome with relief. “It’s not sexual.”

“If you say so,” she muttered, the disbelief still present.

“I’m just worshipping my superior.”

“Very well,” she said while closing her eyes again. “Then worship your superior.”

I didn’t wait for her to change her mind, and I once again engulfed my lips over her toes, managing to fit three of them deep inside my mouth. In the process, my lips were spread wide, and my tongue frantically pressed up against the ball of her foot and wiggled in need. Her toes twitched, causing me to spasm, and then I was kind of squelching my tongue while drooling and slobbering all over myself. Saliva dribbled down my chin as I desperately tried to gobble her whole foot; demonstrating I was nothing other than her obedient slave and worshipper. I felt as if I was going to choke, and then I kind of blubbered while easing her toes back out of my lips.

“Got a bit carried away there did you?” she asked, and just like that, it was as if the playfulness had returned. The tension immediately eased, and my muscles relaxed in unison. “Don’t kill yourself on the end of my foot, please,” she commented. “That would be most difficult to explain.” She eased her eyes open and winked at me, and then I became all animated and giddy as I began enthusiastically dragging my lips along the sweaty groove under the toes. I was so rampant to taste them, that I didn’t even pause to sniff, and in my eagerness, it was like I was cleansing away her scent before I even had a chance to appreciate it. Perhaps I was so committed to the task of licking her feet clean, that I hadn’t even paused to savour her unique fragrance.

“Okay, lick them nice and clean,” she said while glancing towards the clock on the wall. “It’s almost time for evening prayer, and you’re performing a service right now, Katie. Get all of that horrid sweat and yucky toe-jam out of there, so that my feet can be cleaned properly later with the soap and water.” She kind of shrugged. “It’s functional, right?” she said, and there was a look in her eye as if she was taunting me by fully exposing my explanation. “It’s not sexual, yes? It’s worshipful respect.”

I blushed again, and I felt completely transparent before her. I couldn’t hold her eye, so instead, I just began plunging my tongue deep between each of her toes, really digging the tip down so I dug out all of the sweaty toe-jam clinging to the folds of her skin. I slurped it down, really savouring the salty flavour and the gooey, gungy texture as I chewed through the tiny globs of crud that had remained deep between her toes. I then backed off, and nibbled the ball of her foot, noting how they appeared a bit reddened and sore from her day spent marching around in her high heels. Some grime had even become stubbornly trapped in her wrinkles, and I had to loosen it with my moist tongue before gently scraping with my teeth until it broke loose. I was diligent and attentive throughout as I performed my task, acting as nothing other than Maryam’s obedient foot cleaner. Throughout, I just kept gazing up at her in awe as I popped each of her toes between my lips, marvelling at her Persian beauty and finding it so fulfilling. I envisioned her sitting in that meeting room, at the head of the table, all eyes on her while she commanded everyone’s attention and steered proceedings. Her legs crossed, foot bobbing in those heels as her toes twitched inside the leather and worked up the sweat and grime I was currently sucking down my throat.

“I must say, you are pretty good at cleaning my feet, aren’t you, slave?”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said all proudly, before giving the ball of her foot another affectionate kiss.

She eyed me curiously. “Is it your true purpose in life, as my mother says? Do you consider yourself to be capable of nothing more than this?” She rested her cheek on her palm, watching me with interest as I began to softly lap at her sole, cleansing away the remaining filth and sweaty goodness.

“Yes,” I whispered, but my attention was engrossed in lapping away every remaining evidence of any sweat. I popped my lips free a final time, and then marvelled at her gorgeous, clean foot, all shiny and void of any dirt. Her maroon-polished toes were quite the sight, and yet, I wasn’t satiated. Immediately, I just shifted my eyes over to her other foot, but then Maryam squinted and placed it against my shoulder.

“What’s that?” she asked, while kind of leaning forward, and she moved her foot to lift some of my hair from my shoulder. “Why do you have saliva in your hair?” She glanced towards her other foot, slick with my spit. “Your hair didn’t touch my foot. I would have felt it.” She then kind of chuckled to herself. “You must be drooling all over yourself.”

It didn’t even occur to me to lie, because I trusted Maryam absolutely. “Your mother spat on me,” I said. “A few moments ago. She spat on my cheek.” I then kind of shuddered, while realising my snitching may incur Farah’s wrath.

Maryam’s face scrunched up in disgust. “Why would she do that?” she asked. “That is going way too far.” She then blinked a number of times. “Wait, has she done this before?”

“This was the first time,” I said, fearful, but maintaining the same commitment to honesty. “I don’t know why,” I said. “She seemed pretty angry about me working with you all day.”

“Well, that much was clear from what I overheard, but this is so offensive in our culture.” Her eyes dropped to her foot, and then back towards my mouth. “But, I suppose putting our feet in your mouth is offensive in our culture too.” She let out a tired sigh. “I suppose lines have been blurred and I have to accept my part in it all.”

“I deserved it,” I said while lowering my eyes, feeling as if I should defend Farah; knowing that there would only be further consequences down the line.

“Why would you deserve it?” Maryam asked in an exasperated manner.

“Because I’m an infidel,” I said. “A non-believer. I’m not a superior Muslim woman like the both of you. I’m a kaffir.”

Maryam scoffed. “This is all going a bit too far,” she said, the previous doubt returning. She raised an eyebrow. “You’re almost sounding brainwashed, as if my mother has completely indoctrinated you with her skewed version of our faith.” She let out a huff. “I’ve gone along with it for now, allowing you to wear the clothes to work, because honestly, you do look pretty in our dresses and a woman should be modest and dress well, but, I know you’re not a Muslim, Katie. You don’t know the first thing about Islam and the depth of our beliefs. I’ve only allowed these things to continue because it seemed like you were enjoying them, but I don’t want it to have a detrimental impact on your life. I don’t want you becoming radicalised with some extreme, slanted form of our beliefs which my mother seems to have adopted.” She cocked her head to the side while staring at my hair. “If I let this continue, it won’t be long before I’m being expected to spit on you too.”

My eyes immediately widened, and the blood rushed to my face. “W-what?” I asked through trembling lips as the question had taken me completely by surprise.

“Do you think of yourself as nothing, like my mother demands? Do you think it is right I should spit on you? Have lines become that blurred?”

I blinked, and was still so taken aback that I didn’t know what to say. I gazed at Maryam’s lips, so thick and juicy, and somewhat shiny from her lipstick and the way she constantly licked them while she was lost in thought. It had been a disgusting act when coming from Farah, especially with the notable fragrance of whatever she’d been eating today, but with Maryam, it was taking on a whole different context. I didn’t even find myself repulsively cringing or shying away. Instead, I just continued to stare at her lips in wonder, considering how much of a symbolic act it would be to feel her saliva against my face. I was so far beneath her, more obviously so since working with her, and my brain had somewhat wired the idea as her being deserving of treating me in such a way.

As she licked her lips again, I wondered how her own saliva would smell. Likely sweet from the fruit juice she had earlier drank. Perhaps that’s how it would taste too, fruity and all things sweet. Nothing ever seemed to be awful when it came from Maryam; even the sweat between her toes was delicious, after all. I licked my own lips while imagining pressing them against hers, and the idea made me shudder, as if it was some kind of impossible goal. I’d kissed all over Maryam’s feet, hundreds of times by this point, but never had we engaged in what could be considered mutual intimacy. Through her modesty and beliefs, that had always come across as something unobtainable, and yet, perhaps her spit was a mechanism of crossing that barrier. I mean, to taste her spit, well, it would be relatable to kissing her, wouldn’t it? The exchange of saliva would truly mean something.

Maryam cleared her throat, and I focused my eyes back on her. “Why are you lost in thought?” she asked. “It’s a simple answer, isn’t it? Obviously, the answer should be no.”

I wrinkled my forehead. “It’s not that simple.”

Maryam’s squint disappeared, and she seemed almost bemused. “You want me to spit on you?” she asked in surprise, and then she almost seemed offended. “What is it? You want me to tell you you’re still a pathetic drunk who can’t control yourself? You want me to spit down on you while you cower at my feet and grovel for forgiveness? You want me to kick you out of the house because you were intoxicated, instead of paying your rent?”

It was becoming more difficult to breathe as she said such things. My chest tightened as I thought over all of the times I’d collapsed at Maryam’s feet, smothering them with kisses while begging for forgiveness. All of the times I’d given her the respect she deserved; she was always so regal and snooty about it. She’d raise her head, nose in the air, and allow me to humble myself while she decided whether I should be punished or not. Whether I was permitted to go out with my friends, or she’d prefer I stay home and massage her feet instead. She was a natural leader, and seemed to revel in those moments as much as I did. When things had escalated via her mother and I’d begun to regularly lick her feet, there was still that noble authority to her. Spitting down on me would be derisive. It would be vulgar and cruel, just as she was communicating, in her own way, or, maybe it didn’t have to be?

“No,” I whispered sheepishly, my confidence waning as the suggestion teetered on my lips. “Not in a nasty way, but maybe—” I shook my head, reasoning that she would only see the proposal as weird. “It doesn’t matter, my Muslim Queen.”

“I’ll decide whether it matters or not,” she said rapidly, and her usual authority remained evident. “What’s the problem?”

“I just think,” I said in the tiniest of voices while keeping my eyes lowered. “Maybe, if like, well, you spit in my mouth, in like, a kind way, it won’t be insulting.” I clamped my eyes closed, and then pushed through the embarrassment. “It’ll be like a kiss.”

“A ‘kind’ way?” Maryam repeated, her tone adding an increased element of absurdity to my words. “A kiss?” She scoffed loudly. “You believe me spitting in your mouth would be like a kiss?”

“From you it would,” I said, still sheepishly. “And it would be the closest thing to a kiss. Something forbidden between two women in your faith, but maybe like this, it would be acceptable?”

Maryam was quiet for a moment, and then her foot rested back on the stool and allowed my hair to drop. She adjusted the way she was sitting, and her face took on a serious expression. “Do you have romantic interests in me, Katie?” She chewed her lip, as if she was struggling with the concept. “Is that what this is all about?”

“No,” I said defensively. “I don’t think so.” I dropped my gaze back to her pretty feet. “I just look up to you so much. I admire you.”

“And you want me to spit in your mouth because of that?” She jiggled her shoulders. “Because you admire me so much?”

“I guess,” I said with an embarrassed shrug.

She was quiet in her thoughts again. “I do like you, Katie,” she finally said. “I believe at your core, you’re not a bad person, and I’ve been impressed by your willingness to commit to goals and improve yourself.” She let out a deep breath, and then wagged a finger at me. “However, we can never be together, in that way, you do realise this? It goes against my beliefs and my morals, and most of all, my sexuality. I am simply not that way inclined.” She shrugged. “I understand this country is more liberal, and approves of such relations. I do not judge or criticise, but it is not something I am interested in.”

I scrunched up my face, a bit confused by her words, because that wasn’t my intention.

“I hope that doesn’t upset you, Katie,” she said. “I realise we have become close and you’ve attached yourself to me, but we will not be partners.”

“I don’t...I don’t think of you like that, Maryam,” I said. “I don’t even think I am into women. I’m just, I look up to you a lot. I think very highly of you.” I concentrated for a moment, trying to articulate my emotions in the clearest way. “You have improved me as a person, and I respect your ideals. I don’t want to corrupt you, as your mother says. I’m just eager to adore you, always.” I gulped. “To show how devoted I am to you and your guidance.” I glanced at her lips shyly again, before licking my lips, imagining her warm saliva oozing down on my tongue; its flavour slightly zingy from her orange juice. “It would be an honour to swallow your spit, my Muslim Queen. The same way its an honour to lick the sweat from between your toes, and clean them of any lint and toe-jam.” I blushed more visibly while considering those words, as they seemed so at odds with the person I used to be. I truly had been reshaped as the definition of a devoted slave. My previous friends would be disgusted at the way I was venerating Maryam and her mother; people my friends always considered to be outsiders and unwelcome in our country.

Maryam placed a finger against her chin. “Well, I suppose, when you put it like that, you have literally consumed the filth from my feet, haven’t you? You’ve swallowed down every scrap from between my toes.” She shrugged, and though she still seemed a bit confused, it was as if her doubts were being gradually calmed. “Would it make you happy if I were to spit in your mouth? I suppose that is the most important question.”

My heart quickened slightly, as it seemed the possibility was growing increasingly more likely. “Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said excitedly, and I vigorously nodded my head. “I would enjoy it, especially when my tongue becomes dry whenever I’m licking your feet. It would help to hydrate me again, like today with the bowl of water, and I promise I will wash your feet afterwards, ready for prayer, so no trace of our spit remains.”

Maryam narrowed her eyes, and then she kind of smirked. “So, it’s functional, is it, my little slave? Are you trying to manipulate me to indulge your wants?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, not knowing what else to say, as Maryam was as astute as ever.

“You don’t need to be sorry,” she said, and then she crossed her feet upon the stool; pointing her other foot, with freshly sweaty toes in my direction. “I will consider your suggestion while you lick this foot clean. Perhaps if you do a good job, and demonstrate your respectful devotion to myself and my faith, I may grant your request.”

That was all the encouragement I needed. “Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, re-energised and determined to earn Maryam’s gorgeous spittle. It wasn’t going to be humiliating as with her mother; it was going to be a symbolic exchange of our fluids in the best way possible. I was going to get to taste the flavourful liquid straight from her serene lips.

There was no timidity as I dragged my tongue wildly up the length of her foot. Maryam shuddered, her feet almost slipping free from the stool as I tickled her. “Easy,” she said in disbelief. “I didn’t realise my saliva would motivate you so much.”

I simply flashed a greedy glance towards her; no words being necessary as I lapped at her clammy sole a second time. After the third, fourth, and fifth drags of my tongue, and with the surface sizzling from the saltiness of her sweat, I couldn’t hold back anymore and hungrily devoured her toes. My tongue was crammed between them in an instant, and then I was desperately wiggling it to remove every trace of the gunk and jam caked in there, demonstrating that I was a devoted foot cleaner and worthy of her spittle.

“You really want this to happen, don’t you?” Maryam mused, her eyes locked on my slobbering mouth as I went at her toes with more eagerness than ever. She watched in astonishment as my tongue wormed between them, cleansing back and forth before moving along to the next two. “You really want me to spit in your mouth, slave?”

I didn’t respond, because I was too busy extracting every piece of sticky, gooey clump of crap from between Maryam’s gorgeous, brown, Persian toes. Excited mewls and whimpers called out, amongst the sloppy squelches of my relentless slobbering. Even though I’d already licked both of Farah’s feet clean, as well as Maryam’s one foot, I was still not satiated in my slavish duty. My tummy was swilling with the gunky toe-jam and sweat-saturated lint of my two Muslim superiors, and yet, I was still hungry for more. My entire purpose in life had been completely adjusted, and I was literally embracing such servile acts as a privilege.

I continued on for the next few minutes, occasionally making eye contact with my astonished Muslim Queen, but mostly losing myself in the act of cleansing away every trace of filth. My whines and groans were pathetically loud, especially each time I probed my tongue between another pair of toes and tasted that fresh saltiness all over again. My nostrils twitched and flared as I breathed deeply through my excitement, hoovering up Maryam’s distinctively vinegary flavour that she’d spent all day at the firm working up. Even though I’d washed her feet during lunch, a couple of hours in meetings, while wearing those heels, was all it had taken for the sweat to flow once more.

As I reached her pinkie toe, and lovingly sucked on its nub-like size, I grimaced while recognising that my jaw was beginning to cramp. As a result, my ministrations decreased in their fervour, and my probing became all sluggish. To make it worse, my efforts had completely dried my mouth out, and I found my lips and tongue increasingly stuck to Maryam’s flesh, rather than effortlessly sliding around.

The sensation wasn’t lost on Maryam, and she raised an eyebrow while recognising the increasingly distraught expression on my face. “Seems like someone’s mouth is getting a bit dry,” she teased, and then her lips curled into a smirk. “Does someone need a bit of hydration again? Wasn’t my dirty feet water enough for you today?”

I eased my lips from her pinkie toe, and then gasped up at her. “Yes, my Muslim Queen.”

Maryam titled her head to the side, and the smirk remained. “What do you need, slave?”

I was still panting, and my cheeks began to redden as I knew what she was suggesting. “Please...please would you spit in my mouth so I may continue cleaning your feet, my Muslim Queen?”

Maryam’s expression kind of baulked, and then she rolled her eyes up towards the ceiling. “I can’t even believe I’m considering such a request,” she said while raising her hands and shrugging her shoulders. “You think your life has taken a weird turn since you moved in here? Well, mine most definitely has too.” She kind of chuckled to herself, before inflating her cheeks in a mark of her bemusement. “I’m about to spit in the mouth of my tenant,” she said to herself, and my spine began to tremble as I realised we were on the verge of crossing that line. “A tenant who broke my rules like a lecherous drunk, and then begged at my feet for forgiveness.” She dropped her eyes back down to me. “Someone who has placed their cash at my feet countless times, and trusted it under my care and guidance.” She cocked her head another time. “You really are dependent on me, aren’t you, Katie?”

“Yes,” I said all breathily.

She taunted me with a mocking pout. “And now you can’t even finish licking my feet clean unless I spit in your mouth? You truly are hopeless, aren’t you?”

Her words were quite cutting, but even so, there was a merry jovialness between them. There just wasn’t the same venom with which Farah always addressed me, almost as if Maryam knew what she was saying; carefully crafting her words to have the appropriate effect without piercing me too deep. “Yes, Maryam, my Muslim Queen,” I whimpered. “I’m completely hopeless without you. I’d be a penniless drunk if you hadn’t taken control of my life.”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “Open your mouth then,” she said, and then she crooked a finger. “And come closer. Your queen shouldn’t have to extend too much effort, should she?”

I shuffled closer on my knees, until I was cowered at Maryam’s side. Tilting my head backwards, I eased my mouth open and positioned my chin against the arm of her chair. My body was trembling all over as I waited for the sexy sight of Maryam positioning her lips over my own, so I could finally taste her glorious spit. It was going to be like kissing her, I just knew it, and there was a sultriness to it all.

Maryam licked her lips, and while keeping her feet crossed on the stool, she leaned over towards me. “Remember,” she said. “You asked for this.” In a display of her feminine manners, she then cupped her hand against her cheek, somewhat shrouding the action as she used her tongue to stoke up a mouthful of spittle. It pooled on her tongue, and she glanced down at me, and as we made eye contact, for a second, there was a hint of hesitance. However, the intensity in her stare seemed to grow, as if she was recognising my inner fire and need, and with that, she pursed her lips and allowed a long, trail of bubbling drool to descend towards my waiting tongue.

I looked on, mesmerised with anticipation, as the glistening tip of her spittle neared my open mouth. As it disappeared beyond my peripheral vision, I rolled my eyes closed and waited with bated breath for the moment it reached my tongue. It was absurd to reflect on treasuring something so depraved, but at that moment, I was so hopelessly infatuated with Maryam that consuming her saliva honestly felt like the highest of honours.

“Ugh,” I whimpered as the warm glob of spit hit the flat of my tongue, and then I shivered as I felt it spread out and trickle between my teeth and over my gums.

Maryam licked her lips and backed away, and then she kind of grimaced while seeing the remnants of her saliva right there on my tongue. “I can’t believe I just did that,” she said, peeking into my open mouth in disgust, but unable to look away. “I just spat in your mouth.”

I slightly nodded my head, and though my neck was beginning to cramp, I just curled my tongue slightly, striving to keep her spit presented there as if it was some treasure of immeasurable value.

Maryam peered into my mouth for a couple of seconds longer, but then she flopped back comfortably into her seat. “Aren’t you going to swallow it?” she asked curiously, but then she held up a finger. “Or maybe you should spread it all around your mouth so it’s not dry anymore?”

It was odd to hear her talk about something so strange in the most pragmatic of ways, but while she looked on, I began to visibly slurp my tongue around my cheeks, smearing them with her saliva until everything was once again moist and slippery. “Thank you,” I whispered, no longer feeling uncomfortably parched. “Thank you, my Muslim Queen. You’re so kind.”

Maryam was once again looking bemused, and her head kind of twitched while her eyelashes fluttered, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing.

Meanwhile, my submission was revitalised, and I was eager to return to her feet. “May I continue licking your feet clean, my Muslim Queen?” I said all pathetically. “My mouth is ready thanks to your wonderful spit.”

Maryam widened her eyes, and her lips parted in shock at hearing her spit, of all things, complimented and praised so much. However, she then silently gestured towards me with her hand, giving me the go ahead to continue; as if at that very moment she wasn’t capable of dealing with my weirdness.

With a freshly moist tongue, I carefully licked at her sole, tracing the curve of her arch with the tip as I cleansed away the remaining sticky sweat and traces of crud. Maryam watched me quietly the whole time, allowing me to proceed while seeming to contemplate the turn of events.

I sucked each of her toes another time, and gently prodded my tongue between, just be sure everything was nice and clean. Finishing up, I used the tip to dig beneath each of her toenails, and then delicately scraped my teeth along every toe pad. Her foot was glistening and totally spotless by that point, but I eyed her big toe hungrily anyway. Unable to stop myself, I wrapped my lips around its length, ready to just suckle and enjoy the blissful sensation of being useful to Maryam once more.

“That’s enough,” she said while lazily slipping her toe from my eager lips. I was still suctioning against the air and not ready for my worship to cease. “My foot is completely soaked in your saliva. There’s no sweat or anything left.” She narrowed her eyes. “I can tell you’re just sucking my toe for the sake of it, aren’t you?” I blushed while being caught once again, but then Maryam straightened up. “You’ll have to wash them properly now,” she said with her usual, calming smile. “I can hardly pray with my feet covered in your saliva, can I?” She then darted her eyes to the side. “Or my own, for that matter.”

I blinked, and after a second, I finally shook myself from my stupor. I swallowed loudly, gulping down the remains of her foot sweat, before rolling my tongue around the insides of my cheeks and slurping up every lasting trace of toe-jam. I positioned myself back into a more appropriate posture on my knees, before I slightly bowed my head. “Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, completely submissive and accepting of her authority. “I will fetch the bowl.”

***
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The first few weeks at Maryam’s firm continued in the same manner and I started to embrace work in a way I never had done before. Each morning, I’d assist Maryam and her mother with their prayer at dawn, before dressing up in whatever traditional, Persian abaya Farah had selected for me. I’d then accompany Maryam to work, and spend the day acting as her assistant. Throughout, I’d listen intently as she sat through various meetings and mulled over lucrative investment decisions. I mostly acted as her gopher, but I gradually found myself picking up the lingo and technical speak. While typing up the notes, I often found myself querying particular terms, and from her desk, Maryam’s face would light up as she joyously shared her knowledge and explained every detail.
Every day, I went off to fetch her lunch around noon, and each time, we went through a whole ceremony where I had to lock the door, kneel before her, and then grovel at her feet for the privilege. On a few occasions, she was even busy on a conference call that had overrun, yet, she silently pointed towards the door, kicked off her shoes and then nodded down towards her feet. Those moments felt extra naughty as I smooched her lovely little Iranian feet all over. I suctioned my lips against her freshly polished toenails while up above, she grunted and hummed while conversing about matters above my paygrade. Matters that only someone as competent and talented as her could ever hope to handle. At times, she seemed to be completely focused on the work and didn’t seem conscious of me at all. It was only when she’d placed the firm ball of her foot against my forehead and push me away, that I was granted permission to leave and purchase her lunch. Oddly, it was those times that it felt all the better; being dismissed without a word of acknowledgement.

I gradually weighed up that by the end of the month, there was to be about £350 deducted from whatever salary I was to receive, simply from me having bought Maryam lunch every day. There was always change too, which Farah was eager to pocket as soon as we came home, and I found myself feeling like more and more of a slave with each passing day. I wasn’t collared or leashed, but it was as if my life functioned in bondage. Everything was geared towards their wants and whether at work or at home, I was following their directions and entirely focused on their well-being. When one of the them tired of my service, the other would snap their fingers and beckon me to kneel, so there was never a moment where I was left idle. As a result, I was never given a chance to relapse into my old habits, and found my daily schedule filled with purpose.

While I purchased Maryam the most nutritional of lunches, every day I had a single piece of fruit, and then gulped down Maryam’s dirty foot-washing water. She even spat in my mouth on a couple of occasions, when there was a gap in her meetings and we were left alone. Unlike the first time, she’d casually stroll up to my desk, and then point to my lips without saying a word. I’d simply tilt my head back, open my mouth, and she’d softly expel her saliva on my tongue, always in the sultriest of ways. I’d often see it coming too, as ever considerate in her nature, Maryam would slip either a mint or piece of gum in her mouth about half-hour before any saliva-exchange took place, and it was clear she was growing comfortable with it all.

After a day filled with Maryam’s talented leadership, and more than enough foot kissing and worship, at around five or six, or sometimes as late as nine, Maryam would unceremoniously announce we were leaving and we’d walk together to the tube. She never spoke to me on the journey home, as she was often busy with something else and it almost seemed like her work never ended. But, I’d stand by, holding her handbag and ever ready. Occasionally we’d draw looks from the other commuters, and I’d wonder what they were thinking. Perhaps they were as curious about Maryam as I originally was, wondering why this fashionable, Muslim woman had a gangly, white girl at her side, acting as her assistant and waiting on her every word.

In the evenings, Maryam’s routines became more and more testing. As soon as we’d enter, she’d nonchalantly comment something along the lines of, “Remove them,” without even bothering to look at me. She’d simply lean against the wall, lifting a foot in expectation that I’d drop to my knees and perform my duty. Often, her hand would clutch her phone while she texted, and on a few occasions, she was even deep amidst an important call; a rapid finger-flick in my direction communicating all instructions.

As always, I’d kneel and ease her shoes off, savouring the moment while her feet would still be warm from the long day. The scent was always immediate and an intoxicating, musky tang of sweat and leather. Sometimes, Farah would be busy elsewhere, perhaps at the mosque or somewhere else, and on those occasions, I’d get to immediately worship Maryam without pause. She’d rest her heel on my shoulder while reclining in her chair and flex her toes, watching me from above like the queen she was, observing her slave perform a vital but wholly embarrassing task. “Go on, then,” she’d utter, almost bored from the regularity of the service. “Lick my feet clean before I pray.”

I’d start with light kisses, running my lips over the toes, her curvaceous arch, and the firm ball of her foot. I’d lick along the wrinkles of her soles, tracing with my tongue all around the places where her skin was tender and where the pressure of her shoes had left faint indentations. She’d barely respond, either due to slowly drifting towards a nap, or busily emailing on her phone. Occasionally, she’d push my face harder into her foot, or she’d sigh and shift her position, crossing one leg over the other so that I may treat each foot with equal attention.

When I’d finish with both feet, she would pull them away, wipe them off on my hair, and then order me to fetch warm water so I may wash her feet for prayer. Sometimes, if she was feeling generous, she would pucker her lips, and allow me to kneel at her side, mouth obediently opened while she teasingly hovered a dollop of spittle above my eager mouth. She’d suck it back inside, multiple times, while I begged and pleaded for her to grace me with our version of a kiss. Increasingly, it would seem she enjoyed watching her spit descend into my eager mouth, marvelling at how devoted to her I evidently was. There was something romantic about it, and I felt it inside, even if she refused to acknowledge it.

At work, my obsession only grew, and I lived for the glimpses of her feet under the table, or the rare flashes of her anklet when she shifted in her chair. Every time I witnessed the key dangling there, my heart would throb as I was taunted with our secret arrangement. When we were alone, she would deliberately remove her shoes and let her toes breathe, wiggling them in a teasing manner as she pored over spreadsheets or dictated emails for me to type up. She knew what she was doing, of course, and she’d smirk whenever she’d notice my cheeks blushing or how I’d uncomfortably fidget and shift at my desk. She tolerated my infatuation with her, maybe even enjoyed it, in her own inscrutable way. She always remained stoic with her outward emotions, never letting her guard down and remaining professional outside of her personal office. As a result, I became the best assistant in the building under her direction. I memorised every client, and anticipated her moods and expectations. Whenever a partner stepped out of line and foolishly tried to correct her in a meeting, I would instantly provide the supporting document that proved her right, because, Maryam was always right. She’d praise me when she felt it necessary, but I honestly didn’t need it. Being owned by Maryam, in every sense, was reward enough.

As always though, it was the interventions of her mother that left me conflicted and threatened to disrupt any escalation in the dynamic between Maryam and myself. Often, when we returned home, and Maryam was feeling a little tired and just wanted a few moments to herself, I’d immediately find myself accosted by Farah; the older woman eager to have her ‘turn’ and unnecessarily remind me of my place. She’d noticed Maryam spitting in my mouth within the first few days, intruding upon our intimacy while peering around the door, and she’d taken to wanting to do it too. However, there was none of the ceremony as usually occurred with Maryam. Instead, Farah would often just seek me out at random, snap her fingers and point to the floor while she was visibly hocking up a mouthful of spittle. She could be quite brutal about it too, and seemed to prefer making it as an uncomfortable an experience as possible.

On one such occasion, as we neared the end of my first month in Maryam’s employ, Farah came to my room while holding a plate and sloppily eating a bunch of fried onions mixed with garlic. The smell hit me immediately as she entered, and I was confused by why she was eating something so odd. She didn’t say anything at first, and she simply lumped mouthfuls of the bizarre concoction in while eyeing me in the most sinister of ways. I was sitting on my bed, and trying to read a book about investment strategies, which Maryam had gifted me earlier that afternoon.

However, when Farah slipped her foot from her slipper, and dramatically pointed her toes against the floor: the instruction was obvious. Immediately, I put the book aside, and then, without a word, I clambered down from the bed, prostrated myself at my Muslim superior’s feet and began to quietly peck the top of her toes all over. My skin prickled all over as I did so, because there was something so enjoyable about responding to her merest signal, however casual it may have appeared to anyone not in the know.

“This is delicious,” she said between gobbles, all while I continued to reverently plaster her mature foot with humbled kisses. She aired some other thoughts in Farsi, while rotating her ankle and ensuring that every single inch of her foot was covered in my worshipful kisses. Once she’d finished, her fork clattered against the plate, and then she snapped her fingers and indicated for me to rise. “Beg for it,” she said while lifting her nose into the air.

Immediately, I feigned ignorance, hopeful that she wasn’t actually demanding what I suspected. “Please may I lick your feet clean, Ma’am?” I asked in desperation. “Please may I lick the sweat from between your toes and swallow down your toe-jam?”

Farah simply rolled her eyes, before wiping away a few traces of grease from around her lips. “Oh, you will shortly,” she said. “You’ll lick my sweaty feet completely spotless with that slave tongue of yours, but first, you’re going to make yourself useful to me in another way.” She placed her finger against my chin, and then applied pressure. “Open up. I have something to give you.”

Reluctantly, I eased my mouth open, and then I had to endure the glint in Farah’s eyes as she deliberately tortured me by hocking up a mouthful of spit for half a minute or so. Throughout the performance, I kept my mouth obediently open, all while I was cringing and awaiting the inevitable. When it came, there was none of the care, consideration and sultriness that always occurred with her daughter. Instead, Farah roughly clasped my face, digging her nails cruelly into my cheeks before she violently spat a huge wad of saliva right in my mouth. Instantly, the sour flavour hit me in a most nauseating way; the combination of the intense taste, and the knowledge that it was Farah’s spit causing me to gag and retch.

“How’s it taste?” she asked mockingly, while watching me collapse to the floor, yacking and frantically trying to free myself from the stifling flavour of onion and garlic. “Awww, infidel,” she sneered. “I thought you like this? Didn’t I hear it right when I was listening to you trying to seduce and corrupt my daughter? It’s like a kiss, isn’t it?” She cackled loudly. “How did you like my kiss? Was it everything you hoped for this time?”

“Ughhhhh,” I gasped while crumpling down onto my hands and knees. Each time I breathed, all I could taste was the horrid mix of strong flavours Farah had joyously hocked right in my mouth. There was no escaping it, and whereas Maryam’s spit always seemed to taste fresh and fruity, Farah’s left me on the verge of vomiting.

“Pathetic,” she said while stepping past me and putting the plate down on the bedside table. She took a seat on my bed, before kicking off her slippers and crossing her feet on the floor. She spread her toes obscenely, revealing that the gunk between her toes was extra filthy; way more than usual. “I took a nice, long walk to the mosque today,” she announced way too happily. “Then I went for a stroll to the market, and took the long way home, right along the river. I must have been out and about for four hours at least, and you know how the weather has been recently. Very hot and sticky. They are saying it’s a heatwave. I felt like I was back in Tehran while moving around in my niqab.”

I was still coughing and spluttering and trying to catch my breath, but I simply couldn’t shake the horrid taste inside my mouth. To make it worse, I could smell it too, which brought on a whole new bout of nausea.

“Do you think my feet will taste and smell better?” she asked all smugly, and she somewhat narrowed her eyes. “After my long, sweaty walk in the sun?” She tauntingly wiggled her toes, and even from a few feet away, the gunk clumped up between them was visible. “Maybe you should crawl over here and put yourself out of your misery, kaffir,” she said. “Sniff my stinky feet and suck all of the sweat and grime from between them.” She rested back on her hands against the mattress. “You prefer the flavour of my toe-jam, isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” I agreed, while frantically nodding my head. “I love your feet, Ma’am. I love everything about them, I—” I coughed and spluttered as the combination of onions and garlic caused me to again feel all queasy. “Ugh, I love the way your feet stink after you’ve walked to the mosque, Ma’am.” I managed to clumsily crawl over towards her, but she lifted a foot, pressing her clammy sole against my forehead and keeping me at a frustrating distance.

While I whined, she simply grinned, and didn’t seem in any rush to remove her foot. “Do you wish you were following me around in the Iranian heat, ready to lick my feet clean whenever I snap my fingers? I could lead you on a leash towards the mosque and chain you up outside.”

I widened my eyes, because the suggestion was terrifying. As I’d considered before whenever Farah had taunted me about such things, I knew little of Iran and their social structures, other than the stuff I’d seen on the news. As far as I could tell, being led around on a leash seemed entirely possible, especially if I was considered a second-class citizen, or maybe that was just sensationalism and scare-mongering? I mean, Maryam certainly didn’t agree with any of that stuff, and she acted as the best ambassador of her people.

However, by all accounts, Farah had real pull over there, and seemed to get away with a lot of things that would be considered illegal elsewhere, perhaps even within Iran too. “Whatever you want,” I muttered while eyeing her toes, and the glistening state of her sweaty, brown skin, along with the juicy clumps of toe-jam between them was most enticing. I was way too familiar with the funk and flavour of Farah’s sweaty feet, and it seemed like a welcome alternative to what I was currently suffering through. “I’ll sniff and lick your feet for as long as you want, Ma’am.” I tried to crawl towards her, pushing against her foot, and my nose twitched as a potent mixture of spicy, vinegary-cheese hit me hard. However, such was the intensity of the stench, that I was immediately alleviated of the onion and garlic, and I found myself rolling my head off her sole and aiming my nose right into the moist groove beneath her toes.

“Beg for it, non-believer,” Farah said arrogantly, and just as I was about to reach salvation, she shifted and pressed her toes against my forehead again and held me at bay. “If you want my stinky, sweaty toes, then you’re going to have to beg for them.”

“Please, Ma’am,” I pleaded as my frustration neared boiling over. “Please, Farah, my superior Muslim Queen. Please let me sniff and suck your toes.”

Farah cackled, and still seemed in no rush to put me out of my misery. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you? Well, just because you’ve taken advantage of my daughter’s good nature, it doesn’t mean you’ll be receiving any from me. I see you for what you are, infidel,” she snarled.

I made another move to roll my head up and bury my nose in her toes, however, Farah flexed the muscles in her leg and kept me in place. Her other foot pressed against my shoulder, and I groaned. “Please, let me sniff your amazing toes.”

“My amazing toes?” she asked in bemusement. “What’s so amazing about them?”

“They’re beautiful, and they smell and taste incredible,” I gushed, muttering the first things that came to my head. Each time I spoke, my breath bounced back off her foot and caused me to shiver in disgust all over again. “They’re everything to me.”

“Oh, is that so? More so than my daughter? Won’t she be devastated to hear that?”

“No, wait,” I said, and I wrinkled my forehead against her toes. I couldn’t think straight with all of the vulgar tastes and smells, and I was whimpering things in desperation that I didn’t really mean.

“Shall I call Maryam over so she can listen to how you so easily betray her?” She lifted her eyes over me, towards the door, and then she cupped a hand to her mouth and her lips parted as if she was about to yell.

“No, wait, please,” I screeched, and I began to pathetically plaster kisses on the bottom of her foot as her toes remained perched against my forehead. “Please, Ma’am, don’t do that.” My lips were all sloppy and limp as they pressed against her sole, over and over. “Please. Please. Please.”

“Mmm,” she mused while dropping her hand. “Well, I just don’t know, kaffir. You deserve no leniency from me.”

I felt my energy draining, and in a mark of petulance, I muttered, “Maryam won’t believe you anyway.”

Farah’s muscles eased and her foot crudely dragged right down my face, smearing her sticky sweat all over my skin. As her toes passed my nose, I desperately tried to sniff them, before I whimpered as she pressed her big toe against my chin. Looking up glumly, I was met with a furious expression that chilled me to the bone. “Are you that deluded?” she asked. “Do you not understand that in our culture the parents are the authority? My daughter may be strong and independent, but she does not forget her origin.” Her eyes narrowed. “She would never choose a non-believer over her own family.”

I gulped, realising I’d made a terrible mistake, but I felt attacked as Farah was the one making all of this so difficult. She was the one that had arrived and turned everything on its head. She’d stormed in like a hurricane and disrupted the established dynamic. “I’m sorry,” I timidly whispered. “I didn’t mean to—”

My words suddenly became muffled as Farah yanked her other foot from my shoulder and crudely stuffed my nose right into the sweaty groove under her toes. “Be quiet and sniff,” she said. “I am done listening to your annoying voice in that insufferable common accent.”

Despite still being apprehensive about Maryam, I instinctively took in a huge breath from beneath Farah’s slimy toes as they clumsily gripped my nose. Just like that, it was as if the combined potency of the onion and garlic was eradicated as Farah’s pungent foot stench overwhelmed my senses entirely. My eyes rolled back as the culmination of her day marching around in the hot sun hit me hard, and my lips parted; my tongue extending somewhat as if I was no longer even capable of processing taste. “Urghhh,” I groaned, my forehead wrinkling as my nostrils felt like they were burning with each further breath.

“That’s it, you useless kaffir,” Farah muttered all smugly, and she continued to grip my nose with her moist toes. “You are a Western slut, a slave to your desires, and now, you are a slut for my sweaty toes, aren’t you? Your own weakness and desire has led you down this path and you are a disgrace to women everywhere.”

“Yes,” I whined, and it felt like my eyes were crossing. I couldn’t even think straight as it felt like the stench of Farah’s toes was decaying my brain; erasing my very identity. Yet, there was like a relief deep inside me too, for as bad as Farah’s mature, Iranian toes stank, her spit had been way worse. I’d come to crave the sweaty feet of a Muslim woman, in the most depraved way, and while I was inhaling that intoxicating stench, it almost felt as if balance had been restored.

“Say it,” Farah demanded as she roughly gripped my nose and shook my head, all while my nostrils flared and remained victim to her stench.

“I’m a Western slut for your Muslim toes,” I groaned, my arms remaining weakly limp at my sides as Farah’s toes had their way with my helpless nose.

“That’s exactly what you are,” she said, and then she leaned back slightly, lifting her toe from my chin and pressing it against my lip. “Do you want to suck my toes clean, English slut?”

“Yes,” I wailed again, and I clamped my eyes closed, disgraced by my weakness but unable to refuse anything Farah demanded of me. It had been that way since the first moment I’d met her, and I was too intimidated by her to ever show any backbone or resistance.

“Then admit your fate is to return to Iran with me. You desire to be in my employ, don’t you? Another imported domestic within the walls of my home.” She then lowered her eyes. “You will become my greatest trophy, non-believer. You will exist lower than all of the other migrant workers, for you will be responsible for nothing other than licking my feet clean and you will not be paid, not even with scraps. Your entire existence will revolve around my feet. From sunrise to sunset, day after day, nothing but the sweaty feet of your Muslim superior and owner.” The way she spoke was almost poetic in its imagery, and she bit her lip, as if despite her modesty, she was losing herself to her own depraved fantasies; the likes of which should have been considered haram.

My eyes fluctuated between widening and squinting, because deep down inside, I knew what she was demanding was wrong, but while her slimy toes were assaulting my nose: I couldn’t think straight. Each time I tried to focus and concentrate, a quick breath filtered through her toes and just left me feeling all weak and woozy again. My skin throbbed, and I honestly felt drunk. It was like I was back partying once more, completely intoxicated and not at all in control of my body. At that moment, I was hopelessly at Farah’s whims. “My...my fate is to return to Iran with you,” I mumbled, barely processing the words and simply repeating them back as if it were automated.

Farah loudly cackled, and I was inwardly praying for some kind of intervention from Maryam. Where was she? What was she even doing? Had she just crashed out after returning from work? I mean, I had witnessed her stressful and strenuous day, as it always was, but still, I figured she would have overheard her mother’s hoots and hollers and have come for a curious glimpse. She’d told me to spend an hour reading and learning, but I was only learning about how weak and pliable I continued to be.

“Here we go, you Western loser,” Farah gloated, and then she eased her toe forward and straight into my mouth. “You don’t like how my spit tastes, yes? Well, cleanse it all away with that delicious flavour between my toes.” She nodded her head in a most patronising way. “You do love how it tastes between a believer’s toes, don’t you? There’s no better taste in the world for an infidel like you.”

My tongue was already slurping all over the bottom of her mature digit and soaking up every trace of saltiness; my eyes widening while appreciating that once again I was devouring the sweat from a Muslim woman’s foot. Her other toes remained vigorously clamped around my nose, and my entire existence at that moment was dominated by Farah’s feet. There was no escape, and with every breath and gasp, I smelled and tasted nothing but mature, sweaty, Persian feet.

She wiggled her foot, easing in her second toe, before her third swiftly followed, and then I found my cheeks puffed out and my mouth stuffed full. “Go on, choke,” she said. “This is a better use for your mouth than you drinking or insulting our people with the proclamations of the non-believers.” Her face suddenly became all angry, and then a barrage of Farsi kissed my ears.

She was right about the use of my mouth, because I couldn’t mutter a single word. All that came out was garbled nonsense as my tongue found itself tightly forced between her biggest and second toe. The tip pressed against her sticky toe-jam, and I began to slurp it out as Farah recognised the sensation and nodded with her approval.

“Swallow it all down,” she said. “I want you well-trained for when I take you with me to Iran. You’ll do this whenever I snap my fingers.” She nodded and grinned in the evillest of ways. “You’ll be veiled and collared. Forever at my side. No one will even know who you are because your identity will not matter. You will be a foot-licker and nothing more.”

I shivered at such a dark fate, but with my tongue crammed between the toes of such a merciless and resolute woman, I honestly believed she could make it happen. My only saving grace was Maryam; forever my protector and guardian. She was the strength that would oppose her mother, while as always, I was weak and unable to resist whatever vices lay before me, even while knowing they were to my detriment.

As if on cue, right at that moment, the sound of Maryam’s kind and concerned voice muttered, “Mother, there is no need to be so aggressive.” I darted my eyes to the side, while Farah’s toes were still cramped deep in my mouth and splayed over my nose. It was if my prayers had been answered, and in my desperation, I’d summoned my Muslim Queen to rescue me.

Farah grunted something back in Farsi, but seemed determined to brutalise me further. She gripped my nose roughly between her biggest and second toe, and then drove the toes in my mouth even deeper. “You should both come back with me to Iran,” she said without even looking towards her daughter. “You can take up your rightful place at the Islamic Bank and use your skills to benefit your homeland. You should work for your own people, not for privatised profit, and this one here, well, she can do the only thing she’s good at and clean the feet of her owners.”

“We’re not her owners, Mother,” Maryam said with a tired sigh. “Katie can leave at any time. She knows this. She’s here through her own choices.” Her eyes flicked to me. “If she wishes to be my slave, then I am more than happy for it to continue, but if she ever wants it to come to an end, then it will do so, immediately.”

“Then that isn’t true slavery,” Farah snarled back. “Such weakness is why these Western non-believers commit endless atrocities against our people.”

“It’s not weakness, Mother,” Maryam said, and she lifted from the doorframe. “Anger only begets more anger.” She stepped towards us both. “Anyway, bring this to an end. I am already exhausted after work, and I most definitely don’t want to become further tired by your delusions.” She crouched down by my side, gently stroking my cheek, before she gripped her mother’s ankle and pulled her toes from my nose. “I can see in her eyes that she’s had enough, and I wish to speak to her about something.”

“Do not refer to my wisdom as delusion,” Farah replied spitefully, and her toes wiggled as she tried to defy her daughter’s intervention. “She has enough when we say she has enough.”

“And I say she has had enough,” Maryam said confidently, and even though Farah’s toes were still roughly lodged inside my mouth, I looked upon my Muslim Queen with total devotion. As always, she knew when to get involved and she knew exactly what was best for me. She could have easily taken advantage of me, and through my weakness, practically destroyed me, but her compassionate instincts always remained at her core. Even with her mother’s influence, it was as if Maryam’s morals were impenetrable.

Ever persistent and stubborn, Farah continued to push her foot further into my mouth and her toes clamped around my tongue. “She’s not done until every trace of sweat and filth is removed from between my toes.” She turned her head towards Maryam, and then through gritted teeth, she added, “Only then, will she be allowed a reprieve.”

Maryam seemed momentarily hesitant at her mother’s resolve, but after she looked towards me a final time, and noted the way I was struggling, she grabbed the ankle of her mother’s other foot. “This is my home, Mother,” she said, and then my ears rung as she began to speak with ferocity in her native Farsi. There was evident anger in Maryam’s tone, the likes of which I was most unfamiliar with, and Farah too seemed taken aback. I felt the elder woman’s toes ease their grip on my tongue, and then she slowly withdrew her wet foot from between my lips.

While I adjusted my jaw, and l slurped my tongue around the inside of my cheeks, Farah quietly slipped her feet back into her slippers. Her demeanour was off-putting, and she seemed somewhat sheepish. Rising from my bed, she patted down her abaya, and then, perhaps trying to save face, she tilted her chin upwards before she strode out and headed towards her room.

“Are you okay, Katie?” Maryam asked while stroking my cheek with her thumb. “I’m sorry at the way she was behaving. I must have drifted off, and you know how my mother can be.”

“I’m okay,” I whispered timidly, still in surprise at Farah’s reaction. The curiosity got the better of me. “What did you say to her?”

“It’s not important,” Maryam said. “Sometimes she just needs a reality check regarding the year we’re living in. Times have moved on from her”—she licked her lips, and seemed a little perplexed for a second—“era. You know how elders can be.” She danced her hand up from my cheek, softly patted my head, and then gently slipped her fingers amongst my hair. "Anyway, would you come join me in the living room? There’s something we need to discuss, and I will allow you to worship me while we do so?” She wrinkled her nose in the cutest way and playfully jiggled her head. “How does that sound, my little slave? You can do it at your own pace, without any unnecessary choking.”

“Wonderful,” I said, closing my eyes and enjoying the sensation of her fingers. Her nails lightly scraped at my scalp, and it was so relaxing. I almost felt like her kitty, purring blissfully while my owner petted and groomed me.

“Come on,” she said while releasing my hair and rising to her feet. She stepped out of my room, and then patted her thigh, beckoning me to follow. As I did so, crawling in her shadow, she paused in the hallway and pointed towards the kitchen. “Go and prepare a warm bowl of water, and I’ll join you in a moment. I’m just going to get changed out of my work clothes first.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said excitedly, and I couldn’t wait to be back worshipping her pretty feet. My mouth reeked of Farah’s sweaty toes, though thankfully, it was a much better taste than her spit had been, and I couldn’t wait to kneel before Maryam; my heart pounding as she drizzled her own saliva between my lips in the hottest of ways.

I crawled to the kitchen as Maryam headed to her room, and then I prepared the warm, soapy water and brought the bowl to the living room. Kneeling down next to the footstool, I waited patiently for my queen to arrive. Whenever there was any sound, I darted my eyes to the door, worried that Farah was going to re-emerge and terrorise me once more. My hands trembled against my knees, and my pulse fluttered in my neck and wrists as there was a real tension. Honestly, as oddly intense as it was whenever I was being subjected to Farah’s stinky, sweaty feet, I was hoping that she was going to eventually leave and go back to Iran. Everything was so much calmer when alone with Maryam, and despite Farah awakening some kind of self-depreciating desire, it was an emotional ordeal to grapple with her constantly.

I breathed a sigh of relief as Maryam finally emerged from her bedroom and joined me in the living room. She paused at the door, and I gasped, blinking numerous times as I took in the wonder of her. She was wearing a floor-length teal chador, and from the way the fabric twinkled under the light, it seemed to be formed from silk, with golden thread forming a pattern. Its folds appeared all luminous and impossibly regal, especially with the way it seemed to hang off her svelte figure. It was oddly contradictory, defining her feminine curves, yet with her hair modestly invisible, beneath an opaque scarf which seemed a perfect frame for her face. She’d reapplied her lipstick in a rich, bloodred shade, and her eyes seemed darker than usual, highlighted with eyeliner and fixed on me with a cool, considering stare.

“Wow,” I whispered under my breath, noting the heat as I exhaled. Just staring upon her made me feel smaller and insubstantial, as if my entire body had shrunk by half in the time it took her to cross the rug towards me.

“Well, that is a most flattering reaction,” she said playfully, and she paused at my side to gently pat my head another time. “Always my good girl, aren’t you, Katie? Long ago are the days of you disappointing me and standing by while I’m insulted, isn’t that right? You only have compliments for me these days.”

“I’ll never disappoint you ever again, Maryam,” I said while leaning into her embrace. “I respect you so much.”

“I know you do,” she said, and then she dropped her hand and encouraged me to lift my head. When our eyes met, she smiled. “I respect you too,” she said, before flicking her eyes to the side. “In my own way, and in a way that seems to work between us. Despite what my mother says, there’s strength in your submission.” She then chattered her teeth, before sighing. “However, speaking of my mother, I am a little concerned.” She narrowed her eyes. “You do want this situation to continue, yes? You do know you can bring this to an end and leave at any time? I’ll even assist you in finding somewhere new to live, and I’ll make arrangements for you to find another job. Your short period as my assistant won’t be a blemish on your career trajectory. I’ll see to it that you’re noted as being head-hunted, rather than leaving.”

“W-what?” I asked in panic, and my heart began to pulsate to the point I thought I was going into cardiac arrest. “I don’t want to leave. I want to stay with you.”

“Are you sure?” she asked, concern still evident in her expression. The way the scarf was arranged around her head seemed to exemplify her cheekbones further, drawing extra attention to her natural beauty. “I feel like you’ve already progressed so much. You’ve put your problems behind you, and you’re improving in your work.” She dropped her eyes down towards her feet, and I saw her toes wiggle beneath the material of her chador. “We can stop with this whole demonstrative respect thing. I do admit I allowed myself to succumb to its enjoyment, but perhaps we have taken it too far.”

“No,” I somewhat wailed in panic. “Please, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and I dropped down and wrapped my arms around her ankles. Even though I couldn’t see her feet, I pressed my lips to them through the base of her chador. “I love your feet so much, Maryam. I love kissing them and cleaning them for you.” She was silent up above, and allowed me to continue for a few seconds, until I eventually looked up at her despondently. “Please, I don’t want this to end. I love being your slave. I don’t want to go back to being a drunk and wasting my life away. I adore working for you and watching you succeed so much every day. I love pampering you when you come home, taking care of your feet and readying you for prayer.” I gulped, and blushed, but couldn’t hold back. “I love the purpose you’ve given me in life.”

Maryam chewed her lip, and then she nodded her head. “I believe this is what you want, for now.” She tapped me on the nose with a finger. “But, if that ever changes, you let me know immediately. Promise?”

“Promise,” I said while nodding my head.

“Good,” she said with a warm smile, and then she brushed by me and seated herself in her usual chair, gripping the armrests with a real majesty. Her posture heightened the décor to resemble a throne room, especially when her bare feet emerged from the hem of the chador and rested atop the stool. Her nails were painted in a creamy white, and the contrast with her brown skin appeared delicious. “Retrieve my bag,” she said with a nod of her head, and I bowed my head and scurried towards it. Once returning, she watched while I held it up to her, before she smirked and then lowered one hand inside. Revealing an envelope clasped between her fingers, she slowly waved it in my face. “Katie,” she said. “Do you know what this is?”

I looked at the envelope, and really didn’t have a clue.

“It’s your first month’s salary,” she announced. “Obviously, as your boss, it’s up to me to give you your cheque, but, what did we agree before?” She lifted her other hand and placed a finger against her chin, mimicking that she was lost in thought.

“That my salary would go to you,” I replied proudly.

“Why was that?” she asked. “Remind me.”

“Because I have no use for it, my Muslim Queen,” I said, already feeling an uneasy squirming in my tummy. “You are the one who is great with money, and it makes sense for it to go to you so you can use it wisely. I would only waste it, my Muslim Queen.”

“I do believe that would be the case previously,” she said. “Now, I am not so sure.” She tilted the envelope towards me. “Maybe you do deserve this now? You have been a wonderful assistant this first month, and you’ve handled my lunch every day.” She arched her eyebrows. “What do you think? Should I cash this cheque and give you the proceeds? Think of all of the things you could do with this money, Katie. Think of all of the drugs and alcohol you could buy.” There was a glint in her eye, and she watched me intently, as if she was analysing every, tiny reaction from my body.

I thought back to the investment Maryam had made with my earnings from before. How under her watchful eye, it had blossomed and grown in a way that it never could have with myself at the helm. I’d already begged at her feet for her to take it all for herself, even though I could have used it to buy my own place; to redeem myself in my parents’ eyes after squandering my previous home-owning opportunity. As I eyed the envelope, it was tempting to take it and once again have the freedom to control my own destiny. There were so many ways I could spend the money, and I had surely grown under her stewardship. Thoughts of getting drunk and partying only repulsed me, and yet, I’d been content for months. I was happy living with Maryam and didn’t need my own place. No material item could fulfil me as much as bowing at her feet and kissing them with respect. Humbling myself and submitting to her made my heart race in a way no drug ever could. It was as if my life had been given clarity and direction.

I bit down on the urge to whimper. “It’s better you keep it, my Muslim Queen,” I said, letting the last two words hang in the air. “You will use it much better than me. I am happy with nothing, as long as I’m in your service.”

Maryam gave me a curious look, and then slyly smiled to herself. She held the envelope out for a few seconds longer, before she leaned forward and placed it on the footstool. She pulled the chador up slightly over her knees until its hem tickled her ankles and partially revealed the key, and then she crossed her feet one over the other, so the heel of her right foot landed atop the envelope and squashed it in place. “You remember the ritual,” she said while eyeing me mischievously. “If you want me, a renowned and successful investment banker, to deposit this cheque and keep your earnings, slave, then you’re going to have to convince me you deserve the honour.” She suddenly acted all aloof, raising her chin slightly and deliberately looking away. “Why should I keep it?” she mused, while continuing to avert her gaze. “I hardly need it, do I?”

I nodded, and inched forward, feeling my muscles lock and tremble beneath me. The envelope was right there, and she was openly offering it. But, her feet were right there too, majestically posed atop the cheque in the most conquering of ways. Her perfectly-proportioned toes wiggled and taunted me with her white polish, which seemed to gleam under the soft lamp nearby. There was only one winner between my earnings and Maryam’s flawless Muslim feet, and I bent down, pressed my lips to the base of her big toe, and kissed it, slowly and with exaggerated reverence. Just that simple kiss caused my mouth to flood with lustful saliva, even after everything I’d just endured with Farah. I kissed each of her toes a couple more times, before I whimpered in a husky way, “Please keep my earnings, my Muslim Queen.” I flicked my eyes to her, and seeing that she was still ignoring me, I licked up along the side of her foot, then sucked gently at the flesh just below the ball, feeling it relax beneath my tongue. “Please, please keep all of my earnings, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered again, and I meant every word. “Thank you for protecting me from myself.” I gave her arch a long, loving lap, shivering at the saltiness of Maryam’s sweat. “I’m not worthy of your trust with money.” I danced another kiss over her heel, lowering my head to the point my nose brushed against the envelope, and I felt so submissive and helpless, literally begging her to keep me penniless. “I want you to have it all, my Muslim Queen. You deserve it.”

She didn’t move, except to flex her toes, spreading them so that the gap between them widened and exposed the slightly greasier skin between them. I was well-trained enough to know what that meant, and more importantly, what Maryam wanted, and I ran my tongue into the space, cleansing away the sweaty moisture and her treasured toe-jam with slow, methodical strokes. As I swallowed down her tasty grime, I licked my lips, marvelling somewhat that it tasted sweet in comparison to her mother’s toe-cheese. I looked up at her again, desperately seeking her approval, but Maryam seemed intent on replicating Farah’s stubbornness in the way she was deliberately ignoring me. So, determined to earn her favour and enjoy the exquisite sensation of sacrificing financially for my queen, I kissed and sucked each toe in turn, losing myself in the ritual. My lips made a soft smacking sound as I moved from foot to foot, and after a minute I could barely breathe for the need to please her; to abase myself completely and prove I was worthy of her taking every single penny I’d earned as her assistant.

From the doorway, I heard a low, throaty chuckle, and I rolled my eyes to see that Farah was watching, arms folded over her chest, her own abaya as modest as ever. The black fabric was broken only by the white flare of her headscarf, and her eyes seemed to glitter. She said something in Farsi to Maryam, who answered, but seemed visibly irritated by the interruption. They exchanged words back and forth, before Maryam tutted and then finally dropped her eyes down towards me.

“Tell my mother how grateful you are for this opportunity,” she said. “Tell her how lucky you feel to know your earnings are contributing to my own wealth.”

I looked up, my face flushed and somewhat moist from sweat, and I bowed my head in deference to Farah. Even though she’d tormented me ruthlessly minutes before, she still deserved my absolute respect because she was Maryam’s mother. “Thank you, Miss Farah, for raising such a powerful and intelligent woman. I am so grateful to be at her feet. It’s an honour to work for her, and to surrender all of my earnings to her so Maryam may grow her wealth further.”

Farah beamed, then stepped into the room, her own bare feet silent on the carpet. She sat adjacent to Maryam, and, with a single, practiced gesture, placed one of feet on the stool next to her daughter’s. “Show me,” she said. “Kiss my foot and thank me for bringing your beloved Muslim Queen into the world.”

I bent my head, and took Farah’s foot in my hands. I pressed my lips against the thick ball, and the same intoxicating stench from earlier caused me to feel light-headed and woozy again. I kissed the bottom of her toes, then worked my way down, licking at the thickened skin of her heel; scraping my tongue along the creases and smooching its firmness with total respect. “Thank you for bringing Maryam into the world, Ma’am,” I whimpered.

Farah hummed with pleasure, then she slapped her toes against my cheek and shoved my face towards Maryam’s feet. I kissed Maryam’s arch, and then I lost myself in submission, moving from one foot to the other, alternating between daughter and mother, between the young and mature; each of them confident and authoritative in their own ways.

They exchanged a few words in their native tongue, while the only other sounds were the wet, rhythmic puckers of my lips and the soft, approving murmurs of them both above me. I moved onto licking between each of Maryam’s toes, and pathetically moaning as I swallowed down all of the lint and toe-jam I could find, all while Farah lightly stroked my cheek with her foot. When I finally finished, Maryam placed her foot on the top of my head, lowering my cheek to the stool and pinning me in place.

“After that grovelling performance, I have decided once again to keep your money for myself,” she said. “Thank me for taking your earnings, slave.”

There was a blissful sensation in my tummy, the same way there always was when I laid my cash at Maryam’s feet. There was pleasure in the sacrifice; in the unfairness of it all, and I felt the warmth traverse through my entire body and light up every nerve-ending. “Thank you, my Muslim Queen,” I groaned, my voice muffled by the fabric of the footstool. Even though my cheek was pinned down, Maryam’s heel was still within reach, and I extended my tongue and gave it a loving lick. “Thank you for taking everything from me.”

Farah snorted, then reached over with her own toes and tousled my hair. “She is a disgrace to her people,” she said, her accent perfectly precise in her mastery of English. “She is lucky she is permitted to grovel at your feet and surrender her cash to much better hands.”

Maryam smiled with a flash of her perfect white teeth. “Don’t worry, Mother. She will never find herself without a purpose again. Katie has assured me she is content and happy at my feet.” She arched her foot, and stroked my forehead with her toes. “Isn’t that right, my little slave?”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said all breathily, and while bent over and down at both their feet, I was totally put in my place.

Maryam lifted her foot, and then she gently placed her toes against my forehead and eased me away. I rested back on my heels, and she looked at me, her eyes soft and brimming with compassion. She returned her foot to the stool, and lowered her pretty toes atop the envelope. “Over a year of your earnings have gone into an investment account under my control, and now it’s for my benefit,” she announced, and then she cocked her head. “Do you regret allowing me to take it?” she asked, quietly. “Do you regret giving everything to me? Your signing-on bonus, and the entirety of your salary?”

I thought for a long moment, then shook my head. “No,” I said. “I don’t regret a thing, my Muslim Queen.” I glanced towards Farah, as if eager to please her too. “If I hadn’t given it to you, it would all be gone already. I cannot be trusted.” I dipped my head. “I need a Muslim Queen to control every aspect of my life. I’m incapable of functioning without your guidance and authority.”

Farah chuckled. “See, my dear? These Westerners, when given the right encouragement, they can be made to know their place. It is simply a matter of patience and perseverance.” She nudged Maryam in the arm. “You frustrate me at times, but, in the end, it seems you too realise how pathetic this one is.” She wagged a finger. “Your pity and compassion were misplaced, but now, you understand the way things should be. Their weakness is to be used and built upon.”

Maryam seemed a little perturbed by her mother’s talk and she wrinkled her forehead. She stretched her feet out naturally as she sank back comfortably in the chair, lost in thought, and her toes wiggled. I read it as an invitation, and I leaned forward, and pressed my lips to her soft, fragrant skin, feeling the tickle of her laughter run through me like an electric shock. “Enough,” she said with a shake of her head, and then she turned to her mother. “Would you leave us alone for a moment, Mother? I wish to have a heart to heart with her.”

“A heart to heart?” Farah asked in bemusement. “What is this romanticism between master and slave? This one has no heart.”

Maryam rolled her eyes, and her shoulders slumped as her whole posture became soft. For a second, it was like she was no more a queen, but just a woman, as exhausted as myself by the constant blustering of her interfering mother. “Mother, please,” she said, and then she muttered a few more words in Farsi.

Farah seemed reluctant, but eventually, she removed her foot from the stool and rose to her feet. She pointed at me sternly. “Appreciate the opportunity to contribute to my daughter’s wealth,” she said. “She came here and brought success to your pitiful country, and she deserves every penny she can take.”

“I do appreciate it, Ma’am,” I said quietly, but her stare was so intense that I couldn’t keep my eyes up.

Maryam sat up, dropping her feet to the floor and she reached out and cupped my chin. Her palm was warm and dry, and immediately put me at ease as her thumb brushed the line of my jaw. Our eyes met, and unlike with her mother, there was no anger, gloating or mischief. There was only a searching concern, as if I had suddenly become a failure as her project. “Mother, leave us,” she suddenly said, with way more authority, and Farah flinched, before stepping away and towards the door.

“How do you feel, Katie?” Maryam then asked, and she stroked my cheek another time with her thumb. “I am adamant this must always be consensual, as it always has been. I’ve said this from the start. You are allowed to remain under my roof as long as you follow my rules. I controlled your earnings, with your agreement, to make sure you would pay your rent and not squander anything.” She nodded her head. “I invested your earnings with the best of intentions, but I fear someone”—she flashed a glare towards her departing mother—“has corrupted my intentions in the very way she is constantly accusing you of doing.” She grimaced, and seemed disgusted. “All this talk of jizya, and non-believers. I find it archaic and unnecessary.”

I flicked my eyes towards Farah before speaking, who I was still lingering at the door.

Maryam snapped her fingers, and when I looked back, she pointed at her eyes. “Here,” she said. “You’re talking to me right now. No one else.” She then snapped her fingers again, and pointed towards the hallway. “Mother, go,” she said, before following with a couple of sentences in Farsi.

Farah’s shoulders slumped, and then she stepped outside the room. However, I couldn’t hear her footsteps, and it was obvious she was remaining within earshot; ever the interfering and nosy intruder.

Maryam looked me straight in the eye, and I felt totally at ease once more, despite Farah lingering on the horizon. I couldn’t look away from my Muslim Queen’s beautiful face. “I feel...,” I started, but the rest tangled up inside me, knotted tightly and causing me to squirm. “I feel like it was worth it. You’re worth it.” I shook my head. “I don’t feel regret.” I gulped, and then blushed a little. “Sometimes the jizya stuff, and being called a non-believer. Sometimes I like it. It makes me feel even more submissive at your feet, but sometimes, it is a bit much.” My eyes flicked to the door again, and then I hushed my voice and cupped a hand around my mouth. “Sometimes, your mother is a bit much.” Immediately, I clamped my lips shut, lowering my eyes and waiting for a reprimand. “Sometimes the things she says scares me.”

Maryam bit her lip and nodded. “I agree,” she said, instantly obliterating my anxiety. “I kind of understand, and I definitely empathise regarding my mother’s behaviour. I think there are certain parts to you that seem to enjoy being mistreated and insulted, though.” She stroked her chin. “I believe that’s why you indulged in such self-destructive vices in the past. Perhaps, deep down somewhere, you believe you deserve it? To feel worthless?”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug. “I don’t really know.”

Maryam blinked, once, in a rather slow way. She clicked her tongue, and let her hand fall to her lap, and then turned towards the door, checking that Farah was no longer there. She lifted one of her feet and placed it back upon the envelope. “I will accept it,” she said, “as with the others, and I will invest it in a manner of my choosing.” She shrugged a hand up. “If you enjoy it, we can continue to go through this ritual at the close of every month. You can humble yourself, and show me the respect I deserve, and we can still play around with the concept of jizya and the like, especially with buying me lunch from your earnings.” She pointed a finger at me. “As long as you’re enjoying it.”

“I enjoy it,” I said, and I flicked my eyes towards the door again. I enjoyed every single moment with Maryam. It was Farah that was making things difficult. “I enjoy everything with you."

“Good,” Maryam said, and there was something in her smile that was so genuine and calming. “I’m a natural leader,” she said. “I like to build things up and make a success of them. That’s why I came to this country and joined this firm in the first place; to assist during a faltering economy.” She nodded her head. “I’ve enjoyed building you up, even if the road has been a little different at times.” She cocked her head to the side and narrowed her eyes, as if she was sizing me up. “We can continue to play in this manner. It makes me happy to see you focused on your goals, even if those goals revolve around increasing my wealth.”

“I love increasing your wealth, my Muslim Queen,” I said all breathily, and there was a warm, gooeyness inside me as I looked around the room. We were in Maryam’s home, and every single item, other than the few possessions in my room, belonged to her. Everything was decorated to her tastes. The television was never turned on unless she or her mother did so, and even then, it only played movies, shows or the news in their native tongue. All of the items in the kitchen were the kinds of things they liked to eat, and I just got by. I should have felt like a prisoner, but all of it contributed as a motivation and kept my attention focused towards one goal: pleasing and respecting Maryam.

“I’m happy to hear that,” she said with a smile, but then her lips relaxed and her pretty face took on a serious expression. “I do believe this is helping me understand myself, and grow as a person too. The liberal freedom here allows me to experiment in ways I usually could not.” My ears perked up at that, and I wondered what she was insinuating. As always though, she rapidly shifted the subject in a different, more comfortable topic before delving any deeper into her feelings and emotions. “However, you should know, the account is in trust,” she said, a note of finality in her words. “It’s yours if you ever change your mind, Katie. All of it. I don’t need your money.” She shrugged. “I never did.” She glanced off to the side. “Perhaps years down the line, I may dip my fingers into it, if the need arises, but for the time being. It’s a safety net.” Her eyes flicked back towards me, and she caressed my cheek another time. “Let it be known: my name is on the account and it requires my signature to make a withdrawal. Legally, it is my money, but, it is entrusted to you. If you ever decide you do not enjoy this lifestyle anymore, and you wish to leave and start up on your own: I will gladly sign the balance over to you.” Her eyes seemed to sparkle. “Consider what we’re doing as more of a roleplay. Is that understood?”

“Really?” I asked, most surprised. I mean, I’d gone along with the whole thing, and it certainly was an arousing experience to consider I was working for Maryam’s benefit. That every penny I earned was contributing to her already-comfortable wealth. However, everything had been pushed by Farah, and at times, I felt like I’d been bombarded. It was certainly difficult to think with any logic or reason while Farah’s stinky toes were wrapped around my nose and stuffed in my mouth. In those moments, I always felt so worthless that she could have practically got me to agree to anything. It felt like Maryam too had been guided down that road against her best intentions.

“Yes, there should always be the opportunity to change your mind,” Maryam said, still with total seriousness. “I’m not interested in ruining your life with irreversible absolutes.” She gave one firm, final nod. “The account is in trust, and it’s there if you ever want it.”

I was about to nuzzle my cheek against Maryam’s palm and shower her with gratitude and compliments. However, before I could, Farah marched back into the room all flustered, spitting out endless agitated declarations in her native tongue. Obviously, I couldn’t understand any of it, but the ferocity of her tone caused me to cower at Maryam’s side.

Maryam seemed unphased though, and she moved her hand to softly pet my scalp. “Oh, listening as always, Mother,” she said tiredly, “even when I expressly request you do not.”

Farah said something else in Farsi, her tone still venomous.

“It means I don’t need to take anything from her. Not even jizya,” Maryam said, choosing to speak in English so my concerns could be eased. As always, Maryam was considerate, even while an argument was apparently in full flow.

Farah pointed, and continued to relentlessly spit out a barrage of incomprehensible accusations. Her finger danced between her daughter and I, before coming to rest on me as her face contorted in disgust. I kind of cowered further under her glare, until I eventually found myself huddled next to the footstool and down at Maryam’s feet. All the while, her hand continued to softly stroke my hair, attempting to calm and soothe me from the onslaught of her mother.

“That isn’t what this is about,” Maryam said with a huff. “You know that, Mother.”

“Then why this performance?” Farah demanded, abruptly switching to English. The way the pair of them so effortlessly switched between languages only seemed to highlight my inferiority around them. She jabbed a finger at me, and I shrank under her fury; goosebumps prickling across my arms as I wrapped them around Maryam’s ankles. “Look at her, she’s completely pathetic. Like some animal at your feet.” She stamped her foot. “Animals do not need savings or investment. She is unworthy of your skills and knowledge. I thought you had finally understood the correct way to treat her.”

“That’s for me to decide,” Maryam said, her exterior resolute. “You came here as a guest, Mother. To visit me, not as my lifestyle and financial consultant.”

That seemed to take Farah aback, but then she doubled-down. “And what was that about coming here to improve their economy? After everything the Western world has put our people through? Back home, people are struggling to survive under the weight of their unjust sanctions, and here you are, my own daughter, benefitting the very people that hurt us.”

“The very people that allowed you to enter as a guest to their country,” Maryam snapped back, and then she gave her mother the most derisive of glances. “Perhaps they would have refused you, if they’d known your true feelings. Perhaps I should not have advocated for your admittance, considering you seem to hate this place so much.”

“That isn’t the point,” Farah stubbornly retorted, while I continued to hug Maryam’s ankles. I even dropped down, placing my cheek against the tops of her toes. “You should be back in Tehran and using your skills to support our nation.” I flinched as Farah shunted her foot against my shin. “The least you could do is take something from this country, starting with this one’s financial contributions.”

Maryam tapped her finger against her lips, and in the most brazenly sarcastic of ways, she muttered, “And people wonder why I left our homeland and preferred to make my life over here.” She shot her mother another derisory glance. “Away from you.” She squinted. “How long did you say you intend to visit?”

Farah was quiet for a second, before she said sternly, “Do you think that upsets me? You’re incapable of upsetting me, daughter, other than with your betrayal of our people.”

“You sound pretty upset right now, Mother,” Maryam said, and her toes twitched beneath my cheek. I turned my head, and then while she handled everything up above, I softly pecked the tops of her toes, kissing them lovingly and showing her the respect she deserved as I cowered down out of sight. Maryam would never cower, and she certainly wouldn’t shy away from confrontation. She always spoke her mind and stuck to her principles. That was why she was such a leader and could command a boardroom filled with older white men that had decades on her. I was in total fear of Farah, and found her to be immensely intimidating. It was especially worse whenever she was wearing her niqab, and only her scornful eyes were visible. Yet, Maryam simply swatted away all of her vitriol as if it was nothing more than an inconvenience.

“I’m not upset,” Farah said again. “I’m disappointed that you haven’t recognised what is right. You should be returning back to Iran proudly, with this one as your trophy. You could develop the Islamic Bank so much, invest this one’s earnings in our country, and keep her as our unpaid, domestic labourer. It would bring you status and respect amongst our peers.” Farah shoved me again. “This one certainly wants it. We have spoken about it at length. She’s excited to return to Iran with us and live her life veiled and in complete slavery. It is the natural order of things. One may even consider it to be an evolution of her wasteful ilk.”

My muscles became rigid as I recalled I may have whispered such things while completely under the spell of Farah’s stinky, mature feet. I simply couldn’t think straight whenever her strong, brown toes were wrapped around my nose. The stench had been way stronger than usual after her having walked around in the sun all day, and I’d whimpered and repeated whatever she’d demanded of me, desperate to feast upon the gunk between her toes.

Maryam scoffed though. “I find that hard to believe, Mother.”

“I swear it,” Farah said, and she gave me a third shove. “I do not lie. This one agreed her fate is to return to Iran with us and serve as our slave. She craves it. She wishes to spend the rest of her life licking the sweat from between our toes. She has turned her back on her own people and embraced our right to rule.”

Again, my muscles tensed, as I recalled I did indeed say those things, or at least, along those lines. Well, kind of. Sure, my head had been buzzing, and my eyes were rolling around as I struggled to process the world around me; Farah’s foot funk leaving me dazed and confused. However, I hadn’t really meant that stuff, had I?

“Well, if she did agree to such things, she obviously did so because you encouraged it from her. She doesn’t know the first thing about Iran, Mother. She’s naïve, and she has an addictive personality. I’m sure she would have declared she existed to suck a wine bottle for the rest of her life if someone had shaken one in her face and taunted her.”

I blushed, because in the past, I likely would have agreed to such a ridiculous thing. I didn’t dare comment though, and simply busied myself continuing with my affection atop Maryam’s toes. She must have been enjoying it too, as she adjusted her knees and folded the lower-half of her chador; allowing me greater access to smother both feet in grateful kisses.

“I’m happy with how things are,” Maryam continued. “If one day I decide to return to our homeland, Katie will be more than welcome to join me. However, there will be no pressure to do so, especially considering the cultural differences. If she chooses for us to part ways, she will have the opportunity to do so with enough finances to support herself.”

I nodded, even while feeling very small, as I was eternally grateful for Maryam’s calm wisdom. I wanted to cry, not from humiliation but from a relief so huge it made my bones ache. I was absolutely beaming while down at her feet, as Maryam, as always, had compassion and my well-being at her core. She was always looking out for me, even when my own choices and weakness could lead to my detriment. If I wasn’t under her stewardship, it wouldn’t have surprised me if Farah would have managed to get me out of the country. I was most-definitely a follower, which is what had led to most of my bad decisions in life; conforming to the wants of the crowd, and the older woman had been painfully vocal about her wants.

Farah scoffed, and then muttered something in Farsi with a most savage tone. She shoved her foot up against my cheek and kicked me away from Maryam’s feet, flopping me over onto my side.

I curled, shivering, as Maryam and Farah began to argue in rapid fire; their words bouncing off the walls in a blend of English and Farsi. I caught only every other word, with Maryam speaking of the old world and delusions, while Farah kept droning on about all things indecent, infidels and kaffirs.

Finally, in a moment of desperation, Farah lunged for the envelope on the footstool, snatching it up and trying to step away. Maryam caught her wrist, and the two of them froze, locked in an arm-wrestle of wills. Farah raised her other hand, and for a moment, I thought she would slap her own daughter. That she’d actually have the courage to strike such a wonderful, beautiful woman as Maryam, right there, in her own home. As if simply being her mother gave her any right to.

Despite my cowardice, part of me simply couldn’t let that happen, and I rose to my knees between them, offering up my hands as a shield through nothing but the instinctive defence of my queen.

Farah seemed momentarily confused, but then she scrunched up her face. “What is this?” she asked. “The Western loser actually thinking she has some kind of spine?” Before I could reach her, she hocked up a load of spit, and then a second later, it was dribbling down my cheek. 

“Mother!” Maryam gushed, completely astonished at Farah’s actions, but the older woman was already turning and stomping away; the envelope of my earnings clutched in her grip.

“You need to remember you are my daughter, and you should respect your elders,” Farah said as she disappeared, and then she punctuated her point with a slam of her door.

Maryam seemed poised to follow and continue the confrontation, but then she noticed the way my cheek was trembling as the spit trickled its way down. “Look at me,” she said as she gently clutched my shoulder, and then she eased me around until I was facing her. Even though she was as shocked as I was, she still somehow managed to compose herself and regain control.

My lips were quivering, as I was completely shell-shocked, and I cringed while feeling the tickle of Farah’s saliva meandering its way down my blushing cheek. Maryam wrapped some folds of her chador around her fingers, and then held it towards my cheek. I flinched, not wanting her to blemish her beautiful outfit, but she didn’t seem to have the same concern, and she wiped her mother’s spit away. “I’m sorry about that,” she said. “That was completely out of line. Her behaviour is unbecoming of our faith.”

“It’s okay,” I whispered.

“It’s not okay,” she said, and then she glanced over my shoulder towards the door. “We will be having strong words. I may even ask her to leave. She has most definitely outstayed her welcome.”

“What about the money?” I asked with concern.

Maryam fluttered her eyelashes, and seemed perturbed by my priorities. “The money isn’t important.” She then shrugged. “It’s a cheque, anyway. She can hardly cash it herself. It will be returned to me once she’s accepted the error of her ways and the consequences of her reckless anger.” She caressed my cheek with her thumb a final time, and then patted me on both shoulders. “You go and get yourself cleaned up. Go take a long, relaxing bath. You definitely deserve it.”

I was about to move as she instructed, but then I noted the bowl of water. “What about your feet?” I asked. “You still need to pray.”

“And I will,” she said. “I will handle that after I’ve dealt with my mother. I suggest you keep to yourself for the rest of the night. We’ll talk again in the morning when it’s time to leave for work.” She grimaced. “I am sorry about her. She’s from a different era. She thinks cruelty is some kind of virtue and that integration and tolerance are forms of weakness. I can only apologise for that and assure you I will handle it, dear.”

“It’s okay,” I mumbled, my breath catching on the last word. “I trust you.”

“Perhaps you shouldn’t,” she said. “It was me who unleashed her upon you, after all, and I’ve stood by for far too long.” She chuckled softly, trying to lighten the mood. “But I like that you do.” Her fingers tangled in my hair, combing through it as she soothed away my worries. “Go,” she said, and then she patted me on the back.

I rose, and timidly made my way to the bathroom, pausing at the door just to see that Maryam was approaching the guest room. She patted herself down, took a deep breath, and then turned the handle and stepped inside. Loud voices followed as she closed the door behind her, and I entered the bathroom, proceeding to run a hot bath filled with bubbles.

Once inside the tub, I felt the worries and stresses ease as the hot water calmed me. Maryam was likely handling everything anyway and putting her mother in her place. How was she always able to remain so calm and in control, while I was a nervous wreck? I supposed it was because of her career and experience, with her likely having been at the helm for all kinds of financial disasters. She had to have been strong in her resolve too, choosing to move to a foreign country, all alone, and tackle such a demanding role without any network or support. Most of all, she had to have been the toughest of individuals to simply survive with a mother like Farah.

***
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I must have been in the bath for close to an hour, and my fingers and toes were completely wrinkled by the time I climbed out. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d actually had a long, relaxing bath, instead of a quick shower, and I felt cleaner than ever and revitalised. I spent so much time kissing feet, and licking and sucking them clean recently that I often felt kind of dirty. There was constantly this lingering taste of vinegary foot sweat inside my lips, and an equal fragrance of toe-cheese whenever I breathed. It followed me around all day long, reminding me of my place, and at times, I worried that other people could smell it on my breath too.
When I finally emerged from the bathroom, I headed to my room and changed into my pyjamas. I was about to settle down for the night, but grabbed a glass of water, just to fully wash away the remnants of Farah’s spit and filthy feet. In the process, I saw Maryam re-emerging from the guest room, and her expression seemed far more relaxed than earlier. She smiled in my direction, and shook her head with a roll of her eyes, as if there was nothing more to worry about. When she held up the envelope, it appeared that everything had been straightened out.

“Are you going to sleep?” she asked.

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, but then I dropped my eyes towards her feet. “If you haven’t prayed yet, I would love to assist you first.”

“There’s no need,” she said. “You should rest.”

“I would really love to,” I countered, and she must have recognised the need in my eyes as a second later she was taking my hand and leading me back towards the living room.

Once she was seated, she dipped her feet into the cold water, and swished the remaining bubbles around with her toes. I was kneeling within seconds, and then lovingly caressing her feet, drizzling water all over them as I washed away the stickiness of my saliva. I dried them off with my pyjamas shortly after, and then I moved aside as Maryam laid out her mat and proceeded to pray. It was always such an honour to assist her, and she deserved to embrace her faith in the most comfortable and cleanest way.

When she finished, I looked up at her, awaiting her next command. Her lips were parted, as if she was about to say something important, but instead, she just smiled, and there was comfort in such a gesture. She placed a finger to the corner of her mouth, and then narrowed her eyes in a mischievous way. “I was thinking, would you like to come to my room?” she asked, as her voice fell low and hushed to secrecy. “Not to do anything inappropriate, but perhaps to kiss my feet a little while I drift off to sleep?” She chewed her lip. “I just feel like you deserve something a little extra tonight, you know, after that whole furore.”

I scrambled upright, clutching my hands together, unable to hide the way my whole body trembled. “Yes, my Muslim Queen. Please. Please, may I?”

She couldn’t help but giggle, and then she patted the top of my head. “Good girl,” she whispered, and then she playfully squeezed my cheek. “Aren’t you such a good little slave for your queen?” She squinted her eyes in a most sexy way, before she led me by the hand to her bedroom. We tip-toed down the hallway, both of us careful not to make a noise. As we entered her room, I gazed back out of instinct, noting a crack in Farah’s door, and for a second, I was filled with angst. I thought about saying something, but I didn’t want to ruin the mood, and instead just focused on savouring the privilege of being in Maryam’s most private space.

The lights were dim as she closed the door behind us, and her bed was covered in a patterned drape which once again made everything feel Persian. She sat at the edge, legs crossed, and beckoned me down. “Come and kneel before your queen,” she said off-handedly. “Assume your rightful place.”

I went to my knees without hesitation; the rug soft beneath me as my hands naturally came to rest on my thighs.

“Do you want to kiss my feet?” she asked while dipping her head to the side.

“Yes,” I said eagerly. “Very much so.”

She smirked, and then pointed towards her dresser. “First, bring me my nightwear. It’s the top drawer of the dresser.”

I quickly fetched it, and then Maryam placed a hand against my face, slowly dragging it down and forcing my eyes closed. “No peeking,” she said. “Your queen is going to get changed now, and you’re not permitted to gaze upon her naked body. I can trust you, I hope.”

“You can trust me,” I whispered, though obviously, I wanted nothing more than to see Maryam in her naked wonder. She was such a beauty, but always so modestly dressed. The most I ever saw of her were her feet, hands, and of course her beautiful face, occasionally framed by her long, dark hair, when it wasn’t hidden away under her headscarf.

I could hear the material slide against her skin as she removed her chador, and then for the next ten minutes, my breaths heaved as I listened to her shower in her ensuite bathroom and then dry herself off. All the way through, I fought to keep my eyes closed, and similarly struggled as she returned and buttoned up her night dress. Throughout, my heartbeat thudded in my ears, and I wrestled with the temptation to betray her and sneak a glimpse. It would be so easy to momentarily open my eyes and see her in all of her glory, but, I just couldn’t do it. Even if she’d never find out, it would be an unforgiveable act. She wore her modest clothing and headscarf to shield herself from lecherous eyes, and I knew in my heart, that I didn’t deserve to see. It wasn’t my place to lay eyes upon Maryam’s body unless she permitted me to do so, and she hadn’t. So, despite my fingers clutching at my thighs, scraping the material of my pyjamas as I found the lust growing inside me, I kept my eyes clamped shut for the entirety. 

“You can open your eyes now,” she said eventually, and when I did so, I saw she was sitting up on the bed, her feet crossed and bare soles facing me. She was wearing a long night gown that covered her from shoulders to ankles, modest as ever, though her gorgeous hair was draped down. Her toes twitched, and at that moment, I believed I’d never seen a sexier sight than my Muslim Queen’s feet, right there on her bed, tempting and denying me simultaneously.

She crooked a finger towards me, and slid one foot from atop the other; toes perfectly aligned as she flashed her creamy nails at me. She rotated her ankle, easing her muscles, and the chain and adjoined key made the cutest sound. The skin of her heel still seemed faintly marked by the pinching of her work heels, and she angled her foot towards my face and waited, spreading her toes. “Come,” she said, beckoning me with her finger. “Come and kiss your queen’s feet.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I breathed heavily, and I crawled forwards, leaned up onto the bed and stopped myself an inch or so away. I wanted to kiss her foot, of course I did, but I found myself captivated by the way her sole wrinkled. Perhaps it was due to the dimmed light of the room, and having the opportunity to worship her on her bed, but there was something majestic about everything.

I brushed my nose against her big toe, inhaling and finding no stifling, vinegary stink, but instead, a clean, soapy fragrance, almost citrusy. She flexed her foot, dropping her pointed toes until they hovered before my lips, and then she teasingly traced their length. I kissed along the tips of each toe, then moaned before dragging my lips down the side of her foot, tracing every contour and flashing her sultry looks as I openly worshipped her. She watched me, eyes half-closed, with her breaths slow and deep as she allowed me to cross a line that had previously been impenetrable. For all her mother had tried to come between us, it was almost as if she’d pushed us closer, and led me by hand to Maryam’s bed chamber.

My kisses became sloppy and increasingly passionate, as Maryam reclined, her hands behind her head as she allowed me to worship her. I was slow and thorough with my lips, occasionally creeping my tongue between to taste her delicious skin. I traced the tip along each of her wrinkles, and pecked kisses against the bottom of her toes, over and over. Eventually, I was softly holding each of her feet, fingers gently atop while my thumbs were lightly sunken into her arches, dipping my head from side to side as I loudly smacked my lips against the tops of her toes. Each time, I glanced up, to see she was quiet, eyes closed, evidently savouring the sensation of being pampered in the most intimate of ways; a way that her beliefs vilified but she was apparently willing to tolerate.

Eventually, my tongue crept completely from between my lips, beyond a kiss, and I began to lap all over her soles while she softly moaned. I suckled on each of her toes, nibbling them gently as I completely devoured my queen’s feet. So much of my day was dedicated to Maryam’s feet, but it was like I could never get enough of them. I even widened my eyes at times, while I was diligently tonguing between her toes, wondering why I was so hopelessly obsessed with the feet of a Muslim woman. Why cowering before her and humbling myself made me feel so content and in my place. I covered every inch of both feet until my tongue was sore and my lips tingled. I wasn’t respecting her and grovelling after some transgression, and I wasn’t cleaning or preparing her feet for prayer. I was simply worshipping her in the most appropriate of ways, just because...

“That’s enough for now,” she said at last, as I was about to wrap my lips around her big toe and go for another extended suckle.

I momentarily frowned, feeling as if things were just beginning and would continue for hours. However, I rapidly shifted that frown to a grateful smile. “Thank you for allowing me to worship you, my Muslim Queen,” I said with total deference, and I dropped back down onto my knees. “I hope you enjoy your sleep.”

“I certainly will,” she said through lazy eyes. “I’ve never felt more relaxed. We may have to make a regular service of this.”

I gulped, and became all excited. “Yes, please,” I muttered. “I would love to do this for you every night.”

“Then it is agreed,” Maryam said with a yawn, and then she closed her eyes.

I waited for a few seconds, unsure what I was supposed to do, but as her chest rose and fell, I figured it was time to depart. “Good night, my Queen,” I whispered softly, and then I dropped back down to hands and knees and began to crawl away. I paused after a few feet, looking back for a final glimpse of her wonderful soles. They were so tanned, almost caramel in their tone, and remained enticing, and even though I’d been kissing, licking and sucking them all night, I still would have done it for another few hours if she’d allowed me. I could have even nuzzled against her feet while she snoozed, but that would be taking liberties, and I’d never do such a thing to her.

“Katie,” she said, as I was about to turn away, and I looked over towards her pretty face. “Would you like to sleep in my bed tonight?” My entire body flinched, and upon seeing the surprise and excitement in my face, she quickly clarified. “Not in any conventional way, as with man and wife, but would you like to sleep at my feet tonight?” She licked her lips. “I know it is irregular, but after everything that occurred, I feel you need a little reminder of where you belong and I feel compelled to compensate for my mother’s behaviour.” She narrowed her eyes, her head still resting comfortably against her hands. “You don’t belong as some veiled, domestic worker in Iran. You belong right here, down at your Muslim Queen’s feet. I want you to feel safe in that.”

“I would love that,” I said excitedly, my voice already trembling. I crawled back towards her, and my arms were shaking so much that I could barely keep my balance. It was a struggle to actually climb up onto the bed, and then I kind of huddled down next to Maryam’s feet, nuzzling my cheek up against her sole. Her toes twitched, and playfully scrunched, and I knew there was no place I’d rather sleep.

However, her foot then left my face as she scooted up. “Come here,” she said in an odd way, and I knelt back up to see she was giving me the strangest look. I shuffled closer to her, nervously so, and it was as if there was something electric in the air. “Closer,” she said as I knelt near to her hips, and then I shuffled the tiniest bit further.

Resting back on my heels, I looked at her nervously, before lowering my eyes as the darkness of her eyes intimidated me. Not in a bad way, as with Farah, but rather the extent of her feminine sexiness was so strong that I felt as if butterflies were swirling around my tummy. Being there, in her room and on her bed just made my nerves all the more erratic.

“Closer,” Maryam ordered again, and then I was leaning so near that our noses were almost touching. I blushed, being so close to her, and I could literally feel her breaths tickling my face. She licked her lips, and I dropped my eyes, fascinated by her gorgeous mouth and longing to kiss her. She must have understood my desire too, because her pout rapidly shifted to a grin. “Tilt your head back,” she said, “and open your mouth.”

I did as instructed, and Maryam shuffled up onto her knees and leaned over me. “I’m sorry that my mother spit in your face tonight,” she said. “Obviously, only I’m allowed to do that, right?”

“Yes,” I mumbled all huskily, my lips still obediently parted.

She puckered her lips, and then I gasped while recognising the twinkling of her saliva as it appeared. She moved her head, circling above me, teasing me as the trail of her saliva began to descend. Our eyes held as it neared my waiting tongue, and there was something in hers; a glassiness, as if she couldn’t believe such a thing was happening, but was fascinated by it all the same.

As her spit touched against my tongue, I flinched somewhat, the minty flavour of her mouthwash taking me by surprise, and then watched as she licked her lips and caused the rest to tumble inside. Quickly, I closed my mouth, along with my eyes, and then I moaned while swilling her cherished saliva around inside my cheeks. There was nothing at all bad about it, and the texture was warm and slightly gooey, yet, I wasn’t disgusted. I wasn’t collapsing over, coughing and retching as I’d been with Farah, because there was nothing about Maryam that ever made me retch. She was sweet, in the best of ways, and her spit was as delicious as the rest of her.

“Mmmm,” I wheezed, breathing deeply as I savoured every single second, but then I slowly opened my eyes as I felt her finger press against my chin. I could hardly focus, such was her proximity, and her warm breath was tickling my nose. Her eyes dropped, lingering on my lips, and I braced myself, ready to finally feel her romantic embrace.

However, she paused, just as our lips were about to connect, and instead, she brushed our noses together. In some ways, that almost felt more affectionate, and then she lifted her head and softly kissed me on the forehead. Her arm wrapped around my back, and she pulled me close against her shoulder. My own arm slipped around her waist, and at that moment, I felt more meaning than I had in my entire life, as if every cell in my body was finally where it belonged.

“You’re not just my slave, you know,” she said softly, her lips close to my ear. “I do think fondly of you, Katie. I consider you a close friend, but it can never be anything more than that.”

“I know,” I whispered back. “But I like pretending that maybe it could be.”

She kissed my forehead another time, and then she backed off, her expression turning serious. “My mother has apologised,” she said. “She agrees she overreacted and she wishes to make amends tomorrow.”

I was still kind of suspended in that moment that had neared something close to romance, and it took me a second to pull myself free. I wiggled my head, and then wrinkled my forehead; the wet remnants of Maryam’s kiss still right there above my brows. “How?”

“I’m not sure,” she said. “But you won’t be joining me at work tomorrow. You’ll be having the day off. She’s going to take you out somewhere to treat you, and try and improve the relationship.”

“Are you sure?” I asked in a slightly worried way. Whenever I left the house with Farah it was always to attend the mosque. I waited outside every time, but she’d been talking about dressing me up in a full veil and taking me in. As much as I adored Maryam, I still wasn’t fully sure about my religious beliefs, and it was concerning whenever Farah spoke about me converting. As far as I was concerned, Maryam was my religion, and I was entirely devoted to her.

“It’ll be fine,” Maryam said. “Give her a final chance to demonstrate she’s not completely stuck in the past. You can call me if there are any problems.” She gently stroked my scalp. “I don’t think she’ll stay much longer. By the sounds of it, her visa will expire within the next month, and she’ll have no choice other than to leave.”

“Okay,” I said hesitantly, still somewhat worried, but my trust in Maryam remaining unbreakable.

She dropped back and rested against the pillows, and then pulled the blanket over. Her feet darted beneath, and then she held the blanket aloft. “Go on,” she said. “Scoot down there. You’re sleeping at my feet tonight, slave.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I said, and just like that, all fears seemed unnecessary. I clambered beneath the blanket, and wiggled my way down to the end of the bed. Maryam’s feet came to rest against me as I curled up; one pressed against my tummy while the over neared my face. I adjusted myself, trying to get comfortable, even though I could feel the temperature was already becoming heated. Her heel rested against my chin, and then I found my nose nuzzled beneath her toes. My eyes fell closed, and deep breaths followed; every inhale filled with the sweet aroma of my queen’s freshly washed feet. I kind of wished they were stinking at that moment, and how it would have made the whole humid experience all the better, but the sensation of her warm foot flesh against my face was more than enough. My body relaxed, and my eyes fell closed, and then I instinctively gave her arch a devoted smooch. “Good night, my Muslim Queen,” I whimpered from beneath the covers, and her toes gripped my nose for just a second.

“Good night, slave,” she said, and then her tongue clicked. She fidgeted somewhat, and then I gasped as her foot moved from my tummy and pressed lightly against my vagina. “I know you’ve said this isn’t sexual to you, Katie, but, if it actually is, and you have particular needs, I do not mind if you take care of those needs. As long as my participation is not required.”

I was shaking so much, barely comprehending what I was hearing.

“As long as you do so down there, where I cannot see.”

I blinked, and while my nose was buried deep in her toes, my hand was already easing beneath her other foot and slipping inside my pyjamas.

My moans were clumsily loud for the next fifteen minutes, while the mattress squeaked from my ministrations. Maryam was quiet throughout, and at times it sounded like she was pretending to sleep. The twitching of her toes gave away the truth however, especially whenever she pressed the ball of her foot against my lips when my groans became a liability. At the moment I eventually reached climax, I had to gently bite her heel to avoid screaming out.

“Good night, Katie,” she said while turning over when I finally settled down.

I tried to regain my breath, hair sweaty and matted, while my fingers were all sticky. It was hard to process what had just happened, but whatever the meaning of it, and where it may lead in future, I was immensely grateful for her understanding and tolerance, even towards things that went against her beliefs. Her own pleasure didn’t seem to concern her, and while I was tempted to offer to return the favour, wanting nothing more than to slide between her thighs and worship her completely: I held my tongue, and just found myself lost in my thoughts as she drifted off to sleep.

***
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The next morning, I awoke in a mixture of confusion and discomfort. Everything was hot, stuffy and difficult to breathe, and for a few seconds, I panicked, feeling like my arms and legs were immobile. It was dark too, to make things worse, and my heart began to race, feeling as if I was wrapped up and trapped somewhere.
But then, something pressed against my face, and my worries were immediately eased as Maryam’s toes scrunched around my nose. Through the humid state within the blanket, and having spent most of the night pressed up against my face, her toes had become all sweaty and fragrant once more. I inhaled deeply, and that familiar vinegary stench calmed me further. Suddenly, I found myself moaning, recalling the sweet release of the night before, and what that may mean for our dynamic and growing relationship. I was filled with hope and a blossoming happiness, and I nuzzled my nose in deep between her moist toes and savoured waking up in such a blissful way. I honestly didn’t want to crawl from beneath the blanket, and I was so rejuvenated after the events of the night before. It was most definitely the best way possible to begin the day, and I already affirmed that I would work hard and obediently all day long after opening my eyes with my queen’s feet all over my face.

Unable to stop myself, I kissed her sole while continuing to wiggle my head and burrow my nose deep. One kiss turned to two, and then I was squirming while plastering the entire bottom of her foot with worshipful kisses. I felt her move up above, and then her leg became rigid as she stretched; her foot pressing forcefully against my face and shoving me somewhat down the bed. I could hear her yawning up above too, and then her delightful voice sung out, “Well, this is a wonderful way to wake up.” Her toes flexed, and left my nose, before they traced their way down my face until finding my mouth. Her big toe prodded, and I parted my lips and allowed it to slip inside. “Go on,” she said all dreamily, “suck my toe and wake me up properly.”

“Yes, my Muslim Queen,” I mumbled, feeling all warm inside as I lovingly wrapped my lips around her toe and pressed my tongue beneath. Already, there was a tastiness to her sweat, the lightest of salt, and I sucked on it in a most eager way. I was in bed with Maryam for the first time, settled between the sheets, and yet, as always, my mouth was all over nothing but her feet. Even though I’d touched myself to a blissful orgasm the night before, my focus was still entirely on her. Three or four times I slid my slurping lips down the length of her exquisite toe, before she popped it free. I was about to move onto the next, when she placed the ball of her foot against my forehead and held me at bay.

“I need to get ready for work,” she said, and she yawned a final time before her feet disappeared up the bed. I looked on as the morning light crept through the parting in the blanket, and then I saw Maryam’s content face. Even after having slept she still looked quite the sight. Sure, she wasn’t wearing makeup and her hair was a little messy and dishevelled, but her natural beauty was undeniable. I watched from my position under the covers as she left the bed, and then I could hear her busying herself in the bathroom.

I finally clambered from beneath the covers, and while Maryam was getting ready, I headed to my own room, got cleaned up and dressed. I wasn’t sure what to wear, so simply opted for one of the colourful abayas which had become my routine. They were actually quite light and breezy, and somewhat protective from the sun, and with the way the weather had been recently, they were definitely suitable attire. I wasn’t sure whether it was totally appropriate, and was curious for Farah’s plans, but I imagined it wouldn’t be anything too taxing. At her age, she was hardly going to take us for a day bonding over a hike.

When I came downstairs, Maryam was already having breakfast with her mother, which was a little disappointing as I was eager to discuss the events of the night before. I found myself immediately on edge, braced for another confrontation, however, Farah seemed calm, almost pleasant, and it was clear she was trying to make a real effort. Perhaps Maryam had really talked some sense into her the night before. Maybe my protector’s resolve had been unbreakable, and threats had been made, and Farah realised that she was losing her grip on her independent daughter.

“Good morning, Katie,” Farah said, taking me aback as she used my actual name. “Would you like something to eat?” She pushed a dish towards my place on the table. “I awakened early today and prepared a traditional breakfast from Iran.” I glanced at the plate and saw there was fresh flatbread, cheese, butter, jam, honey, and eggs.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said while taking my seat, and everything felt as if the weight had been lifted.

“What’s your plan for today, Mother?” Maryam asked as she was applying some honey to her own bread.

“I need to visit the embassy to check on my visa status,” Farah said. “Then I was thinking, perhaps Katie could assist me in booking a short break for the three of us. It would be nice to get away from this place, as I feel it’s become too crowded and lines have been crossed.” She cocked her head. “Toes have been stepped on, and I know you work hard, my beloved daughter, and I accept I’ve been pushing you too much.”

“What kind of break?” Maryam asked while narrowing her eyes. “I do not get a lot of time off.”

“I was thinking somewhere like Morocco. I’ve seen that beautiful mosque in Casablanca, and I’ve always wanted to visit.” She nodded towards me. “Katie would love the beach there too, and all of the food. Do you know Katie, apparently, the olives and the tagines are quite something?”

I raised my eyebrows, as I knew little about Moroccan food, but I’d certainly heard about the beaches. The whole coast along the Mediterranean was beautiful, so I’d been told, along with Algeria and Tunisia. It was clear Farah was trying to find somewhere that met all of our expectations, a secular Muslim country in which all of us could find enjoyment. “It sounds lovely,” I whispered, trying to respond favourably to Farah’s attempts at being civil, but I was still hesitant and on my guard.

“How soon are you thinking?” Maryam asked, and then she muttered something in Farsi before checking her phone. “My schedule is filled for months after this weekend.”

Farah’s eyes darted between the two of us. “So, why not this weekend? The sooner we’re all getting along the better, and I really would—”

“That’s a bit last minute, Mother,” Maryam said. “It’s hardly relaxing if everything is such a rush.” She raised her fingers to her temples and gently rubbed. “I don’t have the concentration to arrange such things.” Her eyes widened. “Could we perhaps think about it in a month or so? Maybe today you can just go to the park or something. Talk things through and just get to know each other better.”

“I will not be here in a month,” Farah said. “My visa will expire soon.” She seemed momentarily unsure, but then she smiled. “Which is why Katie and I should handle all of the arrangements, and it may be best to take this opportunity while your schedule has an opening.” She shrugged. “Who knows when you might have another chance? Everything with you is work, work, work.” She reached over and caressed Maryam’s hand. “As I said last night, I want to make amends for my behaviour these past months.” She added something in Farsi, and Maryam nodded, before looking towards me.

“What do you think, Katie?” she asked. “I suppose this could be a reward for you. You have improved yourself considerably since you moved in here, and it’s pretty much been nothing but work and service within these walls.” She darted her eyes towards the sink. “Other than minor blips.”

I blushed, still embarrassed about that whole drunken incident when Farah had arrived. “I think it’s a wonderful idea,” I said, and then, trying to make light of my previous behaviour, I smiled and added, “I’ll have to ask my boss and see if I can have some time off.”

The three of us laughed together for the first time, and we finished up our breakfast, and things almost seemed back to how they’d been before Farah had arrived. Honestly, the suggestion of a weekend away did seem rushed and like short notice, but I just kept picturing Maryam on a beach with her feet out, enjoying the sun. My thoughts then turned more seductive too, imagining sleeping at the foot of her bed in some private room, away from the glare of her mother, where things could develop beyond what had happened the night before. I wanted to speak with her about what that meant for our situation, but Farah was there throughout, right up until it came time for Maryam to leave for work.

I just instinctively followed her, because that’s what I was used to doing. I even put on my shoes at the door, and she turned and squinted at me.

“You’re not coming with me today, remember?” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “You’re spending the day with my mother.” She let out a deep breath. “I don’t mind a couple of days in Morocco, or maybe somewhere closer if she’s really insistent. Spain, perhaps? Maybe Portugal?” She sighed heavily. “I guess I could do with some time away from work, but don’t let her get carried away, okay? I don’t want to find myself in a hospital after jet-skiing across the Atlantic.” She rolled her eyes up. “Maybe we don’t even need to travel abroad. I hear Norfolk is lovely this time of year, as well as the South Coast.” She patted me on the shoulder. “Do what you think is best.”

“I’ll try,” I said, but then I grimaced. “It won’t be easy. It’s difficult to say no to her.” I then looked towards the door. “I would rather go to work with you,” I added, my voice tinged with uncertainty. “I feel safe with you, and I love being around you. You’re so perfect.” I then gulped. “Can she not do it on her own? Who will fetch your lunch?”

“I’m perfectly capable of fetching my own lunch.” Maryam grinned while shaking her head. “This is a chance for the two of you to get along better. She’s promised she’s going to make a real effort.” She then lightly patted my head. “You’re my assistant, remember? If I need any assistance with tasks outside of work, then I know I can count on you, right? Consider this a task outside of work. Assist my mother in booking us a nice trip.” She then narrowed her eyes. “But no ideas about any party islands or a booze cruise.”

“Yes, of course, my Muslim Queen,” I whispered, and I was suddenly bursting with pride at being able to please her. Maybe I could even make Farah happy too, and she’d ease up on the harsh exterior. She’d been staying with us for months now, and there seemed no-end to her stay. Whenever it felt like she was about to leave, she’d just change her flights and extend her stay further. The knowledge that her visa was nearing expiration was actually a relief.

“I’ll see you later,” Maryam said, and then she caressed my cheek. “If you need me, just give me a call.”

I closed my eyes and leant into her touch, and unable to bottle it in any longer, I whispered, “Could we talk about last night, please?”

She backed up, and looked me in the eye, before they darted away in search of her mother. “After work,” she said in a hushed tone. “We’ll discuss it later, when we have some privacy.” Her head dipped to the side, in a reassuring way. “Okay?”

“Okay,” I said with a smile, thankful that it wasn’t something she was planning to ignore and pretend never happened, and then she patted me on the head, and turned to leave.

As soon as the door closed behind her, Farah appeared in the hallway, her presence commanding as always. “Get down on your knees,” she ordered, her voice taking on a way different tone from the jovial one during breakfast.

I hesitated for a moment, perhaps having let my guard down and thinking things may have changed, but the look in her eyes made it clear that disobedience was not an option. I dropped to my knees, and my heart was pounding, because I suddenly felt so alone.

Farah snapped her fingers with impatience, and she pointed to her feet. “Kiss my toes,” she demanded, and she kicked off her slipper and extended one foot towards me. “I want you to apologise for your behaviour last night. Your actions led to an argument between my daughter and I, and I do not appreciate it.”

I honestly hadn’t done anything wrong, as far as I was concerned. That seemed to be Maryam’s opinion too, yet, Farah was so intimidating while looking down at me, that I capitulated. Leaning forward, I pressed my lips to her mature toes. “I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I whispered. “I apologise for causing an argument between you and your daughter.”

I braced myself for something else to follow. Perhaps a kick, or maybe she’d spit down at me like the night before. However, she withdrew her foot and stuffed it back in her slipper. I glanced up, and she nodded, before smiling and seeming satisfied. “Good,” she said. “Now that matter is cleared up, today, you will listen to me. I’m in charge. Do you understand?”

It didn’t really seem like she was making amends, but I wasn’t about to argue with her, especially considering we were to spend the whole day together. So, I nodded, and to demonstrate my compliance, I attempted to win myself further favour by kissing the top of her slipper.

“Very good,” she said, and then she moved it up against my cheek and directed me towards the stairs. “Now, go and get your passport,” she said, and then she was already turning to collect her handbag.

My eyes widened in panic. “Why?”

She sighed, and then rolled her eyes, as if she considered me to be a child. “We’re going to Morocco,” she said. “Obviously, your passport will be required to book the tickets. As will my own and Maryam’s passports.”

“We’re actually going to book it today?”

“Certainly,” Farah said. “It’s Friday, and if there’s a good deal, we won’t want to miss out on it, will we? We’ll be travelling first thing tomorrow. You heard my daughter; this weekend may be the last opportunity in her busy schedule.”

I chewed my lip, because I wasn’t sure. “Is two days really enough?”

“I’m in charge today, remember?” Farah added, and then she raised an eyebrow. “Are you already being difficult? Do I need to report to my daughter that you’re already disrupting our plans? I’m trying to make amends and do something nice.”

“Okay,” I said, and I suddenly felt guilty. “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’ll go and get it.”

“Good,” she said. “Do not be long. I wish to leave immediately.”

I trudged my way back up the stairs, retrieving my passport from its safe place, and then returned to find Farah waiting by the door.

“I’ll take that,” she said, and she snatched it from my grip before I could refuse. My stomach dropped, and there was something unnerving about seeing it in her possession. She placed it securely in her handbag, along with her own and Maryam’s, and it was like there was a finality to it. Even though Maryam seemed in favour of the trip, and she’d instructed me to try my best with her mother, there was something that just didn’t feel right. “Come on,” she said while opening the door. “We have a lot to do today and we don’t have a lot of time.”

“Okay,” I said, still quite nervously, and then I followed Farah outside. She adjusted her niqab in place immediately, obscuring her face, and then I found myself quietly walking behind the veiled woman. We drew a few looks along the way, notably because a meek, white girl following a completely obscured Muslim woman wasn’t a regular occurrence in the area, even if I was wearing my own abaya.

Farah led us towards the underground station, and seemed to know exactly where she was going. I found myself sitting next to her on the journey, quiet and contemplative while wondering which travel agent we were heading to. However, she signalled for us to depart at Kensington, and then I stopped frozen in the street upon realising we were heading for the Iranian Embassy.

When Farah noticed I was no longer following, she turned and dropped her hands to her hips. Even though I could only see her eyes through her niqab, it was obvious that she was annoyed. “Come on,” she said. “I have an appointment.”

“Why...why are we going here?” I asked hesitantly, and my legs simply refused to move.

Farah’s eyes met mine through her niqab, and her gaze remained steady. “Like I said, I need to check that my visa is multiple-entry so I may re-enter England after our trip. Also, Maryam and I may need approval for Morocco,” she explained, and she dug her hand into her handbag and held up their passports. “We may need a letter of confirmation from the embassy, otherwise they may not allow us to enter at Casablanca.”

I simply looked on bemused, and still, my legs were locked in place. I simply couldn’t take a step towards that place. I didn’t know much about what she was saying, as I wasn’t a regular traveller, but my gut was pleading with me to stand firm.

Farah shook her head. “You don’t even understand your privilege, do you?” She let out a deep breath, causing the material obscuring her mouth to dance. “You fly around everywhere on your British passport without even understanding that it’s not so easy for everyone else.” She pointed at me. “This is exactly what I was explaining last night. Western countries impose sanctions on us and our people and make life so difficult for us. We have to jump through hoops, simply to take a vacation to a fellow Muslim country like Morocco.” She stamped a foot. “Can you believe how unjust that is?” She muttered something else in Farsi, and it was obvious she was frustrated.

I dropped my eyes, because the more she was speaking, the greater my guilt rose. I mean, none of that had anything to do with me. I certainly hadn’t put any restrictions on them, but it had been the actions of my government, and those of allied countries which had caused her such hardship. I’d never even considered that Maryam had a harder life than me, because she was always so accomplished and confident. Yet, despite her skills and talent, she was Iranian, and that meant her movement around the world was limited. Meanwhile, I could go most places without a second thought, and I’d never even considered my fortune. “Sorry,” I said kind of sheepishly. “I didn’t know.”

“You don’t have to come inside,” Farah said. “You’re probably not even permitted. You can just wait out here while I sort everything out. Are you comfortable with that?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, and I recognised the relief in my voice. I’d had visions of finding myself bundled into some room, zip-ties around my wrists and a bag on my head, and suddenly being abducted and on my way across the world. It was far-fetched, of course, and as scary and as intimidating as Farah was, she certainly wasn’t capable of such things. “I’ll wait here for you.”

Farah nodded, and then, after checking in with security, she headed inside the embassy. Meanwhile, I just hung around outside, kicking rocks and looking out across a nearby park. Everyone was just moving around normally. People were walking their dogs or jogging around the paths. All of them were completely unaware that I was Muslim-owned, and that the woman who had strode into the embassy could have me licking the sweat from between her toes at a snap of her fingers. I blushed while considering it, even though I was standing there all alone.

It must have been well over an hour or so before Farah returned, and she seemed in high spirits. “Everything has been sorted,” she said with a nod. “We should visit some travel agencies and see if there’s any good deals.”

“Okay,” I said timidly, and shortly after, we were riding the underground again.

At the first travel agency we visited, it became obvious that Farah was eager to book something up immediately, even considering last-minute flights later in the afternoon. “You and I can fly today,” she said while tapping her finger against the brochure. “Maryam can join us tomorrow, since she won’t finish work until late.”

“I...I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I whispered back, not really wanting to travel with Farah alone. Other than the fact I was way too familiar with the stink and taste of her feet, we had nothing in common, and the idea of sitting next to her on a plane for a couple of hours made me feel all queasy. Spending a night alone with her in Morocco was even worse of a suggestion.

“But we’ll miss out on these great prices,” she said, and then she tapped her finger again while the travel agent looked on. “Our flights are cheaper today because they’re a last-minute deal. Obviously, my daughter cannot fly until tomorrow due to her work obligations. But, we would be foolish to throw away money when we can save so much by travelling today.”

“I...I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe we should check with Maryam first.” I then shrugged. “Besides, won’t we lose any savings on having to book a hotel for an extra night?”

Farah grimaced at my logic. “Who is in charge here?” she said sternly, and my face immediately dropped. I looked towards the travel agent, and from his expression he seemed as uncomfortable as I was. It didn’t help that Farah was still wearing her niqab and only her piercing eyes were visible, communicating nothing but her frustration with my refusal to comply.

“You are,” I said meekly, trying to lower my voice to the point the travel agent couldn’t hear.

“This is a gift,” Farah said. “You should show some appreciation. I am actually paying for you to spend the weekend in Morocco, and you’re being nothing but difficult.” She threw her hands up. “No good deed goes unpunished in this country.”

Once again, I was overcome with guilt, but something was still irking me. “Maryam will be okay with this?”

“She gave her blessing for us to come here and arrange a vacation. You heard her yourself at breakfast.”

“She...she told me not to let you get carried away.”

Farah laughed under her veil, and then rolled her eyes at the travel agent. “My daughter meant do not book first class or a five-star resort.” She pointed at the flight details again. “This is a budget airline. It is very cheap, and you know how financially-astute my daughter is.”

I looked at the details, and they certainly were cheap. On top of that, she was booking return flights for us to come back on the Sunday night, which put my worries at ease a little. Also, there was a separate booking for Maryam to follow the next morning and then fly back with us on the Sunday. Maryam’s outgoing flight was considerably more expensive too, which aligned with Farah’s point about our flights being a good deal. The more I looked at the print-out, the less argument I seemed to have against it.

“Tomorrow you will be relaxing on a beach,” Farah said. “This is a way for us to improve our relationship and for me to accept you in my daughter’s life.” She sighed. “I am very much trying here.”

“Okay...” I said tentatively. “If you say Maryam will be good with it...but...I’d just prefer to call her and check, if that’s okay?”

Farah’s eyes narrowed through her niqab, and then she let out a long, frustrated scoff. “Fine,” she said. “Do what you must. I already know my daughter’s answer.”

Her confidence was slightly off-putting, but nevertheless, I dialled Maryam’s number anyway. She didn’t answer. So, I tried again. There was no response the second time, and meanwhile, Farah was drumming her fingers against the desk.

“Am I still holding this price?” the travel agent asked, and Farah’s fingers increased their pace.

Feeling the pressure rising, I dialled a third time, and then was relieved to hear Maryam’s reassuring voice. “What is it, Katie?” she asked. “I’m in the middle of a meeting. Is it important?”

“Maryam,” I said. “Do you have a minute—”

“Quickly, Katie. Get to it.”

“Your mother has found cheap flights. She wants to book them. Me and her will leave this afternoon, and you’ll fly tomorrow morning. We’ll all come back Sunday night.”

“This afternoon?” Maryam asked in surprise. “Isn’t that a bit soon? Why does she want to fly this afternoon?”

“It’s a last-minute deal. She’s afraid we’ll lose the price.”

“Is it legit?”

“Ummm, yes,” I said, and I sheepishly looked towards Farah, whose eyes communicated she was annoyed at the conversation even being necessary. “We’re at a travel agent.”

“And there’s return flights on Sunday?”

“Yes,” I said. “We will all fly back together.”

Maryam sighed. “I would actually prefer to fly with you today, but unfortunately I have meetings late into the evening. You know how it is on Fridays. We’re busy right up until they close the market. But if we’re all coming back together, that’s fine. Anyway, I’m very busy right now. Use your judgement, Katie.”

“Oh,” I whispered, and I felt a bit awkward, as if I really was bothering her. “I thought you said I could call you.”

“Yes, if there’s a problem. It sounds like everything is in order.”

“You’re not worried?”

“Why would I be worried? Would you rather fly with me tomorrow?”

“Yes,” I said, and I became filled with hope. “I’d much prefer that. I’ll feel a lot better if I can fly with you tomorrow.”

Farah cocked her head, and then she started to say something, however, I instinctively lifted a finger while trying to listen to Maryam. I noted in Farah’s eyes she was annoyed, perhaps even offended, and then she started talking to the travel agent again. As a result, I had to turn away, as it was difficult to hear Maryam over their voices.

“Okay, just tell my mother the three of us will fly tomorrow, first thing, and we’ll come back together Sunday night. It’ll be one night away. There’s no need to try and save on the flights. We can more than afford it.” Maryam then giggled. “We’ll use your account, Katie.”

Even though I couldn’t see Maryam, that made me feel all hot and prickly inside. “Yes, Maryam. I would like that.”

“I have to go. I’ll talk to you later. Just don’t do anything you’re not comfortable with and use your judgement. I trust you,” she said, before lowering her voice and adding, “my good girl.”

Even though I was sitting before the travel agent, I felt myself swooning as she said that, and it was lucky I was in the chair as my knees felt so weak I’d have likely collapsed. She hung up the phone, and I put mine away. I took a calming breath to steady myself before asserting my stance before Farah. “I have spoken with Maryam,” I said. “And we’re all going to fly with her tomorrow—”

“It’s already booked,” Farah said, and then she handed me a printed-out confirmation.

“What?” I asked in astonishment while taking it, and I squinted, noting that the payment had been completed. “Cancel it,” I said, and I was so panicked that my worry was overriding my usual meekness around Farah. “I want to fly with Maryam tomorrow. She said we should fly tomorrow.”

“It’s non-refundable,” the travel agent said. “That’s why the price was so low.”

“This is a mistake,” I said, and then I looked at Farah. “Why didn’t you wait until I finished the call?”

“It’s just a miscommunication,” Farah said. “I thought you gave the approval when you did this.” She flicked her finger at me, the same way I’d done when trying to hear Maryam over her interruption.

“No,” I whined. “That means I just needed a minute.”

Farah chuckled. “It is a difference in culture,” she said to the travel agent, and he awkwardly chuckled too. “I do not know what these things mean.” She then took the booking from me. “Oh well, anyway. It is all decided now. We must leave it to fate.”

“I don’t want to leave it to fate,” I said.

“This girl is always such a dramatic,” Farah said. “What do you want to do? Cancel and lose the reservation? You know this is my daughter’s money you will be wasting.”

I paused, and then blinked a few times. “I thought this was your treat?”

“What is Maryam’s is mine,” Farah said. “This is how it is in our culture.” She then narrowed her eyes at me. “What is hers, is mine.” Her tone was so suggestive, that I kind of shrank in my seat. She turned back to the travel agent. “What time do we go to the airport?”

“You should be there about three hours before.”

Farah looked to the clock behind him, and then she rose and clapped her hands. “We must go,” she said. “We must pack and leave for the airport immediately.”

“This is all too fast,” I said aghast. “I need to think this through properly.”

“You do not want to vacation with Maryam?” Farah asked, and then she flapped her hands at me. “Fine, you stay home. Waste the vacation and waste Maryam’s money.” She scooped up her handbag, and stuffed the booking inside. “I will enjoy Morocco with my daughter. Finally, I will have her to myself without you constantly causing an interruption. For my entire visit, you have been here, and it will be refreshing not to have to look upon your face for a couple of days.” She strode away, and then pushed her way through the door.

I stared blankly at the travel agent, and didn’t really know what to do.

“It’s a good price,” he said eventually, “and Morocco is lovely.”

“She isn’t,” I said, and then his eyes dropped to the abaya I was wearing.

“Are you related?” he asked. “You don’t wear the full”—he gestured towards Farah as she passed by the window; her silky dress and niqab shimmering in the wind—“you know, whatever you call it.”

“No,” I whispered. “I’m not a Muslim.”

“Oh,” he said, and he looked a bit confused; not really knowing what else to say. “Anyway, I hope you have a lovely holiday.” He then tapped his watch. “If you want to make the flight, you better go soon.”

I left the travel agent and I was so conflicted. I tried to call Maryam again, but she must have been deep in her meeting as she sent me to voice mail. She didn’t have an assistant without me there, and she was probably trying to keep track of everything herself. Farah ‘making amends’ was nothing but a bother, to the both of us, and deep down inside, I could just feel something wasn’t right. Everything was happening too fast, and Farah seemed determined to get us to Morocco as quickly as possible. I kept just having nervous energy in my tummy, but then I’d calm myself, as Maryam had said it was okay, and she didn’t seem worried. We had return flights, and I’d seen that Farah had booked Maryam’s flight too. It wasn’t like she was trying to secretly whisk me away or anything. Maryam was completely in the loop, and for all her threats: Farah wouldn’t actually do anything bad, really, would she?

“You’re just being paranoid,” I whispered to myself, figuring I was overthinking things and making a drama just like Farah accused me of. We were probably going to have a good time, all things considered. Morocco did seem beautiful, and I was going to be spending a whole weekend with Maryam in an exotic country. Her beautiful feet were going to be out there on the beach, with sand between her toes. She deserved some relaxation with how hard she worked, and I definitely didn’t want to waste her money. “It’ll be fine,” I said while fanning myself with my hand, and then I headed to the underground station and took the tube home.

When I came through the door, Farah was already waiting with her suitcase. She’d even packed Maryam’s too, and left it in the living room with her passport and booking details on top. Again, that calmed me a little, and then I made my way upstairs to pack my own.

“Hurry up,” she called out after me. “It took you long enough to come home, and I don’t want to miss our flight and waste Maryam’s money. You have ten minutes,” she said while nodding at the clock. “If you’re not here by then, I will leave without you.”

Oddly, that threat was reassuring more than anything, though once again, the suggestion that I’d be costing Maryam, rather than contributing to her wealth made me feel uneasy. I hurriedly packed my bag, trying to throw in the essentials, but still, everything felt rushed. That sensation remained in my bones, especially when I came downstairs to find a taxi was already waiting for us outside.

“We have to go right now,” Farah said.

“But what about Maryam?” I pleaded. “She doesn’t even know.”

“I will call her,” Farah said with a dismissive wave of her hand, and I just found myself silenced and talked over every time I tried to make a legitimate point. Much to my annoyance, she even started answering me in Farsi, and it was obvious she was being deliberately difficult. Even as she was carrying our suitcases to the taxi, I still tried to slow things down, but she just acted like I was being an inconvenience.

For the whole taxi ride, I felt uncomfortable, and there was a doom-filled sensation hanging over me. It remained even as we entered the airport, and I only found myself relieved when Maryam called me

“I’ll be home a bit later,” she said. “Things have overrun. Is everything sorted for tomorrow?”

“We’re at the airport,” I said. “We’re flying in an hour.”

“What?” she asked. “I thought you wanted to fly with me tomorrow?”

“Your mother already booked it while we were talking.”

Maryam tutted. “Let me speak to her,” she said. “This sounds like just the sort of stunt she pulls when she can’t get her own way.”

I held the phone out to Farah. “Maryam would like to speak to you.”

Farah glared at me, before snatching the phone. I remained close, attentive and listening, but to my frustration, she started speaking in Farsi once again, purposefully excluding me. Surprisingly though, the conversation seemed to remain civil, and Farah even chuckled a couple of times, rolling her eyes and shrugging, as if she was a klutz that had made an honest mistake. When she handed the phone back, I waited for Maryam’s reassuring voice.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll just go to the hotel tonight, and I’ll see you in the morning at the beach. Everything will be fine.”

“You don’t think this is weird?”

Maryam kind of chuckled. “What do you think is going to happen, Katie? She’s hardly going to abduct you to Iran. They wouldn’t even let you on the flight without a visa. It’s not exactly an easy place to go.”

“Oh,” I said, and with that my nerves calmed once more. “Okay, if you think it’s fine. I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?”

“See you tomorrow,” she said. “I’m heading into the final meeting now. Call me tonight once you’ve landed. Try to rest on the flight.”

“See you tomorrow,” I said, and I held the phone close so I could whisper, “my Muslim Queen.”

“Bye my slave,” Maryam said in a similarly quiet voice. I closed my eyes, and as the phone clicked off, I held it against my heart.

When I opened my eyes, Farah was staring at me in disgust. “We need to check in and get the tickets,” she said, and then she led the way to the correct desk. The whole process was uninteresting, and they took our bags and handed over the tickets. Farah put them with our passports, and once again they were safely filed away in her handbag. She seemed pretty organised about everything, and I actually only held my passport for a couple of seconds the whole time I was in the airport, just to pass through the automated gate and to board the plane.

“It is better to keep everything together,” she said while taking my passport again as we headed to our seats. “We wouldn’t want to lose anything.”

I was pretty used to Maryam and Farah being in charge of my fate by this point, and it felt natural for her to be in control, even if it was a little daunting. I didn’t even have any money with me, or a credit card, and I was practically dependent on her until Maryam arrived the next day.

Farah slept during the flight, while I was still kind of nervous. Something was just niggling at me, and I couldn’t explain it. I wasn’t much of a traveller really, as I’d always spent whatever money I had before I could get around to planning a holiday. I put it down to just stepping outside of my comfort zone and the unfamiliar, and reassured myself again that I was just being paranoid. I was overthinking things. Maryam seemed fine with everything, and I was just fearing the worst.

When we arrived in Casablanca, I found that Farah was correct, and I kind of sympathised as I passed effortlessly through immigration, while she was held up. I couldn’t see her face as I waited, but her eyes looked nervous while she was waiting in the queue, and she kept looking over at me. A female immigration officer took her aside, and discreetly checked under her veil while verifying her passport. Thankfully, her trip to the Iranian Embassy must have worked, as she was stamped through the gates, and we proceeded to collect our luggage.

At Casablanca airport, Farah arranged for a taxi, and then we were waiting in the terminal until it arrived. Of course, it was frustrating, because it was like we were wasting some of the weekend and it seemed to be taking forever. I felt so odd while being seated at Farah’s side too, especially since she was covered head to toe in her niqab. It had been bad enough on the plane, but out in the open, I felt like people were constantly looking over. It didn’t help that I was sitting there, wearing my abaya and with my white face and long hair completely on show. It was as if I was her pet or something; a white girl that was well on the way to being completely converted to their culture and beliefs. I felt a number of eyes on us, and I squirmed under their glare, feeling as if I stuck out like a sore thumb; the lone white girl at the side of her Muslim leader. That was until I set eyes upon two women as they made their way across the terminal. It was the most peculiar of sights and I felt an odd tingling sensation in my belly as I recognised a dynamic which seemed most familiar.

There was a young girl, appearing to be Moroccan, with light-brown skin. She was striding with confidence; her beautiful dark hair draped right down her back, and matched in colour with her thick eyebrows. She moved with such elegance, wearing a neat traditional, patterned blouse and a skirt that came down to just above her knees. With every step, her extravagant earrings jiggled around, either side of the greenest, most piercing pair of eyes I’d ever seen. But it was below her knees that was completely captivating me. She was wearing the most enticing of sandals, the gladiator sort, with leather that wrapped around her defined calves right up to just below her knees. The brown loops looked gorgeous against her skin-tone, and I lowered my eyes, noting that her toenails were painted a bright red, and there was a silver ring on one foot. With every step, my eyes followed, and I started to imagine Maryam wearing such sexy and eye-catching sandals. She was always dressed in either her professional pantsuits or her traditional, modest clothing, and I wondered how sexy she could truly be if she wore a skirt and similarly striking footwear. The girl’s whole attire seemed grossly inappropriate for a Muslim, but I noted she was wearing a hand-like symbol on a necklace; an image that I’d regularly seen around Maryam’s home, displayed on various books and jewellery.

The girl was most definitely a sight, but what was causing the oddest reaction in me was the woman following her. She was an older, awkward white woman, a good foot taller and struggling to drag two suitcases behind her. She looked so out of sorts, as if she was a porter for the airport or something.

“Come, come, Jill,” the younger, Moroccan girl muttered through her purple lips in the most delicious, French-sounding accent. She didn’t even bother to turn around, simply wiggling her hand as encouragement for the woman behind to move faster. “Taxi come now,” she said. “Move faster. We go to clinic right now.”

The woman behind didn’t say anything, she merely gritted her teeth, sweat streaming down her cheeks as she struggled to drag both large suitcases behind her. I looked on in awe, feeling my tummy squirm as I pictured myself doing the same for Maryam. As they disappeared towards the exit, my eyes remained locked on the girl’s feet. The combination of the knee-length strappy sandals, red polish and that glimmering, silver toe ring was mesmerising, and she seemed so confident and in-control. It made me wonder if that woman behind her was in a similar situation to myself; completely captivated and enslaved by the sexy, brown feet of a Muslim woman. Maybe my situation with Maryam wasn’t as unique as I first thought. I gulped, wondering how many other white women I’d see over the next few days, at the sides of their Muslim Queens and following their every command.

Farah hadn’t seemed to notice the pair, and instead, she was clock-watching, and kind of nodding her head, as if counting something down. She whispered something in Farsi, and I recognised her say Maryam’s name, and then she began fumbling with her phone. A second later, by coincidence, someone called her and then she stood up and answered. She spoke in Farsi, first normally, before she then sounded confused. Eventually, her voice took on a panicked tone, and then she almost seemed distraught.

“What’s going on?” I asked, and my arms began to shake. I looked towards the arrival board for Maryam’s flight the next morning, fearful it may have been cancelled. “Has something happened?” I asked. “Is Maryam still coming tomorrow?”

Farah’s eyes widened as she listened to whoever was speaking. She then covered the phone with one hand. Her voice trembled as she spoke. “My husband is sick,” she said. “He has had a heart attack. I need to go back to Iran immediately.”

I blinked, barely comprehending what she was saying. There was obvious relief that Maryam was fine, but also panic that her father clearly wasn’t. “W-what?” I asked. “Is he okay?”

“He is in the hospital,” she said, and then she flailed her arms around and stamped her feet. “I have to get back to him,” she cried out while in total hysterics, and it was the first time I’d ever seen her so emotionally out of control. “I need to get home,” she wailed. “He needs me.”

“Ummm,” I said, and I was at a total loss. I couldn’t even think straight. I clumsily took out my phone, trying to dial Maryam but there was no answer. I called her three times, but then realised she was busy in that important meeting and unable to pick up. “Uh,” I muttered while Farah continued to wail. Even with the niqab, I could see there were tears streaming from the corners of her eyes.

“I need to go home,” she said again. “I need to go home.”

I thought about patting her shoulder to soothe her and calm her down, but somehow, that felt wrong. With Maryam it would be fine, but not with her mother. Instead, I looked around, and then glanced at the departures board, looking for an upcoming flight back to London. “We should go back to England,” I said. “Then you and Maryam can fly together tomorrow.”

“That makes no sense,” Farah said while wiping away her tears. “My daughter is coming here and we’re already halfway to Iran.”

“Oh,” I said, and my emotions were so over the place that I wasn’t even thinking straight. “Yes, of course,” I said. “Yes, when she gets here, you should both fly to Iran and see him.” With the whole emergency, I’d completely stopped addressing her with the usual respectful terms, as if the urgency had overridden our whole dynamic. 

Farah flinched, and then she too looked at the departure board. “There’s a flight to Tehran in an hour,” she said. “I must go. I cannot wait for her. She can join me later. Maybe there is an empty seat I can take.”

I blinked, but didn’t really have any objections. “I guess so,” I said. “You should go if he needs you.” I looked away, because as bad as I felt for Maryam’s father, it was honestly a relief that I didn’t have to spend a second longer with her mother.

Suddenly, I recoiled as Farah began openly weeping again. She was sniffling so loudly, that she drew the attention of people close by. “You expect an old woman to travel alone?” she whined. “When I’m this emotional?”

“Maryam will arrive tomorrow morning,” I said again, trying to sound reassuring. “You can wait for her until then?”

“I can’t wait for Maryam. He might pass away before then,” she said, and then she paused from her crying, wiped her tears and nodded at me. “You’ll have to come with me.”

Immediately, my entire body tensed up. The hairs stood up on my neck and there was a deep sinking in my tummy. My heartrate went through the roof, and it was incredibly difficult to breathe; the air feeling all constricted and stuffy. “I...I...I...” I stammered. “I can’t. That’s not...I just...I can’t do that,” I continued, widening my eyes. “I can’t go there—”

“But my husband is dying,” she pleaded. “Maryam’s father is dying.”

I looked away, because I felt bad about that, but still, what she was suggesting was impossible. “I’m sorry about your husband,” I said while avoiding eye contact. “But I can’t...I can’t accompany you.” I tried to appear sympathetic, despite my increasing discomfort, reasoning she was just emotional and not thinking properly. “You should wait for Maryam if you can’t travel alone.”

Farah stepped around me, right into my line of sight, and then she flicked both hands at me. “Come,” she said, and she grabbed my shoulders and turned me towards the ticket counter. “I need to buy a ticket before they close the check-in. I can’t wait. He may die.”

“Ummm, okay,” I said, and time was of the essence. If she really did want to board that flight, she had to go immediately. I fumbled with our luggage, almost as a distraction, and then I tried dialling Maryam’s number over and over, but there was no answer. My heart thumped as I followed Farah towards the ticket counter, and each beat echoed the growing unease in my gut.

“Maryam’s father is on his deathbed,” she said, and she placed a hand on my back, encouraging me towards the ticket counter at greater pace. “We need to go. She’ll meet us there tomorrow.”

I shook my head, and stopped in my tracks as she started with all of that again. “No, I can’t...I don’t think—”

“You’re being selfish,” she snapped, her eyes blazing. “Do you want to deny her the chance to say goodbye?”

“I’m not stopping Maryam, what? What are you talking about?” Her accusation completely messed with my head, and I felt tears welling up because I didn’t know what was the correct course of action. I wanted to argue, to explain that something felt off, but the look in her eyes silenced me. Obviously, I wanted Maryam to see her father, especially if he was on the brink of passing away, but everything was happening way too quickly and I couldn’t think properly. “I just...”

Farah didn’t even wait for me to finish as she stepped away to the ticket counter. She was animated, talking to the assistant loudly, while handing over her passport. I swear I saw mine being given too, but I wasn’t sure, and I was so confused, to the point I was developing a migraine from the stress of it all. I stepped up, just to double-check, and then Farah turned, trying to discreetly pull a pair of tickets from her bag. “I’ve just bought tickets,” she said, and then my head twitched.

I blinked a couple of times, second-guessing myself, before I outwardly questioned what I’d just witnessed. “They...they were already in your bag,” I said. “You just took them out. How did you—”

Farah cut me off with a scoff. “What an absurd thing to suggest,” she snarled. “Are you saying I prophesised the ill-health of Maryam’s father?”

“No,” I said timidly, and then I dropped my eyes to her handbag. “It’s just...I just saw you—”

“I will not have my integrity questioned,” she spat back, “especially by the likes of you.” She narrowed her eyes through her niqab, and leaned in close. “You non-believer. To question me right now, when emotions are high and my husband is on the brink of death. How could you do something so shameful and cruel?”

I baulked, because all of the emotional turmoil was making me even less confident than usual. I stared at the tickets in her hand, and it was obvious she was gaslighting me, but I was so intimidated by her, especially while I couldn’t fully see her face, that I felt my courage waning. I lifted my phone, desperate for Maryam to answer and make everything okay, but she was out of reach.

“I just bought these tickets, didn’t I?” Farah said forcefully, and she shook them in my face.

“No,” I said in the tiniest of voices. “You already had—”

“I just bought them,” she said again, and her tone became further sinister. “Admit it,” she said, practically snarling through her veil; the thin, silky fabric seeming to be the only thing protecting me from her spit. “Say I just bought these tickets after my terrible news.” She grunted, and then stuffed her other hand in her handbag. Her eyes darted around through the narrow slit of her niqab, taking in the whole terminal and her arm twitched. “Say it or I’ll show you what happens if you don’t.”

I gulped, and I too looked around, because everything was becoming so hostile and menacing. I was so confused, because we’d jumped from waiting for a taxi to the hotel, to Farah getting the worst of news, and suddenly, she was talking of going to Iran. “I...can’t,” I whimpered. “It’s not true.” Despite my confusion, I’d seen it with my own eyes. Farah already had the tickets, and that meant she’d planned what was happening. I became light-headed while the connotations of that reality hit me all at once: I hadn’t been paranoid, and my fears were very real.

While the terrified anguish froze me in place: Farah pounced. Her hand shot out of her bag, clutching a crumpled sock that reeked of sweat and mature musk. Before I could react, she shoved it into my mouth, right there in the terminal, and her fingers pressed it firmly against my tongue. My eyes widened in shock, and I gagged at the sudden intrusion; the salty tang of her foot sweat flooding my senses. My cheeks burned with humiliation as I glanced around, terrified someone might have seen, and then I instinctively clamped my lips shut before they could. Farah’s eyes gleamed through the slit in her niqab, and her arched eyebrows dared me to resist. My body trembled, my mind a jumble of confusion and shame, and she leaned in, with her voice becoming all low and mocking. “That should keep you quiet,” she muttered, and her tone dripped with nonchalant satisfaction. “We’re going to Tehran,” she said, and there was a definite finality to the statement, as if there was no possibility of refusal or debate. I could hardly argue back anyway, especially with her sweaty sock pressed against my tongue, so I simply lowered my eyes and froze; a conflicted messed, and completely unknowing in how to respond. “That’s more like it,” she said, openly gloating in my face. “Now, do as you’re told,” she snarled, and she leaned closer, whispering right in my ear, “you’ve been claimed, kaffir slave.”

My entire body sizzled with a hot flash because things were actually happening as Farah had threatened. When it had been a mere suggestion, it had caused my tummy to twist in knots, imagining myself being whisked away to Iran with only slavery in my future. However, with it playing out, I felt like I was a passenger to my own enslavement and the frenetic nature of everything was leaving me confused and muddled. I was so used to everything moving at a slow pace with Maryam at the helm, but Farah was escalating things rapidly. I knew I should stand up to her and just run away, but she was so intimidating and with her sock stuffed in my mouth: I felt as if my voice had been silenced. As if there was no way I could stop the course of my life that was already in motion. I needed Maryam there with me, to hold my hand and lead me in the right direction, but Farah had orchestrated everything so I was isolated and vulnerable.

While I was still a befuddled mess, she grabbed my arm, pulling me toward the check-in counter. I stumbled after her, and my mind was all foggy in a confused fear. The airport buzzed around us, but it felt distant, like I was watching everything through a thick pane of glass and the controls were out of my reach. Our tickets and passports were verified, and our bags checked, and I was just standing there, swaying from side to side in a complete daze. “Your husband is sick?” I mumbled around the sock, careful to keep it obscured and hidden within my mouth. Why I was oddly focusing on that part of it all, I didn’t know, but perhaps I was trying to delude myself that nothing abnormal was actually at play, even though I knew in my heart it was.

Farah squinted at me, and it took her a moment to decipher my mumble. “Yes, he’s very sick,” she said. “Maryam’s father is sick.”

Even hearing it out loud again wasn’t reassuring, and I made eye contact with the worker, but I couldn’t speak; my lips clamped closed again while keeping Farah’s stinking sock hidden inside my mouth. Farah was the one wearing the veil, but I was the one feeling completely oppressed.

“Come,” she said, and then her hand gripped my neck and she shoved me towards the security. I was sheepish while placing my phone down, but more concerning, as I passed through the gate, my main worry was someone speaking to me and finding out I had a sock in my mouth. I made eye contact with the guard, and silently willed him to figure out what was happening and intervene, but we were waved through, and then before I could stop her, Farah had directed me towards immigration.

She shoved a ticket and my passport in my hand, and I was barely given a chance to gather myself before she pushed me forward towards the counter. I stumbled over, and the immigration officer barely glanced at us as Farah handed over her own ticket and passport on the next counter; her demeanour calm and composed, as if nothing unusual had just happened. She looked over towards me, and her glare was so sinister that I was terrified.

My skin was covered in goosebumps, and I waited for the officer to begin asking questions, especially why I didn’t have a visa. They wouldn’t let me through obviously, just as Maryam had said, but then, to my bafflement, he stamped my passport, handed them back and waved me through. I looked over towards Farah in a panic, and even though I couldn’t see her mouth, it was obvious from the folds in her veil that she was smirking.

“Go,” the immigration officer said, while I was standing there with the sock still in my mouth, too mortified to remove it. I stumbled forward again, passing through the gate and then looking around for someone to help me. However, Farah was through straight after me, snapping my passport and ticket from me, and then gripping my arm tightly; her nails digging into my skin as she guided me towards the departure gate. My mind raced, trying to make sense of what was happening, but the taste of her foot sweat kept pulling me back into a haze of confusion. I even mumbled something, completely muffled by the sock, and Farah merely grunted and ignored me.

She turned to me as we stumbled along side by side, and her eyes narrowed. “You’re coming with me to Iran,” she said, and her voice was firm and final. “No more arguments. This is happening. You can’t stop it now.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but once again, the sock silenced me, especially since there were so many other people within earshot. Most were wearing headscarves, just like Maryam’s, and I scanned for a friendly face amongst them, but everyone was busy with their own issues. Meanwhile, amongst all of the brown and naturally-tanned skin-tones, I stood out completely.

Despite my brain screaming for me to act while I still could, my legs moved on their own as I followed her toward the gate, and it was like my mind became a whirlwind of fear and a damning resignation. Every passing second felt like we were heading towards an irreversible fate, and even though I knew there was a chance I could still stop it, I felt all weak and incapable on my own. I needed Maryam with me. My queen and my guardian, and it became plainly obvious that Farah had gone to extreme lengths to separate us. All of the other passengers moved about and conversed around us, but even though we were there in public, I felt detached and paralysed, as if I were no longer fully in control of my body and unable to prevent her scheme. Each time I felt a singe of courage, I’d taste the sock, and feel Farah’s grip on me. Her presence watched over me throughout, and her control was absolute.

As we reached the gate, she turned to me, and her voice softened, almost becoming gentle and considerate. “I know this isn’t easy for you,” she said, “but this is for the best.” While I looked on blankly, she nodded her head. “This is the best thing for my daughter and yourself. I am selfless in this. I am doing this for the both of you. You’ll see. Once you’re living in my service, you’ll see.”

I almost choked as I swallowed down a huge lump in my throat, as the suggestion was incomprehensible. Living in Farah’s service? With no chance of escape? Forever trapped in Iran, a place I knew nothing of. I couldn’t even speak the language, and though I did my best to respect their culture, it wasn’t as if I was ready to integrate to that level.

As if seeming to read my thoughts, Farah gestured off to the side, and began speaking in Farsi. I was confused enough as it was, but I squinted at her, struggling to understand what she was talking about. She knew I couldn’t speak a word of her native tongue, and it was just making me all the more confused and uneasy, and I realised if I didn’t act, within hours, I’d be surrounded by a language I couldn’t comprehend. She tutted, gesturing to the side again, and I turned my head to see she was pointing at the toilets. That almost felt like a relief, and I nodded numbly; my thoughts a tangled mess as I stepped over, thankful for a chance to clear my head and figure things out.

“There we go,” Farah said mockingly as she followed behind me, keeping her voice to a whisper. “Already you’re getting used to it. Once you’re my slave, over time, I’ll only ever address you in Farsi. You’ll never hear English ever again, but, just like you’ve demonstrated, you’ll learn to obey and follow orders all the same.”

That sent another shiver down my spine, and as we entered the toilet, she locked the door behind her, once again trapping me. I backed up against the wall, in total fear of her, and I looked around for an escape, but there was nowhere to go. For a second, my flight or fight even felt like it was about to kick in, and I was torn between locking myself in a cubicle or just rushing her. She was older, after all, and not in the best shape, and I could probably push her aside and dash away, but there was something inside me that just kept me paralysed in place. An intense fear and lack of courage. It had existed there for as long as I could remember, through all of the times I’d drank away my worries and just avoided confronting my problems head on. Even with Maryam, instead of acknowledging I had a drinking problem that first night, I’d dropped down to my knees, kissed her feet all over and begged for forgiveness. As I looked at Farah, that seemed like the most favourable option once more.

My knees buckled, and I sank to the cold, tiled floor; my hands clasped together in a desperate plea. Farah loomed over me, and her presence felt suffocating. She stepped closer, and with a swift motion she dug her fingers crudely between my lips and yanked the sock from my mouth. I gasped for air, yet the taste of her sweat still lingered on my tongue.

“This should be good,” she said with a chuckle. “Come on, let me hear it.”

“Please,” I whispered, my voice tragically trembling from the extent of my desperation. “Please, let me go.”

Farah’s eyes narrowed, and she stepped closer; her sandaled foot inches from me as she slightly lifted the base of her abaya. “Kiss it,” she commanded. “Show me your obedience, slave. If you wish for mercy, you may beg for it.”

“Farah, please,” I whispered, my voice cracking somewhat. “I need my passport. I need to call Maryam.”

“Kiss it,” she said with greater impatience. “Kiss it right now.”

I hesitated, because her demand was so arrogant. I mean, we were practically in the midst of an abduction, of sorts, and right there in the airport, she was demanding I grovelled down at her feet? She thought I was so weak and powerless for her feet, that I’d just capitulate and beg at the feet of my captor?

Farah swiftly took my passport from her handbag, and nodded towards one of the cubicles. “Perhaps I should flush this?” she said while waving it around. “I can just leave you here in Casablanca without any documents or money.” She shrugged. “Perhaps someone else will claim you and you’ll find yourself swiftly moved down the African continent.” She tutted under the veil. “You’re so pathetic, that I imagine whoever wants you will take you with ease.”

“No, please,” I whimpered in panic, and the fear of what she might do next forced me to comply because I was so obviously out of my depth. I dropped down, pressing my lips to the smooth leather of her sandal, as the strong scent of her foot filled my nostrils. Simply breathing that stink right from her fresh toes caused me to shiver, and just like that, I couldn’t control myself. Despite the ordeal she was putting me through, I moaned, nuzzling my nose against her toes before I began submissively plastering them with kisses. It almost felt freeing as I grovelled; a momentary distraction from the stark reality of my predicament.

“Good,” she said with smug approval. “This is the kind of attitude I’m expecting from this point forward. I know you’re scared, and you should be, but swallow it down, and focus on making this as easy a transition as possible for you. The more positively you comply, the less stressful it will be.” Her toes twitched under my lips, and I closed my eyes, just concentrating on smooching Farah’s mature foot, holding myself in the moment, as if everything else was away from me and couldn’t hurt me. “From this day on, you will do exactly as I say,” she continued. “You will be silent on the flight. You will not draw attention to yourself. Do you understand? I have everything handled, and you just need to follow my lead. Consider yourself my property, and if you remain with me, you will be safe and chaperoned securely. Step away, however, and try to run, and who knows where you may end up.”

I nodded, tears making their way down my cheeks as I continued to kiss her foot, my lips brushing over the straps and the soft skin beneath. “Please,” I begged again, my voice barely audible amongst the squelches of my pathetic kisses. “I’ll do anything. Just don’t take me there. I’ll be your slave in London. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Farah crouched down, and her hand gripped my chin, forcing me to look up at her. “You have no choice,” she hissed. “Everything is already arranged. I have friends in high places. If you try to resist, the police will take you, and you’ll never see freedom again. You’ll likely find yourself as some political bargaining chip and then even I won’t be able to help you. Is that what you want?”

I shook my head frantically, my body wracked with fear. “No,” I whispered. “No, I’ll obey. I’ll do whatever you say.”

She released my chin and rose back to her full height, her foot still extended toward me. “Then prove it,” she said coldly. “Kiss it again, and accept you’re now Muslim-owned, completely. You’ve been seized and captured, and from this day forward, you’re my chattel.” She twisted her ankle, brushing her toes against my lips. “Show me you accept your fate and be thankful that I’m the one taking you.”

“But...Maryam,” I pleaded, hoping that I could somehow appeal to her maternal instincts, if there were even any present.

“My daughter will understand,” Farah said unsympathetically. “You were trying to tempt her away from herself. I recognised your intent and I have acted. Maryam may focus on her goals, without you as a distraction.” Her voice became all growly. “She does not need to waste her talents on the likes of you. You are only fit to lick the dirt from my feet.” She flexed her toes upwards, pressing them against my lips. “Say it.”

My shoulders sagged, and I felt utterly helpless. “I’m only fit to lick the dirt from your feet,” I said in total shame, and then my resolve wilted and my tongue snaked between my lips. I dragged it across the tops of her toes, and the taste of leather and sweat combined into a sour cocktail upon my tongue. I lost myself at that moment, just caving in and grovelling for mercy. I kissed her foot over and over, my tears falling onto her sandal as I silently prayed for everything to be okay. But deep down, it was becoming obvious there was no hope. Farah had me completely in her grasp, and there was no escaping her control.

As I continued to kiss her foot, Farah’s voice broke through my panicky and somewhat hysterical thoughts of despair. “Remember,” she said. “You belong to me now, and in Iran, you’ll learn your place. You’ll serve me without question, and you will no longer have the opportunity to corrupt and distract my daughter.” She scoffed, and seemed truly disgusted. “How much of her talent has she wasted on a lost cause like you? Investing for you? Sharing her expertise with a delinquent like you, for free? Even when I thought she’d turned a corner and understood your place was to be used, you encouraged the same weakness from her. Keeping your earnings in trust? Seeing her take you into her bed chambers was the last straw, especially with those awful sounds I heard through the door, and I’ve been forced to take action myself.” I widened my eyes, and felt desperate to explain that she’d misunderstood; that those sounds had been nothing more than my own pleasure at Maryam’s feet. Was that why I was being carted away to a foreign land? My Muslim Queen remained pure and unblemished, and if Farah understood, maybe she’d accept she’d made a mistake. My pulled my tongue from her toes, and was about to speak, but instead, I whined while feeling her fingers against the back of my head; her nails digging in deep. “Oppose me, and you’ll suffer the consequences.”

“Please, listen,” I pleaded, and I shook against her grip; my lips still pressing to her foot while I was overwhelmed with resignation and despair. “It wasn’t like that, please, you’ve misunderstood. I was just sleeping at Maryam’s feet. We didn’t do—”

“I don’t want to hear it,” she snarled. “Be quiet, and kiss. I know you love the feet of a Muslim woman, so just shut up and do what you were born to do.” She pushed my head down more forcefully, and even as I grovelled, the magnitude of Farah’s words echoed in my ears, and served as a grim reminder of the life that awaited me. I felt so damn weak while down at her feet, and it was obvious she recognised me as the addict I still was. I may no longer have been addicted to destroying my body, through alcohol, drugs and casual sex, but I’d simply replaced those addictions with another. I was addicted to a strong, Muslim woman’s feet, and while cowering down at them, I had no courage to resist. The more my lips brushed against her mature, brown toes, the greater the urge grew to submit to her will, even if she’d acted upon a misunderstanding. Even though her intent was terrifying, and sent a shiver through me, I just couldn’t peel my lips from her arrogant, dominant toes.

Farah’s foot shifted slightly, and her sandal slid off to reveal her bare toes. The sight of them, natural and without polish, made my tummy squirm in the most cringey way. She wiggled them in front of my face, and the strong scent of her sweat wafted towards me. “Lick the feet that own you now,” she commanded confidently, apparently noticing the way my body had become limp and my resistance was crumbling bit by bit. “I know you like to do this, you Western whore, and you’ll get to do it every single day once we’re in Iran.” She spread her toes, and as I peered into the moist, brown skin, it was like my tongue belonged there. “Between each toe,” she added unnecessarily, as my fate at that moment was already written. “Do it now.”

I leaned forward, my tongue twitching as it made contact with the soft skin between her toes. The taste was as salty as ever and way too familiar, and her natural sweat had mixed amongst the residue of leather from her sandal. I obediently moved from one toe to the next, becoming calmer with with each stroke of my tongue into the tasty crevices, as if Farah’s Muslim foot sweat was satiating my cravings and easing away my worries. I was literally licking up the sweat that had developed during her whole deceptive scheme, almost as if in celebration of my own enslavement. The more I tasted it, the more my fear seemed to disperse. I mean, if my only responsibility in life was tonguing Farah’s stinking, sweaty feet clean every day, well, that was kind of a weight off my shoulders, wasn’t it?

“Good,” she said, and she slapped her hand against her knee, causing her silky abaya to swish. “This is your life now, kaffir. Enjoy the taste of my sweaty toes, because they’re now your reason for living.” She grunted, and then gripped my tongue between her toes. “You’ll no longer prance around, pretending you’re worthy of society or of being my daughter’s assistant. From this day forward, you’ll be nothing but my slave, licking my feet clean whenever I command it. You will live for my feet, nothing else.”

Her words hit me hard, and I felt any last shreds of hope slipping away. I loved Maryam, if that’s what it was, or perhaps something close to love. I adored her, and the way she so effortlessly controlled me, demanding the respect from me that she so clearly deserved. She’d been guiding and shaping me towards being a better person, but at my core, I was a slave to my vices, and my greatest vice had become sweaty, brown feet. I looked up at Farah, tears streaming down my face as she slipped her big toe between my lips, and the way her veil wrinkled with her smirk, and with how her eyes gleamed through the slit: it was obvious she knew it too. “Get used to this,” she said. “This is who you are now. You’re going to be at my feet every single day, and I’ll make you never want to be anywhere else.” She placed her hand against her chest. “This is for the benefit of my daughter, whether she knows it or not, and you should be thanking me.”

I didn’t thank her. Instead, I just slid my lips up and down her toe, swallowing down the delicious, salty taste of her sweat. She allowed me to do so for a moment, as if she recognised the service was calming and subduing me, before she pulled it free, stepped back, and slipped her sandal back on. “Did you like that taste?” she asked smugly. “You’ve tasted my toes so much over the past months, but you still want more, don’t you, infidel?”

I blushed to such an extreme that my cheeks felt as if they were about to burst. “Yes,” I said sheepishly, hating myself for being so weak, but unable to deny the truth, even as my future was in the balance. Even with everything Farah had pulled, and the way she’d betrayed her own daughter, I couldn’t stop myself from enjoying that humiliating taste. I longed for Maryam’s toes, but I was still tonguing my inner cheeks, savouring every drop of Farah’s sweat.

She nodded her head while I stewed in my own weakness, and she gestured for me to stand. I eventually rose on shaky legs, and my mind reeled as something close to sense whooshed back in. What was I doing? Maryam was deep in a meeting, completely oblivious to her mother’s deception. Was she going to fly the next day, totally unaware that we wouldn’t be waiting for her? Would Farah actually put her own daughter through such a thing? All I had to do was somehow escape Farah. I was younger, and more athletic, and I could likely run away as soon as we were outside the toilet. I could tell the airport workers it was a mistake, and that I had a return ticket to London. Maybe, I could just wait things out until Maryam arrived and she could handle everything. Once she realised the depth of her mother’s sinister plans, and the things she was actually capable of, she’d probably protect me from her forever.

I eyed the lock on the door, and I committed myself. Once Farah unlocked the door and we stepped out, I was just going to make a run for it and text Maryam about what was happening. Even if she couldn’t pick up the phone at that moment, she’d know what was going on. However, while I ran the possible scenarios through my head, Farah’s hand darted back into her handbag, and before I could react, she yanked out another sock; this one even more pungent than the last. She shoved it into my mouth with such force that I gagged, and the taste of her fresh sweat instantly overwhelmed me. What were once clear plans of escape, rapidly disintegrated as my mind became all fuzzy again. My eyes watered as I tried to breathe through my nose, but then, from the same bag, Farah pulled out a niqab-like headpiece. Its black fabric cloaked my head before I could protest. As it settled over me, I inhaled sharply as anxiety took over, only to be met with the unmistakable and distinctive aroma of Maryam’s feet. My stomach turned as I realised Farah had sewn one of Maryam’s socks into the veil; its damp, musky odour filling my nostrils with every breath. She wasn’t only using her own feet to enslave me, but her daughter’s too, and my shoulders sagged as the familiar weakness engulfed me.

“There we are,” Farah said, and she gently caressed my shoulder. “Just in case you get any ideas of disobedience.” She squeezy softly. “Nice deep breaths, infidel. You miss my daughter? Well, she’s here with you now, isn’t she?”

I stared through the narrow slit of the niqab as my chest heaved; each inhale intoxicating myself with Maryam’s foot stench. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and the reflection was unrecognisable. There were standing two veiled figures, shrouded in black, with only my wide, terrified eyes visible while Farah’s remained stern and determined. My heart sank as the reality of my situation crashed over me. No one was going to notice me and realise that a Western woman was being enslaved. Wearing a veil wasn’t just a symbol of humiliation and submission, as before; it had evolved into the beginning of something far more ominous. I had imagined such a path to Persia was possible before, but always with Maryam. Such fantasies always had a sense of devotion and most definitely a choice. But, it was Farah who firmly held the reins, and she was relentless in her wants.

“Your slavery begins now,” she said, leaning close and whispering in my ear. “Do you understand?”

I was still staring at my reflection, shocked and chilled to the bone, and I nodded weakly; the sock in my mouth muffling any attempt to speak. My mind raced, searching for a way out, but unlike moments before, every thought was clouded by the oppressive taste of her feet and the scent of Maryam’s. It was as if she had woven their dominance into the very fabric of the veil, ensuring that I would never forget who controlled me. I gazed at myself for a moment longer, and with the traditional abaya-style dress I was wearing, I most definitely looked like a Muslim woman. I was Muslim-owned, without question, and my veiled path to Persia was in process, whether I liked it or not.

Farah grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the door, and her grip was determined as she unlocked it. “We’re boarding soon,” she said, her tone brisk. “You’ll walk beside me, head down, and not a word. If you try anything, I’ll make sure you regret it.”

I stumbled after her, my legs unsteady beneath me and my skin tingling all over beneath the abaya as I accepted this was actually happening. The departure terminal hummed with oblivious activity, but I felt separate from it all, as if I were already in another world. The niqab restricted my vision, forcing me to focus on the ground in front of me, and the sock in my mouth made it impossible to call for help. I was trapped, both physically and mentally, and the weight of that realisation pressed down on me, making it feel like I was being crushed. It wasn’t the veil that felt oppressing, but everything else that Farah had forced upon me.

As we approached the gate, Farah handed me my passport and boarding pass, and her movements became somewhat agitated and nervous. We waited in line, and throughout, I looked around, trying to will myself to act and break free, but each time I breathed, I’d just find my skin tingling and the same weakness flowing through me. As we reached the front, the attendant motioned for me to step aside, and I realised: this was it. The moment of salvation had arrived, and the attendant would free me in a way I couldn’t do myself. As always, I was too weak, and I needed someone else to do it for me. As Maryam had once rescued me from my vices, so was this nameless stranger about to mark herself as my heroine. She gestured for me to raise the veil, and I sheepishly glanced towards Farah. She looked on, ever watchful, though she made no motion to intervene. Instead, she pulled at her fingers; her anxiety evident as her plan reached its conclusion.

I lifted the veil, and waited for the attendant to demand I speak and explain myself. To offer her some story of why a white woman was galivanting around, pretending to be a Muslim and trying to catch a flight to Tehran without a visa. My tongue pressed against Farah’s sock, and I knew the moment I parted my lips, the truth was going to spill out in the most embarrassing of ways.

However, the attendant held up my passport, and her eyes danced between the photo and my face. She nodded her head, scanned my boarding pass and then handed them both back. “Enjoy your flight, Ma’am,” she said, and then I just stumbled forwards, back in the same daze, lost and abandoned and unable to prevent my fate. Momentarily alone, I held the passport open, and then stared completely baffled at an Iranian visa.

As Farah stepped through, she too glanced at my passport. “Did you really think I’d attend my own embassy to check on my British visa?” She rolled her eyes. “You’re as ignorant as you are stupid,” she snarled, and then she snatched the passport away, placed a hand on my back and guided me down the tunnel. “Like I said, I have friends in high places, and everything has been arranged.”

I wanted to scream into the muffled gag of her sock. I had the urge to tear the niqab from my head and run, but the fear of what Farah might do kept me rooted in place, along with the scents and flavours which were constantly holding me captive. Obviously, she did indeed have powerful friends, and I was more out of my depth than I realised.

So, to my utter mortification, while I was still struggling to process it was actually happening: we boarded the plane. Farah directed me to the window seat, and her hand remained on my shoulder guiding me into place. Even that selection seemed carefully orchestrated, preventing me from leaping from my seat and making a run for it before they closed the doors. I sat down, my body stiff with tension, and stared out at the tarmac as I accepted I was doomed. I had visions of me fighting back, barrelling down the aisle and yanking open the door, but in reality, my abduction, or whatever it may be called, was carried out with barely a whimper in response.

When the engines roared to life, and the plane began to taxi down the runway, I looked out at the lights of Casablanca and watched my previous life slip away. Things had changed so much over the past months, but they’d gone into overdrive at rapid pace; so quickly that my mind hadn’t been able to keep up. I thought of Maryam, and wondered if she was at home and napping, finally able to relax after a long day of meetings and excited that she was going to unwind for a couple of days. She never could have imagined that she was going to find herself walking around Morocco the next day, all alone, completely baffled by our absence. How could Farah do such a thing to her own flesh and blood?

My tummy kind of flipped as we lifted into the air, and the reality of my situation sank in further as there was definitely no going back. I turned to the side, and I was filled with resentment, scowling through my niqab. I chewed the sock and practically snarled.

Farah seemed unconcerned, and she leaned over. “You’re mine now,” she said, keeping her voice low and hushed. “In Iran, you’ll learn your place. You’ll serve me without question, and you’ll never see Maryam again.” She blinked slowly, fluttering her eyelashes. “And, if you ever look at me like that again, you’ll find yourself suitably flogged.”

I shivered at that threat, and rapidly averted my eyes, even as tears pooled in the corners. Maryam would never flog me, but I apparently didn’t belong to Maryam anymore. I’d been claimed and captured by her mother. Evidently, the laws of my country no longer applied, and I was about to learn a hard lesson about how things worked in Farah’s world.

Still, I didn’t want her to see me weep, as she always seemed to gain a real pleasure from my suffering. She’d take any sign of weakness as an opportunity to assert her dominance even further. So instead, I focused on the sock in my mouth, and breathed deeply, trying to calm myself with the blissful scent of Maryam’s gorgeous feet. We may have been parted, but at least I was still able to inhale her captivating scent. I looked out of the window, and watched the lights turn to tiny dots as we entered the clouds.

I had no idea what actually awaited me in Iran, but one thing seemed certain: Farah would stop at nothing to break me. As the plane soared through the air, just like that, I felt the last remnants of my freedom slip away.

Farah acknowledged it too, as she hissed from my side, “You’ll settle in quickly.” She leaned closer, and whispered against my ear. “How does my sock taste, infidel? You just allowed me to snatch you from my daughter, and you’re just sitting there and sucking my sock.”

I merely turned back, flicking my eyes towards her, but remaining quiet and unmoved. The resignation had taken over, and I was aware all hope was lost.

Farah cocked her head, and through her niqab, her eyes were infuriatingly gleeful. “How sad, right? You could have saved yourself, and you could have run away, but no, you’re so weak. You’re such a slave to your vices that you’re just sitting there, sucking my sock and allowing yourself to be taken.” She shook her head, and almost seemed disgusted. “You deserve what is happening to you. You deserve it for being so weak.” She dipped her head to the side, and then I flinched as she lifted one of her sandaled feet and crossed it over her knee. Her brown skin caused quite the contrast with her black abaya, and she removed the sandal and flexed her toes. “Would you like to suck my toes right now?” she asked, and her voice was deceptively considered and gentle. “Will that make this easier for you?”

I dropped my eyes to her toes, and honestly, even though I was a nervous wreck, the idea of simply giving up, cleansing my mind of all worry and suckling Farah’s toes: it was a total lure, as if I’d be calmed, like with a pacifier. It was tempting to just lean down and engulf them, right there on the plane, and just accept and embrace my fate.

“Ugh,” Farah grunted in disgust. “You’d actually do it, wouldn’t you?” She slipped her sandal back on her foot and returned it to the floor. “That’s exactly what I’m talking about. A slave to your vices. A total disgrace, and someone most definitely unworthy of my daughter’s compassion.”

My eyes flicked back up, and I too was disgusted with myself. I gagged, horrified by the state of me, and the taste of her feet persisted stubbornly on my tongue as her sock remained in my mouth. Every breath was equally tinged with Maryam’s hypnotic foot stink, and I found myself just sitting there, completely intoxicated and subdued by feet. Nothing but stinky, sweaty Muslim feet, acting as some kind of sedative drug as I was transported internationally to a life in slavery.

I glanced down through the slit in the niqab, and her feet were now crossed on the floor, sandals kicked aside. Her toes flexed slightly as if to remind me of their dominance as she settled down to relax. I wanted to pull away and scream, but the weight of her authority held me in place. My thoughts were a jumble, my anxiety spiking as I tried to make sense of the situation, but with every breath, I was just back to being the weak, feeble foot slave I’d gradually become.

Apparently, content that her plan was a success, Farah rested back, closing her eyes and drifting to sleep, almost as if the whole process had been an exhausting ordeal for her. Meanwhile, I stared straight ahead for the entirety of the seven-hour flight, and occasionally, my situation would come bounding back. A panic attack would overcome me, and I’d clutch at my knees. I looked to the aisle a number of times, with an urge to clamber over her and alert the flight attendant, but, my body refused to move. Besides, there seemed no hope in that too, I mean, we were already on the way to Tehran. What would occur? They’d likely just remove me from the flight upon arrival and I’d disappear into the system.

The only way I could calm myself was to think of Maryam. Surely, once she realised what had happened, she’d come to rescue me, wouldn’t she? She’d understand the elaborate nature of her mother’s scheme, and how I’d never stood a chance. I mean, even the selection of Casablanca was orchestrated, wasn’t it? Farah obviously knew that such a country hosted direct flights to Iran, and she’d planned every minor detail with care and attention.

The sock remained in my mouth throughout, muzzling me, and eventually, after many hours of despair, the plane touched down with a jolt, and I felt my stomach flip. The cabin lights flickered on, and the hum of the engines faded into a low rumble; the rhythm matching the jangling of my own nerves. Farah yawned and stretched as the other passengers cleared out, and once there was space, she stood up. “Let’s go,” she said, and she snapped her fingers impatiently. “Your new life is about to begin.”

I rose unsteadily, my legs trembling beneath me, and followed her down the narrow aisle. There was a deep sense of impending doom as I moved, and it seemed to throb in my ears. To make it worse, the air outside the plane was suffocating and heavy, carrying a dustiness and a real humidity. My niqab clung to my skin, the fabric stifling in the heat, but Maryam’s sock was there with me throughout it all. If anything, it was the only thing keeping me sane.

Everywhere I looked, women were wearing headscarves, confirming to me that this wasn’t some kind of bad dream or a prank, but rather, totally real. However, I noted none were as fully covered as Farah and I, and they more mimicked the way Maryam usually dressed, pairing their headscarves with fashionable clothes. I felt like a shadow as we moved, feeling invisible yet oddly exposed at the same time. My identity was buried beneath layers of cloth, and the anonymity acted as both a shield and a prison.

Farah moved swiftly through the terminal, her sandals slapping against the floor with every stomp. I struggled to keep up, my breath coming in shallow gasps as everything became a bit too much for me. There was no time to calm myself and settle, because she just kept rushing us from one place to the other, and it had been like that for the whole day. To make it worse, the airport was a maze of unfamiliar words and faces, and I felt a growing sense of disorientation.

As we came up to immigration, I just naturally followed some women in front, however, Farah’s hand suddenly gripped my shoulder, steering me away from the long line of passengers. “Not this one,” she said, and my heart skipped a beat as she led me toward a counter manned by a middle-aged guy with a moustache. She stepped by me, and discreetly slid an envelope to him, along with my passport. He eased the envelope open with his fingers, and apparently delighted with what he found inside, he stamped my passport without a word. The sound of that stamp hitting the paper shook me to the core, and I stared at him, desperate for an intervention that wasn’t coming. He hadn’t even looked at my face or asked a single question, and within minutes of landing, Farah had easily got me inside the country. The man deliberately avoided my eyes as Farah gripped my shoulder and pushed me beyond the checkpoint.

Her hand tightened on my arm as we moved, and pulled me forward, navigating me around the airport with ease. “Keep moving,” she said, prodding me in the back and causing me to stumble forward like I was walking the plank. “Do not step out of line. We’re almost there.” We walked by a number of men wearing military style uniforms and Farah lowered her voice. “If you try anything, these are the men that will take you away.”

That was enough to cause me to gulp, and I just kept my head down, scooting through the terminal as it stretched ahead. I glanced around, and everything was so different from what I was used to in London. All of the décor, paintings and especially the music that was sounding from the speakers just kept reminding me that I was completely out of place. Even Maryam’s home seemed like a watered-down version of what Iran had to offer. The only thing familiar was Farah at my side, and that in itself was devastating. I mean, the very woman who had tricked and pressured me into coming to Iran was the only person I recognised. As a result, I clung to her, nervously gripping her wrist, even though she was my captor, because the unknown was even more terrifying.

As we walked, my eyes drifted downward to her feet, as her mature toes spread with every step, and I shivered while contemplating I knew exactly how they tasted: the same taste that was still stuffed up in my mouth, and had been for hours. My cheeks were uncomfortably dried out as a result of the sock, and it had been in there so long that it almost felt like a part of my anatomy. Still, I gaze at her toes with every step, and I hated how my mind wandered there. How even in a moment of panic, I couldn’t escape the pull of her feminine dominance, and the hold her sweaty, Muslim toes had over me.

Farah glanced over at me and her eyes narrowed. “Stop acting suspicious,” she said. “I need to get you out of here as quickly as possible.”

I nodded, my throat tight, and quickened my pace trying my best to keep up with my captor. I mean, I was fearful of Farah, more so than ever, especially with the way she’d seized me for herself and shipped me to her homeland, but, she was the one, single thing that remained familiar, and I attached myself to her for that reason.

While we waited for our luggage on the carousel, I didn’t say a word. I just kept my eyes lowered and zoned in on Farah’s toes, feeling totally owned and without any courage to defy her.

When we finally left the airport, there was a car waiting with a sign written in Farsi, which I assumed to be Farah’s name as she signalled for the driver to take our luggage.

“Get in,” she said, and I slowly slipped inside. I was surprised by the cleanliness and luxurious leather, and there was even a little tray with cooled water. “Go ahead,” she said while gesturing to it, and after an uneasy glance, I lifted the veil and removed the sock. My jaw felt stiff, and I eased it from side to side, trying to remove the cramps. “Hydrate yourself,” she said all snottily. “I’ll need that tongue nice and moist for when we arrive.”

***
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After a long drive through meandering dusty roads, and nothing but mountains and hilly landscapes, we arrived at what could only be described as a large, mansion-like residency. There was even a fortified gate with guards, and it was clear that Maryam’s parents were wealthy and owned quite the estate.

As we parked up, a man removed our luggage, and then a woman helped Farah out of the car, gently offering her hand as she found her footing. I followed in her shadow, without any similar assistance, and I felt like some dirty secret being hurried inside. The heavy wooden doors creaked open, and we stepped into a grand foyer where the air was clouded with the scent of incense. A line of women were standing, waiting patiently with their heads bowed and their hands clasped behind them. They formed an assortment of different faces, most of which were dark-skinned, with features that seemed to tell of distant lands; none of which appeared remotely Persian, more resembling South and Southeast Asian. Their dresses were simple and their headscarves plain, with their bare feet and hands all calloused and dusty, as if they had been working outside for numerous hours. My stomach tightened as I realised who they were: the migrant workers Maryam had spoken of with such disapproval and sympathy. I swallowed hard, knowing I was about to become one of them, and I wondered how long it would take me to look as exhausted as them.

With us away from the guards, Farah removed her veil with elegant ease, and the women immediately dipped their heads lower in reverence of the mistress of the house. She was no longer a guest, as she’d been in Maryam’s home, but instead, she commanded obedience in the most effortless manner, and it was only at that moment that I truly recognised her elevated status. I’d considered her a bother in England, but it seemed that Farah was actually someone of substantial means in her home country. I was standing frozen at her side, my own niqab still clinging to my face, almost feeling compelled that I too should dip my head in reverence. She turned to me, and she gestured for me to remove my veil, and at that moment, it felt like a command that should not be refused. My hands trembled as I reached up, fumbling with the fabric and unpinning the one side. When it finally fell away, the women glanced up briefly, their eyes flickering with curiosity before they quickly averted their gazes. I cringed, wondering if any had noted the sock sewn to the interior, and I folded it over my shoulder, hopeful that they hadn’t. Still, I couldn’t help by slyly turn my head, and I breathed in Maryam’s rich foot scent, almost as a way to calm myself and make me feel as if I wasn’t going through the ordeal completely alone.

“This is your new home,” Farah said, and her voice seemed to echo in the vast openness of the foyer. “Well, it is my home, not yours, but you will remain here. You will serve, just as they do.” She gestured towards the line of women. “You will learn obedience, humility, and respect. Do you understand?”

I nodded, and a few of the women darted their eyes back up. There was collective confusion in their expressions, perhaps wondering how Farah had acquired herself a Western servant. They’d likely found themselves trapped in poverty, and presented with an opportunity, they’d been tricked into Farah’s employ; a topic she’d been most boastful about. If only my own path had been a result of naïve hope and ambition. At least then I could have maintained some dignity. The women remained silent, but I could feel their eyes on me, assessing and judging. They likely couldn’t grasp how similar we were, despite my apparent privilege, and that I too had been conned by Farah’s schemes. Of course, they’d never know the full extent, and how a certain weakness had been exploited and manipulated.

Farah stepped forward, easing out of her sandals as one of the women reacted and cowered at her feet, offering her a pair of slippers. She wiggled her feet inside, and they slapped against the solid floor as she waltzed towards a far corridor. I too stepped out of my shoes, but no slippers were offered, so I found myself standing bare foot; the coolness of the floor chilling my bones. The women parted to let her through, while I hesitated, unsure if I should follow. A stern, impatient glance from Farah was all it took to send me scurrying after her, and my demeanour remained timid, with eyes downcast.

We moved through the house, and the lavishness of the surroundings was in stark contrast to the humble appearance of the many servants we encountered. The walls were adorned with local artworks and intricate tapestries, the floors covered in rich rugs, and the air was filled with smoky, nose-tickling fragrances. Farah led me down a narrow hallway, until we reached a small, dimly lit room with a stone floor and a number of dirty, scruffy mattresses scattered about. There were stained pillows, and some thin blankets that looked like they’d seen better days. My nose twitched at the smell of stale sweat; an onion-like stench of bodily odours.

“This is where you will sleep,” she said, gesturing to one of the torn mats on the floor. “You will share this space with the others. You will eat when they eat, work when they work, and sleep when they sleep. You are no longer an individual. You are part of a collective now; a collective in service to my home and myself. Do you understand?”

My heart was pounding in my chest, and I immediately felt nauseous while imagining sleeping in a room full of servants. The smell was bad enough, but imagining all of those women crammed into that tiny space was ludicrous. It was like I was trapped in a horrific nightmare, and I didn’t want to spend a single night in there amongst a bunch of strangers.

Farah allowed me to dwell on that horrific thought for a moment, before she muttered, “Unless...”

My eyes immediately shot back up, and I waited for whatever was coming. Anything had to be better than that room.

“You would prefer to reside in my chambers?” Her eyes narrowed. “As you did last night with my daughter.” She gestured towards the small room another time. “Would you prefer to sleep here, or at your master’s feet?”

I didn’t answer, not that I needed to, anyway. A simple blush, and a shuffle closer to her was answer enough. Farah’s lips curled into a sly smile and her eyes glinted with a mix of amusement and triumph. “At my feet, then,” she said with way too much satisfaction. “A wise choice, but remember, this is not a given, and should you displease me”—she nodded back in the room—“you’ll swiftly find yourself amongst this rabble.”

I gulped at that threat, and then, despite shaking all over, I struggled to lift my eyes. “I’ll be good, Ma’am,” I said all submissively, and Farah reached out and stroked her knuckles against my cheek. I felt like a complete failure, as already I was capitulating to her control and I’d only been in her home for a few minutes.

“I know you will, slave,” she said, and then she chuckled, before turning on her heel. The corridor echoed with the slaps of her slippers once more, and I scrambled to follow, my bare feet silent in comparison. As we moved, the contrast between us was blunt. She moved as a polished, commanding presence as she strutted with her head held high, while I followed without confidence, submissive and meek in my shuffling steps. We ascended a grand staircase once back in the foyer, and once upstairs, she led me down another corridor where the walls were lined with ornate mirrors. I caught passing glimpses of myself as we moved by, appearing as a shadowy figure in my abaya, hunched and small, trailing behind my apparent mistress like a feeble prisoner.

We approached a room with double-doors, and Farah paused, her hand resting lightly on the handle. Just then, a man emerged from a doorway down the hall and Farah gasped. Her stern exterior immediately softened, and it was as if she had a complete twist in her personality. He was tall, with a neatly trimmed beard and a tailored suit that spoke of wealth and status. His eyes lit up when he saw Farah, and he strode toward her with confident steps. They exchanged a few words in Farsi, their voices low and intimate, before he leaned in to kiss her cheeks, one after the other. The gesture was warm, almost tender, and for a moment, I felt like an intruder witnessing something private.

They spoke back and forth, and hugged, before his gaze shifted to me, and his expression changed. His brow furrowed, and he took a step back, his eyes narrowing as he studied me. Farah turned to me, and her voice sounded unbothered as she switched to English. “This is my husband,” she said, gesturing to him, “and Maryam’s father.”

My mouth fell open, and I stared at her, because the man before us was healthy, robust, and clearly not on his deathbed. He was nothing like the desperate, clinging-to-life image she had gushed of back in Casablanca. I felt a surge of anger and betrayal, but it was quickly swallowed by a deeper, more paralysing fear. Farah had lied and manipulated me with the health of her own husband, and now I was trapped in a foreign country with no way out. That whole furore had completely thrown me off my stride, and practically stupefied me with confusion and panic. I turned to her, my eyes wide with disbelief that she would deceive me about something so horrific, but she only smiled; her expression almost smug and absolutely unapologetic.

Her husband nodded at me, his gaze somewhat dismissive, as if I were nothing more than just another servile face amongst their home. He didn’t seem to care about my presence or my obvious discomfort. It was as if women like me were a common sight to a man of his station and wealth, and it made me wonder how many others had been brought here under similar pretences. It didn’t seem at all bothered by my ethnicity either, but surely, if Farah had acquired Western servants in the past, she would have gloated about it, right? At least Maryam would have known, and warned me that her mother bringing me to Iran was a very real possibility.

Farah’s husband said something in Farsi and she responded with a soft laugh. He gave me one last glance, his expression calm, and he nodded in a polite way, before turning and walking back down the hall. Farah watched him go, her posture relaxed, and then she turned to me; her smugness fading as she recognised my fury.

“You...you lied,” I said, and I was astonished. I mean, obviously everything was a ruse, and she’d carefully plotted the whole day out to bring me to Tehran. It was increasingly obvious that Casablanca was indeed selected with precision, and she’d already arranged the tickets to Iran in advance. As much as she’d tried to gaslight me, it was clear she’d planned out every strategic detail. But still, I hadn’t thought her capable of lying about the health of her husband. It was just such a cruel thing to play on my emotions in such a way, though I supposed, it had the suitable effect. I was so concerned for Maryam, and how she would be affected by her father’s health, that I’d been left in a muddle and steamrolled into boarding the flight.

“You’d know all about lying,” she said, and her voice was cold. “Your country is infamous for it.”

I swallowed hard as she openly insulted my country; the very one she’d been a guest in for months, However, I knew there was no point in arguing with her stubborn views and ideals. Especially as I was in her world now, and she held all the power within these walls. Not just inside the walls either, as Farah obviously held weight in the country, especially with the way she’d whisked me through immigration without pause.

“As I thought,” she said cattily, and she nodded towards me. “That’s a good attitude. Whenever you think of speaking back, you bite that tongue and keep your thoughts to yourself.”

I lowered my eyes, and she gestured for me to follow, and I did so, without question; my bare feet padding softly as she opened the double-doors.

Farah’s chambers were as opulent as the rest of the house, but there was a coldness to the space that made my skin crawl, with none of the same personality that filled Maryam’s home. The room was dominated by a large, canopied bed, with its silk sheets shimmering as she switched a couple of lamps on. A plush rug covered the floor, and its intricate patterns contrasted with the thin mattresses I’d seen in the dimly lit servant room earlier. She gestured to the foot of the bed. “Here,” she said simply. “Get accustomed to your new role in this house, and in life.” She narrowed her eyes. “You like to sleep at someone’s feet, right?” She grimaced, and it was an obvious dig at my interactions with her daughter. The more she commented on that, the greater guilt I felt, almost as if I deserved everything that was happening to me. “Well, from now on, you’ll be sleeping at mine.”

I hesitated for a moment while eyeing the foot of the expansive bed. The thought of sleeping at her feet was both humiliating and strangely comforting. At least down there, I wouldn’t be surrounded by a bunch of sweaty strangers, all cramped up and sharing disgusting, stained mattresses. But, there was a sadness to it too, as I recalled the sensation of waking up at Maryam’s feet the day before. It had felt like we were on the verge of growing closer, and Farah had snatched all of that away, and was turning it into something else entirely.

At that moment, it all became a bit too much, and I collapsed back against the door, overwhelmed by emotion and convulsing as a panic attack took over. So much had happened in a single day, and it was like everything had sped up and gone into overdrive. I crouched down, wrapping my arms around my knees and slowly bobbing my head as I leaned against the door.

“What are you doing?” Farah asked with intrigue, and she looked completely perplexed by my behaviour. “Is this yet another demonstration of Western weakness?”

“I need to go home,” I whispered to myself, over and over, still bobbing my head as I struggled to accept I was actually in Iran.

“Cut that out,” Farah snarled. “I won’t tolerate any of that nonsense.”

I couldn’t control my emotions, however, and I just continued to weep and convulse.

Farah tutted, and she gripped me by the shoulder. She shook me a couple of times, and then encouraged me to my feet. I was still leaning against the door and unable to calm, until she took me by surprise with a stinging slap; striking me with such ferocity that it completely turned my head to the side. I gasped, and blinked a number of times, barely processing that she’d just hit me. Maryam had never done such a thing, but oddly, it was so unexpected that it kind of knocked the panic attack out of me. I slowly turned my head to look at her, eyes wide while I lightly caressed my reddening cheek.

“There will be no more of that,” she said. “Get yourself together. This is your new reality, and the sooner you accept it, the easier it’ll be for you.”

I was still astonished, and I didn’t say a word. I just kept lightly stroking my cheek, feeling the burn from where her palm had kissed me.

She nodded to the foot of the bed, her impatience growing by the second. “Kneel down there,” she said, “or do I have to hit you again?” She held her hand up, spreading her fingers in quite the menacing way.

I glanced at her hand and determined face, and it was clear she wasn’t bluffing. I knew Farah was capable of things that Maryam would never consider doing, and now we were in Iran, it seemed like there was nothing stopping her from treating me however she liked. I could hardly run away and complain to the police, could I? I was in total fear of them too, especially with everything I’d seen on the news.

So, knowing I had little choice, I timidly moved by her and knelt down, all while still kind of shocked and rubbing my cheek. My knees sank into the soft rug as I lowered myself to the floor.

“Much better,” Farah said, and she massaged her hand. “Do not make me do that again.” She stepped around me and took a seat on the edge of the bed. Her legs crossed elegantly and she slipped off her slippers. Her feet were as sticky and sweaty as ever, and seemed all clammy and tired after the long flight. She flexed her toes, and the movement seemed deliberate, with the lone aim of taunting me. “You’ll sleep here every night,” she said with a nod of finality. “And you’ll wake before I do, ready to serve. Do you understand, slave?”

I nodded, and my skin was still kind of tingling from Farah’s slap, even as I stroked my cheek. It prickled even more so whenever she called me ‘slave’ as the word seemed to be taking on extra meaning with each passing second. For a moment, I felt as if a panic attack was going to take over again as I contemplated being enslaved by her forever with no way out, but then she reached down, gently took my hand and moved it aside. Her fingers delicately brushed against my cheek, and the touch was so tender, that it seemed worlds away from the strike moments earlier. “If you behave and are obedient, there will be no need for any punishments, will there?”

“I hope not,” I whispered back, and I continued to look up at her as she caressed my cheek with her thumb.

However, a hardness returned in her eyes that made my stomach twist. “Do you know how you’ll serve?” She flicked her eyes down to her feet, and then her toes wiggled suggestively.

“By licking your feet clean every single day,” I said meekly. “Doing whatever you want.”

“Exactly,” she said, and then she pushed herself up further on the bed and beckoned me closer with a finger. She leaned back against the pillows as her abaya spread out around her. Her finger flicked toward me in a casual yet commanding gesture that sent a jolt of dread through my chest. “Take off your clothes,” she said all nonchalantly, her voice calm, almost bored, as if she were asking for something completely acceptable.

I froze, my arms instinctively wrapping around myself once more as if to shield my body from her gaze. “What?” I stammered, my voice all shaky and betraying my emotions.

“Strip,” she said with less patience. “You are a slave in this house, and you have no rights. I want to see you naked, like the slave you are.” Her words were so cruel and entitled, and sliced through any remaining shred of dignity I had left. I couldn’t even contemplate why she wanted such a thing, especially with her beliefs in morality and forbidden acts between two women. I mean, I knew from her religious proclamations that she had no sexual interest in women, so, it just seemed nothing more than a strategy to dehumanise me.

I shook my head, because even with everything that had happened in the past day, that was going way too far. “Maryam would never—”

“Maryam isn’t here,” she interrupted, and then she tutted once more with frustration, before snapping her fingers. “I thought you understood that already.” She sighed heavily. “Quickly, slave. Remove your clothes.”

“But,” I whimpered. “This...this is wrong,” I said, and I tried to appeal to her values. “You’ve taught me a woman should be modest and respectful of her body. She shouldn’t show herself off or act without decency. I’ve learned to respect Muslim—”

“You are not a Muslim,” Farah said with a dismissive wag of her finger. “Do not delude yourself. You are a Western slave. You are Muslim-owned, and decency does not apply to you. Your prior behaviour has demonstrated as much.” Her hand moved to the drawer of her bedside table, and she pulled out a flogger; its leather tails dangling ominously. I squinted, taken by surprise that she actually owned such a thing, as it seemed way too kinky an item for someone like Farah. However, the way she slapped it against the bed sheets, with the sound all menacing, well, it was anything but kinky. Wielded in her hand, it was terrifying, especially as the tails spread out on the bed and I envisioned them doing the same on my flesh. “Do I need to discipline you already?” she asked, and her eyes narrowed. “I have not used this in sometime, considering my servants are well-behaved. I am likely out of practice, so perhaps I need to test it out once more.”

“You...you just said you wouldn’t hit me again,” I said with a gulp, still eyeing the intimidating flogger. “If I behaved.”

“So, behave,” she said sternly. “I’m not above using such measures to keep this home functioning as I like.” She slapped the flogger against the sheets again. “Strip off, as I demand, or such measures may find themselves necessary.” She lifted the flogger, twirling its neck between her fingers, before pointing it towards me in a threatening manner. “If you think the slap was bad, you’re going to be surprised by how much this thing can hurt.” She clicked her lips. “Of course, I wouldn’t know, but from the sounds my servants have made in the past, I assume it’s quite the physical ordeal.”

My breath caught at that, and I felt a cold sweat break out across my skin. The flogger truly struck the fear into me as I was never any good with pain. The slap from Farah had been bad enough, and I couldn’t even process the possibility of being beaten with that thing. It wasn’t as if I could run away anymore either, so, feeling as if I had no other choice, my hands trembled as I reached for the neck of my abaya. My fingers fumbled with the fabric, and it felt absurd to peel off the protective layer of modesty. I mean, the whole point of the abaya was to shroud me in decency and protect my womanhood. It was a core value in their culture, but evidently, Farah had no qualms in stripping away my dignity along with my clothes. I hesitated a final time, but when she dragged her finger along the length of the flogger’s neck and caressed its butt, I slowly rose to my feet and began to undress in the most awkward of ways. There was nothing teasing or sexy about it, and I felt like I was shrinking under Farah’s judgemental gaze as the garment slipped from my shoulders.

Gradually, as I was exposed, the cool air brushed against my bare skin, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. The abaya was left folded at my feet, and I stood there in my underwear with my pale body trembling under her scrutiny. I removed the headscarf along with it, noting Maryam’s sock as it joined the abaya on the floor. Farah’s eyes roamed over me, practically eating me up, but there was still a glint of annoyance in her gaze. “I said strip,” she said with an impatient wave of her hand. “Everything. All of it.”

“My underwear?” I asked, and I wrapped my arms around myself.

“Everything,” she said, and then she cracked the flogger against the bed sheets another time.

I gulped, and then timidly unfastened my bra. I blushed deeply while slinking it over my arms, and made sure to cover my exposed breasts with one hand as I dropped it to the floor. I kept my eyes lowered, feeling as if I was shrinking under the exposure of her gaze. My forearms were bubbling with goosebumps, and I felt so damn vulnerable. Maryam would never have demanded such things from me; belittling me in such a demeaning way, and apparently, Farah was doing it just for the sake of it too. Just to demonstrate that she was completely in control of my fate from this point on.

“Underwear too,” Farah demanded. “You’re used to stripping off, aren’t you? Wasn’t that your favourite hobby before my daughter brought you into line?”

“Not...not like this,” I said, still cringing. I looked off to the side, but when she snapped her fingers, I sighed and dropped my arms to reveal my breasts. Trying to be as quick as possible, I stepped out of my underwear, then covered my vagina with one hand while obscuring my breasts with the other arm. It was difficult to do so, and I kept twisting from side to side, feeling totally exposed before the older Muslim woman.

“Good,” she said, her voice softer but still laced with authority. “Now, drop your arms and show me everything. I want a good look at my new property.”

“Please,” I whimpered, blushing immensely at being referred to in such a way, but then I yelped as Farah cracked the flogger down another time. My hands crept down from my private areas, and then I shivered all over as they rested at my hips. My breathing became all rapid and agitated as I stood before her, completely naked and with nowhere to hide.

She leaned back, and she stroked her chin with one hand while her fingers idly traced the neck of the flogger. “Kneel,” she commanded, and I obeyed without hesitation. In some ways it was a relief, and I clamped my thighs together to hide my vagina. Farah’s feet were inches from my face, and her toes flexed slightly. The odour of her sweaty skin was unmistakable; a scent that was both familiar and unsettling, and acted as a reminder of the power she held over me.

“From now on,” she said, “you will present yourself to me like this every morning. You will kneel at my feet, completely naked, ready to serve, and you will not speak unless spoken to. Do you understand?”

“Could...could I at least wear something?” I pleaded. “Like the other servants?”

“You may not,” she said with a shake of her head. “You’re not like the other servants. You’re my slave. Understood?”

I nodded in resignation, as I was getting nowhere with her, and my throat was too tight to form further words anyway. I was a muddle of fear and shame, especially crudely exposed in such an obscene way. There was a sense of unsettling acceptance that washed over me. I was hers now, in her country and in her bedroom, completely and utterly hers, and there seemed no logical escape.

“You will be naked at all times,” she said with a shrug. “You will spend most of your time in this room, and I will not permit you to wear clothes. You will be my most personal of slaves.” She narrowed her eyes. “Your nudity will act as your bondage, as I imagine you will not wish to take a single step outside that door while in this state.”

I rapidly shook my head, and already the idea of Maryam’s father, or one of the other house servants seeing me in such a humiliating state was mortifying.

Farah’s foot reached out, and her toes tilted my chin up so that I was forced to meet her gaze. “Good,” she said again, and her voice was so soft that it was almost soothing. “You’ll learn quickly how to best survive in this home. It’ll be difficult, but you’ll adapt, and if you don’t...” She trailed off, her eyes flicking to the flogger as she twirled it between her fingers, and the unspoken threat hung heavy in the air. That increased tenfold however, as she casually muttered, “Perhaps I’ll sell you off to an eligible man if you displease me. I have many nephews, and the sons of acquaintances, all of which are in search of a concubine.”

The blood drained from my face, because she couldn’t be serious, could she? That was a threat beyond any that came before, and instantly, I pressed my face against the bottom of her foot. Without saying a word, I communicated my desperation, nuzzling my nose beneath her stinky toes and plastering the thick ball of her foot with grovelling kisses. I eyed her intently as I did so; the fear evident in my eyes as I silently pleaded for her not to do such a thing.

“Excellent,” she said with an approving nod. “I’ll expect to see this level of grovelling and eagerness to please me constantly. You should remain this motivated in your service at all times.”

I nodded my head, and then relieved that my snivelling had apparently won her favour, I gave her sole a final kiss, before submissively lowering my eyes and fixing my gaze on her toes. The last thing I wanted was to be sent off to some perverted guy, and sucking up to Farah’s feet was like a dream in comparison. It was familiar, despite my new environment, and there was some comfort in that, however minimal it may be.

She was contemplative as she watched me wallow in my shame, and the silence was broken only by the sound of her breathing and the faint rustle of her abaya as she shifted on the bed. It felt extra humbling to be kneeling there naked before her, especially when she was dressed so modestly and completely covered up. All except for her dominant, grimy feet of course.

“You can start right now and demonstrate your purpose in life,” she said finally, pointing the butt of the flogger at me. “My feet are tired and sweaty after that long flight, and it was an anxious experience throughout, wasn’t it?”

I just stared at her as she claimed to be the anxious one as she’d turned my life upside down, but, I didn’t want to displease her. I didn’t want to do anything that would incur her wrath and result in me disappearing somewhere, never to be seen again. So, I shuffled up to the bed, and it was difficult to stop my body from trembling and my teeth chattering. It was just being there without clothes, despite my willingness to submit to her demands. It added a whole new element to the service, and I was so uncomfortable, which apparently wasn’t lost on her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Do you wish you had something to wear?”

I glanced at her eyes, and then lightly nodded my head. I was behaving, and hoped beyond hope that it meant she’d go easier on me.

“So be it,” she said. “Ask and you shall receive.” She leaned over and dug her hand back in the drawer nearby, and then I flinched as she pulled out a steel collar, already regretting having nodded. My breath quickened as she held it out to me; the cold metal glinting as she tilted it from side to side. I turned my head away, as if that would somehow save me, but she clicked her tongue in disapproval. “Would you prefer to sleep with the others on the cold, hard floor?” she asked. “You may do so in your current attire.” Her eyes dropped to my breasts, and then she rolled her gaze over towards the door. “Go on. Go ahead, slave. Go and spend the night with the others, while I make arrangements to sell you off.”

Of course, that sent a shiver down my back, and I rapidly shook my head.

“Oh, don’t like the sound of that, do you? You’d rather show some gratitude for the privilege of being in my comfortable room?”

I hesitated, because Farah was making me squirm from the humiliation, but the thought of being surrounded by those other, unfamiliar women was enough to make my stomach turn over. The suggestion that I’d be shipped off to some random guy was as terrifying as the first time she’d mentioned it. So, with a resigned sigh, I leaned forward, and offered my exposed neck. Farah’s lips curled into a satisfied smile as she snapped the collar around my throat. The metal was grating against my skin, and I winced as she fastened it with a small lock. The weight of it was oppressive in its own right, and I quickly realised I couldn’t fully lower or lift my chin. It was almost as if its entire purpose was to act as a constant reminder of my subjugation.

“Much better,” Farah said, but then I felt a tightness in my chest as she reached for the drawer yet again. “But let’s see what else I have since you’re so uncomfortable being naked.” She pulled out another contraption, which seemed to be a number of short steel rods which were linked via elasticated rope through their centre. She folded them out and they snapped into place as a much longer pole. On either end were two circular cuffs, attached via small chains, and my eyes widened as she held it up. “Put your arms out,” she commanded. “Nice and straight.”

“What’s that?” I asked hesitantly.

Her response was swift and brutal, and I screeched as she slapped the flogger down across my shoulder. “Slaves do not speak,” she said, with a tut. “They obey their masters.”

I rubbed my shoulder, and then as she lifted the flogger once more, I immediately extended my arms out straight. My hands were trembling as she leaned down and fastened the cuffs around my wrists, and the metal was so tight that it pinched and bit into my skin. The rod pressed against my neck and forced my arms to remain straight, locked in place, almost as if I was being crucified. I felt a wave of helplessness wash over me as I twitched and tried to lower them, noting that I was entirely unable to do so.

“There,” she said, nodding with approval. “This will help to teach you to keep your arms away from hiding yourself.” She looked at me, and then, my fingers spread helplessly as she struck me right across the breasts with the flogger. I tried to turn as she did so again, with one of the tails catching me right on the nipple. In the process, I twisted and tumbled from my kneeling position; my cheek thudding against the floor as my arms remained outstretched. “Ugh,” I grunted, and then my voice became all shaky and unsteady as my nipple felt like it was on fire. “Why?”

“Because I can,” she said with a dismissive shrug, and then while I was sprawled awkwardly on my side, she slapped the flogger against my helpless buttock, causing me to screech as the leather tails bit into my ass cheek. “Because your body will be available to me at all times, to do with as I please.”

“Please, no more,” I whined, and I sort of wriggled on the floor, trying to move away while unable to push myself back up.

I heard her shifting to the end of the bed, and then I clamped my eyes closed upon feeling her toes press against my cheek. “You’re my slave,” she said unnecessarily, as if I needed any reminding. “I can do with you as I please, and here, you have no rights.”

“I know that,” I whimpered, pleading with her to stop punishing me. “I’ll be good, I swear.”

Farah’s toes continued to press harshly against my cheek, and she gave me a final shove. I took a deep breath, but just as I opened my eyes, I groaned as a wad of spit hit me on the side of the face. I blinked multiple times, because my breasts were still hurting, along with my ass, and it was just one thing after the other. I didn’t even know what exactly I’d done wrong, and it was like Farah was just tormenting me for the sake of it; almost as if the months of seeing Maryam and I growing closer had aggrieved her so much that she had zero sympathy for me. “Come here,” she said, “and thank me for that.”

I was still gasping on the floor, while I could feel my face becoming all hot and red as her saliva trickled down my cheek. “I can’t,” I whimpered, finding it incredibly frustrating with my arms trapped in a straight position.

“Try harder,” she said unsympathetically, and then I screeched as she slapped the flogger forcefully against my other ass cheek. “I can motivate you as much as you require,” she said with a shrug, before casually stinging me across the back too. I clamped my eyes closed and bit my tongue, and it honestly felt as if she’d torn my flesh with that one. She tutted, and then tauntingly pressed her grubby toes against my shoulder. “I thought my feet would be motivation enough, but I guess I’ll have to rely on the flogger from now on.”

“No, no,” I pleaded, and then I kind of twisted, turning my head and brushing my lips against the tips of her toes. “Your feet are motivation enough, Ma’am,” I said, and I puckered my lips and just managed to kiss the end of her big toe before my neck cramped and I flipped back to the floor. My face pressed into the rug, and then I was breathing deeply, struggling not to break down and burst into tears. I could hardly believe that I was suddenly in such a situation, especially since I’d woken up at Maryam’s feet that morning and felt like I was in absolute heaven. I served her willingly and with devotion, and there was never any need to punish or hurt me.

“Prove it,” Farah said with impatience.

I placed one hand against the floor, and had to position my knees together so I could lift myself up. The force on my shoulders was painful, but I somehow managed to get myself back into a kneeling position. I shuffled around, one leg at a time, until I was cowering before her once more. She lifted her foot, flexing her toes back as she presented it to me, and I kissed her sole without any hesitation. “Thank you,” I muttered, just trying to appease her as best I could. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Open your mouth,” she said, and I immediately did so, not even considering refusing while noting the flogger was still safely in her grip. “That’s much better,” she said with a smirk, and then she leaned over me while pursing her lips. Instantly, I flinched, but when Farah tutted and lifted the flogger, I moved closer and kept my mouth obediently open. “That’s a good slave,” she said, and then, she crudely spat straight in my mouth. "I want to see you swallow it," she said, "and then thank me.”

My face scrunched up, and I felt as if I was about to vomit. Her saliva was stale, owing towards her long sleep during the flight, and she was in dire need of mouthwash. There wasn’t the same sweetness as Maryam’s saliva, and it was a gruelling ordeal as I visibly gulped it down, shuddering throughout the entire process as the lump disappeared down my throat. “Thank you, Ma’am,” I said, trying to appear as grateful as possible, despite my inner revulsion.

Farah bit her tongue, and then sat up and pressed her big toe against my mouth, dragging it along my moist lips. My nostrils flared as her stinky sweat ravaged my helpless nose, and I felt the usual mix of shame and weakness that occurred whenever she used her feet against me. She wiggled her toe expectantly, easing it between my submissive lips, and I knew what was expected of me. “Begin,” she said, her voice all imperious, and then she bopped me on the nose with the butt of the flogger. “Don’t stop until my feet are completely clean. I don’t want to see a single trace of sweat or a speck of dirt. If I find anything, I’ll flog you until you pass out.”

I leaned further forward, my movements awkward and constrained by the collar and the rod. My lips wrapped around her toe, while my tongue wiggled enthusiastically beneath it, attempting to obediently massage her and cleanse away the salty sweat. Inexplicably, my legs parted, and I kind of shivered while noting that my pussy was already a little moist; a most embarrassing revelation considering the torment Farah was putting me through. I hated how my body responded, and how my mind seemed to shut down as I pathetically slurped my lips all around her strong, mature toe. Even though her behaviour was totally abhorrent, and she’d committed an obscene act upon myself and her daughter, there I was, down on my knees, moaning and slobbering all over her toe. As drool dribbled down my chin, it became increasingly obvious that I was no longer even doing it under duress; I was willingly sucking that toe with dedication, not because I believed my fate depended on it, but rather because I was utterly helpless while sucking up every trace of Farah’s Muslim, toe sweat. So invested I was in sucking and licking all over her tasty digit, that I kind of filtered out the events of the day; almost as if my capture was no longer significant. As if it was some trivial detail, and it didn’t matter where I was in the world, did it? All that mattered was I was serving the feet of a Muslim woman, licking up every drop of sweat and swallowing down as much toe-jam and filth as I could get my greedy mouth on. If anything, Farah had just seized the initiative, hadn’t she? She’d sped things up, and brought me to where I belonged in life.

“There we go,” she said, watching me through narrowed eyes as I began to swirl my head around in rotations, completely losing myself to the service of being her toe-sucker. “You want to be my foot-licker, don’t you, infidel? Aren’t you happy I made this happen?”

I blushed, absolutely cringing, because I wanted to be with Maryam, obviously, back in England and completely safe. I wanted to be going to work with her every day and doting on her. Worshipping her, while at the same time, improving myself and being able to hold my head high. Yet, my body continued to respond against my will as Farah manipulated me with her mature feet. Despite knowing it was wrong, I couldn’t stop myself from subtly nodding my head. My nipples hardened while I was kneeling there, fully exposed and vulnerable before her, and it was like a primal need to debase myself took over.

Farah peered down, and then her eyes widened as she noticed the glistening heat between my legs. “You really are a Western whore,” she snarled in disgust, and then she eased her other foot closer to my sex.

I whimpered while spreading my thighs wider, and though I was recoiling at my lustful need, I wanted to feel some level of stimulation, similar to what had occurred at the base of Maryam’s bed. I was craving that euphoric high, the same way I used to whenever I was intoxicated, and it was Farah’s foot sweat that had become my drug.

She flexed her toes back, while pointing the biggest towards my waiting slit, and I was already trembling while longing for her touch. I didn’t even care that she was older, and we were worlds apart in terms of beliefs and outlooks, because at that moment, I was a total bitch for her feet. I was moaning loudly while practically gobbling her toes, and my tongue slurped and probed between them in the clumsiest manner as I greedily swallowed down all of the toe-jam and gunk between them.

She cocked her head to the side, and honestly, seemed quite taken aback by the extent of my depravity. I mean, she’d known I was weak for her feet for months now, and she’d gradually trained me to crave them. She’d even rocked my world while easing Maryam towards similar open-mindedness, but perhaps she’d never fully grasped the extent of my sexual response.

Her toe twitched, and I tried to shuffle closer and make contact, but my knees pressed up against the base of the bed and I remained just out of reach. “Please,” I whimpered from around her toes, and I looked up at her in desperation.

Farah seemed unmoved, and she continued to wiggle her toe close to my vagina. She then huffed, before slipping her other toes from my lips, and then switching her feet. The toe covered in my saliva neared my sex, and I waited for it to slip inside my needy, sopping vulva and satisfy my lust. Even though it was embarrassing, I already knew I was going to hump her foot until I reached an exquisite, pleasurable release. The fact that I’d basically been trafficked to her home was absurdly making the whole thing extra intense, and I felt as if I was completely surrendering to my addiction, all while nosediving back down from the heights Maryam had elevated me.

Farah wiggled her freshly sweaty toes right in front of my face, and I chased them around; tongue extended and ready to feast. She watched in wonder as I licked and lapped at the air, gargling to myself between famished puckers of my lips. “Look what you people have descended to,” she snarled. “This is what happens when a culture completely abandons its morals and surrenders bodily pleasures.”

I didn’t care what she was saying; all I wanted was that delicious gunk between her toes that was pushing me towards a mind-blowing climax. My knees were becoming sore as they pressed into the solid wood of the bed, and I found myself easing my thighs obscenely wide in search of her foot. Part of me knew I was betraying Maryam, even if she was completely unaware, because I felt like we’d crossed boundaries the previous night and progressed our dynamic in a beautiful direction. Perhaps, that was leading to my downfall, with that barrier having been crossed. I mean, my servitude had been validated as sexual, and there I was, animatedly jiggling my legs and trying to hump my pussy against her mother’s foot.

“What do you want?” Farah asked, before tutting with disapproval. “You want to fornicate with my foot?”

“Yes,” I said, while hurriedly nodding my head. “Yes, please, Ma’am.” I tried to twist my body, feeling frustrated and ridiculous with my arms still rigidly held out at my sides, and the solid collar was digging deep into my throat and making it all difficult to breathe.

“Hmmm,” Farah said, while resting her chin on her palm. “I thought you didn’t want to come to Iran? I thought you were begging for release?”

I bit my tongue, and then scrunched my eyes up. Obviously, I wanted to go back to Maryam and the safety of England, but at that moment, I couldn’t think straight. I was absolutely under the spell of my own arousal. My vagina was leaking so openly that it was trickling down my thighs and dotting her expensive rug.

Farah chuckled as she witnessed my emotional turmoil. “It seems now you’re begging for a different kind of release, you Western slut.”

I opened my eyes, and my body was completely slick and sweat-soaked; my limbs trembling from the ordeal of my physical restraints and the hunger of my pussy. “Please, Ma’am,” I said and she pressed her sweaty toes against my mouth, muffling my words in the process.

“Just be quiet and lick my feet clean,” she snarled. “You’re a slave, and you exist to do this.” She flapped a hand at me. “I care not for the wants of your whore vagina.” She grappled the flogger at her side, and then flicked it casually against each of my breasts, one at a time. This time however, I only moaned in response, and the pain seemed almost pleasurable in its stimulation. Instinctively, while groaning and whimpering, I slipped my sloppy lips around her fresh toes and hoovered up that delicious salty moisture. My fingers curled and gripped at my palms, desperate to dance their way down my body and stimulate myself to conclusion. However, they remained cuffed and immobile, and the frustration was causing me boil over. As a result, I tongued and slurped all over Farah’s greasy foot with renewed urgency, desperate to impress and please, and prove I was a loyal and obedient slave. A slave worthy of a reward for such good behaviour. A slave deserving of an orgasm. It was hard to even fathom, considering deep down I was repulsed by her, and especially the way she’d orchestrated my abduction, and yet, I couldn’t help myself while her grungy toes were stuffed in my mouth. It was the like the darkest of fantasies had come to fruition; fantasies that Farah had been taunting and threatening me with for weeks. Fantasies that were terrifying at their core, but almost made me squirm and feel oddly aroused as they were becoming my reality. I was diving deep into those fantasies now, completely letting go and embracing the road Farah seemed determined to lead me down.

“Are you ready?” she asked, and she inched her slippery toes towards the opening of my dripping pussy.

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

“You’ll be my obedient and loyal slave?” she asked while raising her eyebrow. “You’ll accept your fate and embrace your role as nothing more than my foot-cleaner?”

“Yes,” I said again, and I bucked my hips, trying desperately to brush my glistening folds against her flexed toe. “Whatever you want. Please.”

Farah shook her head, before muttering, “You wish, you slave slut.” She rolled her eyes, and then she yanked her foot away. “I care not for your arousal or pleasure.” I then flinched and yelped as she brazenly flogged me, with greater force, right across my breasts. “You deserve to be punished for even asking for such a thing.” She lashed me another time, and the cuffs bit painfully into my wrists as I tried to bend my arms and cover myself. “I did not bring you here to satisfy your disgusting vices.”

“Please,” I whimpered a final time, and then I bit my lip, groaning loudly as my frustration reached a monumental height.

Evidently unconcerned, Farah rose to her feet, and then she stepped around me, casually flicking the tails of the flogger against my exposed flesh. I screeched, and thudded my knees against the bed as she kissed me with the leather straps over and over, catching me on the shoulder, the ribs and tummy. She leaned down, and then I froze as she held the handle out; pressing the butt against the folds of my vagina. I was completely helpless, and exposed, and I just fell limp and waited for her to push me over the edge. My body was entirely at her mercy, and my arousal hers to toy with. She looked me in the eye, and then slowly dragged the rounded handle up the length of my moist, tender lips, and I shuddered, my eyes crossing as I bit my tongue and moaned in the most cringey manner; waiting for her to slip the flogger’s handle inside and fuck me to oblivion.

“Pathetic,” she snarled, and then she flipped the handle, gripped it securely, and instead harshly flogged my exposed vagina.

“Argh,” I screeched, gritting my teeth, and I frantically tried to close my legs.

Farah, however, placed her feet inside my thighs, holding them at bay, and she flogged my helpless pussy two more times, before she cackled and then tossed the instrument of torture aside.

My eyes clamped closed, and I drew blood from my tongue as I tried to navigate through the throbbing pain of my sex. My breasts rose and fell in heaves as I struggled to calm myself, all while my tummy was still squirming from remaining unfulfilled. “Please,” I whispered a final time, easing my eyes open.

“I’m going to shower,” Farah said, as she rose, and immediately I clamped my legs together. With a lazy yawn, she stretched her arms above her head, and didn’t seem at all concerned by the exhausted and buzzing state of me. She then leaned over, taking a chain from her drawer and she casually clipped it to my collar, before attaching the other end to the corner of her bed. The clip was simple, and easy to unlatch. I mean, it would have been, if my hands weren’t cuffed and held frustratingly out straight. I tried to turn and adjust my position, but the chain was short enough to stop me from reaching. I even tried to reach it with my teeth, but every time I dipped my head, the collar dug into my flesh and caused me to squeal.

“Please,” I asked in a final act of desperation, and I shuffled around, leaning back slightly. I crudely offered my exposed sex towards her. All of my modesty and shyness had been completely abandoned, and I was no longer timidly trying to cover myself, but instead craving release and sexual fulfilment. “Please,” I whispered again, and I stared at her in a most longing way.

“Get yourself settled in,” she said while completely ignoring my horny state. “You’ll spend a lot of time chained down there from now on.” She placed her hand against her mouth as she yawned again. “Until I get bored of you, I suppose. I have a number of friends who may be interested in taking you off my hands. A white, Western slave is quite the catch, you see, and there will be certain benefits to having you safely placed where only I know.”

My shoulders kind of sagged, though still unrelieved from the pain as my arms remained stretched out straight. My chest still heaved, but as she retrieved some towels from her expansive closet, my arousal gradually tapered, and I realised my sexual pleasure was nothing but an amusement for her. Gradually, as the seconds ticked by, and my thoughts cleared; my lustful longing turned to resentment. I shook my head violently, trying to tug myself free from my bounds, before I grunted and glared at her. “You...you can’t keep me like this forever,” I said, and even though my body was throbbing all over from her lashes, I simply couldn’t hold my feelings in anymore. “Maryam will come for me when she finds out,” I said defiantly, trying to somehow get one over her after she’d toyed so cruelling with me. “Once she finds out what you’ve done, she’ll come.” I knew there was something very important about a mother and daughter in their culture. “She’ll never forgive you for this.”

I expected Farah to show some kind of emotion; even an inkling of regret, or perhaps even rage. I braced myself to be flogged a few more times, but instead, she merely shrugged. “Oh, no,” she said, in a most mocking way as she turned from the closet, pressing a hand against her mouth and feigning surprise. She then narrowed her eyes in a sinister manner. “My beloved daughter, finally coming back to Iran. I wouldn’t want that, would I?” My lips twitched as I struggled to comprehend her words, and she recognised the confusion in my expression and smirked. “Do you really think I brought you here because I consider you to be special?” She scoffed, and rolled her eyes, evidently disappointed in my understanding of her intentions. “I couldn’t convince her to return to her homeland and resume her rightful place at the Islamic Bank. She belongs here, benefiting our country and using her talents to improve our economy, in the face of such harsh and unjust sanctions by you people. She shames us, wasting her skills for the benefit of a foreign power, and I fear my daughter has been liberalised in her priorities.” She stepped towards me, and I flinched as she ruffled up a load of my hair. “It’s that liberal weakness which has skewed her affections towards a waster like you. As ill-advised as that is, and as much as I don’t approve, it seems she’s developed pity for your delinquency.” She narrowed her eyes and nodded. “I’m sure once she finds out what I’ve done, she’ll be on the first flight back, isn’t that right, slave?” she stated cruelly. “Your Muslim Queen, forever your protectors, will fly across the world to rescue you.”

My heart thumped at that suggestion, and I was already imagining how infuriated Maryam was going to be. She’d surely come for me, she just would.

“By then I’ll have you safely placed with one of my acquaintances,” she said all nonchalantly. “And, if my daughter wants to know of your location, well, she’ll have to agree to some of my requests, first, won’t she?” She shrugged. “Quitting her job in your terrible country for a start,” she said, “before setting up base here and resuming her rightful path in life.”

I blinked a number of times, and then gasped, almost as if I was about to expel a flurry of emotions. I was nothing more than a bargaining chip? Just an object? A tool that was being used as a means to an end?

“Maryam will come for me,” I whispered, trying to reassure myself. “She’ll come for me,” I muttered again, but as I knelt there, bound and shackled to the base of Farah’s bed, I was honestly starting to doubt even that. Would she throw away the life she’d built in London...for me?

“Do you really want her to come?” Farah asked while raising an eyebrow. She dropped her eyes to the stain my pussy juice had left on her rug. “Or would you prefer to fornicate with my foot?” She adjusted her legs, lifting her abaya, and then placed her heel against the floor. Her mature, brown toes were lifted and pointing in my direction. “Come,” she said, and she nodded down. “Come and satisfy your lust. You have my permission, slave. Come and hump like the pathetic animal you are.”

I instantly lifted my head, and then, I frantically shirked my body around, shunting in small jumps as my arousal returned, right until I pivoted my knees to face her. After a deep breath, I lifted my hips, and then moved to her hop towards her on bended knees. However, after a single leap, the chain pulled tight on my collar and stopped me moving any further. I groaned, and completely shook all over, the frustration causing my skin to throb and tingle.

“Such a Western whore,” she said with a shake of her head, and she dropped the bottom of her abaya back down, obscuring her foot. “No principles or values,” she said with derision. “As always, completely enslaved by your own vices. My daughter but a distant thought while your selfish arousal takes over.”

With that, she turned and headed towards the door, leaving me all alone at the base of her bed; trapped in sexual turmoil and in desperate need of relief. As my arousal settled down, my thoughts drifted to Maryam, and I felt so disgusted in myself. She’d come for me though, I just knew it, and I closed my eyes, wishing I was back down at the end of her bed, content while snuggled up around her beautiful feet. My Muslim Queen would come for me, and as always, with her calm reasoning and intellect, she’d figure out a way to free me from her mother, without sacrificing everything that meant so much to her. We couldn’t let Farah win, could we? We just couldn’t.

I glanced to the side, and noted Maryam’s sock, right there on the floor, stitched into the fabric of the discarded niqab. My nose twitched, and I felt desperate for her scent, just to remind me of her warmth and comfort me from my torment. I instinctively hunkered down, but then was brought back to reality by the jangling of the chain; my head held in place and denied from burying my sorrows in my queen’s aroma. “Maryam,” I whispered despondently, and then I closed my eyes and sagged against my bonds, hoping that across the world, she’d somehow hear my plea.
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