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SATURDAY WITH THE FAMILY

His hands trembled as he chopped the onions. Just a few days until Service School began.

Marco wiped the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand and checked the clock. Six thirty. His mother would be home from the office soon, hungry and in a foul mood if dinner wasn't perfect. Last night he'd dared serve her undercooked soup and...

"Marco!" Clara's voice echoed from the living room. "Come here. Now."

The knife slipped from his fingers, clattering on the cutting board. He wiped his hands on his apron and rushed toward the living room, his heart pounding against his ribs.

Clara was sprawled in the velvet armchair, her legs stretched gracefully on the ottoman. Her knee-high black boots gleamed in the lamplight. She didn't even look up from her book when he entered.

"Good evening, mother." Marco lowered his gaze and bowed slightly, as he'd been taught.

"Last night's dinner was disgusting." Clara turned a page without looking at him. "Tonight I don't want to eat another piece of garbage."

"Certainly, mother. I apologize for—"

"And stop apologizing. You just suck." Clara snapped the book shut. The sharp sound made him flinch. "Now come here and take off these boots. My feet are killing me."

Marco approached silently and knelt before her. His fingers found the zipper of the first boot. The metallic sound filled the air as he slid it off slowly, careful not to pull.

Clara sighed with relief as her foot freed itself from the tight leather. "Finally," she murmured, wiggling her toes. The air filled with an intense smell—warmed leather, sweat, and a trace of the expensive perfume she wore every morning, all mixed together after a long day at work.

"Now massage my left foot," Clara said, resting the other on his shoulder. "Gently, my arch hurts."

Marco began pressing delicately, his fingers working the tense muscles as Clara returned to her reading.

After a few minutes, Clara waved him away. "Enough. Go finish preparing dinner."

Marco stood and was heading back to the kitchen when Luna's voice stopped him.

"Marco! Come take my shoes off too!"

Her fifteen years oozed with a shamelessness that grew day by day. In a few days he'd be going to Service School to learn how to serve her.

"You could at least say please..." Marco couldn't hold back the protest.

Silence fell like a guillotine.

Clara finally looked up from her book. Her gaze was pure ice.

"Really?" Her voice was dangerously calm. "Do you have something to say about how your sister talks to you?"

Marco felt the blood drain from his face. "I... no, mother, I didn't mean—"

"Your sister has full power over you. Get used to it." Clara leaned forward, bringing her face close to his. "Now take off her shoes and apologize to her. On your knees."

The words stuck in his throat. He looked at Luna, who was watching him with a smile that promised storms.

"Sorry, Luna." The words came out like ash. "It won't happen again."

"Miss Luna, to you." Her smile widened. "And apology accepted. Now bring us our slippers."

When Marco returned with the slippers, Luna was telling her mother about school news. Their voices floated above him as he bent down to slip the slippers onto their feet. One bore the inscription "my house, my rules." The other "kiss here."

Clara and Luna exchanged a knowing look. Luna stretched out a leg, making the slipper sway.

"My feet don't stink," she said innocently, "even these cheap slippers don't pick up bad odors. Marco can confirm."

Marco's gaze darted frantically between the two women. Luna watched him mockingly, slipped a foot out of the slipper and rested her toes on his heel. She pointed at it with an imperious gesture.

"Smell it."

The world stopped. The slipper lay there, motionless, while every fiber of his being screamed to rebel. But one withering look from Clara was enough to break his last resistance.

He bent on his knees, his hands trembling on the cold floor. His breathing became labored as he lowered his head, slowly, inexorably, until his nose brushed the slipper. The smell enveloped him—damp, intimate, humiliating. He inhaled with exaggerated emphasis, feeling his cheeks burn with shame.

"It has an excellent scent," he managed to say in a strangled voice, "like all your footwear."

Luna smiled, satisfied with her victory. "Just as I thought. But we'd better be careful about these things—I'll have you check often." She stretched like a cat. "Now go to the kitchen. We're hungry."

In the kitchen, while his hands moved automatically among pots and ingredients, Marco's mind flew to that day—months ago—when he'd seen boys returning from Service School. Their empty gazes, hunched shoulders, the way they always walked one step behind the women in their families. As if something inside them had broken forever.

"They really teach you to obey," one of them had whispered when he thought no one was listening. "They break you and then rebuild you. When you come out, you're not yourself anymore."

Marco had seen Luna laugh with her friends, excitedly recounting how fun it would be to have a brother "properly trained" upon his return. Their eyes shone with the same cruel light he'd seen in women's eyes when they talked about their men.

Just a few more days. A few days and he'd enter that school, and who knew who would come out.

Terror gripped his heart like a steel vise.

SUNDAY

Marco woke in the pre-dawn darkness, his body still numb but his mind already alert. Sunday. The day of the week when the women expected to be served without lifting a finger... like other days, but it was Sunday.

In the kitchen he found Roberto already at work, his movements fluid with twenty years of practice. The refrigerator hummed softly, the clock marked the seconds with metallic precision. Father and son moved in silent synchrony—Marco arranging cups and plates, Roberto preparing the coffee.

They never spoke in the morning. There was no need. They both knew what awaited them.

The coffee maker's whistle pierced the air like a siren.

"Good morning, boys." Clara's voice came lazy from the doorway, followed by the rustle of slippers on the floor. Luna followed her, stretching like a satisfied cat, already wearing that smile that promised demands.

"Have you prepared everything?"

"Certainly, mother." Marco bowed his head as Roberto arranged the tray—two cups, juice carafe, brioche still steaming from the oven.

Luna dropped into her chair, tucking her legs beneath her. "Dad, Marco, the juice," she ordered without looking up, as if speaking to the air.

Marco jumped to his feet, but Roberto's firm hand stopped him. "I'll handle it."

As he watched his father pour the juice with measured gestures, Marco felt his stomach twist. In a few weeks it would be him serving Luna. Forever. And after Service School...

"You know it's not far off," Roberto said, sitting beside him. His voice calm but laden with meaning. "Service School."

The name hung in the air like a sentence. Marco swallowed, his throat dry.

"There you'll learn everything." Roberto placed his hand on his son's shoulder. "How to treat a lady. How to cook, clean, serve..." A pause. "How to fulfill their every desire."

Luna finally looked up, her eyes gleaming with malice. "Would you like to become a good husband, Marco?" The playful tone hid sharp blades. "Women are demanding. If you can't serve me and mom properly, how will you manage with a wife?"

She snapped her fingers. The sharp sound filled the kitchen.

"When I do this, I want to see you come running. Immediately. No hesitation." Her eyes grew colder. "Do you think you're up to it?"

Marco felt heat rising to his cheeks. Shame and something else—a shiver he didn't know how to name.

"Yes," he whispered. Then, louder: "I'll be up to it. I'll become a good husband."

The words came out like a promise torn from his chest. Clara smiled, pleased.

"That's what we want to hear." She stood, approaching him. "One day you'll be ready to take your place at the feet of whoever chooses you. To dedicate your entire self to her."

Marco nodded, his heart hammering against his ribs. At the feet. The phrase echoed in his mind like an echo that wouldn't stop.

Luna snapped her fingers again, just to see him flinch.

And he flinched.

ELENA

The park was their refuge. The only place where three boys could talk without weighing every word.

Marco sat on the bench between Luca and Andrea, watching people pass by. Normal families. Mothers walking beside their husbands, not ahead of them. How much longer could he imagine a different life?

"My sister started her internship at the courthouse," Andrea said, tossing a stone toward a tree. He missed. "Mom says I'll have to get used to revering her. As if she didn't already treat me like a servant."

Luca chuckled without joy. "Mine is thirteen and wants to be called miss. Thirteen! The other day she made me iron the same dress three times because there was a crease she didn't like."

Marco listened, recognizing their frustrations in his own. But part of him—a part that grew every day—found that obedience... right. Natural.

"Do you ever think..." His voice faded. How could he confess that sometimes he dreamed of submitting completely? That the idea of serving excited him as much as it terrified him?

"What?" Luca asked.

"Nothing. Never mind."

Andrea looked at him with understanding. "It's hard, I know. But maybe it really is our place. Maybe we were born for this."

The sound of rapid footsteps interrupted them. Marco looked up and the world stopped.

Elena.

She walked toward them with that innate confidence that seemed to radiate power. Just eighteen, but already mistress of herself and everything around her. Her fitted t-shirt bore an inscription that left no doubt: 'She Rules'. Below it, the stylized icon of a man on his knees.

Her eyes settled on Marco. A barely-there smile curved her lips.

"Good morning, boys."

"Good morning, Miss Elena." Three voices in unison, Marco's with a betrayed tremor.

She approached, her gaze never leaving Marco for even a second. She studied him like a predator studies prey.

"Marco." Her voice was honey and blade together. "I heard you can cook."

"I... yes, miss. I cook for the family."

"Perfect." Elena took a step forward, invading his personal space. "Tonight I'm coming to your house for dinner. I want to taste what you can do."

It wasn't a request.

Marco swallowed. "Certainly, miss. I'll be honored."

"Oh, I really hope so." She winked at him. "I'm very demanding, you know."

Elena turned to leave, then stopped. As if she'd had a last-minute idea.

"Oh, I almost forgot." She turned to the three boys. "Luca, Andrea, right? I've heard about you too."

The two nodded, suddenly tense.

"Luna told me you're all three very... well-mannered. Is that true?" Her smile sharpened. "Show me how you greet a lady."

Luca and Andrea exchanged a panicked look. Marco felt the blood drain from his face.

"Come on," Elena said, her voice sweet as poison. "Don't be afraid."

One after another, the three boys knelt before her. Marco first, then Luca imitating him trembling, finally Andrea who seemed about to faint.

Elena extended her hand to Marco. He kissed it reverently, his lips trembling against her skin. Then Luca, awkward and clumsy. Finally Andrea, who barely managed to brush the back of her hand.

"Good," Elena said, satisfied. "I see Marco has set a good example for you. Luna was right about him... and about you."

She left them there, kneeling, as she walked away with confident steps.

Marco stood first, his legs trembling. "I have to go. I have to prepare everything."

He ran off, leaving Luca and Andrea still on their knees, petrified with humiliation.

DINNER WITH ELENA

When Elena arrived, the house seemed to transform. The air itself became denser, charged with anticipation.

"Welcome," Clara said. "It's a pleasure to have you here."

"The pleasure is mine." Elena entered as if it were her own house, her eyes capturing every detail. Roberto retreated into the shadows, suddenly nervous.

At the table, Marco served each course like a sacred ritual. Elena tasted with maniacal attention, every bite evaluated, weighed, judged.

"Not bad," she finally said. "For being so young, you have talent."

Marco's heart exploded with joy.

"He'll soon start Service School," Clara added. "He'll come out a perfect husband."

"I'm sure of it." Elena set down her fork and stared at Marco. "The quality I most admire in a man is submission. It's the supreme virtue."

She looked down, noticing her black leather shoes. "Oh, what a nuisance. It seems a drop of sauce fell on them."

She lifted her foot slightly, showing a small reddish stain on the tip of the right shoe.

"Marco," she said in a sweet but authoritative voice, "could you take care of it? I can't stand dirty shoes."

Marco swallowed, staring at the drop of sauce. "Certainly, Miss Elena. I'll get a napkin—"

"No," she interrupted with a smile. "It's just sauce. Lick it off."

Silence fell on the table like a guillotine. Roberto stopped breathing. Clara raised her eyebrows, more intrigued than shocked. Luna smiled as if it were Christmas.

Marco slowly knelt beside Elena's chair. His hands trembled as he gently lifted her foot. For a moment he hesitated, then bent down and ran his tongue over the sauce stain, carefully cleaning the smooth leather of the shoe.

"Good," Elena whispered, watching him with eyes that shone with satisfaction. "Very good."

Marco remained kneeling, the taste of sauce still in his mouth, completely lost in that primitive form of devotion.

Roberto looked away, his hands trembling.

Luna burst into muffled laughter.

And Marco knew that from that moment he belonged completely to Elena.

MONDAY

The taste of Elena's sauce was still on Marco's tongue when he woke. A memory that burned and excited him at the same time.

In the kitchen, Clara sipped her coffee watching her son. There was something different about him—a deeper submission, as if a barrier had fallen.

"Today you'll accompany your father to work," she said without preamble. "Mrs. Marina needs help. It will do you good to see how to serve."

"Certainly, mother."

Roberto nodded silently. For years Clara had rented him out as labor to her clients—all the money went into her account, naturally. It was his role. Men's place.

Mrs. Marina greeted them with a predatory smile. Fifty years old, perfect blonde hair, the air of someone used to being served.

"Roberto, Marco. Clara has told me a lot about you." She sized them up like livestock at market. "I hope you're up to the task."

The garden awaited them: hedges to trim, paths to clean, flowerbeds to arrange. Hours of work under the sun, knees sinking into the earth, hands cracking on thorns.

Marina watched them from the window, correcting every imperfection with impatient gestures. "Marco, watch the footprints! Roberto, that hedge is crooked!"

When they finally set down the last tool, she appeared like a mirage.

"Ah, one last favor." The innocent smile of someone who knows she can ask anything. "Some boxes in the cellar. The truck comes today."

The cellar was a hell of dust and cobwebs. Wine crates, boxes of books, forgotten furniture. Everything had to be carried to street level.

Each trip was torture—the crates weighed like millstones, the stairs creaked menacingly. And every time they came out, staggering under the load, they saw Marina sprawled on the lounger in a bikini, her sunglasses reflecting their sweat.

She sipped a cocktail. She smiled.

"Last crate," Roberto gasped, the veins in his neck swollen from the effort.

Marina barely lowered her sunglasses. "Good boys. Excellent work."

Then she went back to ignoring them.

THE RETURN

Home welcomed them with a chorus of female laughter. Marco and Roberto stopped on the threshold, suddenly aware of their appearance—sweaty, dirty, exhausted.

The kitchen was a disaster. Glasses everywhere, stacked plates, crumbs covering every surface. As if an army of teenagers had unleashed a food war.

"We had company," Clara said, appearing from the living room with an amused air. Behind her, high-pitched laughter and cheerful voices.

Without a word, Marco and Roberto set to work. Marco's hands, still aching from the gardening, closed around the sponge. The cold water burned on the cuts.

"Marco!" Luna's voice rang from the living room. "Come here!"

Roberto gestured for him to go. The old man knew what that tone meant.

Marco entered the living room and his heart stopped. Elena was there, sitting next to Luna, her eyes scrutinizing him with that intensity that made his knees tremble.

"There he is!" Luna clapped her hands like a child. "I was telling my friends about last night's dinner. Do you remember what Elena said? What's the most important virtue in a man?"

All the girls' eyes fixed on him. Marco felt heat rising to his cheeks.

"Submission," he whispered.

"I can't hear you!" Luna pretended to adjust her ear.

"Submission is the most important virtue in a man."

Laughter. Knowing glances. Elena barely smiling.

"And do you really believe it?" Luna crossed her legs, letting a shoe slip off. Her bare foot swayed in the air like a hypnotic pendulum.

"Yes."

"Then prove it." Luna's smile sharpened. "Kneel, kiss my foot, and tell me you're my slave."

The world slowed. Marco felt everyone's eyes on him, but especially Elena's. Burning. Judging. Hungry.

He knelt. He took Luna's foot in his hands—so small, so delicate, yet so powerful. He kissed it reverently.

"I am your most humble slave."

The girls exploded in high-pitched laughter. Someone applauded. Marco felt shame devour him from within.

Then Elena stood. She approached. She placed a hand on his shoulder.

"Marco, I'm proud of you."

Those words shot through him like an electric charge. Shame transformed into something else—gratitude, devotion, desperate need.

"Miss Elena," he said, his voice trembling, "I would like to be your most humble slave too. I would like to serve you, do anything you desire."

Silence fell in the room. Even the laughter ceased.

Elena looked at him for a long time, then smiled slowly.

"All in good time, Marco. Continue like this—docile and submissive—and we'll see."

Marco remained kneeling, feeling that something in him had definitively broken.

And that Elena held all the pieces.

TUESDAY

Marco woke with Elena's name burning in his throat.

Two days. Two days since he'd licked her shoe, and he could still taste the sauce on his tongue. The memory haunted him—the feeling of total submission, Elena's eyes shining with satisfaction, the way she'd whispered "good boy."

In the kitchen, he and Roberto prepared breakfast in religious silence. Every gesture was a ritual, every movement calculated not to disturb the mistresses of the house.

Luna entered like a queen inspecting her realm. She sat at the table without a word, waiting to be served. Her eyes studied Marco with a predator's intensity.

"You know, Marco," she finally said, her voice calm but sharp, "I was thinking. If you really want Elena, you must first convince me. Loyalty and absolute dedication. Are you capable of that?"

Marco felt something break inside him. The part that rebelled, that protested, that said "it's not fair"—that part was getting smaller and smaller, weaker and weaker.

"Yes," he whispered.

"Good." Luna smiled like a cat before a wounded mouse. "Kneel."

This time Marco didn't hesitate. His knees hit the cold floor with a dull sound. Luna stood, approached until she was inches from his face. Her breath brushed his forehead.

"From now on," she said in a low, implacable voice, "you will always greet me on your knees. And I'm Miss Luna to you. Forever."

She raised her right hand before his eyes. Her nails, lacquered in red, gleamed like claws.

"Kiss it."

Marco bent and placed his lips on the back of her hand. The skin was cold, perfumed, electrifying. He felt Luna tremble slightly—she too was excited by the power.

"Perfect," she whispered.

It was then that Clara entered the kitchen.

She stopped in the doorway, observing the scene. Marco kneeling, Luna towering over him like a goddess, Roberto pretending to see nothing. Something in her eyes ignited—a hungry, predatory gleam.

"Interesting," she murmured, stroking the ring on her finger. "Very interesting."

She took a step forward. Her presence filled the room like an approaching storm.

"Luna, I like your approach. From today many things will change in this house." Her eyes shifted to Marco and Roberto. "For everyone."

The two men exchanged a terrified look.

"What are you looking at each other for?" Clara's voice froze the air. "Didn't you hear what Luna said? How do you greet women in this house?"

Marco and Roberto stared at her, paralyzed.

"ON YOUR KNEES!" Clara thundered. "And kiss my hand! Both of you! Now!"

There was no choice. No escape. Two bodies bending simultaneously, two mouths kissing two different hands. Marco felt his heart explode in his chest, sweat running down his back.

Clara watched them, drinking in every second of their submission.

"This," she said with a satisfied voice, "is only the beginning."

She left the kitchen, her heels striking the floor like hammer blows.

Marco remained kneeling, his head spinning. Everything was changing. Everything was rushing toward something bigger, more total.

And he could no longer pretend he didn't desire it.

THE FIRST EVENING OF THE NEW ORDER

That evening Clara and Luna settled into their armchairs like two queens on their thrones. On TV "Household Voices" was playing—the talk show of the moment.

On the big screen, the host—an elegant woman in her forties—interviewed female guests seated comfortably in armchairs, while male attendants in tight suits served drinks and appetizers. The boys wore tight black leather pants that hugged every muscle and shirts unbuttoned to the chest, with golden collars around their necks. They moved with studied grace, bowing deeply to serve, their eyes always lowered.

"So, Mrs. Bianchi," the host was saying, "tell us about your new training method."

"Oh, very simple!" the guest replied as an attendant filled her glass, kneeling beside the armchair. "My husband now writes down every household task in a notebook. If he gets something wrong, he has to repeat everything from scratch—naked and on his knees."

Roaring laughter from the female audience. The camera lingered on the attendant who, in close-up, kissed the guest's hand before withdrawing.

"Fantastic!" exclaimed the host. "And you, Dr. Rossi? How do you keep yours in line?"

"Oh, very simple. If he protests or disappoints me, I make him stay kneeling motionless for two hours in front of my armchair. In absolute silence. If he even breathes too loudly, he starts over!"

More applause. "And does it work?"

"Like a charm! Now I just have to hint at the punishment and he becomes docile as a lamb."

More applause. A particularly young and attractive attendant was called onto the stage. "This is Marco," said the host stroking his hair, "nineteen years old, specialized in pedicures and household cleaning. A real treasure, isn't he?"

The boy nodded smiling, but his eyes betrayed embarrassment as the cameras filmed him from every angle.

Clara and Luna watched, enraptured, drinking in every word.

"See?" Clara whispered. "We're on the right track."

But the real show was there, in their living room.

"Roberto! Marco!" Clara didn't even raise her voice. She knew they'd come running.

The two men appeared immediately, knelt without hesitation and kissed the hands extended toward them. The new ritual was already perfectly assimilated.

Luna slipped off a slipper and waved her bare foot in front of Marco's face.

"Take off my socks and give me a massage. My feet are tired."

Marco obeyed without a word. His fingers trembled slightly as they removed Luna's socks, then began pressing and rubbing her small, soft feet with care.

Clara observed the scene with bright eyes. "I've been married twenty years," she murmured, "and I had to wait for my daughter to discover the true pleasure of power."

She leaned back against the backrest, closed her eyes in ecstasy, then stretched out a leg.

"ROBERTO!"

No other words were needed. Roberto knelt and began massaging his wife's feet, imitating his son's movements.

For half an hour the living room was a sanctuary of female domination. Four male hands working tirelessly, two women relaxing like goddesses. When they were thirsty, a simple gesture sent their servants rushing to the kitchen.

"You have talent," Luna said nonchalantly, "but you lack practice. Don't worry, you'll get plenty."

Clara burst out laughing. "Four such skilled hands, wasted all these years! How stupid I've been."

The two women began chatting with each other, commenting on the TV, exchanging jokes, treating their men like living furniture.

"Massage harder!" Clara suddenly ordered Roberto. "Like that! Good!"

Then she turned to Luna conspiratorially: "You know, I gave your father permission to kiss my feet whenever he wants."

She brought her foot close to Roberto's lips and made kissing sounds. "Mwah mwah mwah!"

Roberto took the hint and actually began kissing. Clara exploded in laughter.

"See? He's so good at it!"

Between laughs, Clara belched loudly and burst into laughter again. Luna imitated her, amplifying the sound mischievously.

"You should learn to be spontaneous like us!" Clara said, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes.

For the women it was all a game, a moment of pure fun. For Roberto and Marco it was work—silent, humiliating work, but they at least hoped it made them happy.

THE AFTERMATH

When the two fell asleep in their armchairs, exhausted but satisfied, Roberto and Marco exchanged a meaningful look.

With delicate gestures, they lifted their mistresses and carried them to their respective rooms. They undressed them carefully, put on their pyjamas, tucked them under the covers like precious children.

Only then could they return to the kitchen to clean up the evening's disaster.

They worked side by side, collecting empty bottles and sticky glasses, when Roberto broke the silence.

"How are you managing?" he asked quietly. "What they're asking of us isn't easy."

Marco looked at the chaos around—dirty dishes, crumbs everywhere, stains on the table. Their new life summed up in a devastated kitchen.

"Dad," he finally said, "I think it's right. Serving women... is right. But without Elena..." His voice broke. "Without the hope of being with her, I don't know if I could do it."

Roberto nodded slowly. "Elena gives you a purpose. That's what keeps you going."

"How do you do it? After all these years?"

Roberto stopped, his hands immersed in soapy water. "The Goddess wants our respect. Every woman is sacred. The more it costs us to serve them, the more our sacrifice is worth."

A drop fell from the poorly closed tap. Plop. Plop. Plop.

They continued cleaning in silence, each lost in their own thoughts, in their own acceptance of a destiny they hadn't chosen but now embraced completely.

THURSDAY

Marco woke in the pre-dawn darkness, his body already knowing the routine. Roberto wasn't in the kitchen—strange. Usually he was always the first up.

He prepared breakfast alone, every gesture now automatic. Cups, plates, coffee, juice. The perfect service the women expected.

He heard Luna's footsteps on the stairs. His heart quickened—not from fear, but from anticipation. The greeting moment had become sacred.

When she entered the kitchen, Marco rushed toward her and knelt without hesitation, taking her hand and kissing it with devotion.

Luna smiled, pleased. She placed a hand on his shoulder—the signal to remain kneeling.

"You must understand something important, Marco," she said with a teacher's patience. "Obeying isn't just a duty. It's your nature. It's what you were born for."

As she spoke, she emitted a small sound—a discrete but audible fart. She didn't stop, didn't apologize, continued as if nothing had happened.

"Society functions when everyone stays in their place. We women command, you men serve. It's the natural order of things, what the Goddess wants."

The smell reached Marco, acrid and human. But he didn't dare move a muscle, didn't let any discomfort show. It was part of the lesson.

"It's your duty to submit to us, to prostrate yourselves at our feet. To accept everything we do, everything we are. Even our most... natural aspects."

Marco nodded, concentrating on her words while the air grew heavier.

Luna slowly stood and turned, presenting her backside to him. "Now kiss my ass," she said naturally, as if asking for a glass of water. "It's important that you learn to venerate every part of me."

Marco hesitated for a millisecond—then bent down and placed his lips on the fabric of Luna's pajamas, right above her buttocks. A respectful, humble kiss.

"Good," Luna said, turning back to him. "Now make me a fennel tea. My stomach's acting up this morning."

Half an hour later, Clara and Roberto finally appeared. Clara was radiant, her hair perfect, a mocking smile on her face. Roberto seemed tired, his jaw tense as if he'd worked all night.

Marco didn't dare ask questions. He knew certain things weren't his business.

Clara sat at the table with a queen's grace, crossed her legs and let a slipper slide off her foot. A look at Roberto. Nothing else.

Roberto immediately knelt, kissed his wife's bare foot reverently, then gently put the slipper back on.

Clara smiled at him and stroked his hair like one does with a dog that's performed a trick.

"Good," she whispered. "Very good."

Roberto remained kneeling a few seconds longer, savoring that caress, that moment of approval worth more than any reward.

Marco observed the scene and felt a pang of envy. When would the day come when Elena would stroke him like that?

When would he deserve that whispered "good boy"?

Soon, he told himself. Very soon.

IRONIC CEREMONY

It was a quiet evening after dinner. Marco was seeking Luna's attention with small gestures—a look, a nod, one word too many. She noticed and a mischievous smile lit up her face.

She suddenly stood, grabbed a dish towel from the table and draped it around her shoulders like a royal cape. She picked up a wooden spatula and wielded it like a scepter.

"Today," she announced in a solemn voice, "destiny is fulfilled."

Marco looked at her uncertainly, torn between embarrassment and fascination. But when Luna fixed those imperial eyes on him, he slowly knelt before her.

Luna touched his shoulder with the spatula, as if it were an ancient investiture.

"Listen well, O Marco, son of Clara and Roberto, for I pronounce sacred words upon you." Her voice filled the room with theatrical authority. "You shall obey me in all things, with humble heart and devoted spirit. Like the servant before the mistress, you shall bow to me—not by my whim, but because such is the world's perfect order."

Clara and Roberto watched from the corner. She smiled amused, he seemed not to know whether to laugh or worry.

"Your knees shall bend, your skin shall sweat in my service. You shall kiss my hand as a sign of an eternal pact. You shall take pleasure in household chores, in the humble works of the house. Your honor shall be to fulfill my every desire."

Marco listened enraptured, the solemnity of the moment enveloping him like a blanket.

Luna bent toward him, whispering loud enough for everyone to hear: "And know that you must endure everything without complaint. The sound of my burps, the smell of my farts, the sweat of my feet—all this is sacred. Everything that emanates from me is right and good."

Roberto couldn't hold back a giggle. Even Marco raised his eyebrows, uncertain whether to smile.

Luna shot him a withering look and returned to the grave tone: "Every sound, every fragrance is part of my divine will. You shall welcome everything as a gift, without grimace or disgust. Only thus will you become part of the sacred order."

Then, suddenly light: "Now give me a foot massage because it relaxes me."

Marco began massaging, his hands uncertain at first then increasingly confident. Luna abandoned herself to pleasure, but her eyes remained fixed on him—severe, attentive, like a teacher observing a student.

THE SUPREME LESSON

After several minutes, Luna straightened and looked at Marco with new intensity.

"If you really want to win Elena," she said in a caressing voice, "you must learn adoration. It's not enough to obey—you must communicate that every fiber of your being belongs to her."

Marco looked up, surprised by the turn.

"Look at my foot," Luna continued. "Not as an obligation, but as something sacred. Every detail, every imperfection is part of me. You must welcome it with reverential awe."

She withdrew her left foot and brought the right close to Marco's face. "Take off my slipper."

Marco was about to obey, but Luna stopped him with a gesture.

"First observe. Every object that touches me becomes part of me. Look at it as you would look at Elena."

Marco stared at the slipper as if it were a priceless treasure.

"Now take it off slowly. Bring it close to your face and breathe my scent. You must understand every nuance."

Marco complied, inhaling deeply. The aroma filled his senses—intimate, human, hypnotic.

"Kiss it," Luna ordered. "Slowly. Every gesture must speak of devotion."

Marco's lips brushed the slipper reverently, as if kissing a relic.

"Now place it on the ground with studied movements. Every second has value."

Marco obeyed, every gesture deliberate and solemn. Awareness of the moment passed through him like electricity. He wasn't just serving Luna—he was venerating the Woman, the Goddess, everything Elena represented.

With an expression of total devotion, he placed a kiss on Luna's bare foot, then rested his forehead on the cold floor.

Luna stood and gently pressed her foot on his nape, his hair spreading beneath her sole. The touch branded him like livestock.

They remained like that, motionless, wrapped in a silence dense with meaning.

Marco had understood. He had learned.

Now he was ready for Elena.

THE IDOL

Clara entered the house dragging something heavy. Marco and Roberto looked up from the kitchen, curious about the dull noise echoing in the corridor.

When they saw her appear in the living room doorway, they were left breathless.

In her hands was a statue—a female figure carved in polished black stone, decorated with golden veins that glittered in the light. The face was impassive, austere, the eyes seeming to follow every movement. The hands were raised in a gesture of imperial command.

Clara placed it on an ivory pedestal in the most visible corner of the living room. Almost a meter tall, the statue dominated the room like a silent judge.

"From today," Clara said in a voice that brooked no argument, "you will worship this idol."

Marco and Roberto froze. The word "worship" hung in the air like a sentence. They exchanged a look charged with panic.

Clara stared at them with eyes of ice, waiting. The silence stretched out, heavy as lead.

Roberto was the first to give in. His knees hit the cold floor with a dull sound. Clara pushed his head down until his forehead touched the tiles. Marco followed immediately, terrified at the idea of disappointing again.

"Arms forward," Clara ordered with a general's precision.

They obeyed, assuming the position of total prostration.

"Perfect." Clara smiled, pleased with the picture. "Every morning, as soon as you wake, you'll kneel here for half an hour. You'll reflect on your condition as slaves and on women's superiority. You'll think of new ways to demonstrate your submission to us."

Her voice grew harder: "You are ours. Completely. And this statue will always remind you of your place."

The responses came as muffled murmurs against the floor—"Yes, mother," "Yes, my lady"—words torn from humiliation but charged with acceptance.

SURVEILLANCE

That evening Clara had a brilliant idea. "Luna," she said with a predatory smile, "we need to make sure they take the ritual seriously."

They installed a hidden camera among the decorations, pointed directly at the domestic altar. "To monitor their devotion," Clara said. But both knew there was more to it.

The first days they watched the recordings with a serious air, evaluating the sincerity of their submission. Marco and Roberto prostrated themselves every morning, motionless as statues themselves, their foreheads pressed against the cold floor.

But then something changed.

Luna burst out laughing first—a stifled giggle as she watched Roberto trembling from the effort of maintaining the position. Clara followed her, and soon the recordings became their favorite evening entertainment.

"Look how dad's shaking," Luna giggled. "And Marco's moving his lips—he's really praying!"

Clara drummed her fingers on the armchair's armrests, drinking in every second of their humiliation. The devotion of their men had transformed into spectacle.

But for Luna it wasn't enough.

"They're perfectly trained," she said one evening, her eyes gleaming with malice. "They do everything we order. Literally everything."

She turned to her mother with a smile that promised storms.

"Let's test them. Let's see how far they'll go."

Clara returned the smile. Her daughter was truly a born predator.

"What do you have in mind?"

THE PARTY

Luna had something special in mind. Something that would show her friends how perfectly she'd trained the men of the house.

"Girls," she said as she prepared the living room, "tonight I'll show you my masterpiece."

When her friends arrived—five girls her age, all curious to see Luna's famous "experiment"—she had them sit in front of the TV.

"But first, some home cinema."

The video appeared on screen: Marco and Roberto prostrate before the statue, motionless as corpses, their foreheads pressed to the floor in silent worship. The girls watched fascinated, some with mouths open.

"Every morning," Luna explained proudly, "half an hour of veneration. They never skip a day."

"Is it true?" asked one of the friends, incredulous.

"You'll see," Luna smiled. "MARCOOOO!"

THE LAMB TO SLAUGHTER

Marco entered the room like a condemned man walking to the scaffold. Five pairs of female eyes scrutinized him with predatory hunger. He knew he'd be devoured alive, but he was ready. For Elena he was ready for anything.

"Elena's not here tonight," Luna said, "but she's seen the videos. She's proud of you, Marco. She says she can't wait to marry you."

Marco's heart exploded with joy. Elena was proud of him!

"So," Luna continued, "let's show my friends what kind of husband you'll be."

One of the girls picked up a small cream cake from the coffee table. "How nice! Shall we take a picture together?" She approached Marco with an angelic smile. "Like this, really close..."

SMACK. The cake exploded on Marco's face in a cloud of cream and crumbs. The girls screamed with joy, snapping photos with their phones.

"Smile!" another shouted. "You look fantastic like that!"

Marco remained motionless, cream dripping from his cheeks, as the lenses immortalized him in his humiliation.

At that moment Clara entered dragging Roberto by the arm. "You're joining the fun too," she said without ceremony.

The girls became even more enthusiastic. Two victims instead of one!

"Roberto, hold this mirror," one of them ordered, handing him a small mirror with a gilded handle. "Still, so we can fix our hair."

Roberto obeyed, holding the mirror steady while she styled herself with theatrical vanity.

Then came the ink guns—plastic toys that shot colored stains. Marco and Roberto became living targets, hit from all directions as the girls laughed until they cried.

"Please," Roberto whispered to Clara, his eyes imploring mercy. "Don't do this to me in front of them..."

Clara's slap resounded like a pistol shot.

"How dare you?" Her voice froze the air. "Protest in front of these young ladies? Apologize. To all of them. Now."

Roberto, his face burning from the slap and shame, knelt before each girl. "I apologize, miss. It won't happen again."

"Oh, Roberto," one of them sighed with feigned disappointment. "You really disappointed me. But I accept your apology... reluctantly."

Clara grabbed him by the ear like a naughty child. "Let's go to the bedroom to see if you've learned your lesson," she said dragging him out amid giggles and knowing glances.

THE GRAND FINALE

Now Marco was alone. Five predators and one prey.

"Strip," one of them ordered naturally. "Stay in your underwear, get on the table and dance. You make the music."

Marco froze. It was too much. It was...

"NOW!" they all thundered together, their eyes gleaming with cruelty.

Marco undressed with trembling hands, climbed onto the glass coffee table and began to dance—awkward, ridiculous, humming an invented melody. The girls filmed everything, some doubled over with laughter, others applauding sarcastically.

"Last test," Luna said when the performance ended. She blindfolded him with a scarf. "Recognize my shoes by smell."

One by one, they brought different shoes under his nose. Marco sniffed desperately, searching for Luna's familiar scent. The sixth...

"This one. It's Luna's."

"CORRECT!" the girls exploded in fierce applause.

Luna stared at him with a crooked smile. "See? Everything I make you do is useful."

LUNA'S FORGIVENESS

When the friends left, Marco was destroyed. Tears streaked his cheeks stained with cream and ink.

Luna approached and kissed him on the cheek.

"Thank you, Marco. You made us have fun. I'm proud of you, and Elena will be even more proud when I tell her everything."

Luna's words washed over him like a warm wave. He knelt and began kissing her hands with frantic gratitude.

"Forgive me, Miss Luna. For a moment I doubted..."

Luna stroked his hair with maternal sweetness. "I know it's hard. But this is how you grow. The ego is the enemy, Marco. You've understood that."

Marco cried—from relief, from joy, from total devotion. He'd been the perfect little boy. Elena would be proud of him.

And that was all that mattered.

THE FIRST DAY OF SERVICE SCHOOL

The building stood against the gray sky like a prison. Bare concrete, narrow windows, architecture that spoke of control and resignation.

Clara drove through the industrial outskirts without saying a word. Marco stared at the desolate landscape from the window, his stomach twisting with anxiety. Two months. Two months inside here to become the man Elena deserved.

They parked in front of the main entrance. Clara turned off the engine and turned to her son.

"This is the most important moment of your life," she said in a firm voice. "Don't disappoint me."

At the entrance an instructor in her forties awaited them—elegant, controlled, with eyes that seemed to see through people. She smiled at Clara with professional warmth, then her gaze shifted to Marco. The smile vanished as if turned off by a switch.

"Follow me," she ordered without introducing herself.

Clara and the instructor exchanged a knowing look—two women who knew exactly what awaited that boy. Marco was led away without even a goodbye.

THE INITIATION

The corridors were a museum of male oppression. Paintings on the walls showed men prostrate at the feet of imperial women, scenes of submission rendered artistic and noble. On a golden plaque, Marco read the words that would govern his life: "To obey is a privilege, and to serve is an honor."

The auditorium was full of boys his age—all with the same bewildered expression, all aware they were there to be broken and rebuilt.

On stage appeared the head instructor. Thirty-five years old, dark hair pulled back, a body that emanated natural authority. When she spoke, her voice filled the space like a divine decree.

"Welcome to your transformation," she began. "Here you will learn the oldest truth in the world: man is born to serve, woman to command. It's the natural order that modern society has tried to subvert, but which we will restore in you."

The boys fidgeted in their seats. Marco felt something in his chest—not resistance, but recognition. That woman was saying something he already knew.

"Your ego is the enemy. Your personal ambition is a mistake. The only fulfillment you can ever achieve is in total dedication to female service."

She stood, came down from the stage, approached the front rows.

"Everyone on your knees. Now. Clean the floor with your bare hands."

A murmur of shock ran through the auditorium. Marco looked at the other boys—some red with shame, others shaking their heads.

"NOW!" the instructor thundered.

Marco was the first to move. He stood, knelt, began scrubbing the floor with his palms. One after another, the others followed him, until fifty boys were on their knees cleaning like animals.

"Notice the voice in your head that protests," said the instructor walking among them. "That's the voice of ego. Here you'll learn to kill it."

THE FOLLOWING DAYS

The weeks that followed became a routine of systematic transformation. Marco woke at dawn, meditated for an hour before an altar dedicated to the Goddess, then began lessons.

Cooking: He learned to prepare refined dishes, each recipe an act of love toward the female palate. Each dish had to be perfect—artistic presentation, balanced flavors, impeccable service.

Aesthetics: Pedicure lessons became his passion. Every design on nails was a miniature masterpiece he imagined on Elena's feet. Floral motifs, golden lines, decorations that transformed feet into works of art.

Massage: Here he truly excelled. He'd absorbed Luna's teaching—every touch had to be reverential, every movement an act of worship.

During one lesson, the instructor called him as an example for the other students.

"Marco, demonstrate the correct technique."

She sat in an armchair in the center of the classroom, slipped off her shoes. Marco knelt, took a ballet flat delicately, smelled it discreetly and kissed it before placing it on the ground. His gestures were slow, deliberate, charged with respect.

He began the massage—his hands working the instructor's feet with perfect technique and absolute devotion. The instructor closed her eyes, sighing with pleasure.

"See?" she said to the class. "This is true service. Veneration."

The other students looked at Marco with a mixture of envy and admiration. He'd understood something that still escaped them.

THE FINAL TEST

On the last day, the head instructor led all the students to a special room for the final test.

"Today we'll verify who has truly abandoned the ego," she announced. "Get on all fours. Clean the floor with soap and water. Back arched, face down."

Fifty boys began cleaning like animals. The instructor walked among them, leaving footprints where they'd just cleaned, overturning buckets, testing their patience.

Marco continued undeterred. Every obstacle was a blessing, every humiliation a gift.

After hours of torment, the instructor stopped in the center of the room.

"Which of you is ready for the last test?" She pointed at her bare feet. "Who wants to demonstrate true submission?"

Total silence. Fifty boys paralyzed with shame.

Only Marco moved. He lay on his back, crawled to the instructor's feet, began licking them with religious devotion.

"Lick until I tell you to stop," she ordered.

Marco obeyed, completely lost in his act of worship. The taste of female power, of his absolute submission, of his destiny.

"This," the instructor said to all the others, "is a complete man. This is true dignity."

After minutes that seemed like hours: "Now stop drooling on my feet and return to your place."

Marco returned to his place with shining eyes. He didn't feel humiliated—he felt elevated. He'd passed the supreme test.

He was ready for Elena.

THE FOLLOWING DAYS

Marco gradually adjusted to the rhythm of activities, to the silence and calm that permeated every moment at Service School. The morning began early, with the first hours dedicated to cleaning the rooms and meditation exercises.

While some classmates showed signs of frustration or rebellion, Marco embraced every lesson as a step toward perfection. His culinary skills were refined, his massage technique became legendary among the instructors.

During a pedicure lesson, an instructor used him as an example. He'd decorated her nails with floral motifs and golden lines so delicate they looked like jewelry.

"See Marco's work," she said showing her foot to the other students. "This is true dedication to female beauty."

She smiled mischievously: "Who knows how my husband will react tonight when he sees this masterpiece. I'll have to work hard to pull his lips away from my feet. Not that I particularly mind."

Marco felt a wave of pride wash through him. He was on the right path.

But the most important moment came during a massage lesson. The instructor noticed something special in the way Marco approached the task—not as a duty, but as a sacred act.

"Marco, show the others the correct technique."

He approached the armchair where the instructor had seated herself. Every movement was charged with reverence—the way he lifted the shoe, looked at it like a precious object, discreetly smelled it before setting it down.

The massage that followed was a symphony of devotion. His hands moved with surgical precision but infinite tenderness. The instructor closed her eyes, completely abandoned to pleasure.

"This," she said to the class while Marco continued, "is what it means to serve. Absolute veneration."

When other students tried to imitate him, the contrast was evident. Their gestures were mechanical, lacking that spontaneous submission Marco had developed.

"Keep practicing," the instructor said indulgently. "One day you too will know how to make your women feel truly powerful."

But inside she knew Marco was special. He was born for this.

RETURN HOME

The Service School gate closed behind Marco with a definitive sound. Two months later, he emerged transformed.

He was no longer the terrified boy Clara had left there. Every fiber of his being had been reshaped, every resistance broken and rebuilt in the form of devotion. He walked with different steps—slower, more measured, as if every movement had to be an act of respect toward the female world surrounding him.

The return journey was silent. Clara drove, studying her son from time to time through the rearview mirror. She was looking for signs of change, proof her money had been well spent.

When they arrived home, Marco got out of the car and stood still for a moment, breathing the familiar air. But now everything tasted different. This was no longer his house—it was the place where he would serve his mistresses.

THE TEST

Clara preceded him into the living room, then stopped and turned toward him. No words, no gesture. Just an evaluating look.

Marco didn't hesitate. He approached, fell to his knees with fluid grace, took his mother's hands and kissed them reverently. "Thank you for granting me this privilege, mother."

Clara smiled—the first real smile he'd ever seen her direct at him. "Welcome back, Marco. I see you've learned well."

Luna appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, eyes gleaming with mischievous curiosity. "My little brother has come home," she said in a mocking tone. "Let's see if he's become a good little boy."

Marco stood, approached Luna and knelt again. But this time, before kissing her hand, he whispered: "Miss Luna, I've returned to serve you. My life belongs to you."

Luna burst out laughing—not in derision, but pure pleasure. "Oh, I like this very much. Very very very much."

Roberto entered from the garden, his hands dirty with earth. When he saw Marco, his face lit up with paternal joy. He approached to hug him, but Marco maintained a composed and respectful demeanor.

They hugged briefly, then Marco said: "I'm happy to be home, father. Now we can serve our mistresses together in the way they deserve."

Roberto nodded with understanding. He recognized the signs—he'd seen other boys return from School. His son had been completely re-educated, and now they would share the weight of domestic service.

Luna observed them with growing interest. A mischievous idea flashed in her eyes.

"Marco," she said nonchalantly, remaining comfortably sprawled in the armchair, "come here and take off my shoes. I want you to describe exactly what my feet smell like."

The request seemed casual, but her mother immediately understood it was a test. She leaned back, curious to see her son's reaction.

Marco didn't hesitate for even a second. He knelt before the armchair, delicately removed Luna's shoes, lifted a foot and smelled it reverently, inhaling deeply.

"They have a delicious aroma, Miss Luna," he said in a firm, sincere voice. "Sweet and feminine. The natural scent of a superior woman."

Luna smiled satisfied, wiggling her toes in front of Marco's face. "And now describe exactly what you feel while you smell them."

"Gratitude, Miss Luna. And a sense of... completeness. This is my natural place."

Luna burst out laughing, clapping her hands enthusiastically. "Fantastic! Mom, did you hear? He's completely new!"

Her mother smiled pleased. "Excellent investment."

Roberto witnessed the scene without surprise—he'd seen Marco do the same gesture before departure. But now there was something different: no hesitation, no embarrassment. Only pure devotion.

THE NEW LIFE

In the days that followed, the house was transformed. Marco woke before everyone, prepared perfect breakfasts, kept every environment immaculate. He no longer needed to be scolded or corrected—he anticipated every desire of the women of the house.

His movements had become a silent dance of service. He appeared when needed, disappeared when unnecessary. He spoke only when addressed, always with the right tone, always with appropriate words.

Clara observed him with growing satisfaction. "It was worth every lira," she said one evening to Luna as Marco cleared the table. "Look how he moves. He's become perfect."

Luna nodded, enjoying the new absolute power she had over her brother. "He never protests, never complains. And the foot massages have improved so much."

Roberto listened in silence, recognizing in Marco the same path he'd taken, only much younger.

Marco continued his work, hearing their words as compliments. Being defined "perfect" by Clara was the highest recognition he could desire.

He was ready for Elena. He was ready for everything.

THE PROMISE

The day Elena came to visit was the beginning of a new chapter for Marco. Clara emanated pride and satisfaction. She led Elena in, welcoming her with sincere hospitality.

"Marco," she called, "Elena has come to visit us."

Marco's heart quickened. He knew what that visit meant: a decisive step toward the day they would go live together. The tension in his chest mixed with the desire he'd cultivated for months, enveloping him like a sweet and oppressive warmth.

With that confident tone that had always fascinated him, Elena greeted him, then scrutinized him, her eyes exploring every movement, seeking tangible proof of his dedication. The air in the room seemed to grow denser as Clara and Luna remained aside to observe. Clara was radiant, but also felt a sense of loss, as if ceding a part of her dominion. Luna, instead, wondered how far her brother's obedience would go. Her eyes sparkled with an almost provocative curiosity.

Marco owed the guest the same deference he owed the women of the house. "Miss Elena, it's an honor to see you here," he said, then knelt and kissed her hand.

Elena placed a hand on his shoulder, so he would remain kneeling. The satisfaction of submitting him shone in her eyes. Clara nodded slightly, appreciating the elegance of the gesture and the way Elena assumed control. A slight creak of the floor seemed to emphasize the silence charged with expectation in the room.

"I've come to ask permission from your mother and sister to take you away with me. I hope they'll have the kindness to accept that you stop serving them to begin serving me."

Clara crossed her arms, her eyes fixed on Marco, and allowed herself a half-smile: the fruit of their training finally showed itself. "I'm pleased to know my son will serve a woman of your caliber."

Luna didn't flinch: "Me too. I know you won't give him a moment's peace, and that you'll remind him every instant that his place is at your feet, that as a male, he was born to be a slave."

She sneered, relishing the humiliation her brother would suffer for his entire life, then added: "I don't want to keep reminding him myself that he's just a scullery boy, though I've enjoyed doing it so far. Now I'd like a slave I can order certain services from that I'd never want from a brother."

Elena, at that point, thanked with a theatrical but sincere gesture: she brought her right hand to her heart and bowed. Then she raised her gaze, firm and penetrating, until it pierced Marco.

"Marco, I'll take you with me if you swear absolute submission and obedience to me."

Clara and Luna immediately fixed their eyes on him, proud, lips sealed. A shiver of satisfaction ran through Clara: certainly, having an extra male in the house would have been useful. But much stronger was the pride for the impeccable education given to her son.

Marco knelt and placed his forehead on the floor. "Miss Elena, I swear that every fiber of my body will be dedicated to obeying and serving you."

He felt those words authentically, totally. He was convinced that things should go this way between Women and men. And then he was in love: subjugation took on intimate, sensual contours.

Elena hinted at a smile. "We'll see that soon, Marco."

Then she slowly slipped a foot from her shoe, lifted it and placed it on his head, then put it on the ground in front of Marco's forehead, and let him kiss it.

AT ELENA'S HOUSE

The first morning in the new house was a baptism of perfect servitude. Marco woke before Elena and carefully prepared her bath, measuring the water temperature as he'd learned at School and adding scented essences that filled the bathroom with delicate vapors.

When Elena immersed herself in the tub, Marco approached with a soft sponge, beginning to wash her with delicate and reverential gestures. Every movement was studied, every touch an act of worship. After the bath, he dried her with a large soft towel, gently patting every drop of water.

When Elena extended a foot toward him, Marco spontaneously placed a kiss on it before slipping on her slippers. It had become his second nature—he could no longer behave differently.

At midday, Elena demanded the impeccable service Marco had learned to offer. From their first meeting she'd never hidden being demanding and difficult to please, and now that they lived together the rules were even stricter.

Marco anticipated her every desire. When Elena approached the chair, he moved it and helped her settle in. He remained standing at her side throughout lunch, waiting for her to make the first gesture before serving each course.

Elena didn't speak to him the entire time, communicating only through silent nods. That rigid formality served to reaffirm who was in command, but Marco knew she appreciated his reverence. From time to time she granted him a smile of approval—a prize dispensed with calculated parsimony that made him tremble with joy.

In the afternoon, Elena dedicated herself to her pastimes: reading, diary writing, some exercise and moments of relaxation in front of the TV. Marco took care of household chores, transforming every task into a ritual of devotion.

He liked giving evident but not explicit signals of his submission. Every time he saw Elena sprawled in the armchair or absorbed in some thought, he silently knelt at her feet and began energetically scrubbing the tiles with a cloth, his back curved in a sign of deference, his head bowed so as not to disturb her tranquility. His movements were slow and respectful, his hands working in methodical circles while he kept his gaze fixed on the floor.

Elena participated in the dynamic by absent-mindedly slipping off her slippers and letting him arrange them carefully to clean better, or lazily extending a foot to rest it on his back, using him as a living footstool while she continued reading.

For her part, Elena amused herself testing his patience: she dirtied where he'd just cleaned, moved objects just arranged. Marco's response was invariably patient, diligent and obsequious.

In the evening, Elena decided to conclude the day with a more intimate moment. She sat in the armchair and ordered Marco to massage her feet.

Marco knelt before her, delicately taking her feet in his hands. While he performed the massage with the mastery learned at Service School, Elena stared into the distance, savoring the pleasure and total devotion of her servant.

After the massage, she ordered him to prostrate himself with his forehead to the floor.

"As you must have understood," she said while he remained bowed, "I adore having my feet massaged and kissed. Partly because it underlines who's in command here, partly because it's a fantastic sensation. And I see it doesn't displease you either."

She gestured toward his evident erection, then added in a mocking tone: "But that's the least important thing. Right?"

"Of course, my lady," Marco responded without hesitation. "Only your desires matter."

"Good! So, since it's my desire that you spend a lot of time taking care of my feet, I'll give you a second name: Tom. No, better—Toe. You'll be my Toe, my toe-sucker."

Marco, perplexed: "It's a beautiful name, my lady. Everything that comes from you pleases me."

Elena burst out laughing. "Good, you'll be Toe... my personal toe-sucker."

Marco tried respectfully to feign amusement, but his embarrassment was evident. Elena offered him a foot and wiggled her toes in front of his face. Understanding the suggestion, Marco brought his lips to her big toe and sucked it for a long time.

When they retired to the bedroom, the atmosphere became more intimate. Elena lay down and Marco approached slowly, expressing his submission in a more sensual way.

He kissed her following her instructions, his devotion taking on explicitly erotic nuances. Elena watched him, intoxicated with pleasure and power, while Marco continued with absolute naturalness.

The first day of their life together concluded perfectly. Marco had found his vocation, Elena her ideal slave.

SECOND DAY AT ELENA'S

The following day Marco woke with the same devout fervor. He prepared breakfast, tidied the house, served Elena with identical dedication. But something had changed.

Elena treated him with the glacial indifference of a mistress who now took her servant's services for granted. No smile of approval, no nod of encouragement. Only the emptiness of someone receiving what is her due by right.

In the evening, during the foot massage, Marco felt a desperate need growing inside him. While Elena's feet relaxed under his care, the desire for a brief nod of recognition transformed into frustration. Frustration became impatience, impatience pure anxiety.

He wanted to speak, confess his craving for approval, but he knew it would be inappropriate to disturb a woman relaxing with such nonsense.

So he expressed the request for attention in his own way. He pretended to carefully inspect the area to treat, brought the sole of her foot close to his eyes as if searching for something specific. Then, simulating the expression of someone who'd just understood what to do, he "spontaneously" placed his lips on Elena's forefoot.

He immediately looked up, hopeful. Nothing. Only indifference. The TV seemed much more interesting than him.

Marco endured the frustration for a few minutes, then repeated the gesture. Same result. And again. And again. Always without relief.

Finally he began interspersing the massage with increasingly frequent kisses. Every few seconds his lips brushed Elena's feet, in a desperate search for attention.

Still nothing.

Defeated by anxiety, Marco gave in completely. He began sucking Elena's toes, one at a time, abandoning any pretense of therapeutic massage.

Elena finally hinted at a smile—cold, detached, victorious.

"I chose your second name really well, Toe," she said without even looking at him. "You can't go ten minutes without licking my feet, can you?"

Marco blushed, continuing to suck compulsively.

"Fine, I give you permission to suck my toes at will," Elena continued nonchalantly. "But before going to bed wash your face well. I don't want to smell cheese."

The phrase hit him like a stiletto. Marco blushed violently, lowered his gaze. "Certainly, my lady."

Shame overwhelmed him for an instant, but then transformed into an excitement that amplified his devotion. He resumed sucking her toes with renewed passion, more desperate than before.

Elena finally let herself be overcome by pleasure. She reclined her head, closed her eyes and abandoned herself to the moment.

"The foot," she whispered in a hoarse voice. "Lick it all."

Marco obeyed frantically, his tongue exploring every inch of Elena's skin. She dominated him and he loved being dominated—a perfect symbiosis of power and submission.

Elena's pleasure grew slow but unstoppable. Suddenly she withdrew her foot, began caressing herself with one hand while with the other she slipped off her panties in a quick, impatient gesture.

She grabbed him by the hair from behind and pushed him down, between her wet thighs.

"Now there," she murmured in a voice charged with desire. "Drive me crazy with pleasure."

Marco obeyed without hesitation. His mouth continued the path Elena had indicated, guided by desire and devotion that became ever more total.

The second day concluded with an important lesson: Elena no longer needed to conquer his submission. She'd already obtained it completely.

JOLANDA AND ELENA'S ANGER

After a few weeks of living together, Elena decided to test her domestic slave more publicly.

"Tonight Jolanda's coming for dinner," she announced with a smile that promised nothing good. "I want you to treat her exactly as you treat me."

Marco had prepared everything impeccably—the table set with maniacal precision, every dish a small work of art, service coordinated to perfection.

Jolanda arrived punctually, an elegant woman in her thirties with lively eyes and a curious smile. While the two friends exchanged light stories and toasts, Marco remained vigilant standing beside the table—he served the courses, cleared, filled glasses, anticipated every request maintaining an always submissive and deferential gaze.

"I must say, Elena, your Marco is incredibly obedient," Jolanda whispered, observing him with amused eyes. "He's like a perfect butler."

"Butler?" Elena giggled. "No, dear. He's my slave. My personal foot-licker." She smiled looking at Marco. "Right, Toe?"

She continued, proud. "He's meticulous, attentive, docile. It's rare to find such devotion."

Jolanda chuckled. "It seems almost too good to be true. How did you train him so well?"

Elena sipped her wine with a satisfied air. "Service School, six months. And he continues learning every day. He wants to prove he'll never disappoint me."

At that moment Marco returned with the salad, moving with the silent grace he'd perfected. Jolanda followed him with her gaze as he poured wine, then cast a knowing glance at Elena.

"Impressive," she commented. "Who knows if he'd be equally zealous with my... whims too."

Elena smiled mischievously. "You can find out right now if you want. Marco is here to serve you, just as he does with me."

Marco felt blood rising to his cheeks but remained composed.

Jolanda, amused and intrigued, began her exploration of power. First small orders: she used Marco's back as support to write a note, then asked him to polish her belt buckle while she still wore it. Finally she began "accidentally" dropping objects for him to pick up.

Marco obeyed everything with the same silent dedication. Every time Jolanda cast a questioning look at Elena, she received complicit smiles of encouragement.

"What do you say," Elena proposed at the end of dinner, "shall we go to the sofa? That way you can try Marco's famous foot massages. They'll drive you crazy."

"I certainly can't miss such treatment," Jolanda laughed, standing up.

The women settled on the sofa. Marco waited for a nod from Elena, then knelt before Jolanda, removed both her shoes with reverential gestures and began the massage with all his mastery.

"Look how good he is at it," Elena said to her friend. "He adores licking feet. He often takes my toe in his mouth without me ordering it. Want to try?"

Jolanda burst out laughing. "Really? What a good boy, your Marco." She playfully extended her leg and put her foot in front of his face. "Then here, lick!"

Marco wavered. Humiliation hit him like a slap, but he remained motionless.

"I'm serious," Elena insisted. "Marco refined his technique at Service School. If I kept him just for myself it would be a waste... with all the feet out there."

They laughed even more boisterously. Jolanda put her foot an inch from Marco's face again. He continued not to move.

The atmosphere changed instantly.

"Lick, idiot!" Elena thundered. "And do it well! Don't make me look bad!"

It was the first time she'd insulted him in front of someone. Pain and confusion overwhelmed Marco, but he knew exactly what he had to do. He bowed his head and obeyed with all the care he was capable of.

Jolanda abandoned herself to pleasure with a satisfied sigh. The two friends resumed chatting, treating Marco like a service object, completely ignoring him while he continued his humiliating performance.

THE PUNISHMENT

When Jolanda left, thanking her for the "unforgettable evening," Elena's face was drawn with anger. Without saying a word, she pointed at the floor.

Marco knelt, trembling.

After a silence that seemed eternal, Elena slapped him. The sharp sound filled the room.

"When you hesitate to obey my orders, you make me doubt your devotion," she said in an icy voice. "Do I need to remind you who you are?"

Marco trembled, devastated by the idea of having disappointed Elena.

"If your submission is so fragile, perhaps you're not worthy of serving me."

Panic completely overwhelmed him. He threw himself on his back, frantically kissing Elena's feet while tears streaked his cheeks.

"Please, I beg you. Forgive me. I'll never disappoint you again."

Elena remained impassive, enjoying his anguish. After several interminable minutes, she said in a voice cold as ice:

"I only keep you because you're good at licking feet. And you'll do it for the next half hour."

She lay on the sofa letting her feet protrude from the armrest. Marco followed her like a faithful dog, knelt and began kissing and licking them with desperate devotion.

He'd learned to brush the skin with the tip of his tongue, alternating slow circular movements with more intense licks. He knew every inch of Elena's feet, every point that gave her pleasure.

Elena remained motionless, her gaze fixed in the void. When pleasure relaxed her, she dozed off.

Marco noticed immediately but didn't dare stop. He continued for a long time, then—fearing that leaving her uncomfortable might displease her—he gently lifted her and carried her to bed.

Even in sleep, Elena had to be served to perfection.

THE DAY AFTER JOLANDA

Marco woke in the pre-dawn darkness, his chest oppressed by an anguish that seemed to crush him. Elena's voice from the previous evening echoed in his mind like a sentence: "I only keep you because you're good at licking feet."

He rose silently and began preparing the perfect breakfast. Every gesture was a mute prayer, every detail a penitent offering. He had to erase his failure, prove he was worthy of staying.

As he tidied the house with trembling hands, the thought tormented him without respite. That phrase couldn't be just anger. There was a coldness in that voice, an icy conviction that terrified him.

The only reason she kept him was that he was good at serving her.

That thought fed a totalizing obsession: to please Elena, erase every doubt, earn back her trust. He couldn't stop, couldn't. Every fiber of his being wanted only to disappear into the most absolute submission, kneel again, repeat every gesture from the previous evening with more humility, more zeal, more desperation.

It was like pouring water into a bottomless well—every act of devotion disappeared into the void, demanding ever greater sacrifices. Marco knew it, but couldn't stop.

When Elena appeared, sleepy and beautiful, Marco barely restrained himself. He knelt and kissed her hand with his usual devotion. But inside burned the desperate need to be forgiven.

Elena sat and began consuming breakfast. Cold. Mute. She communicated only through quick gestures—a finger pointed at the juice carafe, a glance toward the empty plate. No smile, no recognition. Still angry.

Marco remained standing beside the table, attentive to her every breath. But the emotional distance tore at him. He couldn't bear it.

He broke etiquette. He suddenly prostrated himself at Elena's feet, covering her bare feet with frantic kisses, tears and desperate licks.

"Miss Elena," he sobbed while she placidly continued sipping her coffee, "it can't be true that you only keep me for that. It can't be."

THE SENTENCE

Elena finished breakfast with Olympian calm, completely ignoring his sobs and desperate kisses on her feet. Only when she was completely satisfied did she make him kneel with straight back.

She took his face in her hands, gripping it with almost cruel force. Her eyes were cold as steel.

"Listen carefully, Toe. My toe is dear to me, not you. Haven't you understood that yet?"

Her voice grew harder, implacable.

"You're the slave. For me you must cook, wash, tidy, iron, serve me, revere me, worship me, massage me, do my manicure, pedicure, waxing, lick my pussy, lick my feet and kiss my ass while I fart in your face. And you'll do it for my friends too, if I order you."

Marco trembled, but every word nailed him more to his reality.

"I'm the mistress. For you I don't have to do shit! If I don't like what you do, I'll slap or whip you as much as I want, or I'll send you away forever. If I find someone better than you, I'll replace you without thinking twice."

Elena bent toward him, her face inches from his.

"If you don't like how things are, don't you dare let me suspect it. And if you try to leave without permission, the morality police will expose you in the square for the passers-by to whip."

A tomb-like silence fell over the room.

"That's how things are between you and me. I don't know if there are tender-hearted women. I'm only interested in my servant because he serves me. So don't let me hear your complaints again. You have no right to tell me what to do. Understood?"

Marco nodded convulsively, devastated but also, strangely, excited by such cruelty.

"Now continue what you were doing. The only initiative I like from you is crawling like a worm at my feet and licking them. Today I'm pissed off and don't want to see your stupid face, so make sure to rub your nose on the floor every time I'm around."

A brief silence let that boulder of words sink into Marco's depths, who remained stunned by their total cruelty.

Then Elena exploded: "LICK MY FEET!"

And Marco began again, more desperate and devoted than before.

FORGIVENESS

Marco felt Elena approaching and immediately lay belly-down on the floor with his face against it, taking seriously the earlier command. He was terrified of what might happen. Instead, Elena proved indulgent and began by saying: "Perhaps I was too hard on you." Marco felt an uncontainable joy explode. He couldn't wait to repeat the most humiliating gesture he could imagine, the one he'd performed before to beg forgiveness and which now served to express gratitude.

Elena seemed to have anticipated this impulse, so much so that she left Marco in prone position and approached his head. Again, it was kisses, licks and tears flooding Elena's feet, again Marco sobbed, uttering phrases like "My lady is too good" and "I don't deserve it."

She responded by flaunting magnanimity: "No, Marco, you deserve my forgiveness. You're a man, you're weak; it's normal for your will to waver sometimes." These words provoked an intensification of kisses, licks and tears, not very pronounced, because they were already close to maximum intensity.

"But what I told you is true: your duty is to serve me as a most humble slave, and if I order you to serve one of my friends, you must do it with the same diligence you serve me."

To these words, Marco responded with a "Certainly, my lady," while continuing with the same intensity in his gestures, albeit with slightly fewer tears.

"On this subject, I've made a couple of appointments for you, with some friends of mine who need help and whom I don't want to disappoint. I know that this time you won't."

The first appointment Elena had arranged for Marco was at Vanessa's house, a tall, slender girl with long, slightly wavy chestnut hair falling on her shoulders. She had lively green eyes and an enigmatic smile that conveyed confidence. Her tanned skin highlighted her solid-colored bikini, and her elegant movements suggested a natural sense of grace. She welcomed him in a bikini and flip-flops, with a relaxed attitude but sharp gaze. "Oh, how kind of Elena to send her husband to help me with cleaning. And what a handsome boy." With the excuse of the heat, she invited him to undress, completely. Marco was terrified at the idea that Vanessa, or any other friend, might report that he'd hesitated to obey or even just to grasp a suggestion. Vanessa was gentle in manner, tone and words, but her request was unequivocal: in the center of the room, she'd left him a bucket already full of water and floor cleaner, with a brush, and nothing else.

So Marco found himself scrubbing the floor on his knees, completely naked. Vanessa never raised her voice, gave him no humiliating instructions nor displayed a haughty, arrogant attitude. She simply passed from time to time right where Marco had just cleaned. But more than making Marco's life difficult, her purpose was to have an interesting perspective from the sofa, where she sat cross-legged reading, and from where she could observe him perfectly. Marco even noticed that Vanessa, inspired by the scene, let herself satisfy her own desires.

The next appointment, however, was charged with a different atmosphere, a mix of tension and anticipation. Elena's friend, a woman with long black hair and deep, magnetic eyes, wore a red satin robe and open slippers in fake white fur. She welcomed him with a barely-there smile, wordless. The absence of a formal greeting made Marco's unease grow.

Without delay, she took him by the hand and led him toward a dark velvet armchair, the room wrapped in a penumbra made elegant by thick curtains and golden chandeliers projecting soft light. With slow, studied gestures, she partially removed her robe, leaving her shoulder and part of her back bare, in a contrast between sensuality and power.

"Kneel here," she ordered in a low, enveloping voice, a note of satisfaction in her tone, turning her back to him. Marco complied, his heart pounding as he bent before the woman. She curled up in the armchair, legs bent in a position that seemed casual but studied to dominate the scene. Her every movement communicated innate superiority, as if control were a natural extension of her being.

"I need a particular favor, particularly intimate," she said, letting her gaze slide over him slowly. The silence in the room became dense, almost oppressive, while Marco waited with suspended breath. The air was charged with tension, and time seemed to slow while she absent-mindedly caressed the armchair's fabric with her fingertips.

After Marco had finished his intimate service, Elena's friend relaxed completely against the armchair, her breathing still irregular. With a lazy gesture she pointed at the door, a shadow of satisfaction on her lips.

In the third appointment, Marco was welcomed by a servant who guided him through a long corridor adorned with ancient tapestries and lit by flickering candles. The corridor was silent, broken only by the rustle of footsteps. A massive door opened onto a large room where, at the center on a red velvet throne, sat a woman with aristocratic features and a haughty gaze.

Around her, five men were prostrate on the ground, in a position of total submission, with foreheads on the floor, backsides on heels and arms stretched forward. The tension in the room was palpable, every breath seemed to underline the importance of the moment. The servant bent toward Marco and, with a silent gesture, indicated he should join the others. Marco knelt slowly, feeling his heart beat strongly as he bent into that humiliating pose.

Minutes dragged on, marked only by controlled breathing and the echo of the woman's slow movements on the throne. Occasionally, a slight movement of her foot, adorned with a glittering ring, attracted Marco's and the other prostrate men's attention. Her presence was magnetic, and every gesture seemed to emanate a silent force that filled the room.

After half an hour of immobility and worship, the woman rose with fluid movements, making the folds of her sumptuous dress undulate. She approached Marco, her eyes scrutinizing him with calculated coldness. With an elegant gesture, she lifted the foot adorned with the ring and placed it delicately on his shoulder, calling his attention without a word. Marco raised his gaze, his eyes meeting the woman's. With an imperceptible nod, she indicated he should bend down and kiss her foot. Marco, with a slow, respectful movement, placed his lips on the smooth skin, tasting her power. Then, without further ceremony, she made a gesture with her hand. "You may go."

Marco stood, his body tense and breathing heavy, and left.

The fourth appointment of the day took place in a more intimate environment, with heavy curtains that stifled external light and lit candles projecting dancing shadows on the walls. Marco entered the room with his mind already fatigued by previous encounters, but aware every test was important.

Before him, a woman with a statuesque figure and luminous skin sat on a sofa covered in dark velvet. She wore a light dress that slid over her curves, hinting at the sinuous profile of her hips. The look she cast him was a mix of impatience and amusement.

"Kneel, here," she ordered, with an indifferent gesture of her hand. Marco obeyed, feeling his breathing quicken as he positioned himself at her feet. The woman rose gracefully and, turning her back to him, let the dress slide just enough to reveal sculpted buttocks.

"Pay me homage, Marco," she murmured, her voice velvety and charged with authority. A sudden warmth rose to his face; without hesitating, he bent down, placing his lips with devotion on the smooth skin.

The woman abandoned herself to that gesture with cold, imperturbable pleasure. After a long silence, she barely lifted her chin and, with a tone requiring absolute obedience, ordered: "Now caress me, slowly." Marco obeyed, his hands brushing the skin delicately, trying to rein in the tremor while his breathing became increasingly irregular, immersed in the tension of the moment.

When the woman's ecstasy reached its peak, she turned toward Marco, placing her hand on his head to stop him. "Good. You may go now."

After completing all four appointments of the day, Marco returned home exhausted but satisfied. He found Elena on the sofa watching TV. He ran to kiss her hand, which Elena extended downward to make him kneel.

Then she hastened to rest her legs on each of Marco's shoulders, to prevent him from rising. That gesture aimed at something, but Marco would only understand hours later. At that moment he simply thought it was one of many daily gestures of domination. He adored being dominated. He'd accepted the slave condition already in his family of origin, but subjugation to Elena was seasoned with a sensual pleasure that strengthened his attraction to her.

"So, Toe, how did it go?" she said curiously. Marco recounted the first appointment. Elena remained somewhat disappointed, as if she'd expected something else from the account of the meeting with Vanessa. But she wasn't at all angry with Marco, so much so that he, despite the climate of apprehension he'd lived in recent hours, didn't worry. However, he had a start when Elena, after staring into space for a few seconds as if solving a puzzle, said: "Let me see if Vanessa's happy with how you cleaned."

While bringing the phone to her ear, Elena casually changed position, removing her knees from his shoulders, then resting her feet there, and then bringing her right big toe close to Marco's lips, who didn't need to be told anything, supported Elena's foot holding it in his hands and began sucking.

"Hi Vanessa. My Toe just got back, how did he behave?" Pause. "What do you mean, he only cleaned? Didn't you have a little chat too? You know he has excellent conversation topics." At this point Marco blushed. "But of course he'll be happy to accept! He's coming right over." She hung up, pulled her toe from Marco's mouth, and with a little tap of her foot signaled him to hurry.

"You heard, right? Come on, when you get back you'll tell me."

Half an hour later, Marco found himself again in front of Vanessa's house. The door was open, as if she were expecting him, and a light breeze made the transparent curtains sway.

Natural light filtered through the large windows, creating reflections on the polished marble floor and giving the room a bright, welcoming air. He again found the elegant living room with the large woven carpet and glass coffee table in the center, while the light leather sofa, with modern lines, towered as the room's focal point. He heard Vanessa's voice, decisive and suave, inviting him to come forward. She was again seated on the sofa. This time she was dressed and barefoot.

She invited him to sit beside her. Marco hesitated for a moment, accustomed to automatically kneeling in similar situations, feeling that internal conflict between instinct and the unexpected request. However, when it was clear Vanessa preferred him seated, he sat, trying to mask his hesitation. Again he was invited to undress with the excuse of the heat. Again Vanessa insisted until Marco was completely naked. Then, for a strange reason, she too removed the jeans she was wearing at that moment and the underwear beneath. Then she told him how democratic she was with men, told him she would never give degrading orders, and therefore saw no reason to make him kneel. "In fact, why don't we have a beer together? Would you get it from the fridge?" She gave instructions aloud while remaining seated, Marco uncapped the beer bottle and brought it toward the sofa. "Damn, there are no glasses! Let's do this," Vanessa said in a tone that couldn't be determined if joking or not. She took a sip, then did something absolutely crazy with infinite naturalness: she poured some on the floor at her feet, wetting them and forming a puddle. That gesture, apparently bizarre, had a precise meaning: Woman's dominion doesn't need to be explicitly declared. "Marco," Vanessa said with the natural tone she'd always maintained, "I have total trust in you. I know you washed the floor well. You trust me, I took a nice relaxing bath and my feet are very clean. Drink with me." She took another sip then indicated the puddle around her feet. Marco, initially bewildered, immersed himself in that situation and drank first by licking from the puddle, then from her feet, and finally a few more drops from the path Vanessa had drawn on her legs like Hansel's breadcrumbs. When Marco reached the end of the path, Vanessa grabbed his hair from the back of his head and decisively guided his movements. Several minutes passed before Vanessa lost control and let herself go to ecstasy. Then she stretched out on the sofa and said in a thread of voice "The bucket and brush are in the kitchen." As he watched her curl up in fetal position, a knot formed in his stomach: that gesture of vulnerability struck him, but he couldn't allow himself to misinterpret his responsibilities. He took the bucket and brush, and while cleaning the puddle, perceived the weight of Elena's expectations. When he finished, Vanessa had recovered, stood up and said in a more energetic tone "Marco, it was a real pleasure having a beer with you. You know, I don't like drinking alone at all. Thank Elena for me, this is for the trouble," she extended a bill, "give it to her." She held out her hand with the bill toward him, who had just finished but was still on all fours on the floor, but before he could take it, she let it fall at his feet. She rested the tip of her right foot on it, leaving the back raised. Marco delicately took the foot in hand, kissed it, gently moved it aside and took the bill. "But you didn't need to greet me like that. You're a real gentleman, Elena's lucky, I'll tell her right away by phone." After leaving Vanessa's house, Marco returned home, still wrapped in a sensation of surprise and disbelief. Entering the living room, he found Elena seated on the sofa, legs elegantly crossed and a skirt falling perfectly along her thighs.

As soon as she saw him, Elena raised an eyebrow and made an imperious gesture with her hand. "Come here, Marco," she ordered, with a note of impatience in her voice. Marco hurried to kneel before her, his heart hammering in his chest. He kissed her hands with devotion, but Elena pulled him slightly by the hair to make him come closer.

"Closer," she said, opening her legs and positioning them astride his shoulders, as she'd done before. Marco felt the warmth of her skin and the light fabric of the skirt brushing his face.

"Tell me what happened at Vanessa's," she ordered, her tone authoritative but punctuated by an imperceptible tremor. "And talk to me... addressing here, tell it to my pussy," she added, gently pushing his head toward herself.

Marco began recounting, his voice barely whispered and marked by pauses full of respect and fear. As Marco retraced the events at Vanessa's, Elena closed her eyes, a sigh escaped her lips, subtle and charged with pleasure. As Marco continued, Elena's breathing became deeper, her hands gripping his hair with growing intensity.

Finally, the air in the room seemed saturated with tension and vibrant silence. Marco remained kneeling, his breathing barely controlled, aware that every movement or word could influence Elena's satisfaction.

Elena extended her hand and fixed Marco with an impenetrable gaze, her dark eyes full of a calm that hid a barely contained flame. "The bill," she said simply, her tone low but unmistakable. Marco pulled out the money, offering it with trembling fingers. Elena took the money and let it slide between her fingers, observing it for a moment before placing it beside her.

"You'll contribute to household finances," she continued, "by serving my friends. They're demanding, and woe to you if a single one of them complains even once." A sharp smile curved her lips as she added, "Now go cook."

Marco obeyed without hesitating, executing orders with customary precision, while his heart hammered in his chest and his hands moved with almost mechanical rapidity to satisfy Elena.

THE MARRIAGE CEREMONY

The church was a monument to female power. The grandiose frescoes on the walls represented scenes in which women triumphed over men: in one, a crowned queen raised her scepter while an army of kneeling men bowed their heads in submission; in another, a luminous goddess sat on a golden throne, with men at her feet intent on cleaning her footwear.

On the raised altar were the spouses, on the pews the invited guests seated, the men kneeling beside them.

Elena, wrapped in a splendid white dress adorned with golden embroidery, sat on a throne at the center of the altar, erected above a red velvet carpet. Marco, dressed in a simple dark tunic, advanced toward her with bowed head. Every step was a ceremony in itself, marked by the murmur of those present and the sound of slow, solemn drums.

When he reached Elena, he knelt before her. His hands trembled slightly as he kissed her fingers, feeling the coldness of the metal of the rings she wore.

"Lie down, prone, Marco," Elena said in a voice that echoed in the nave. He obeyed, stretched out with his abdomen and forehead to the ground.

"As a rite of union and promise," Elena continued in a solemn voice, "we degrade the man so he remembers his place." Not all ceremonies were so radical, but Elena had chosen the most extreme version. She gestured to two women beside her, who approached Marco, lifting the tunic from the waist down and leaving it to cover his head, accentuating his vulnerability.

Elena continued with the ceremonial: "You will serve me, revere me, obey me, because this is the male's vocation, it's his duty toward woman."

Then she bent slightly over him, moving the tunic just enough to fasten a collar around his neck, sealing her ownership. A voice among the invited guests broke the silence with a touch of ritual irony:

"You may kiss the bride's feet."

He obeyed.

With a final ritual gesture, Elena raised a hand and declared:

"I accept you as my husband."

A triumphant smile brushed her lips.

"The ceremony is concluded. Let the celebrations begin."

In the hall, the reception was an explosion of luxury and playful cheer. Young, attractive waiters, dressed only in jeans and bare-chested, moved among the guests, serving glasses of champagne and refined appetizers. The women, smiling and elegant, played little jokes on the waiters: whipped cream in the face, tripping, showers of drinks on their heads.

Elena, at the center of the scene, danced gracefully, her eyes sparkling as she observed Marco who, in a corner, was busy pleasing her friends. An orderly line had formed in front of him, each woman awaiting her turn with an intriguing smile. Laughter and voices filled the hall, while some women invited the other male guests to dance in their underwear on the tables, applauding and laughing at their exhibitions.

After hours of celebration, Elena approached Marco, tired but pleased. She ordered:

"Come with me."

He followed without hesitating.

They crossed the corridor to the private room, furnished with silk curtains and scented candles emanating soft light.

Elena let herself fall onto a wide, velvety sofa, slightly lifting her feet. "I'm tired from dancing all evening. Do your duty, slave."

Marco immediately knelt, taking Elena's feet in his hands and beginning to massage them delicately, the warmth of her skin against his. Elena's breathing became slower and more relaxed, and a hint of satisfaction appeared on her face as she closed her eyes, abandoning herself to the moment.

After several minutes, however, Elena opened her eyes and with a decisive look interrupted him.

"Now I want you to do more," she said.

She pointed to a cushion placed at the foot of the sofa. "Get on your knees here, with your forehead to the ground."

Marco obeyed, feeling humiliation insinuate itself in his veins, but without hesitating. Elena lifted a foot and placed it delicately on his nape.

Then she bent forward and ran her hand over the collar.

"You'll wear this every instant of your life."

"Now smell my feet," she whispered in an authoritative tone. Marco obeyed, delicately lifting Elena's foot and placing his nose on the arch, inhaling deeply. The smell filled his senses, enveloping him in a grip of humiliation and devotion that seemed to suspend time. Every breath was an act of total submission, a ritual that bound him ever more to his role.

"Now lick them," Elena continued, her gaze fixed and determined, as if evaluating every movement. Marco complied, letting his tongue explore with reverence every curve and hollow of Elena's sole, savoring every instant with profound dedication. Every touch was a silent reminder of his belonging, while the silence in the room accentuated the sacredness of the gesture.

"I hope you appreciate the scent and taste of my feet, Marco," Elena continued with a satisfied smile, "because they'll be the scent and taste you'll experience most often."

Marco bowed his forehead again, feeling the symbolic weight of the moment. In a trembling but sincere voice, he said: "This most humble slave is proud to have a place at your feet."
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