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First day of work

Lorenzo looked at his image in the mirror and for a moment he did not recognize himself. His pink robe enveloped his body tightly, like a humiliating second layer of skin, the lingerie on his legs glimmered at the morning light. Six months earlier he was studying literature, and he was dreaming that a generous owner would let him continue his studies. He could have written something valuable, something like poetry, a good novel, something worth of attention. Today … he had to dress like this a this first day of “work”.

"Get moving, Purchase," Clara urged him from the kitchen. "You don't want to be late on your first day."

Purchase. Not Lorenzo. Not anymore.

"You look wonderful," Clara commented, sitting at the kitchen table, proud and amused. She was sipping a cup of coffee. "And you should be honoured to work there."

She had purchased Lorenze only a few months ago. The father of her daughter Vanessa was sent to service Clara’s old mother. To substitute him, they got a young slave able to make himself useful and, from time to time, pleasant.

Ladies always love their slaves, so they say. Buy the distance in hierarchy was clear, in any action, in any word.

Vanessa entered the room and, seeing him, burst out laughing. Then she approached, adjusted his little apron, then tightened the bow with a decisive gesture.

"Perfect. Now you're adorable."

Lorenzo lowered his gaze. "Yes, young miss Vanessa. Thank you."

Arguing was useless. In that house, a man's opinion, whether he was a slave or a relative, was worth less than a whisper in the wind.

Clara stood up abruptly. "Come here."

Lorenzo looked at her, confused. "Mistress?"

"Kneel down."

The sharp command caught him by surprise. For a moment he hesitated - in the last six months he had gotten used to orders, but this... there was something different in Clara's tone.

"I said kneel down." Her voice became sharp.

Lorenzo lowered himself slowly, his heart beginning to beat faster. What did she want from him?

Clara extended her hand to him. "Kiss."

"I... I don't understand..."

"At the spa every woman will expect this. It's better that you learn here, with us. You must invite them to dominate you."

Lorenzo hesitated, "Dominate me, mistress?"

Vanessa leaned back against her chair, amused. "Oh, this will be interesting."

Lorenzo looked at the extended hand, then at Clara's impassive face. Slowly, with a barely perceptible tremor, he leaned down and brushed her knuckles with his lips. A chaste kiss, quick.

Clara nodded. "Mmhm. It needs more abandon, more fervor. Try with Vanessa."

Vanessa stood up, reaching him with slow steps. "Let me feel how devoted you are to me, slave."

She extended her hand to him, rigid. He kissed it and was convincing. But it wasn't over.

"Some clients will want deeper gestures. A kiss to the feet. A prostration. Always do everything they ask you without hesitation."

Lorenzo swallowed. "And if... if I didn't feel up to it?" he asked, worried.

"It's not a choice. It's your job."

He lowered his gaze, silent.

She slowly slipped her foot out of her sandal, leaving the tip suspended in mid-air.. «Now kiss my sandal. Like it was your loved one’s lips.»

Lorenzo remained motionless. His heart was pounding in his chest. He hesitated, then bent down, his hands on the floor. A light kiss. Then another, more distinct.

Vanessa said nothing. She extended her foot towards him.

«Now kiss the skin. The toes. The instep. I want to feel your respect, all of it.»

Lorenzo trembled. He remained still for a moment. Then he slowly began to kiss the toes and the instep. The smell of leather was mixed with a sweeter and pungent aroma. It dizzled him

«Much better,» Vanessa whispered.

Then her tone changed, it turned warmer and sharper. «Stick your tongue out. Tell me how lucky you are to be allowed to lick my feet. Refer to yourself in third person. Tell me that you are my utmost humble slave»

Lorenzo’s eyes shot open wide, full of terror. An instant later, something broke inside him. He discovered a rare, disturbing beaty in that act. A subtle, unforeseen excitation.

He obeyed, he licked the instep. Then he spoke:

«Miss Vanessa, this utmost humble slave is honoured to be allowed your gracious little feet. This serf of yours does not deserve so much generosity, but he accepts it with devotion and gratitude.»

Vanessa smiled. «As long as it’s clear the licking my feet is a privilege of yours and a concession of mine, you may continue. »

She posed, hands on her flanks, haughty queen.

«Lick, slave.»

Triumphant, intoxicated with power, she savored the homage. Clara also remained silent, enraptured, lulled by the vision. Then she snapped back. "Excellent, Lorenzo. That's the spirit. But enough now, or you'll be late." While winking at Vanessa, she added, "You can always practice tonight." Vanessa giggled. "The clients will adore him." Clara nodded. "Remember: respect. Always. I don't want complaints." "Yes, mistress. I promise I'll give my best." She smiled, more sweetly. "I know. You're a good boy." She caressed his cheek. Then, harder again, "But know that this is only the beginning." She turned again toward her daughter. "At the spa he'll learn interesting things. You'll see, there will be fun to be had." Lorenzo took it in silence, with downcast eyes, and left the house.

Venus Supreme: A Temple Devoted to Female Well Being

He headed to the spa "Venus Supreme" feeling more like a sacrificial lamb than a model servant. On the street he saw women in flashy clothes, vertiginous heels, elaborate hairstyles. The men proceeded close to the walls, in modest little tunics of neutral colors, with downcast eyes and submissive attitude, like undergrowth mushrooms trying not to get trampled.

In the city park meadow, he noticed a group of models: handsome, young, scantily clad and very muscular. They were posing for a female photographer in athletic gear — black trekking shoes and pants, sweatshirt and cap with the visor turned. The models were arranged around sculptures about five feet tall, representing shoes with stiletto heels. It was an advertising campaign: male beauty was often employed to entice potential female clients.

Lorenzo slowed his pace when he saw the building. The pink marble seemed to shine under the sun, and the colossal statues of women stared down at him from above with stone gazes. The golden sign was so large that he had to raise his head to read it all.

"Venus Supreme: Temple of Female Wellness"

He swallowed. Three days ago, when he had signed the contract, he thought it was just a pompous name. Now he understood they weren't joking.

A voice behind him made him jump.

«You must be our new purchase, Lorenzo,» she said in a deep, powerful voice. «I’m Brunilde, coordinatror of the Personalized Service Area. Welcome to your new mission to promote female well being. Follow me little serf.»

Lorenzo was too focused on making a good impression to worry about how he was being addressed. He immediately knelt down, as he had been taught. He took the hand — which she hadn't offered him — and kissed it respectfully.

"Honored to serve you, Mistress Brunilde," he said, with downcast eyes and controlled voice.

Brunilde raised an eyebrow, pleased.

"You're a well-mannered boy. Keep it up and we'll get along. However, Mistress Brunilde seems like too pompous a title for a work environment. Call me just Mistress.»

She laughed at her own joke, then briskly ordered him to follow her. She led him through a maze of gleaming corridors. They passed other "purchases" like him, busy polishing colossal statues of powerful women, offering fruit trays to clients, sweeping the floor, polishing the boots of female uniforms. All were working on their knees, some under the watchful gaze of women in uniform.

Finally, Brunilde made him stop in front of a monumental door.

"Devoted Reception Area," she announced with emphasis. "Here you will meet your first client. Remember the basic rules: when you address her, call her divine client. You will remain on your knees unless the work requires otherwise. Deference in tone and gaze. Immediate obedience."

She leaned toward him, her menacing face inches from his.

"But above all remember: you are an accessory to female well-being. Clear?"

Lorenzo nodded, swallowing with difficulty.

"Clear, Mistress."

Brunilde straightened, satisfied.

"Excellent."

She pushed him. Lorenzo lost his balance, opened the door with his body weight and, still off-balance, staggered a few meters inside the room.

It was an opulent and surreal environment: pink sofas and cushions, mirrors everywhere, red and soft carpets.

In the center of the room, an athletic woman with red curls waited for him on a velvet chaise longue. Her eyes scrutinized him from head to toe with the interest of someone evaluating a new toy.

"Finally," she said, with a voice warm but commanding. "Kneel here, in front of me."

Lorenzo obeyed, feeling the weight of that gaze.

"That's better. Tell me, what's your name?"

"Lorenzo, divine client."

She smiled, pleased with the title. "Lorenzo. A cute name for a cute servant. Do you know why you're here?"

Lorenzo hesitated. "To... serve you?"

"Exactly. And I intend to be served very, very well."

"Divine client, I will do so with every fiber of my being. Allow me to pay homage to you."

He moved to take her hands, but she didn't allow it.

"Oh, how silly! Kissing my hands... an unhygienic and outdated custom. I don't really like formalities. Why don't you kiss my feet instead?"

She laughed, and then actually made him kiss them.

Lorenzo kissed them without thinking, closing his eyes to show participation in the reverential act. His legs trembled slightly under the pink tunic.

"Interesting uniform. Very suitable for your role. Now serve me. Offer me some grapes. With grace. Remove the skin."

Lorenzo stood up, clumsy and awkward, not really knowing what to do. The woman, with a languid gesture, pointed to a silver tray on a nearby table.

Lorenzo approached the tray. He took a grape with a trembling hand and tried to peel it. He succeeded after several attempts.

He turned toward the woman, trying to force a smile that probably looked more like a terrified grimace.

"Here you are... divine client."

The woman pointed to her scarlet lips with a ring-adorned finger.

"No, slave. Not like that. On my mouth. I want to be fed... like a goddess."

Lorenzo swallowed again. He wasn't sure he had understood correctly. He had heard about "acts of deep deference," but he didn't expect to start like this, in the first minute of service.

"Come on, feed me, foolish servant! How many times must I repeat an order?"

The woman opened her lips, showing perfectly white teeth.

Lorenzo, with wide eyes and his heart in his throat, brought the grape with his hand almost inside her mouth.

She took it with her lips, in a quick and elegant gesture.

She sucked slowly, her eyes fixed on his, an ambiguous smile curving her lips.

Then she opened her mouth in a theatrical gesture, asking for more.

It took Lorenzo a moment to understand. She remained motionless, impassive.

When he finally realized, he peeled another grape and gracefully brought it to her mouth. Then another, and another.

"Not bad, servant. Not bad at all. Perhaps you're not completely useless, after all. Now" — she added with an imperious tone — "kneel at my feet and adore me."

Lorenzo nodded quickly, positioned himself in front of her, put his knees and forehead to the ground, stretched out his arms in a gesture of pious veneration and began to recite:

"Divine client, your faithful servant offers you in homage his total devotion. Everything about you, and everything that belongs to you, is sacred to this most humble slave."

"Not bad, servant. But I want to test your... sincerity."

Lorenzo looked at her confused.

"You said that everything about me is sacred. Everything. You weren't exaggerating by any chance, scullery boy?"

"No, divine client. Everything about you is sacred to this humble servant."

A mischievous smile curved her lips. "Even these sandals, then?"

Lorenzo hesitated only for an instant. "But of course, divine client."

"Don't mock me. If it were true, you would worship them as an object of cult."

Lorenzo looked around, then headed toward the sandals she had slipped off. He took them with reverence.

"Oh sacred sandal, protector of the celestial foot of the divine client, I offer you my worship as a sign of adoration."

He lifted them high like a reliquary, then kissed them solemnly one after the other.

The woman burst into amused laughter. "Worshipping my sandals... what a foolish devotee! I like it. Now" — she turned on the chaise longue — "show me the same devotion on my body. Massage my back and shoulders. With respect."

Lorenzo positioned himself beside her, his hands trembling. He began to massage her shoulders cautiously, looking for the "right pressure."

"And occasionally, kiss," she added without turning around. "I want to feel your devotion on my skin too."

Lorenzo obeyed, alternating massage and delicate kisses on her shoulders. When his hands descended toward the lumbar area, she whispered: "Here too. A devoted servant has no limits in serving his mistress."

Lorenzo swallowed, feeling like a dwarf crushed by a goddess. He leaned down, depositing respectful kisses on the lower part of her back.

"Lower," she ordered with a firm voice. "Don't be shy, servant."

Lorenzo hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, kissing with reverence even her buttocks, trying to put devotion into every gesture.

But something in his manner — perhaps a hesitation too long, perhaps a kiss too hurried — must have betrayed uncertainty.

"Do you doubt that I deserve your complete devotion?" she asked suddenly, sharp, turning to look at him, as if she had read his thoughts:

"Are you doubting that everything that comes from me is divine?"

"Forgive me for the blasphemous doubt, divine client."

Just at that moment, the door of the "Venus" room opened with an unexpected thud. Lorenzo jumped and turned, his heart in his throat.

On the threshold, Brunilde towered. Always smiling.

"Are you enjoying the treatment, madam?"

"Well, this slave just confessed to me that he had blasphemous doubts, I like fervent devotees."

The sharp smile disappeared and was replaced by a hard, furious expression.

"Stupid slave," Brunilde thundered. "What... do you think you're doing? Disrespecting the divine client with outrageous thoughts?"

Client Venus turned slowly, with a bored air. "Outrageous is a strong word, Brunilde. Let's say that... his devotion... has room for growth. But it's not entirely absent." An amused flash gleamed in her red eyes. "Perhaps, he needs a bit of... humiliating disciplinary stimulation, to increase his fervor."

Brunilde, without taking her stern gaze off Lorenzo, nodded curtly. "I agree, Client Venus. The little slave needs to... be reprogrammed. I'll take care of it myself, personally. If Lady Venus permits..."

"But of course, Brunilde. Proceed. Have fun molding him according to our standards. Don't be afraid to experiment, try all the formulas we have for reprogramming. Better to risk some side effects rather than have the certainty that the servant doesn't serve. Don't you think, Brunilde?"

Brunilde emitted a low growl of approval. She approached Lorenzo, her icy gaze fixed on his terrified eyes. "'Purchase' Lorenzo," she hissed, her voice charged with subtle but unmistakable threat. "Get up. Now. And follow me. At Venus Supreme, mediocrity is not an option. Either you'll be the zealous slave that everyone wants, or we'll get rid of you."

Lorenzo jumped up, his legs soft as jelly. His first day at the Venus Supreme spa had officially become a pink and black nightmare. And he knew, deep in his heart, that it was only the beginning.

Disciplinary humiliating stimulation

Brunilde dragged Lorenzo by the ears outside of the "Venus" room, ignoring his groans. She led him through corridors that seemed to narrow and elongate themselves in distorted perspective, until they reached an anonymous door, without decorations or glittering marble. A metal nameplate read, stark and threatening: "Servile Reprogramming Area – Only Authorized Personnel."

She pushed him inside. The room was empty, white, illuminated by an artificial cold light that aggressively stressed the pink of his robe. In the middle, a metallic armchair and a dentist chair, with belts and threatening implements. On the side, a couple of flasks, tubes and instruments.

Dr. Schultz stood motionless against the wall, arms crossed over her chest and her gaze impenetrable. Her white uniform, perfectly pressed, radiated an icy authority. A bare foot toyed with a light wooden clog. On the toe of the clog, a red kiss mark.

She was silent. She did not need words.

Lorenzo, terrorized at her sight, threw himself at her feet and kissed the clog, right on the mark.

«Good boy, you understand signals. I leave you with Dr Schultz.» Brunilde left the room with a smile.

«Naked,» Dr Shultz ordered.

Lorenzo hesitated. «But... why?»

«Because a woman told you, idiot.»

As he undressed with trembling hands, the doctor watched him with detachment, like an entomologist studying an insect.

'Sit down. Arms and legs on the supports.'

Lorenzo obeyed. The doctor tied him down with methodical calm, each gesture precise and unsettling.

'What are you going to do to me?'

The doctor moved closer to him, her expression solemn, stopping just a few centimeters from his face. «The person that you were, is going to die. You are turning into a completely different being...an adorable one. We’ll have a lot of fun with him»

Lorenzo felt a shiver run down his spine. He instinctively pulled back, but the straps prevented him from doing so.

She took something from the cart - a dark vial labeled "Serum Submissio Feminae" containing a liquid that seemed to move on its own.

"Close your eyes," she whispered. "And don't open them again until I tell you to."

Lorenzo felt something cold on his forehead, then an intense smell that penetrated his nostrils. It wasn't unpleasant, quite the opposite... it was strangely familiar. As if he had known it forever.

"Breathe," the doctor murmured. "Let it in."

Gradually, Lorenzo felt his will dissolve like snow in the sun. His thoughts became muffled, distant. Only that smell existed now, that aroma that filled him completely.

"Now open your eyes and look at me."

When he opened them, the doctor was standing in front of him, barefoot. Her gaze was different - no longer clinical, but hypnotic, magnetic.

"Tell me what you feel."

“I… I have to…” Lorenzo’s mouth searched for the words, but none came. There was only an urgency, a need he couldn’t explain.

“Have to what, Lorenzo?”

“I have to… serve her. I have to…” His voice cracked. “I can’t think about anything else.”

The doctor smiled for the first time—a smile that sent a chill down the spine.

“Perfect. The process is complete.”

Brunilde stepped back into the room as if summoned by some invisible signal.
“Is he ready?” she asked.

“Oh, yes,” the doctor replied, unfastening the restraints. “You can count on it.”

As soon as he was free, Lorenzo slid from the chair and collapsed at their feet. A wave of pure emotion crashed over him.

“Divine mistresses!” he cried, voice trembling, almost breaking into sobs. “Sovereign owners of this worthless slave! What an honor… what an immense honor to be your little doormat!”

He stretched out fully, forehead pressed to the cold floor.
“This lowly kitchen drudge longs to be used and abused at your pleasure! He crawls at your feet, ready to lick them at the faintest command!”

The command came instantly. The doctor extended one foot, offering it with casual indifference.

Lorenzo lunged forward, lips seeking the skin with desperate hunger. He kissed the top of her foot with feverish devotion, then drifted toward her ankle, alternating kisses with the lightest flicks of his tongue.

Brunilde arched an eyebrow, watching the display. “Doctor, I think you may have been a little heavy-handed with the dose.”

Lorenzo’s worship only grew more frantic, moving from toes to sole, his lips and tongue punctuated by small moans of bliss.

“On the contrary, Director Brunilde,” the doctor said in a lecturing tone. “Dignity—while a virtue for women—is poison to men. It must be purged from the male soul until not a trace remains.”

Without breaking her composure, she rested her other foot on the back of Lorenzo’s head, pressing his forehead against her first foot.

“This,” she intoned solemnly, as Lorenzo whimpered under the pressure, “is the true male—freed from the toxic burden of dignity.”

Brunilde nodded slowly, as if witnessing an enlightening demonstration. “You’re right, Doctor. It’s… instructive.”
The doctor increased the pressure just slightly. “Years of research have taught me that a man’s happiness is inversely proportional to his self-esteem.”

Pinned between her feet, Lorenzo continued to lick and kiss frantically, murmuring incoherent words of gratitude.

The two women exchanged a look of professional satisfaction.

“I’d say the experiment has been more than successful,” the doctor concluded, finally withdrawing both feet.

Domestic training, Submission Serium and Plantar Prelude

The women released him without ceremony. Brunilde withdrew her feet, her smile poised and satisfied.

“Experiment completed successfully,” she declared, as if signing off a report.

They untied him and let him stand. His legs buckled, trembling under his own weight. The tunic clung damply to his skin, reeking faintly of the Essence of Humiliation. He stumbled through the white corridor and out into the cool air, carrying with him the lingering heat of their touch and the metallic taste of shame.

By the time Lorenzo made it home, the treatment had worn off, leaving him a limp, pink ruin. His tunic—mud-stained and soaked in the Essence of Humiliation—clung to him like a damp, rancid second skin. His legs shook, his back ached for mercy, and his glassy stare carried the hollow look of a man wrung dry of every last shred of dignity.

The moment he stepped through the door, Clara and Vanessa were waiting, their expressions oddly… clinical.

“Well?” Clara asked, folding her arms. “How was your first day at the temple of feminine wellness?”

Lorenzo slumped into a chair with a thud. “A disaster,” he rasped. “They took me into a white room… there was a doctor—Schultz. They strapped me to a chair and…”

“And?” Vanessa leaned forward, suddenly intrigued.

“They injected me with something. A serum. They called it Serum Submissio Feminae. And then…” His voice faltered, his face flushing deep red. “Then I lost it completely. I threw myself at their feet—kissed them, licked them like… like a dog. And the worst part is… in that moment, it felt like the most natural, most blissful thing in the world. I was in ecstasy.”

Clara and Vanessa exchanged a quick, knowing glance.

“Interesting,” Clara murmured, her tone thoughtful. “How long did it last?”

“Two hours, maybe. Then it wore off.” Lorenzo looked up, stricken. “I can’t go back there tomorrow. Not like this. I can’t—”

“Nonsense.” Clara’s smile was cool and precise. “You just need the right training. And now that we know exactly how their method works…” She turned to Vanessa. “Darling, go get what we bought last week.”

Vanessa slipped away and returned with a small burgundy velvet case. Inside, wrapped in crimson silk, lay a crystal syringe filled with a milky opalescent liquid.

Lorenzo’s eyes widened. “No… don’t tell me—”

“Exactly.” Clara lifted the syringe with delicate care. “Serum Submissio Feminae, home edition. We ordered it thinking it might help you… polish your performance. But now that we know how it works at the spa, we can put it to far more… effective use.”

Vanessa’s hands rubbed together with giddy anticipation. “We’ve put together a personalized Domestic Servile Devotion program. You’re going to be a treasure.”

“And this time,” Clara added, stepping closer with the syringe, “we’ll use a double dose. Just to make sure it lasts long enough to correct all your… posture problems.”

Lorenzo staggered back, terrified.
“No! I don’t want to! You can’t make me!”

Clara sighed, as if dealing with a petulant child.
“Vanessa, it seems our little ‘purchase’ isn’t feeling cooperative. We’ll have to initiate the Forced Administration Protocol for Recalcitrant Subjects.”

“Perfect, Mom. Exactly what we need.”

Vanessa advanced with slow menace while Clara slipped into another room.

Lorenzo made a desperate dash for the door, but Vanessa was quicker. She caught his arm and hauled him into the middle of the kitchen.
“Don’t make a scene, ‘purchase.’ It’ll all be easier if you just play along.”

Clara returned with a coil of rope and—horrifyingly—a plastic bag filled with clearly worn socks. The smell was unmistakable, heavy in the air. She plucked one out.
“Step one: neutralize verbal protests.”

“No, wait! We can talk about this! There’s no need to—”

The rest was cut off as Clara shoved the sock into his mouth with clinical precision.

“Perfect,” she said, watching him gag and thrash. “Post-workout jogging sock, left to ferment with its companions for a week in a sealed bag. The odor also has a… calming effect on agitated subjects.”

Lorenzo whimpered into the gag as Vanessa forced him to his knees.
“Hands behind your back, ‘purchase.’ Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Clara’s fingers worked deftly, binding his wrists tight.
“Excellent. Now—time for the Plantar Cranial Immobilization Technique.”

“The what?” Vanessa asked, a spark of excitement in her voice.

“Put your foot on his head. Essential for injection accuracy.”

“Ohhh, I get it! Medical safety!”

Vanessa stepped behind him and pressed her riding boot firmly against the back of his neck.
“Like this, Mom?”

Clara studied the position critically.
“To optimize Plantar Control Sensitivity, take off your boot and shift to the side—one cheek on the floor, the other pinned under your foot. Bare skin contact enhances the subject’s perception of plantar dominance.”

“Got it!”

Vanessa stripped off her boots and pressed her bare foot to Lorenzo’s right cheek, forcing his head sideways so his left cheek lay against the cold marble while the right burned under her warm sole.

“Excellent,” Clara approved. “Now the plantar pressure ensures total cranial immobilization and creates a lasting Sensory Imprint of Submission. He’ll forever link foot contact to loss of control.”

Her voice took on the crisp tone of a lecturer as she prepared a syringe.

Lorenzo groaned through the gag, pinned under Vanessa’s foot, gagged with the reeking sock.

“Now,” Clara went on, “for maximum effect, the injection must be delivered to the gluteal muscle. Rich blood supply, rapid absorption.”

With no ceremony, she lifted his pink tunic, revealing his boxers.

“Mom!” Vanessa grinned. “What a… scientific approach!”

“Science knows no modesty, dear,” Clara replied, tugging down the boxers with a cool, clinical motion. “And this ‘purchase’ needs to learn he’s the slave and we’re the mistresses. We give the orders. Besides, he cost us a fortune.”

Lorenzo writhed, but Vanessa’s foot pressed harder into his cheek, Clara’s hands restrained him, and the ropes kept him helpless.

“Hold still, ‘purchase,’” Vanessa said, leaning her weight onto him. “Mom needs precision.”

Clara lined up the needle with his right buttock.
“Double dose, as planned. Should guarantee at least four hours of… optimal devotion.”

“Four hours?” Vanessa whistled. “This is going to be fun.”

The needle slid in; Lorenzo’s muffled cry was sharp and high. The serum burned as it spread.

“And… done,” Clara said, withdrawing the syringe with satisfaction. “Perfect administration. Now we wait.”

Vanessa stepped back, and Lorenzo slumped sideways, still bound.
“How long?”

“Five minutes for full effect,” Clara said, checking her watch. “Then we can begin Intensive Domestic Training.”

In those five minutes, Lorenzo felt it take hold—a warm bloom spreading from the injection site, then a dizzying euphoria. His thoughts rearranged themselves, his priorities shifting. The urge to protest dissolved, replaced by a consuming impulse: serve. Obey. Crawl. Submit.

Vanessa returned, riding crop in hand, slicing the air.

“Let’s start. Posture, endurance, obedience. All of it.”

When Clara untied his wrists and removed the gag, he didn’t flee. He dropped to his knees, eyes alight.
“Mistress Clara. Young miss Vanessa. This humble servant is ready for intensive training. Please—teach me everything. I want to be your perfect servant… and serve the Venus Supreme!”

Vanessa arched a brow. “Wow, Mom. It really works.”

“Of course,” Clara said smoothly. “Let’s begin. The crop is a nice touch—we’ll refine his posture.”

And so it began. Lorenzo obeyed with manic enthusiasm. Kneeling, back straight, arms extended, he held the position with military precision and a fixed smile.

“Perfect!” he said brightly. “How long, Mistress Clara? An hour? Two? I’m ready!”

“Straighter,” Vanessa ordered, cracking the crop.

“Yes, Young miss Vanessa!” He straightened further, ignoring the pain searing his spine. “Better?”

“Twenty minutes,” Clara instructed. “And keep smiling. Clients like joyful devotion.”

He smiled even as his muscles quivered. The pain became proof of his worth. He was the perfect slave—nothing else mattered.

Ten minutes in, Clara gave him a brief task: “Slave, take off my shoes. Quickly. Then back to position—no loss of focus.”

He obeyed instantly. But then—trouble. Vanessa had been barefoot since earlier, and he’d managed to ignore it. But Clara… Clara had worn shoes without socks for days. The scent was intoxicating. He had to smell them. He had to lick them.

He trembled—not from exertion now, but from the battle in his mind. The serum demanded obedience; the scent demanded worship.

“Mistress…” His voice was tight. “May I… serve you more… directly?”

Clara stepped close, a bare foot just inches from his face.

“You will hold your position, slave. I said twenty minutes.”

He stared at it like an addict at his fix, sweat beading on his brow.

“But… your divine feet… the smell is so…”

Clara’s eyes gleamed. “Interesting. Conflicting impulses. Excellent for research.”

He swayed, torn between commands and craving. Tears pricked his eyes.

“Please… just one kiss… then I’ll go back…”

Clara laughed softly. “No. Discipline first. If you want to be the best, you must master your urges.”

He groaned in frustration but stayed put, enduring the exquisite torture of proximity without contact.

When the twenty minutes were finally up, he lunged forward, kissing her feet with desperate abandon.

Vanessa stepped in. “What about me? Or do you not like my feet?”

He was on them instantly. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” he sobbed between frantic kisses. “Thank you for the privilege of worshipping your divine mistress feet!”

Clara made a mental note. “Perfect. We’ll alternate strict obedience with foot gratification—make him dependent on both.”

And the night wore on: Lorenzo excelling in every task, driven to please, yet constantly tormented by the scent of their feet and the overpowering need to adore them—trapped in a perfect loop of discipline and reward that was programming him deeper and deeper.

Servile Ballet

His awakening was an assault on the senses. Lorenzo opened his eyes with the sensation of his mouth lined with cotton soaked in Gorgonzola, while a sickly-sweet chemical aftertaste clung to his throat like poisoned honey. Every smell—from the coffee Clara was brewing to the laundry detergent lingering in the air—reached him amplified, almost painful in its intensity.

The thought of returning to the Venus Supreme hit him like a punch to the gut. The pink tunic waiting for him, folded on the chair, seemed to glare at him with malice, promising another day of refined humiliations. And yet, strangely, his initial revulsion dissolved into a kind of sluggish resignation. Perhaps the Serum Submissio was still silently working through his system, softening his resistance like water smoothing stone.

At the Venus Supreme, Brunilde awaited him in the foyer like a sentinel in an electric-blue uniform, her posture rigid—the stance of someone who had never known doubt.

"'Purchase' Lorenzo," she began without wasting time on pleasantries. "Performance report: level of servile devotion—insufficient. Room for improvement: substantial. Are you ready for a more... stimulating experience?"

Lorenzo nodded mechanically, unable to articulate a response. His mouth had suddenly gone dry.

Brunilde guided him through corridors that seemed to multiply like a labyrinth of mirrors, until they reached a circular room that took his breath away. The polished wooden floor reflected the light like water, surrounded by golden mirrors that infinitely multiplied every movement. Blood-red velvet settees were arranged like observation thrones around the central floor.

At the center of the room, a tall, athletic woman was performing stretching exercises with precise, controlled movements. She wore a tight-fitting light-gray outfit that revealed toned musculature—no frills, no excessive decoration.

"'Purchase' Lorenzo," Brunilde announced in a professional, measured tone,"allow me to introduce you to the Absolute Ballerina Client, Diva Tersicore. Today, you will have the honor of participating in her 'Dancing Rite of Ego Empowerment.'"

Diva Tersicore interrupted her fluid motion and turned around. Her eyes were a glacial blue, intense as the Arctic sky, set in a face with sharp, aristocratic features. Her high cheekbones would make a supermodel envious, and her androgyny made her disturbingly fascinating.

"A dancing servant?" Her voice carried an indefinable, exotic accent, with a cadence that seemed to caress every word. "Interesting. I didn’t realize the Venus Supreme had expanded into... choreographic entertainment."

"The Venus Supreme adapts to the most refined desires of every client," Brunilde replied with professional pride. "'Purchase' Lorenzo, despite his... relative inexperience, possesses motor potential we find... intriguing."

Lorenzo felt like a goldfish in a glass bowl, watched by eyes that saw too much. He had never taken a dance lesson in his life—unless you counted drunken, uncoordinated swaying at weddings after the third glass of wine.

Diva Tersicore circled him with movements that seemed to defy gravity, studying him like a sculptor examining a rough block of marble.

"Motor potential, you say?" A faint smile curved her lips. "The uniform is... peculiar. Shocking pink and sheer stockings for a male dancer. Is it an audacious artistic choice, or simply... demoralizing?"

Then, as if struck by sudden inspiration, her face lit up with a smile that transformed her completely. "But perhaps that’s the challenge. To dance despite... all this. To transform humiliation into art. Interesting."

She walked toward a stereo system hidden behind black velvet curtains. "Today, I feel inspired by classical ballet. Do you know Swan Lake, servant?"

Lorenzo felt his blood freeze in his veins. "Swan... Lake? But that’s—"

"Exactly, servant. I want to see you—in a pink tunic and sheer stockings—perform Prince Siegfried’s solo. I don’t expect technical perfection," she added with a predatory smile, "but I want... passion. Interpretation. And above all... sensuality."

The last word echoed through the room like a challenge.

The music began to flow, sweet and melancholic, filling the space like golden honey. Lorenzo found himself pushed to the center of the floor under the laser-like gazes of the two women.

"Begin, servant," the Diva ordered, her voice soft yet imperious. "Don’t be shy. Let your... dancing soul emerge."

Lorenzo stood paralyzed. The absurdity of the situation crashed over him like an icy wave. Dancing? Ballet? Sensually? In a pink tunic and stockings? It was pure madness.

But the serum was still doing its silent work, dissolving his resistance like ice in the sun. The idea of refusing, of rebelling, simply couldn’t form in his fogged mind. He had to... dance.

He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, and let the music flow through him. When he opened them again, something had changed. A strange determination, mixed with desperation, had taken hold.

He began to move.

The first steps were hesitant, unsteady on his heeled sandals. He tried to mimic vague memories of ballets he’d seen on TV, hopping and spinning with clumsy approximation. The pink tunic billowed ridiculously around his legs, the bow under his chin already undone, dangling like a panting dog’s tongue.

But then something strange happened. The more ridiculous he felt, the more he surrendered to the madness of the moment. He began moving with desperate abandon, turning his clumsiness into an involuntary performance. He tried to arch an eyebrow seductively, to gesture theatrically with his hands, to writhe as he imagined a prince tormented by love for a swan would.

The result was closer to a drunk mime than a dancer, but there was a strange energy in those movements—an unintentional parody that was somehow hypnotic.

Diva Tersicore watched in silence, and Lorenzo noticed her initially indecipherable expression had shifted into something resembling... amusement? Her blue eyes gleamed with an unreadable light.

Encouraged by what he took as approval, Lorenzo grew bolder. He hopped, spun, attempted a clumsy jeté that nearly sent him tumbling, barely regained his balance, and kept writhing, sweating profusely under the tunic now sticking to his body.

The more he danced, the more he spiraled into a liberating self-parody. He was fully embracing the absurdity, turning it into a performance that was both ridiculous and oddly moving.

At the climax of his "solo," in a burst of insane inspiration, Lorenzo launched into an even wilder pirouette. He completely lost his balance—and fell.

Not catastrophically, but the pink tunic flew up, leaving him exposed in his underwear before the two women. He lay there for a moment in that compromising position, legs in the air, the apron’s bow dangling ridiculously askew.

He stayed on the ground, panting, expecting cruel laughter or cutting remarks. Instead, the silence that followed was charged with a strange, almost electric tension.

When he looked up, Diva Tersicore was staring at him with an entirely new expression. Her eyes shone with something like... admiration?

"Interesting," she murmured at last, thoughtful. "Very... interesting."

She approached slowly, her footsteps echoing on the parquet like amplified heartbeats.

"Did you know true dance is born from the courage to expose yourself completely? To throw your heart over the obstacle, unafraid of ridicule?" She stopped before him, still on the floor. "You did exactly that, servant. You danced with your vulnerability. It was... pathetic and magnificent at the same time."

Lorenzo stared up at her, confused, as a strange warmth spread through his chest. Had he been... praised? For his clumsiness?

"Get up," she ordered softly. "And come here. I want to... thank you for this unexpected spectacle."

Lorenzo rose, trembling, unsure what to expect. Diva Tersicore smiled at him—then, in a sudden move that caught him completely off guard, cupped his cheeks and kissed his forehead.

"You were the perfect Pink Prince of the Servile Lake," she whispered. "You’ll never change, will you? You’ll always be this wonderful, dancing disaster?"

Lorenzo nodded, unable to speak, feeling something inside him break and reform into something new—more fragile, yet strangely more authentic.

Brunilde, who had watched the entire scene in silence, cleared her throat. "If Diva Tersicore is satisfied with the service..."

"Satisfied?" The Diva turned with a radiant smile. "I’m enchanted. This servant has a unique talent. The talent of artistic self-destruction. He’s... precious."

A strange warmth spread through Lorenzo’s chest. For the first time since he’d started working at the Venus Supreme, he had truly been useful—had satisfied a client.

He straightened his tunic automatically, feeling a small, unexpected flicker of servile pride.

A Dancer's Debriefing, Plantar Disappointment, and Servile Rekindling

Lorenzo returned home with an uncharacteristically light step, still wrapped in that strange feeling of satisfaction that warmed his chest. For once—miraculously—he had actually managed to please a client. The Diva Terpsichore had appreciated his clumsy performance, calling him "precious" with those blue eyes that seemed to see beyond the surface of things. Perhaps, he was finally beginning to decipher the incomprehensible codes of this new world.

Vanessa was waiting for him, sitting at the kitchen table, her arms crossed in a posture that promised a storm. Clara moved about the room with feline movements, tidying objects that didn't need to be tidied—a nervousness that presaged trouble.

"Well?" Vanessa didn't waste time on pleasantries, her voice as sharp as glass. "How did it go today? I hope you at least have something interesting to tell us this time, not the usual pathetic complaints."

Lorenzo slumped into a chair, that half-smile still on his lips. "Today went well, really. I did what they asked and the client was satisfied."

"And what exactly did they ask you to do?" Clara stopped in front of him, her hands on her hips in a pose that exuded maternal authority.

"I danced." The word came out with a hint of pride that Lorenzo couldn't hide. "Classical ballet. 'Swan Lake.' The client wanted to see how I would do, and she even complimented me in the end."

The silence that followed was as thick as jelly, charged with an electricity that made the hairs on Lorenzo's arms stand on end. Vanessa and Clara exchanged a glance—one of those female glances loaded with meanings that men have never fully managed to decipher.

"Danced." Vanessa repeated the word slowly, as if she were savoring something disgusting. "You danced."

"Yes, and I managed to—"

"Let me get this straight." Vanessa's voice rose with the precision of a tuning fork set to the frequency of danger. "You were in a spa dedicated to female wellness, surrounded by refined women who could have taught you the sacred art of plantar service, and you... danced?"

Lorenzo felt the first shiver of uncertainty run down his spine. "The client wanted it that way. I couldn't refuse."

Vanessa slammed a hand on the table with such violence that Lorenzo flinched as if he had heard a gunshot. "An entire day wasted! Thrown away like a piece of trash! You could have done something useful, something truly servile and profitable!"

She jumped up, beginning a predatory dance around the kitchen. "You could have learned new techniques for foot massage, for adoring toes, for the oral polishing of footwear! You could have seriously meditated on your devotion to feet, developed your olfactory sensitivity, perfected your podalic submission!"

Clara nodded with the vigor of someone who had finally found a person who understood her. "You could have been a human doormat, if necessary! Learned to recognize different types of skin, smells, textures! Developed a refined palate to distinguish the nuances of plantar flavor!"

"But no!" Vanessa exploded like a pressure cooker, her face turning a bright red. "The little sir, listen up, dedicated himself to ballet! As if he were in a Broadway musical instead of a specialized female service spa!"

Lorenzo felt his small pride deflate like a balloon pricked with a pin. "But... the client was happy..."

"The client!" Clara shook her head with theatrical disgust. "A single client satisfied with a useless trifle, when you could have learned skills that would serve you with all future clients! Valuable skills! Investments in your training!"

"You squandered a golden opportunity," Vanessa added, her voice vibrating with genuine indignation. "And for what? To prance around in a pink tunic like a circus clown!"

Lorenzo felt the heat of shame rise from his gut to his cheeks. Maybe—probably—they were right. Maybe he had gotten carried away by a romantic fantasy instead of focusing on what really mattered in this new world, governed by priorities he still didn't fully comprehend.

"I'm sorry," he mumbled, his voice reduced to a whisper. "I didn't think about it that way."

"Oh, you're sorry." Vanessa chewed the words with sarcasm as sharp as a blade. "Good. Then prove it."

Lorenzo looked up, confused and vaguely terrified. "How?"

"Kneel." The order came out dryly, without appeal. "And apologize in the proper way."

With his legs trembling like leaves in the wind, Lorenzo slid off the chair and knelt on the cold tile floor that bit at his kneecaps. "I apologize, Mistress Clara, young miss Vanessa. I was wrong."

"It's not enough." Vanessa approached with the grace of a predator. "Tell me what you should have done today instead of dancing like an idiot."

She took him by the hair firmly, guiding his head downward in a gesture that allowed no resistance.

Lorenzo stared at Vanessa's bare foot a few inches from his face, the warm and slightly sweetish scent of her skin filling his nostrils. "I should have... I should have learned to serve feet. To massage them. To... to lick them properly."

"Exactly." Vanessa's smile was triumphant. "Show me what you should have done. Show me how sincere you are in your repentance."

Lorenzo pressed his lips to the warm skin on the top of Vanessa's foot. The contact sent an electric shock down his spine, awakening sensations he thought he had learned to control. "I should have learned plantar service," he murmured against her skin, the words getting lost in the intimate contact. "I should have been more attentive."

"No, that's not good enough." Vanessa shook her head with theatrical disapproval. She grabbed him by the hair again, literally dragging him in front of the velvet armchair. She nudged a stool closer with her foot, sank into the armchair, and placed both her feet on the small, makeshift stage. "Put my big toe in your mouth and repeat it. I want to hear how truly sincere you are."

Lorenzo hesitated for an instant that stretched like elastic, then opened his mouth and took Vanessa's big toe. His voice came out muffled and grotesquely ridiculous: "I shouh hah leahed planhar shervish."

Vanessa burst into crystalline laughter that filled the kitchen. "Oh, perfect! Keep it up. Tell me what else you should have done, always with your big toe in your mouth."

"I shouh hah behen moah ahhentiv," Lorenzo slurred, his dignity vanishing with every distorted syllable. The grotesque sound of his voice made him blush with a metallic-tasting shame.

"More conviction," Vanessa said, pressing her foot lightly against his lips. "I want to hear that you truly believe it."

Lorenzo tried to speak louder, his voice struggling against the fleshy obstacle: "I shouh hah leahn sevhice an' planhar vubmission!"

"And use your tongue. Show me how sorry you are."

Lorenzo hesitated for another moment, then extended his tongue and began to slowly lick the sole of her foot, the salty and surprisingly complex flavor spreading in his mouth. "I am so sorry, young miss Vanessa. I should have focused on feet, only on feet."

"Better," Vanessa approved in the tone of a satisfied teacher. "Now tell me what else you should have learned."

"I should have..." Lorenzo spoke between licks, his tongue dancing on the warm skin, "learned to recognize the smells. To appreciate every kind of foot. To be a true plantar servant."

"Very good. Keep that up for a little while longer."

Meanwhile, Clara had slipped off her sandals with studied movements and watched the scene with the air of a film critic evaluating a performance.

After a few minutes that seemed to last for hours, Vanessa spoke in a condescending tone that dripped with false sweetness: "Good, now lick my mother's feet too. Slowly. And as you do it, repeat: 'I am a fool who wasted my time dancing instead of learning plantar service'."

Lorenzo hesitated for an instant that contained the echo of all his past resistances, then he crawled on all fours until he knelt in front of Clara. He extended his tongue and began to lick with slow, deliberate movements the foot that was offered to him like a perverse sacrament.

"I am a fool who wasted my time dancing," he murmured between licks, the words mixing with the salty and slightly sour taste, "instead of learning plantar service."

To his surprise—and a shiver of panic—he felt a strange excitement mix with the shame, like two liquids blending into a new and unknown substance.

"More conviction," Clara ordered in the voice of someone used to being obeyed. "You will continue until we believe your sincerity."

For the next ten minutes, Lorenzo dedicated himself with increasing ardor to the task assigned to him, licking and kissing Clara's feet while repeating his confession of inadequacy like a litany. The shame continued its metamorphosis; that cocktail of humiliation and excitement he already knew was enriched with a new and unsettling ingredient: a strange sense of belonging he couldn't even explain to himself.

When Clara finally withdrew her foot, Lorenzo was out of breath and his cheeks were flushed, as if he had run an emotional marathon.

"Better," Clara commented in a professional tone. "But this is just the beginning of your correction."

She took out her phone with the precise gestures of a manager in action. "I must call Brunilde immediately. This situation needs to be rectified before you cause any more damage."

Lorenzo remained on his knees, his kneecaps beginning to protest against the hard floor, listening as Clara dialed the spa's number with the certainty of someone who knows exactly what she wants to achieve.

"Coordinator Brunilde? It's Clara, the owner of the Lorenzo purchase... Yes, him. I'm afraid there was a serious misunderstanding today. Lorenzo told me he... danced. Ballet, to be precise..."

Clara's voice alternated between professional tones and moments of theatrical exasperation.

"What? Oh, I see... No, no, that's not the problem. The problem is that he didn't learn anything useful for plantar service... Exactly, the fundamental priorities... Yes, a remedial program would be perfect..."

The conversation continued for several minutes, with Clara nodding and taking notes on a notepad as if she were organizing a corporate meeting. When she hung up, her smile promised nothing good for Lorenzo's immediate future.

"Well," she said, addressing the boy who was still kneeling like a statue of penance. "It seems you technically obeyed orders, and that ballet even has a role in your servile reprogramming. But I will not compromise on your dedication to feet. It's a matter of principle."

She paused theatrically, savoring the moment.

"Tomorrow you will have an intensive remedial session. Brunilde will organize a special 'Accelerated Plantar Education' program. It seems you're not the first 'purchase' to be distracted from the fundamental priorities."

Vanessa clapped her hands with the enthusiasm of a child who has just discovered a new toy. "Finally! You'll see, tomorrow night you'll come home with something truly useful to talk about."

Lorenzo swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry as he imagined what "accelerated" plantar education at the Venus Supreme might entail. The possibilities his imagination could conjure were all variations on a theme of refined humiliation.

"Yes, Mistress Clara," he murmured in a voice that seemed to come from very far away. "I will be more attentive."

"Oh, you will be, for sure," Clara said with a smile that had the surgical precision of a blade. "Brunilde has assured me that after tomorrow, you'll have no more doubts about your priorities. Zero doubts. Guaranteed."

The Recital of Plantar Devotion

Three weeks had passed like a raging river, washing away every last bit of the old Lorenzo. Three weeks of "Accelerated Plantar Education," of serums precisely calibrated to the milligram, of sessions with Dr. Schultz who had perfected her art until she transformed reluctance into devotion and devotion into ecstasy. Now, in the great amphitheater of the Venus Supreme, the moment for the final test had arrived.

The "Recital of Plantar Devotion" was held once a month, in front of a select audience of VIP clients and board members. It was a celebration of servile excellence, where the best "purchases" demonstrated just how... refined they had become.

Lorenzo waited backstage, wearing a blush-pink chiffon tunic for the occasion that floated around his legs like cherry blossoms. The fabric was so thin that every movement revealed the contours of his body, and flesh-colored ballet slippers completed an ensemble that swayed between the ethereal and the grotesque.

"It's your moment, star," Brunilde whispered, adjusting a final detail of his costume. "Remember: grace, devotion, and total surrender. The audience wants to see your soul dance."

Lorenzo nodded, his eyes shining with that strange light he had acquired in recent weeks. What he felt was no longer nervousness, but a kind of pure excitement, like a child about to show their parents their most beautiful drawing.

The curtain rose, revealing a breathtaking amphitheater. Steps of pink marble ascended in concentric circles, each occupied by elegant women chatting and sipping champagne. At the center of the stage, a statue dominated the scene: a two-meter-tall female foot of white marble, sculpted with a perfection that defied reality. Every detail was meticulously crafted, from the perfectly filed nails to the delicate veins that showed just beneath the stone surface.

A murmur of approval rippled through the audience when Lorenzo made his entrance. He stopped at the center of the stage, in front of the monumental statue, and for a moment he remained motionless, as if in prayer.

Then he began to dance.

It wasn't ballet, it wasn't modern dance, it was nothing that had a specific name. It was the dance of a soul inadequate for the world who had found his stone Goddess and was offering her his entire self. Lorenzo moved around the statue with movements so clumsy they seemed sublime, his arms stretching towards the gigantic big toe as if to caress it, his body bending into deep bows before the marble heel.

At times, he would throw himself to his knees, kissing the base of the statue with a passion that made the ladies in the audience titter. Other times he performed small leaps around the foot, like a mischievous sprite mad with joy. The chiffon tunic billowed around him, creating unintentionally comical effects, amplifying his clumsiness into a spectacle of pure ridicule. Some ladies in the audience, perhaps out of intellectual snobbery or genuine self-persuasion, whispered appreciatively about the "conceptual performance" and the "audacious deconstruction of classical ballet."

"Divine womanly foot," he declared while dancing, his voice ringing clearly in the amphitheater, "accept the humble tribute of this devoted dancer! Every step is a prayer, every movement an act of love!"

The audience was captivated. Some women giggled with amusement, others watched with almost scientific interest, and all seemed genuinely entertained by the surreal spectacle.

Lorenzo culminated his performance with a sequence he had practiced for hours: a series of increasingly frantic pirouettes around the statue, until he collapsed exhausted at the foot of the marble colossus, his arms spread wide in a gesture of total surrender.

The silence that followed was broken by a storm of applause. Lorenzo rose, his face radiant with pure happiness, and took a deep bow that completely revealed his underwear through the sheer chiffon.

"Bravo!" a lady from the first tier shouted. "What authentic devotion!"

"A true artist of adoration!" another added.

But the real show had yet to begin.

Brunilde took to the stage with a microphone. "Esteemed audience, our Lorenzo has demonstrated his theoretical devotion. Now it's time to test his... practical skills. Who would like a personalized foot treatment?"

The response was immediate and enthusiastic. A line formed instantly, women of all ages heading toward the stage with the excitement of someone about to try a delicious new treat.

The first was a mature, silver-haired lady, who settled into a velvet armchair that had been brought onto the stage. "Young Lorenzo," she said in a soft but authoritative voice, "my feet work very hard. They need... special attention."

Lorenzo knelt before her with the grace of a knight serving his queen. "It will be an honor, divine lady."

He began with a delicate massage, his hands working with the precision of a goldsmith. Then, gradually, he became more intimate: light kisses on the arch of her foot, small caresses with his tongue between her toes, whispers of gratitude that made the client smile.

"Perfect," the lady murmured after ten minutes. "You're a treasure, boy."

She got up, leaving her place for the next client: a younger woman wearing knee-high boots. "I hope you can handle leather, too," she said with a mischievous smile.

Lorenzo didn't hesitate. With maniacal devotion, he began to polish the boots with his tongue, alternating small kisses with the spaces between the soles and the heel. The woman giggled with amusement, making appreciative comments about his technique.

And so it continued, client after client. One lady wanted him to massage her feet while she read a newspaper. Another demanded that he recite love poems to her big toes. A third tested him with very sweaty tennis shoes, taking them off theatrically and observing his reaction.

Lorenzo never wavered. It was as if he had found his true calling, his place in the universe. Every request was met with enthusiasm, every foot treated like a sacred relic.

Meanwhile, a short distance from the stage, five women watched the scene, sipping cocktails in elegant crystal glasses.

"I must say the progress is remarkable," Clara commented, a satisfied smile on her lips. "Three weeks ago I had to threaten him to make him lick a foot. Now look at him."

Brunilde nodded with professional pride. "The combination of serum and behavioral conditioning has yielded results beyond our expectations. Congratulations, Dr. Schultz. And then there was the insight with the ballet, my dear Diva, pure genius: you channeled his tendency toward the ridiculous into the art of podalic submission."

Vanessa said dreamily, "Ohhh, podalic submission... what would a woman's life be without it!"

The Diva Terpsichore watched Lorenzo, who, having finished his service with the current client, was already getting up in search of the next one. "Look at that hunger for service. It's beautiful, in a disturbing way."

"The next step," said Dr. Schultz with a glimmer of excitement in her eyes, "will be to express the potential of every male. We will bring out their true essence from these useless worms, the foot-licking slave that hides behind that mask of an arrogant buffoon. We will lord over their stupid bodies. We will punish them with slaps and lashes for every failing, and they will crawl and beg for more, because they will have understood that they are worth less than the dust we trample and that we can do with them what we want. They will only have to obey and thank us while we..."

She caught herself and realized that everyone was looking at her, perplexed and a little worried. She had gotten a bit too carried away by her enthusiasm.

Clara laughed, raising her glass, and broke the brief awkwardness by proposing a toast. "Then let's toast to our masterpiece!"

And all together, with their glasses in the air: "To our masterpiece!"

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcES.jpg
VENUS
SUPREME

Lorenzo's training in the
temple of pampering






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		First day of work


    		Venus Supreme: A Temple Devoted to Female Well Being


    		Disciplinary humiliating stimulation


    		Domestic training, Submission Serium and Plantar Prelude


    		Servile Ballet


    		A Dancer's Debriefing, Plantar Disappointment, and Servile Rekindling


    		The Recital of Plantar Devotion


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41






OEBPS/image_rsrcET.jpg





