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INTRODUCTION

On the mist-shrouded shores of the North Sea, between the rugged coasts of Scotland and Norway, lies the Sovereign Isle of Dominia—a nation unlike any other in the modern world. Here, the natural order as recognized by mainland societies has been deliberately, methodically inverted. In Dominia, women do not merely hold equal standing with men; they rule with absolute authority, their supremacy enshrined in every facet of law, culture, and intimate life.

The origins of Dominia trace back to the late 18th century, when a collective of female laborers—tired of mainland exploitation—seized control of what was then a remote fishing island. These revolutionary women initially procreated through strategic liaisons with male sailors, taking what they needed while denying these men any authority or permanent residence. As word spread throughout Europe of this female sanctuary, more women fled oppression to join their ranks, bringing diverse skills and strengthening the fledgling matriarchy. Through cunning diplomacy and occasional displays of ruthless force, they established a stronghold that has flourished for generations.

Today, Dominia exists under the protection of the United Kingdom through a shrewd arrangement: the island provides exclusive access to its rich uranium reserves, and in return, the UK guarantees Dominia's sovereignty and pledges non-interference in its internal affairs. This arrangement has allowed Dominian culture to evolve untouched by outside influence while simultaneously enjoying all modern amenities—sleek high-speed internet, advanced medical care, and cutting-edge technology coexist alongside their unique social structure.

Dominian women openly mock their mainland counterparts, viewing them as willing slaves to patriarchal systems. "Why polish the chains that bind you?" goes a common Dominian saying, referring to women who accept subordinate positions in male-dominated societies. This contempt for mainland gender roles only reinforces their commitment to their inverted power structure.

This hierarchy manifests most visibly in the nation's distinctive dress code. From the age of 18, every Dominian woman dons trousers—the literal and symbolic embodiment of their authority. The higher a woman's status, the more refined her attire, with the elite adorning themselves in meticulously crafted leather uniforms that signal their rank and power. Men, conversely, are forbidden pants entirely, instead wearing kilts and skirt-like garments that ensure they remain perpetually accessible and aware of their submissive position.

At the heart of Dominian society lies The Protocol—a comprehensive system of male training instituted when select boys reach the age of 20.

Only the most promising males, those displaying ideal physical attributes and naturally submissive tendencies, volunteer for admission to the prestigious Academy.

This is no mere education; it is a complete reconfiguration of male identity, transforming carefully chosen youths into valuable, obedient companions who serve at the pleasure of the women who will eventually own them. The Academy, with its imposing stone architecture and state-of-the-art training facilities, stands as the crucible where these elite boys are broken down and rebuilt according to exacting Dominian standards.

The Protocol serves both cultural and economic functions. Upon completion of their training, males are assessed, certified, and listed on exclusive marriage sites where prospective wives can offer partnership proposals, which the males may accept or decline.

A unique economic model drives this system: the higher a male's training scores—particularly in domestic service, sissification, and receptive intimate skills—the larger the dowry his female guardian receives.

This creates a powerful incentive for thorough training, as families stand to gain considerable wealth when their sons successfully complete the prestigious program and choose high-status partnerships.

The most elite practitioners of The Protocol are the Mentors, colloquially known as "Mommies"—commanding women who have perfected the art of male conditioning. Clad in distinctive leather uniforms with military precision, these formidable figures wield absolute authority over their trainees. Each carries her personal strap-on as standard equipment, the ultimate symbol of the penetrative power women exclusively possess in Dominian society. The most exceptional males often remain with their Mentors, either kept for personal use or sold to the highest bidders among Dominia's elite.

For young Elias Rowe, whose story you are about to enter, The Protocol represents both honor and uncertainty. Being selected for the Academy marks him as superior among his male peers. Born with naturally submissive tendencies and raised by his strictly dominant Aunt Sophia, he stands on the threshold of a transformation more profound than he can imagine. His journey through the demanding rigors of the Academy will test not only his capacity for submission but also his understanding of his own worth in a society where a man's value is measured by his ability to be penetrated, controlled, and thoroughly owned.

What follows is not merely a tale of dominance and submission, but an intimate exploration of a world where traditional power dynamics are completely inverted—where the strap-on replaces the phallus as the ultimate symbol of authority, where men aspire to perfect receptivity, and where the art of surrender becomes a valuable commodity.

Welcome to Dominia. The Training Protocol awaits.

— Nadia Qureshi


CHAPTER 1: THE AWAKENING

The wet, rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh echoed through the corridor, punctuated by the distinctive creaking of leather and a masculine moan that caught in the throat before rising to a desperate, guttural crescendo. Elias Rowe froze outside his aunt and uncle's bedroom, his hand suspended mid-air, about to knock. Tomorrow was his 20th birthday—the day he would receive his Academy summons—and he'd wanted to ask his Uncle James about what to expect.

Now, he hesitated, transfixed by the sounds that made his heart race and his skin flush hot with embarrassment... and something else he couldn't quite name.

"That's it," came Aunt Sophia's commanding voice through the door. "Take it deeper for Mommy. Spread those cheeks wider."

"Yes, Mommy," Uncle James responded, his voice breaking with a mixture of submission and ecstasy. "Oh god, it's so deep... thank you, Mommy..."

"Who does this hole belong to?" The sharp crack of a leather-gloved hand against flesh.

A whimper, then: "You, Mommy! It belongs to you!"

"And what is it for?" Another sharp slap.

"For you to—" a gasp as something clearly thrust deeper, "—for you to fuck whenever you want! However you want!"

The door wasn't fully closed. Through the narrow gap, Elias could see his aunt standing tall in her full black leather uniform, her muscular thighs flexing as she thrust forward with methodical precision. The red piping along her jacket and pants caught the dim light, matching the crimson leather of the elaborate harness strapped around her hips. From it protruded a formidable black shaft that disappeared into his uncle's body with each powerful movement.

Uncle James was positioned on all fours on their bed, his kilt flipped up over his back, his fingers white-knuckled as they clutched the sheets. His face—what Elias could see of it—was transformed, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure, eyes half-closed, tears of intensity streaming down his flushed cheeks.

"Look at you," Aunt Sophia growled, grabbing a fistful of his hair and pulling his head back. "Taking all eight inches like the well-trained pussy you are. Remember when you thought six was your limit?" She laughed, a sound both beautiful and terrifying. "Tell me how grateful you are that Mommy knows your body better than you do."

"So grateful," Uncle James gasped, his voice breaking as she drove into him with a particularly vicious thrust that made him cry out. "Thank you, Mommy! Thank you for training my pussy to take you so deep!"

"That's right," she purred, establishing a punishing rhythm now that had the headboard knocking against the wall. "And tomorrow your nephew begins his training. Soon he'll learn to crave it just like you do."

Elias should have walked away. He knew he should. But something kept him rooted to the spot—fascination, apprehension, curiosity—as he watched his uncle being thoroughly claimed by his aunt. The way Uncle James pushed back against each thrust, the way Aunt Sophia's leather pants hugged her powerful thighs, the glistening shaft as it withdrew almost completely before plunging back in—it was mesmerizing and terrifying all at once.

"I'm going to come, Mommy," Uncle James suddenly moaned, his entire body trembling. "Please may I come?"

Aunt Sophia slowed her thrusts to an agonizing pace. "Without touching yourself? Just from my cock in your ass?"

"Yes, Mommy, please!"

She laughed, a sound of pure dominance. "Such a good boy. Go ahead. Show me how much you love being fucked."

Uncle James's entire body tensed, and then he was crying out—a sound of such complete surrender and pleasure that Elias felt it reverberate through his own body. His uncle collapsed forward onto the bed, trembling, as Aunt Sophia continued to thrust slowly, working him through his orgasm.

"Thank you, Mommy," Uncle James whispered, his voice hoarse. "Thank you for using me."

It was then that Aunt Sophia looked up, directly at the gap in the door, her eyes meeting Elias's. She didn't stop her movements, didn't show any surprise. Instead, a slow, knowing smile spread across her face.

Elias backed away, heart pounding, and retreated to his bedroom where he sat on the edge of his bed, his thoughts racing and his body responding in ways that confused and alarmed him.

An hour later, a gentle knock at his door pulled him from his troubled reverie.

"Come in," Elias called, his voice sounding strangely tight to his own ears.

Uncle James entered, now dressed in a fresh kilt and crisp white shirt. His movements were careful, deliberate—the slight wince as he sat beside Elias on the bed and the flush still visible on his neck the only indications of what had transpired earlier.

"Your aunt mentioned you might have questions," he said softly, adjusting his position with a barely concealed grimace. "About tomorrow."

Elias studied his uncle—really looked at him. The same man who had taught him to read, who had helped him build model ships, who had always been patient and kind. Yet there was something different about him now that Elias had witnessed his complete submission to Aunt Sophia. It wasn't diminishment. If anything, there was a profound contentment in his uncle's eyes that Elias had never fully appreciated before.

"I saw you," Elias admitted, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "With Aunt Sophia. I was coming to ask about the Academy, and I... I saw everything."

Uncle James nodded slowly, reaching up to touch a small leather collar around his neck that Elias hadn't noticed before. "I thought you might have. The door wasn't fully closed."

"Was it..." Elias hesitated, realization dawning. "Was it left open on purpose?"

A slight flush colored Uncle James's cheeks. "Your aunt thought it might be educational for you. Tomorrow you begin your journey. It helps to..." he paused, searching for words, "...to see where that journey leads."

"Did you really fight it at first?" Elias asked, struggling to reconcile the image of his moaning uncle with someone who had resisted. "You seemed so... into it."

Uncle James shifted uncomfortably, wincing again as he leaned back. "God, yes, I fought it," he said, his voice quieter now, more vulnerable than his usual confident tone. "When I was selected for the Academy twenty-three years ago, I thought my life was over." He laughed softly, but there was a hint of remembered pain in it. "I was raised on the mainland until I was 18. I believed all their propaganda about how men should be dominant, how being penetrated was shameful."

"What changed?" Elias asked, leaning forward.

Uncle James looked down at his hands, which were fidgeting with the hem of his kilt. "Your aunt changed me," he said simply. "She was Commander Rowe then—one of the Academy's most formidable Mentors. I was assigned to her for my final training phase because no one else could break through my resistance."

"And she became your... Mommy?" The term felt strange on Elias's tongue, but he'd heard it clearly, repeatedly, in their bedroom.

"Yes." Uncle James looked up, meeting Elias's eyes with a hint of challenge. "That's what all trainees call their Mentors. It establishes the dynamic immediately—they nurture you, guide you, discipline you, and reshape you into what you're meant to be." He swallowed hard. "The first time she penetrated me, I fought so hard they had to restrain me. I cried from the humiliation of it. Called her terrible names."

He stood suddenly, pacing the room, his movements betraying a lingering soreness. "She was patient. Methodical. Each day increasing the size, the duration. Sometimes it was punishment—when I disobeyed or resisted. But gradually... it became something else."

"What happened?" Elias asked, both disturbed and captivated.

Uncle James stopped pacing, his back to Elias. "There was a moment—I'll never forget it. I'd been at the Academy for three months. Your aunt had me restrained over a training bench, working me open with something larger than I thought I could possibly take. I was crying, begging her to stop." He turned, his expression distant with memory. "And then suddenly, something... shifted. The pain transformed into the most intense pleasure I'd ever experienced. I stopped fighting and started pushing back against her. Begging for more instead of less."

He looked at Elias, his expression earnest. "That's when she knew she had broken through. That's when I began to understand my true purpose."

"And now?" Elias asked, unable to hide his apprehension.

"Now?" Uncle James smiled, the contentment returning to his features. "Now I count the hours until she comes home, until I feel her inside me, claiming me. The fullness, the surrender—there's nothing like it in the world, Elias." He hesitated. "It's not just the physical pleasure, though that's... incredible. It's the liberation of not fighting against your nature anymore."

He extended his hand. "Come with me. I want to show you something."

Elias followed his uncle down the hallway to a small room he'd never been allowed to enter. Uncle James unlocked it with a key he wore on a chain around his neck, alongside his collar.

Inside was what could only be described as a shrine to receptive pleasure. Glass cabinets lined the walls, displaying an array of implements in graduated sizes, each meticulously labeled and arranged. Harnesses hung from hooks, some simple leather, others adorned with intricate decorative elements. In the center of the room stood a padded bench with restraints that showed signs of frequent use.

"This is where your aunt trains me," Uncle James said, his voice hushed with reverence. "Even after all these years, she ensures I'm always ready for her, always improving my capacity to receive her."

He approached one of the cabinets and opened it, removing a sleek plug made of polished steel. "This was my first. I thought it would split me in two." He laughed, turning it in his hands. "Now it's what I warm up with before she comes home."

Elias's eyes widened as his uncle moved down the cabinet, showing progressively larger implements, some with textures and ridges that made Elias wince just looking at them.

"The key," Uncle James said, replacing the plug with careful precision, "is to surrender to it. Fighting only makes it harder. The body wants to clench, to resist. But when you breathe into it, when you accept that this is what you were made for..." He trailed off, his expression one of bliss.

A sound from the doorway made them both turn. Aunt Sophia stood there, changed from her leather uniform into a more casual pair of tailored slacks and a fitted blouse. Even in relaxed attire, her authority was unmistakable.

"I see you're giving Elias a preview," she said, her voice rich with amusement.

"Yes, Mommy," Uncle James responded automatically, his posture subtly shifting to one of deference, eyes lowering slightly.

She approached Elias, her movements fluid and confident. "Tomorrow, you'll be assessed at the Academy. If you're selected—and I have every reason to believe you will be—you'll begin training much like your uncle did." She placed a hand on his shoulder, the touch firm. "The difference is, you'll have the advantage of growing up in a household where the proper order of things is already established."

Elias felt a flutter of panic in his chest. "What if... what if I'm not like Uncle James? What if I can't..." He couldn't finish the sentence.

Aunt Sophia's expression softened marginally. "Every male who chooses this path can succeed, Elias. Some take longer than others. Some require more... intensive guidance."

Her eyes flicked to Uncle James, who visibly shivered at whatever memory her words evoked. "But all eventually find their place."

"Was it really left open on purpose?" Elias asked her directly, finding courage from somewhere. "Your bedroom door?"

"Of course it was," Aunt Sophia replied, running a hand through his hair in a gesture that was both affectionate and proprietary. "I wanted you to see what a well-trained man looks like in the throes of pleasure. I wanted you to hear how he begs for what once terrified him." She turned to Uncle James. "Fetch the package from my study."

Uncle James departed immediately, moving with the graceful deference that Elias now recognized as the product of years of training.

"You should know," Aunt Sophia said once they were alone, "that at the monthly inspection yesterday, your uncle was commended for his exceptional receptive capacity. The District Examiner said she'd rarely seen such thorough training in a male his age." Pride tinged her voice. "That's why we were celebrating when you... observed us."

"Monthly inspection?" Elias asked, the concept both alarming and intriguing.

"All registered males in Dominia are subject to regular inspection by District Examiners," she explained. "They assess continued receptive compliance, domestic skills, and overall obedience. Males who struggle with their commitments may request additional training support." Her expression darkened. "It's not pleasant."

Uncle James returned with a large, flat box tied with a ribbon. Aunt Sophia took it and presented it to Elias.

"Open it," she instructed.

Inside, nestled in tissue paper, lay a kilt made of the finest wool in the Rowe family tartan—deep blues and greens with thin red stripes. It was beautifully crafted, clearly expensive, with polished silver buckles and fine leather straps.

"This is what you'll wear to your assessment tomorrow," Aunt Sophia explained. "A proper Dominian man's garment. No more trousers."

Elias touched the fabric reverently. This was it—the first tangible sign of his transition into adulthood.

"Stand up," she commanded.

Elias complied immediately.

"Strip completely," she continued, her tone matter-of-fact. "You need to try it on properly."

Elias hesitated, glancing at his uncle.

"Now, Elias," Aunt Sophia said, her voice taking on an edge he rarely heard directed at him. "You'll have no privacy at the Academy. Best get used to it now."

With trembling hands, Elias removed his clothes until he stood naked before them both. He fought the urge to cover himself, acutely aware of Aunt Sophia's appraising gaze.

"Good proportions," she remarked clinically. "Turn around."

He did as instructed, feeling utterly exposed.

"Acceptable," she said. "Now, let's get you properly attired."

Uncle James helped him with the complex arrangement of pleats and buckles, showing him how to secure the kilt properly. There was no underwear; the wool fell directly against his bare skin.

"The kilt serves multiple purposes," Aunt Sophia explained as Uncle James worked. "It honors our Scottish heritage from the founding mothers, it identifies you as male, and most importantly—" she paused, making sure Elias met her gaze, "—it ensures you are always accessible to the women who own you."

The bluntness of her words sent a shiver through Elias. Not entirely of fear, he realized with some surprise.

"Turn around," she instructed when he was fully dressed.

As he did, he felt her hand on his lower back, pressing firmly. "Bend forward."

He obeyed, and felt the cool air on the backs of his thighs as the kilt lifted, exposing him completely.

"You see?" she said, her hand resting on his exposed backside in a way that made him tense. "Always accessible. That is the role of men in Dominia. To be available, to be useful, to be penetrable."

She allowed him to straighten, adjusting the fall of his kilt with a proprietary touch that made him shiver.

"There are public inspection stations throughout the city," she continued. "Any woman may request a male to present himself for assessment at any time. Refusal results in immediate disciplinary action."

Elias swallowed hard, imagining being stopped on the street, being made to bend over for inspection. "What kind of disciplinary action?"

"Public correction," Uncle James answered quietly. "Usually with a Discipline Wand. Twenty strikes is the standard penalty for first offense."

"It leaves marks that serve as a visible reminder to other males," Aunt Sophia added. "The second offense results in Remedial Training Center assignment for a minimum of one week."

"What happens there?" Elias asked, though he wasn't sure he wanted to know.

Uncle James and Aunt Sophia exchanged a look.

"Intensive reconditioning," Uncle James finally said, his voice dropping. "I've never been sent, but I've heard... stories."

A knock at the front door interrupted them. Aunt Sophia checked her watch.

"Right on schedule," she said. "That will be the Protocol courier with your summons."

The three of them proceeded to the entrance hall. Elias acutely aware of the unfamiliar sensation of the kilt swishing against his bare legs, the vulnerability of wearing nothing underneath it.

Uncle James opened the door to reveal a woman in a formal black leather uniform with a high collar and gleaming silver buttons. Her hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and she wore leather gloves that creaked as she handed him an envelope sealed with red wax bearing the emblem of the Academy.

"Elias Rowe?" the woman asked, looking past Uncle James to where Elias stood in his new kilt.

"Yes, ma'am," he responded, his mouth suddenly dry.

Her eyes raked over him assessingly. "Present yourself."

For a moment, Elias froze, not understanding.

Uncle James leaned in. "Turn around and bend forward," he whispered urgently.

Mortified but seeing no alternative, Elias turned and bent slightly, feeling the kilt rise up his thighs.

"Further," the courier instructed dispassionately.

He bent lower, knowing he was now fully exposed to this stranger.

"Adequate," she said after a moment. "You may straighten. Your presence is required at the Academy for assessment tomorrow at 9 AM sharp." She gave him another appraising look. "I'm to inform you that, based on preliminary evaluations, you have been flagged as a potential high-value candidate."

Aunt Sophia stepped forward, taking the envelope. "He'll be there," she assured the courier. "Properly prepared."

After the courier departed, Aunt Sophia handed the sealed envelope to Elias. The wax seal felt warm under his fingers, as though it carried the heat of his future within it.

"That was humiliating," he whispered, still shaken by the casual way he'd been examined.

"That," Aunt Sophia corrected, "was your first official inspection. You passed. Be grateful." She tapped the envelope. "Open it."

Elias broke the seal with trembling fingers, unfolding the heavy parchment inside. The letter was brief but formal, confirming his appointment for assessment and noting that he had been pre-selected for elite training based on genetic factors and preliminary psychological evaluations.

"High-value candidate," Uncle James murmured, something like pride in his voice. "Do you know what that means, Elias?"

Elias shook his head, still struggling to process everything happening to him.

"It means," Aunt Sophia said, taking the letter and scanning it with obvious satisfaction, "that you're expected to command an exceptional dowry when your training is complete. The Academy rarely flags candidates before formal assessment." She looked at him with new interest. "If you perform well, you could be assigned to one of the senior Mentors."

"Like you were?" Elias asked his uncle.

Uncle James nodded, absentmindedly touching his collar. "It's both an honor and a challenge. The most accomplished Mommies demand absolute perfection. They break you down completely before rebuilding you." His eyes met Aunt Sophia's, a current of something unspoken passing between them. "But when they do rebuild you, you become something beyond what you ever imagined possible."

"I don't know if I can do this," Elias admitted, voicing the fear that had been building since he'd witnessed his uncle's submission. "What if I fail? What if I can't... submit like that?"

"You won't fail," Aunt Sophia said firmly. "You've been raised properly, unlike your mainland-polluted uncle. And you have a natural submissiveness that was evident from childhood." She placed her hand on the back of his neck, her grip firm but not painful. "Tomorrow, you begin the most important journey of your life. Tonight, you should rest."

She glanced at Uncle James, something predatory in her expression. "While you sleep, your uncle and I will be preparing for your departure. There are... rituals that should be observed the night before a young man enters the Academy."

"What rituals?" Elias asked.

"Your uncle will spend the night plugged with the largest trainer he can accommodate," she explained casually, as though discussing dinner plans. "It's traditional for the male guardian to experience extreme stretching the night before a ward enters training—a symbolic opening of the pathway the young man will follow."

Uncle James visibly shivered, but Elias noted the flash of anticipation in his eyes.

"And in the morning," Aunt Sophia continued, "he'll prepare you with a cleansing protocol before you dress for your assessment."

"Cleansing protocol?" Elias asked, though he suspected he knew the answer.

"Internal cleansing," Uncle James clarified softly. "To ensure you're... empty and clean for your initial examination."

Elias felt his face flush hot with embarrassment. "That seems unnecessary—"

"It's not optional," Aunt Sophia cut him off. "Every aspect of the Protocol has purpose. You'll understand in time." She softened slightly, touching his cheek. "Just as your uncle did."

"Thank you for my kilt," Elias said, unsure what else to say in the face of all that was happening.

Aunt Sophia's expression softened marginally. "You were born for this, Elias. Every boy in Dominia is. But you—" she tapped the letter, "—you have the potential to be exceptional. Remember that tomorrow when they begin your assessment. Remember that when you feel afraid or uncertain."

"I will," he promised, though doubt churned in his stomach.

As he climbed the stairs to his bedroom, new kilt swishing around his legs, Elias could hear his aunt giving instructions to his uncle in a low, commanding voice:

"The black chest in our room. The one with the red interior. Prepare yourself with the third implement from the right. I want you open all night. If it slips out, there will be consequences."

"Yes, Mommy," came the whispered, eager reply.

In his room, Elias carefully hung up his kilt for tomorrow, his fingers lingering on the fine wool. He tried to imagine what awaited him at the Academy, what it would feel like to be assessed, trained, penetrated, transformed.

The sounds of his uncle's pleasure echoed in his memory. The look of transcendence on his face. The way he had said "Mommy" with such reverence.

Tomorrow, everything would change. Tomorrow, he would begin to discover what it truly meant to be a man in Dominia.

Tomorrow, he would awaken to his true purpose.

But tonight, as he lay in bed listening to the distant sounds of his uncle's preparation—the muffled groans, the occasional sharp command from his aunt—Elias wondered if he truly had what it would take to surrender so completely.

He thought about the courier's casual inspection, about the public stations his aunt had mentioned, about the Remedial Training Center. He thought about the progressively larger implements in his uncle's training room, and what it would feel like to be penetrated for the first time.

Fear mingled with curiosity, dread with anticipation. And beneath it all, a question he couldn't quite silence: Was his uncle right? Was there really liberation in submission?

Sleep came slowly, fitfully, filled with dreams of leather uniforms, inspection benches, and the mysterious Academy that awaited him at dawn. Aunt Sophia instructed.

As he did, he felt her hand on his lower back, pressing gently.

"Bend forward slightly," she said.

He obeyed, and felt the cool air on the backs of his thighs as the kilt lifted.

"You see?" she said to him, though the demonstration seemed more for his benefit than hers. "Always accessible. That is the role of men in Dominia. To be available, to be useful, to be penetrable."

She allowed him to straighten, her expression softening slightly. "It's not a diminishment, Elias. Your uncle has found profound fulfillment in his service. Many men fight against their natural submissive tendencies because mainland societies have poisoned them with false ideas about masculinity. Here, we free you from those constraints."

A knock at the front door interrupted them. Aunt Sophia checked her watch.

"Right on schedule," she said. "That will be the Protocol courier with your summons."

The three of them proceeded to the entrance hall where Uncle James opened the door to reveal a woman in a formal black leather uniform. She handed him an envelope sealed with red wax bearing the emblem of the Academy.

"Elias Rowe?" the woman asked, looking past Uncle James to where Elias stood in his new kilt.

"Yes, ma'am," he responded, his mouth suddenly dry.

"Your presence is required at the Academy for assessment tomorrow at 9 AM sharp." She gave him a appraising look. "I'm to inform you that, based on preliminary evaluations, you have been flagged as a potential high-value candidate."

Aunt Sophia stepped forward, taking the envelope. "He'll be there," she assured the courier. "Properly prepared."

After the courier departed, Aunt Sophia handed the sealed envelope to Elias. The wax seal felt warm under his fingers, as though it carried the heat of his future within it.

"Open it," she instructed.

Elias broke the seal, unfolding the heavy parchment inside. The letter was brief but formal, confirming his appointment for assessment and noting that he had been pre-selected for elite training based on genetic factors and preliminary psychological evaluations.

"High-value candidate," Uncle James whispered, something like pride in his voice. "Do you know what that means, Elias?"

Elias shook his head.

"It means," Aunt Sophia said, taking the letter and scanning it with obvious satisfaction, "that you're expected to command an exceptional dowry when your training is complete. The Academy rarely flags candidates before formal assessment." She looked at him with new interest. "If you perform well, you could be assigned to one of the senior Mentors."

"Like you were?" Elias asked his uncle.

Uncle James nodded. "It's both an honor and a challenge. The most accomplished Mommies demand absolute perfection. They break you down completely before rebuilding you." His eyes met Aunt Sophia's. "But when they do rebuild you, you become something beyond what you ever imagined possible."

Aunt Sophia placed her hand on the back of Elias's neck, her grip firm but not painful. "Tomorrow, you begin the most important journey of your life. Tonight, you should rest." She glanced at Uncle James. "While you sleep, your uncle and I will be preparing for your departure. There are... rituals that should be observed the night before a young man enters the Academy."

The look that passed between them made it clear what form those rituals would take. Elias felt a blush creep up his neck.

"Thank you for my kilt," he said, unsure what else to say in the face of all that was happening.

Aunt Sophia's expression softened marginally. "You were born for this, Elias. Every boy in Dominia is. But you—" she tapped the letter, "—you have the potential to be exceptional. Remember that tomorrow when they begin your assessment. Remember that when you feel afraid or uncertain."

"I will," he promised.

As he climbed the stairs to his bedroom, new kilt swishing around his legs, Elias could hear his aunt and uncle speaking in low voices behind him. He caught fragments—"preparation," "plug," "all night"—and knew they were discussing their private ritual.

In his room, Elias carefully hung up his kilt for tomorrow, his fingers lingering on the fine wool. He tried to imagine what awaited him at the Academy, what it would feel like to be assessed, trained, penetrated, transformed.

The sounds of his uncle's pleasure echoed in his memory. The look of transcendence on his face. The way he had said "Mommy" with such reverence.

Tomorrow, everything would change. Tomorrow, he would begin to discover what it truly meant to be a man in Dominia.

Tomorrow, he would awaken to his true purpose.


CHAPTER 2: MARKET ASSESSMENT

The Academy's processing center hummed with activity as Elias and twenty other young men in kilts stood in a line, their female guardians seated in an observation gallery above. After a perfunctory morning cleansing ritual at home that had left him flushed with embarrassment, Elias now faced the next stage of his journey.

"Candidate 12, step forward," called a crisp female voice.

Elias moved to the designated white circle on the floor, acutely aware of his aunt watching from above, her leather uniform marking her as one of the Academy's elite Mentors.

Before him stood Lieutenant Keira Blackwood, an assessment officer whose tight leather uniform hugged every curve of her athletic body. Her dark hair was pulled back in a severe bun, emphasizing high cheekbones and penetrating green eyes that evaluated him with clinical detachment.

"Remove your kilt," she instructed, snapping on a pair of black leather gloves that creaked with newness.

Elias hesitated, glancing around at the other candidates waiting their turn, at the gallery of watching women above.

Lieutenant Blackwood stepped closer, her voice dropping to a silky whisper. "Hesitation is noted and scored, Candidate 12. Every second you delay reduces your market value. Now... remove the kilt."

With trembling fingers, Elias unfastened the buckles and let the garment fall to the floor. He fought the urge to cover himself, standing naked except for the candidate collar around his neck and the small training plug he'd been fitted with that morning.

"Hands at your sides," Lieutenant Blackwood instructed, circling him. "Eyes forward."

Her gloved hand suddenly pressed between his shoulder blades. "Bend forward, legs straight, reach for your ankles."

As Elias complied, he felt cool air against his exposed backside and the vulnerability of his position sent heat flooding his face.

"Standard initial plug insertion noted," Lieutenant Blackwood remarked, her leather-clad finger tracing the base of the plug. "Relaxed muscle response despite evident nervousness. Promising."

She inserted her finger alongside the plug's edge, testing the resistance of his rim. "Good elasticity. No excessive tension."

Elias bit his lip to suppress a gasp as she worked her finger around the circumference of the plug.

"Turn around," she commanded, allowing him to straighten.

When he faced her, his body had betrayed him with an unmistakable arousal. Lieutenant Blackwood's lips curved in a knowing smile.

"Well now," she said, loud enough for others to hear, "someone enjoys his examinations."

Nervous laughter rippled through the waiting candidates. Elias's face burned hotter.

"Commander Hayes," Lieutenant Blackwood called to her superior, a tall woman with silver-streaked black hair who stood observing the proceedings. "This one shows exceptional physical response to assessment. Might want to note it."

Commander Hayes approached, her leather boots clicking sharply on the polished floor. She wore a more elaborate version of the standard uniform, with silver rank insignia and red leather accents that matched her lipstick.

"Indeed," she murmured, circling Elias like a predator. "Fully responsive without direct stimulation. Unusual for a first assessment."

Without warning, Commander Hayes's gloved hand closed around Elias's erection, giving it a firm stroke. "Excellent firmness. Substantial girth."

She addressed Lieutenant Blackwood while continuing to handle him as if he were livestock at auction. "Test his production capacity. I suspect we have a premium specimen."

Lieutenant Blackwood retrieved a clear collection vial from a nearby cart. "This won't take long," she said with a smirk, replacing her superior's grip with her own leather-clad hand.

Elias closed his eyes in mortification as the officer began methodically stroking him, her technique precise and impersonal.

"Open your eyes, Candidate," Commander Hayes ordered. "In this Academy, you will learn to maintain eye contact during all procedures. Your pleasure or discomfort is irrelevant; your responses belong to the women who evaluate you."

Elias forced his eyes open, meeting Lieutenant Blackwood's steady gaze as her hand worked him with clinical efficiency.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper only he could hear. "Show me how responsive you are. Show me how valuable you could be."

Despite his embarrassment—or perhaps because of it—Elias felt himself approaching climax with alarming speed.

"Imminent response," Lieutenant Blackwood announced, positioning the collection vial. "Three... two... one..."

Elias gasped as release overtook him, his body betraying any pretense of dignity as Lieutenant Blackwood efficiently collected the evidence of his submission.

"Impressive volume," Commander Hayes noted, examining the vial Lieutenant Blackwood handed her. "Excellent motility observed without magnification." She made a note on her tablet. "This one could impregnate half the women in the procurement division."

She fixed Elias with a stern look. "As of this moment, you are forbidden from self-pleasuring. Your physical responses are part of your commitment to your future Mentor or partner. Unauthorized release will result in severe correction. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Ma'am," Elias managed, his voice hoarse.

"Yes, what?" Commander Hayes prompted, her eyebrow arching dangerously.

Lieutenant Blackwood leaned in. "The proper address is 'Yes, Mommy,'" she whispered.

"Yes, Mommy," Elias repeated, the formal title feeling strange on his tongue.

At the word "Mommy," his spent body inexplicably responded again, beginning to harden. Both women noticed immediately.

"My, my," Lieutenant Blackwood laughed, genuine amusement lighting her eyes. "Responsive and quick to recover. The conditioning is already taking effect." She reached down, giving him a proprietary squeeze. "This one will fetch a premium dowry."

"Clean him up and proceed with measurements," Commander Hayes instructed, returning to her observation post. "I want a full capacity assessment."

Lieutenant Blackwood efficiently wiped him clean with a sterilizing cloth, then directed him to a measurement station where she began recording his dimensions on a tablet.

"Height, weight, shoulder width, all above average," she murmured. "Now for the specialized measurements."

Her gloved hands measured his genitalia with detached precision, calling out numbers to be recorded. Then she moved behind him.

"Bend over again and reach back. Spread yourself open."

As Elias complied, he heard the snap of a lubricant cap.

"I'm removing your starter plug for accurate internal measurements," she explained. "Breathe out as I pull."

The sensation of the plug sliding free left Elias feeling strangely empty and exposed. Before he could process the feeling, he felt the cool metal of a measuring instrument being inserted.

"Depth capacity, initial: seven inches without resistance," Lieutenant Blackwood noted. "Excellent starting point. Now for circumference tolerance."

What followed was a methodical testing of his physical limits that left Elias trembling with a confusing mixture of humiliation and arousal.

"Remarkable natural capacity," Lieutenant Blackwood concluded, reinserting his training plug, now replaced with a slightly larger version. "You may straighten and put your kilt back on."

As Elias dressed, Lieutenant Blackwood leaned close. "You scored in the top percentile for physical attributes. If your psychological assessment matches, you'll be assigned to a senior Mentor." Her eyes flicked to the gallery where Aunt Sophia sat. "Perhaps even someone with... connections."



Two hours later, Elias sat in a classroom with the other candidates, each now dressed in identical Academy-issued blue kilts. At the front, a severe-looking woman in a crisp black leather uniform paced before a large display screen.

"Gentlemen, I am Director Voss, head of Market Education," she announced. "Today you begin understanding your true value in Dominian society."

She activated the screen, displaying a chart titled "Male Market Valuations - Current Quarter."

"Your training here determines not just your future placement, but the economic benefit to your female guardians," Director Voss explained. "The dowry system rewards those who produce the most valuable males."

She highlighted different categories on the chart. "Premium males—those with exceptional receptive capacity, domestic skills, and breeding potential—command dowries starting at fifty thousand sovereigns." She paused, allowing that number to sink in. "Basic service males, by contrast, might fetch five thousand."

Elias glanced around, seeing the same calculation on every face: what am I worth?

"Your preliminary physical assessments have already placed you in tentative categories," Director Voss continued. "Some of you will rise in value; others will fall. Your daily performance in every aspect of training determines your trajectory."

She switched to a new slide showing a naked male in various positions, with annotations pointing to specific body parts.

"Your primary value centers on your receptive capacity," she explained clinically. "A fully trained male can accommodate his owner's needs regardless of size preference. Secondary value derives from domestic capabilities, appearance, and breeding potential."

A hand raised tentatively. "Ma'am? What if we... don't develop adequate receptive capacity?"

Director Voss's expression hardened. "Failure to develop minimally acceptable capacity results in reassignment to external labor divisions. You would work in uranium mines or waste management, with no marriage prospects." Her voice dropped ominously. "You do not want this outcome."

The room fell silent as each young man contemplated this fate.

"Questions?" Director Voss asked briskly. When none came, she nodded. "Your Mentor assignments will be posted this evening. Until then, you'll be shown to temporary quarters."



In the dormitory that night, Elias lay on his narrow bed, processing the day's events. The new, larger plug made sitting uncomfortable, a constant reminder of what his body was being conditioned to accept.

"First day's always the worst," came a whispered voice from the next bed.

Elias turned to see a slender young man with dark curly hair and knowing brown eyes.

"I'm Marcus," the boy said, extending his hand. "Second-phase trainee. They put me in here to help orient newcomers."

Elias shook his hand. "Elias."

Marcus sat up, checking that the dormitory monitor wasn't nearby. "So, how'd your assessment go? From the size of your replacement plug, I'm guessing you scored well."

Elias blushed in the darkness. "Is that how you can tell?"

"One of many indicators," Marcus replied with a knowing smile. "They match the plug size to your potential. Bigger plug, higher expectations."

"Does it get easier?" Elias asked, shifting uncomfortably.

Marcus laughed softly. "Define 'easier.' Does your body adapt? Absolutely. I can take my Mentor's largest implement now without flinching." He sounded unmistakably proud. "The real question is whether you learn to love it."

"And do you?" Elias whispered.

Marcus's eyes gleamed in the dim light. "Let me put it this way: when Commander Larsen works me open with her largest strap, I thank her for every inch." He wasn't joking. "The pleasure centers they teach you to access... there's nothing like it."

Elias digested this. "I scored high on the physical assessment. The Lieutenant said I might get a senior Mentor."

Marcus whistled low. "Lucky boy. Senior Mentors have the best techniques, the best equipment." He leaned closer. "Want some advice for increasing your value?"

"Definitely."

"Never resist," Marcus said seriously. "Even when it hurts—especially when it hurts. The ones who embrace the training advance fastest." He glanced around conspiratorially. "And practice your kegels constantly. Strong internal muscles that can grip and release on command will double your market value."

He demonstrated a subtle movement. "I can milk my Mentor's strap so effectively she sometimes comes before I do."

Before Elias could respond, the dormitory lights flashed once—a warning.

"Morning comes early," Marcus whispered, lying back down. "Five AM inspections. Sleep while you can."



The next morning, after a humiliating group cleansing session that Elias endured by focusing on Marcus's confident example, the candidates gathered before the assignment board.

Elias scanned the list until he found his name: Candidate 12 - Elias Rowe - Assigned: Commander Valentina Stark.

"Holy shit," Marcus breathed beside him. "You got Stark?"

"Is that... good?" Elias asked, noting the mixture of awe and envy in Marcus's voice.

"Good? She's the best," Marcus replied. "Also the hardest to please. Her trainees either wash out spectacularly or command the highest dowries in Dominia." He gave Elias an appraising look. "She hasn't taken a trainee in over a year. Rumor is she's looking for someone exceptional for her personal collection."

Before Elias could process this information, a deep female voice spoke behind them.

"Candidate 12."

Elias turned to find himself facing a striking woman in her mid-thirties. She wore the black leather uniform of a senior Mentor, the red piping matched by crimson-soled boots that added to her already impressive height. Her dark hair was cut in a severe bob that framed sharp cheekbones and penetrating gray eyes.

"Commander Stark," Marcus murmured, immediately lowering his gaze respectfully.

"You're dismissed, Trainee," she said to Marcus without looking at him. Her eyes remained fixed on Elias, evaluating every detail of his appearance.

When they were alone, Commander Stark circled Elias slowly, her boots clicking on the polished floor. "Your file is... intriguing," she said finally. "Top percentile physical assessment, favorable psychological profile, excellent genetic markers."

She stopped directly in front of him. "Tell me, Candidate, why did you react so strongly during your examination yesterday?"

Elias swallowed hard. "I... I don't know, Mommy."

Something flickered in her eyes at his use of the title—approval, perhaps.

"I think you do," she countered. "Was it the exposure? The handling? The loss of control?" Her voice dropped lower. "Or was it submission itself that aroused you?"

Elias found himself unable to lie under her penetrating gaze. "All of it," he admitted softly. "Especially... the submission."

Commander Stark's lips curved in a satisfied smile. "Honesty. Good. That's the foundation of our work together." She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her leather uniform and the subtle, expensive perfume beneath it. "I select my trainees very carefully, Elias. I saw your assessment numbers and requested you specifically."

"Why me?" he dared to ask.

"Natural aptitude combined with psychological readiness is rare," she explained. "Most candidates fight the process internally, even when they comply physically. You..." her eyes raked over him, "...you're already halfway there. Your body responds, your mind follows. With the right training, you could be exceptional."

She reached out, tilting his chin up with one leather-gloved finger. "I'm not an easy Mentor. I will push you beyond what you believe possible. I will hurt you, please you, reshape you until you're perfect." Her thumb brushed his lower lip. "But when I'm finished, you'll be the most valuable male in your class. Possibly in the Academy."

Elias shivered under her touch, his body already responding to her proximity, her authority, her promise of transformation.

"Does that appeal to you?" she asked, her voice a silky challenge.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered, surprising himself with how much he meant it.

Commander Stark's smile widened, satisfaction evident in her expression. "Report to Training Room 7 at fourteen hundred hours. Bring only yourself." She turned to leave, then paused, glancing back over her shoulder. "And Elias? Don't be late. I reward promptness and punish delay... creatively."

As she walked away, her leather uniform creaking softly with each confident stride, Elias realized he was entering unknown territory—a journey of submission and discovery that both terrified and excited him.

His market assessment was complete. Now the real training would begin.


CHAPTER 3: FIRST TRAINING

Training Room 7 wasn't a room at all.

As Commander Valentina Stark unlocked the heavy wooden door and gestured Elias inside, he found himself standing in what appeared to be a luxurious apartment. A spacious living area with leather furnishings opened onto a sleek kitchen. Through an archway, he glimpsed a bedroom with a massive four-poster bed. Another doorway revealed a bathroom featuring a deep soaking tub and separate shower stall large enough for multiple occupants.

"Surprised?" Commander Valentina asked, her lips curving into a faint smile as she locked the door behind them. The sound of the bolt sliding home sent a shiver up Elias's spine. "All senior Mentors live with their trainees for the duration of the program. Complete immersion is the most efficient method."

She moved past him, her leather uniform creaking softly with each step. "This will be our home for the next three months. Your training doesn't pause at the end of the day—it's continuous, comprehensive."

Elias swallowed hard, taking in the implications. Three months alone with this imposing woman who now controlled every aspect of his life. Three months of... whatever she planned to do with him.

"Remove your kilt and stand in presentation position," Commander Valentina instructed, moving to a sideboard where she poured herself a glass of amber liquid. "Center of the room."

With trembling fingers, Elias unfastened his Academy-issued kilt and let it fall to the floor. He assumed the position he'd learned that morning—feet shoulder-width apart, hands clasped behind his back, eyes forward. The training plug inserted during his assessment throbbed inside him, a constant reminder of his purpose.

Commander Valentina took her time, sipping her drink while studying him from different angles. Finally, she set down her glass and approached, circling him slowly.

"Before we begin, I want to explain something," she said, stopping directly in front of him. "Most Mentors see their trainees as commodities to be developed and sold. They train dozens, hundreds over their careers." She reached out, running a leather-gloved finger along his jawline. "I grow tired of that approach."

Her touch trailed down his neck, across his collarbone. "I haven't taken a trainee in over a year. Do you know why?"

"No, Mommy," Elias answered, the formal address still feeling strange on his tongue.

"Boredom," she said simply. "The same procedures, the same responses, over and over. I wanted something... different."

Her hand moved lower, tracing the contours of his chest. "When I saw your file, your assessment results, I recognized potential beyond the standard product." Her fingers brushed across his nipple, sending an electric jolt through his body. "I don't want to train you like every other boy."

Elias's body reacted instantly to her touch, his arousal evident and immediate. Commander Valentina's gaze dropped, a satisfied expression crossing her face.

"Responsive as noted," she murmured. "Most Mentors would immediately cage that." She gestured to a glass cabinet against the wall containing various devices, including several metal chastity cages. "It's standard protocol."

"Will you cage me, Mommy?" Elias asked, his voice catching.

To his surprise, Commander Valentina laughed softly. "No, sweetheart," she said, the unexpected endearment shocking him more than her answer. "I don't want a neutered pet. I want you fully present and responsive for what we'll be doing."

Sweetheart? The term of endearment felt wildly incongruous coming from this stern, leather-clad woman.

"You seem surprised," she noted, moving toward a large armoire. "Did you expect me to treat you like a dog? Call you 'slave' or 'worm'?" She shook her head. "That's for Mentors with fragile egos who need to crush their trainees to feel powerful."

She opened the armoire, revealing an array of implements arranged by size. "I know exactly how powerful I am, sweetness. I don't need to break you to prove it."

Elias stood frozen, utterly confused by this gentle language from a woman whose reputation had made even Marcus speak in awed whispers.

"First lesson," Commander Valentina said, selecting a slim silicone implement. "My uniform. Come here."

Elias approached her, acutely aware of his nakedness contrasted with her fully clothed state.

"Kneel," she instructed.

He dropped to his knees before her, bringing his face level with her leather-encased thighs.

"My uniform is an extension of my authority," she explained, her voice taking on a teaching cadence. "You will learn to care for it properly. Each evening, you'll clean and condition it, ensuring it remains pristine."

She held out her leg. "Beginning with my boots. Kiss them, then describe what you observe about the leather."

Elias leaned forward, pressing his lips to the gleaming black leather of her boot. The scent filled his nostrils—rich, earthy, with hints of polish and something uniquely feminine beneath.

"They're soft but firm, Mommy," he said, his voice slightly hoarse. "The leather feels supple, well-conditioned."

"Good eye, honey," she approved, the endearment sending another jolt of confusion through him. "Dominian leather is specially treated for durability without sacrificing softness. You'll use grade three conditioning oil on these, focusing on the stress points at ankle and toe."

She reached down, running her gloved fingers through his hair in a gesture almost like... affection?

"Now, stand up and help me remove my jacket."

Elias rose, moving behind her as directed. His fingers trembled slightly as he unfastened the silver clasps that ran down the back of her fitted leather jacket. As each clasp opened, he became aware of her scent—leather mingled with an expensive perfume that made his head swim.

"Careful," she murmured as he eased the jacket from her shoulders. "Always support the weight of the garment. Never let it drag."

Beneath the jacket, she wore a simple black tank top that revealed toned arms and the elegant curve of her neck. Elias folded the jacket as instructed, placing it on a special stand.

"Good boy," she praised, turning to face him. "Tomorrow you'll learn the proper cleaning technique. For now, we move to your first receptive training."

She gestured toward the bathroom. "Cleanse yourself thoroughly. Everything you need is in the cabinet. I expect you back here in fifteen minutes, completely clean inside and out."



When Elias returned, Commander Valentina had changed into a more casual outfit—form-fitting leather pants and a loose silk blouse. She sat on the couch, a datapad in her hands, looking up when he entered.

"Ah, there's my sweet boy," she said, setting aside the datapad. "Come here and let me check your work."

Elias approached, still unnerved by her warm tone. Every story he'd heard about Commander Valentina Stark painted her as merciless, demanding, cold. This gentle, almost maternal figure seemed like a different person entirely.

She patted the couch beside her. "Lie across my lap, honey."

Elias hesitated only briefly before positioning himself as instructed, his naked body draped across her leather-clad thighs. He felt her hand on his lower back, then moving down to part his buttocks.

"Very thorough," she commented, her gloved finger tracing around his exposed opening. "I appreciate attention to detail, sweetness."

Her finger pressed gently against him, testing the resistance. "You're tense. Relax for Mommy."

Elias tried to obey, focusing on his breathing as her finger slowly breached him. The leather of her glove felt cool and alien inside him.

"That's better," she murmured as his muscles relaxed around her intrusion. "Your body is learning already."

She withdrew her finger and helped him to stand. "For our first session, we'll start with the basics. Posture and presentation are fundamental skills."

She led him to the center of the room where a full-length mirror stood. "Face the mirror. I want you to see yourself as I shape you."

Elias stood before his reflection—naked, vulnerable, his arousal evident despite his embarrassment.

"The Academy teaches a standard presentation pose," Commander Valentina explained, moving behind him. "Functional but lacking elegance. I prefer my boys to display themselves with more... artistry."

Her hands on his shoulders adjusted his posture. "Back straight, shoulders relaxed. Yes, like that." Her touch moved to his hips, tilting them slightly. "When presenting, you want to emphasize your assets."

Her hands slid around to his chest, fingers splayed across his pectorals. "Breathe from here. Deep, full breaths that showcase the lines of your torso."

Elias followed her instructions, watching his reflection transform under her guidance. With each small adjustment, his body appeared more graceful, more inviting.

"Beautiful," she breathed, her mouth close to his ear. "You have natural poise, honey. Most boys take weeks to achieve what you're showing me now."

Her praise sent a surge of pleasure through him that was almost as powerful as her touch. He found himself wanting to please her more, to earn more of those soft, affectionate words.

"Now, turn and kneel," she instructed, stepping back to observe him. "Show me what you learned this morning about proper kneeling posture."

Elias turned and dropped to his knees, assuming the position he'd been taught—thighs spread, back straight, hands resting palm-up on his thighs.

Commander Valentina circled him slowly, making minor adjustments to his position. "Good instincts, but too rigid. Your submission should look natural, inviting." She tilted his chin up slightly. "A valuable male presents himself as a gift, not a prisoner."



Two days passed in a similar pattern. Each morning began with cleansing, followed by posture training, uniform care lessons, and increasingly intimate examinations. Commander Valentina—who now instructed him to call her simply "Mommy" when they were alone in their quarters—maintained her surprisingly gentle approach, seasoning her instructions with endearments that continued to bewilder Elias.

By the third day, Elias found himself in a state of near-constant arousal. Every touch, every word from her lips sent blood rushing to his groin. His body seemed to have developed a Pavlovian response to her voice alone.

"This is becoming distracting, isn't it, sweetheart?" Mommy Valentina observed that evening as she lounged on the sofa, watching him prepare their dinner as instructed. His erection had not subsided for hours, bobbing before him as he moved about the kitchen.

"Yes, Mommy," he admitted, his face flushing. "I'm sorry. I can't seem to control it."

"Don't apologize for your body's natural response," she said, rising from the couch with fluid grace. "But perhaps it's time we addressed it more... directly."

She disappeared into the bedroom, returning moments later with something that made Elias's breath catch. In her hands she held a harness from which protruded an impressive silicone phallus, thick and veined, with a pronounced head. It was easily twice the size of his own erection. She tied and secured it over her pants.

"Time for your next lesson, honey," she said, her voice taking on a husky quality he hadn't heard before. "Put the food aside. It can wait."

Elias obeyed, turning off the stove and moving to the center of the living area as she beckoned. His eyes remained fixed on the massive implement she held.

"You've been so good these past days," she purred, approaching him. "So responsive, so eager to please. But I sense there's still a barrier, a hesitation holding you back from complete surrender."

She stood before him, holding the phallus in one hand while her other reached out to grasp his erection. The contrast was immediate and obvious—her silicone cock dwarfed his flesh one, making his appear almost childlike in comparison.

"Look at this," she said, holding them side by side. "This is what a real cock looks like, sweetness. This is what a woman uses to claim what belongs to her."

Elias couldn't tear his eyes away from the comparison, shame and arousal mingling in a potent cocktail that made his legs weak.

"Kneel," she commanded, her voice suddenly harder, more like the Commander Stark of Academy legend.

Elias dropped to his knees, bringing his face level with the massive phallus. Up close, it was even more intimidating—detailed veins snaked along its considerable length, the head flared wide and imposing.

"Do you know what this is for, baby boy?" she asked, tracing the silicone head across his cheek.

"To... to penetrate me, Mommy?" he whispered, his mouth dry.

She laughed softly. "Eventually, yes. But first, you need to learn how to worship it properly." She pressed the tip against his lips. "Open your mouth for Mommy's cock."

Elias hesitated, his mind racing with confusion. This hadn't been covered in any of the Academy orientations.

"Don't think, honey," she murmured, her free hand stroking his hair gently. "Just feel. Open those pretty lips and show Mommy how much you want to please her."

Almost against his will, Elias's lips parted. The silicone head pressed forward, filling his mouth with its substantial girth. The taste was neutral, slightly rubbery, but the psychological impact was overwhelming.

"That's it," she encouraged, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Take Mommy's cock. Show me what a good boy you are."

Elias struggled to accommodate the intrusion, his jaw stretched wide, his breathing limited to quick inhales through his nose.

"Use your tongue," she instructed, beginning a gentle rocking motion. "Worship it like it's the most precious thing you've ever tasted."

Tentatively, Elias began to move his tongue against the underside of her cock, tracing the molded veins as it slid deeper into his mouth.

"Fuck, you're beautiful like this," Mommy Valentina breathed, her composure slipping for the first time since he'd met her. "Look at you, taking my cock so prettily."

Her praise sent another surge of arousal through him, his own erection throbbing painfully between his legs.

"Do you like having Mommy's big cock in your mouth, sweetness?" she asked, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. "Does it make you feel small and helpless?"

Unable to speak, Elias could only moan around the thick intrusion, his eyes watering as she pushed slightly deeper.

"That's right, baby," she cooed, beginning to thrust more deliberately. "Take it deeper. Show Mommy how much you want to be filled."

Elias struggled not to gag as the head of her cock nudged the back of his throat. His hands instinctively rose to grasp her thighs, feeling the supple leather of her pants beneath his fingers.

"Hands behind your back," she corrected instantly. "You take what Mommy gives you, how Mommy gives it."

He complied immediately, clasping his hands at the small of his back, leaving himself completely open and vulnerable to her thrusts.

"Perfect," she breathed, her pace increasing. "Look at you, surrendering so beautifully. Do you have any idea how fucking gorgeous you are right now?"

The crude language contrasted sharply with her usual refined speech, sending another jolt of arousal through Elias. He looked up at her face, seeing a flush spreading across her cheeks, her gray eyes darkened with desire.

"That's it, keep those pretty eyes on me," she commanded. "I want to see what happens when I do this—"

She thrust deeper, holding his head firmly in place as the Cock breached his throat momentarily. Elias's eyes widened, tears spilling down his cheeks as he fought against his gag reflex.

"Breathe through your nose, honey," she instructed, easing back slightly. "That's it. Relax your throat. Let Mommy in."

Time seemed to stretch and compress as Mommy Valentina used his mouth, alternating between gentle, shallow thrusts and deeper ones that tested his limits. Throughout it all, she maintained a stream of praise and filthy encouragement.

"Such a perfect mouth," she murmured. "Made to be filled with Mommy's cock. You're taking it so well, sweetness, better than boys who've trained for months."

Elias lost himself in the rhythm, in the strange intimacy of the act. His jaw ached, his lips felt stretched and sensitive, yet he found himself leaning into each thrust, eager to please her, to earn more of her praise.

"Touch yourself," she suddenly commanded. "Show me how much you love serving Mommy this way."

Elias brought one hand around to grasp his neglected erection, moaning around the Cock as his sensitive flesh finally received attention.

"That's it, stroke that pretty little cock while Mommy fucks your mouth," she encouraged. "But don't you dare come until I say so."

The dual sensations—the fullness in his mouth and the pleasure of his own touch—quickly brought Elias to the edge. He whimpered, his eyes pleading as he approached the point of no return.

"Not yet," she warned, recognizing the signs. "Hold it back. Show me your control."

Elias fought against his body's demands, focusing on the discomfort in his jaw, the stretch of his lips, anything to delay his release.

"Good boy," she praised, her thrusts becoming more erratic. "If I had a real cock, I'd be filling your throat with my come right now. Would you like that, sweetness? Would you swallow everything Mommy gave you?"

Elias moaned his assent, the image she painted pushing him dangerously close to the edge again.

"Since I can't come down your pretty throat," she continued, her voice husky with arousal, "you'll have to come for both of us. Now, honey. Come for Mommy while her cock fills your mouth."

Permission granted, Elias surrendered to the overwhelming sensations. His orgasm tore through him with unexpected force, making him cry out around the Cock as pleasure crashed over him in waves. His vision blurred, his body trembled, and still she continued to thrust, prolonging his pleasure until it bordered on pain.

Finally, mercifully, she withdrew, leaving him gasping and disoriented, kneeling in a puddle of his own release.

"Beautiful," she whispered, dropping to her knees before him and taking his face in her hands. "Absolutely perfect."

She kissed him then—their first kiss—her lips soft and demanding against his swollen ones. When she pulled back, her expression held something new, something possessive and pleased.

"You're mine now," she said simply. "Not just my trainee. Mine."

Elias, still trembling from the aftermath of his release, could only nod, understanding on some primal level that everything had just changed between them.

"Clean yourself up," she said, rising gracefully to her feet. "Then finish preparing dinner." She smiled, trailing a finger across his swollen lips. "You'll need your strength. We've only just begun."

As Elias struggled to his feet on shaky legs, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror—lips reddened and swollen, eyes glazed with lingering pleasure, a dazed expression on his face. He barely recognized himself, this wanton creature who had just performed such an intimate act with such abandon.

And strangest of all, beneath the confusion and the lingering pleasure, he found himself already eager for whatever came next.


CHAPTER 4: DOMESTIC ARTS

Dreams of penetration haunted Elias's nights. He would wake gasping, his body aching with emptiness, the phantom sensation of being filled lingering as he blinked into consciousness. For days now, Mommy Valentina had trained his mouth, his hands, his mind—but not the part of him that increasingly demanded attention.

Through the walls of their apartment, he sometimes heard the muffled cries from other training rooms—other boys receiving what he had begun to crave. The knowledge that his peers were already experiencing full penetration while he remained untouched in that way kindled a desperate yearning that grew with each passing day.

"Focus, honey," Mommy Valentina's voice cut through his distraction as she adjusted his posture. "A valuable male performs his duties regardless of his... distractions."

They stood in the kitchen of their shared apartment, Elias naked except for a midnight blue apron and the largest training plug he'd worn yet—a substantial intrusion that kept him constantly aware of his most intimate place. Mommy Valentina had inserted it that morning, her leather-gloved fingers working him open with patient determination before pressing the heavy plug inside him.

"Yes, Mommy," he replied, returning his attention to the vegetables he was dicing. His hands moved with increasing confidence, the knife making precise cuts as she had taught him.

She circled him, assessing his technique with a critical eye. Today she wore a more casual uniform—tailored leather pants with a simple white silk blouse, her dark hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail. Even in relaxed attire, her authority radiated from every pore.

"Beautiful knife work," she murmured, pressing against his back, her hand sliding around to rest possessively on his belly. "You have natural talent for precision tasks."

Her closeness sent a shiver through him, his body responding instantly to her touch. The plug shifted inside him as his muscles clenched involuntarily, sending a jolt of pleasure up his spine.

"You're thinking about it again, aren't you?" she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. "About being filled properly."

Heat flooded Elias's face. "Yes, Mommy," he admitted, unable to lie to her. "I hear the others... at night."

Her soft laugh vibrated against his back. "That's by design, sweetheart. Most Mentors rush to penetration, forcing resistant bodies to accept what they fear." Her hand slipped lower, teasing the skin just above his hardening cock. "I prefer to create hunger first."

She turned him to face her, her gray eyes studying his flushed face. "Tell me, honey. What do you want?"

The question hung in the air between them, loaded with meaning. Elias swallowed hard, gathering his courage.

"I want you inside me, Mommy," he whispered, the words sending a flush of heat through his entire body. "Please."

Her smile was slow and satisfied. "And you will have me, sweetness. When you're ready. When you're begging for it with every fiber of your being." She traced a finger along his jawline. "But not today. Today, we focus on making you valuable in every way."

She stepped back, gesturing toward the food. "Finish preparing lunch. After we eat, we'll move on to household management."



Domestic training proved unexpectedly satisfying. Elias discovered he had a talent for creating order, for anticipating needs before they were expressed. Under Mommy Valentina's guidance, he learned to manage household accounts, coordinate schedules, and maintain environments that supported a woman's professional success.

"Most men are trained merely to serve," she explained as he organized her digital calendar according to her preferences. "I train mine to enhance. A valuable male doesn't just follow orders—he creates systems that allow his owner to excel."

The plug inside him had become a constant companion, its size increased incrementally each day. What had initially felt impossible now felt merely substantial, his body adapting to accommodate the intrusion. Sometimes Mommy Valentina would reach out during his tasks, twisting or pressing on the base, sending jolts of sensation through him as a reminder of his purpose.

"Continue working," she would instruct when he gasped or momentarily lost focus. "A premium male performs flawlessly regardless of stimulation."

On the tenth day of his domestic training, as Elias prepared dinner while reciting the maintenance procedures for different leather types, Mommy Valentina approached with an unusually serious expression.

"Come sit with me, honey," she said, leading him to the sofa after he'd placed the dish in the oven. "There's something I want to show you."

She patted the space beside her, an unusual invitation. Typically, he knelt at her feet or sat on a cushion beside her, not on the furniture as an equal. Cautiously, he sat, acutely aware of the plug shifting inside him as he did.

Mommy Valentina activated a holographic display, bringing up a gallery of images—young men in various settings, all wearing the distinctive collar of claimed males.

"These are the boys I've trained," she explained, scrolling through the images. "Twenty-seven over my fifteen-year career. Far fewer than most Mentors."

Elias studied the faces—handsome men who bore themselves with quiet dignity, each in settings that suggested wealth and status.

"All of them achieved premium classification," she continued. "All commanded extraordinary dowries. The lowest was seventy thousand sovereigns; the highest, nearly double that."

She paused on an image of a particularly striking man serving tea to an elegant older woman. "Damien. My most successful trainee until now. Purchased by the Finance Minister for one hundred thirty thousand."

The numbers made Elias's head swim. The kind of wealth that could transform his aunt's position in society, elevate their family name for generations.

"Were you... attached to any of them?" he asked hesitantly.

Mommy Valentina's fingers traced the outline of the man on the screen, her expression unreadable. "They were all exceptional in their ways. Some more pleasing than others." She closed the display with a gesture. "But no, I kept none of them."

Her hand moved to rest on his thigh, the heat of her palm burning through his skin. "Until now, I've never been tempted."

His heart stuttered at her words, hope and confusion mingling in his chest. "Mommy?"

Her fingers stroked his inner thigh, then moved behind him to cup his buttock possessively. "You're different, Elias. Something about you..." She squeezed gently, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "I find myself considering options I've never entertained before."

The intimacy of the moment, the unexpected vulnerability in her expression, made Elias bold. "I don't want to leave you," he admitted, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "When you show me those other boys, all I can think is that I don't want to be another picture in your collection."

Her eyes darkened at his confession. "Dangerous words, sweetness. Your purpose is to be trained and sold for the highest possible price. That's the system."

"I know, but—" His words cut off as she leaned forward, capturing his lips in a kiss that stole his breath. Unlike their previous kisses—brief rewards for tasks well done—this one burned with something deeper, more possessive.

When she pulled back, her composed facade had returned. "Enough of this. Tomorrow you'll begin performance evaluations. Potential buyers will observe your training sessions to assess your value." Her tone was brisk, professional, as though the intimate moment had never happened. "We should eat before the food gets cold."

The abrupt shift left Elias reeling, but he recognized the dismissal in her tone. Whatever door had briefly opened between them had closed again—for now.



The observation gallery attached to Training Room 7 had remained empty until now. As Elias performed his morning routine—cleansing, grooming, preparing breakfast while reciting the proper care instructions for various household appliances—he was acutely aware of the mirrored wall that concealed watching eyes.

"Ignore them," Mommy Valentina instructed as she adjusted his posture while he cleaned the kitchen counter. Today she wore her full formal uniform, the black leather gleaming with meticulous care, red piping emphasizing her authoritative presence. "Focus only on me and your tasks."

The knowledge that strangers were evaluating his every move, judging his worth, sent a flush of heat through Elias's body. The training plug inside him seemed to grow heavier, more insistent in its presence.

"Now," Mommy Valentina said loudly enough for the observers to hear, "demonstrate your ability to maintain your duties while being used."

She guided him to stand facing the counter, hands braced on the edge, feet spread shoulder-width apart. From her pocket, she withdrew a remote control and pressed a button.

The plug inside him suddenly came to life, vibrating against his most sensitive places. Elias gasped, his knees threatening to buckle.

"Continue wiping down the counter," she instructed calmly. "Proper technique, thorough coverage."

With trembling hands, Elias obeyed, fighting to maintain his composure as pleasure radiated from his core. The vibrations increased in intensity as he worked, sweat beading on his forehead with the effort of staying focused.

"Good boy," Mommy Valentina praised, her hand stroking his lower back. "Now, recite the weekly meal planning protocol while I increase the stimulation."

She pressed another button, and the plug began to pulse in rhythmic waves that made coherent thought nearly impossible. Yet somehow, Elias managed to recite the required information, his voice breaking occasionally as particularly intense pulses hit his prostate.

"Excellent control," she noted, addressing both him and the unseen observers. "Candidate 12 demonstrates exceptional focus under stimulation, a valuable trait for households where the male will be required to perform duties while serving his owner's pleasure simultaneously."

The demonstration continued for nearly an hour, with Mommy Valentina testing his ability to perform increasingly complex tasks while subjecting him to various forms of stimulation. By the end, Elias was trembling with exhaustion and denied release, his body desperate for completion that wasn't permitted.

"That concludes today's evaluation," Mommy Valentina announced, finally switching off the vibrations. "Questions will be taken in the adjoining conference room."

She led him to the bathroom, where she gently cleaned the sweat from his body with a warm cloth. "You were perfect," she murmured, her professional demeanor softening now that they were alone. "Rest while I speak with the observers. You've earned it."

Left alone, Elias collapsed onto the bed, his body still humming with unfulfilled desire. Through the wall, he could hear muffled voices from the conference room—Mommy Valentina's measured tones responding to questions he couldn't quite make out.

Then, another female voice rose in volume—cultured, authoritative, with a hint of aristocratic drawl. "...unprecedented offer. One hundred fifty thousand sovereigns, paid directly to his guardian."

Elias froze, straining to hear more clearly.

"Lady Victoria, while your offer is generous, Candidate 12's training is far from complete," Mommy Valentina responded, her tone coolly professional. "His value is likely to increase substantially over the coming weeks."

"I know potential when I see it," the aristocratic voice replied. "I'm prepared to go to one-seventy-five, but I want a commitment today."

There was a pause, then Mommy Valentina's voice, lower but still audible: "I don't make premature commitments, regardless of the figures involved. When his training is complete, all qualified buyers will have the opportunity to bid. Not before."

The conversation continued, but the voices moved further from the wall, becoming indistinct murmurs. Elias lay still, processing what he'd heard. One hundred seventy-five thousand sovereigns—an astronomical sum that would transform his aunt's standing overnight. And Mommy Valentina had refused even to consider it.

The door opened some time later, and Mommy Valentina entered, her expression unreadable as she locked it behind her.

"You heard," she said. It wasn't a question.

"Yes, Mommy," Elias admitted, seeing no point in lying. "Lady Victoria offered—"

"I know what she offered," she cut him off, removing her leather jacket with practiced motions. "She'll offer more before this is done."

"Why did you refuse?" he dared to ask, sitting up on the bed.

Mommy Valentina's movements paused momentarily. "Never accept the first offer, no matter how tempting. Basic negotiation strategy."

But something in her tone suggested there was more to it than business acumen. She approached the bed, sitting beside him, her hand coming to rest on his thigh.

"Lady Victoria Somerset is one of Dominia's wealthiest women," she explained, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin. "Old money, vast estates, political connections. She collects beautiful things—art, properties, and exceptionally trained males." Her hand tightened slightly on his thigh. "She's owned three of my previous trainees."

"What happened to them?" Elias asked, sensing some underlying tension in her words.

"They serve her well," Mommy Valentina replied carefully. "She's demanding but not cruel. They want for nothing material." She looked away, adding more softly, "But they're possessions, not companions. Decorative objects to be displayed and used according to her whims."

Something in her voice made Elias bold again. "You don't want that for me."

Her eyes snapped back to his, searching his face. "What I want is irrelevant. My job is to prepare you for whoever purchases you, to ensure you command the highest possible price."

"But you refused her offer," he pressed.

"I told you, it's negotiation strategy. Nothing more." But her hand remained on his thigh, warm and possessive.

"Mommy," he whispered, leaning closer. "Please tell me the truth."

For a moment, her carefully maintained composure cracked, vulnerability flashing across her features. "The truth is dangerous, sweetness. For both of us."

Before he could respond, she stood, her professional mask sliding back into place. "Tomorrow, we begin advanced receptive training. Lady Victoria and others will be observing. I expect perfect performance from you."

The abrupt change of subject was clear dismissal of the topic, but Elias couldn't help feeling that something significant had shifted between them. In refusing Lady Victoria's extraordinary offer, Mommy Valentina had revealed more than perhaps she intended.

That night, as he lay in his bed listening to her move about in her adjacent room, Elias found himself hoping—dangerous as it might be—that perhaps his future wouldn't include being sold after all. Perhaps, just perhaps, he had already found where he belonged.


CHAPTER 5: MARKING HIM

"Two hundred thousand sovereigns," announced Director Voss, her voice betraying a rare hint of awe as she slid the valuation tablet across the desk toward Commander Valentina. "Preliminary, of course. His final assessment could push it even higher."

Elias stood at perfect attention beside Mommy Valentina's chair, his posture impeccable despite the flush spreading across his skin. Two hundred thousand—the number echoed in his mind, dizzying in its implications.

"The highest in his class," Director Voss continued, her eyes flicking to Elias with newfound respect. "Perhaps the highest in Academy history, if the trajectory continues."

Mommy Valentina accepted the tablet with composed grace, though Elias noticed her fingers tightening almost imperceptibly around its edges. "His progress has been exceptional," she acknowledged, her voice professionally neutral despite the pride Elias could sense beneath it.

"Your methods, while... unconventional, have clearly yielded results," Director Voss said, leaning back in her chair. "Lady Victoria has already increased her offer to one-ninety. Three other Council members have expressed serious interest." She tapped a manicured finger against her desk. "His guardian has been notified and will visit tomorrow to discuss the competing bids."

At the mention of Aunt Sophia, Elias felt a complex twist of emotions. He hadn't seen her since his admission day, as Academy protocol restricted contact during training. What would she think of his transformation?

"We'll be prepared to receive her," Mommy Valentina replied, rising smoothly from her chair. Her hand came to rest possessively on the back of Elias's neck, her fingers applying subtle pressure that sent shivers down his spine. "If that's all, Director?"

"One more thing," Director Voss said, her gaze sharpening. "Given his extraordinary value, the Council has suggested accelerating his final assessment. Lady Victoria, in particular, is eager to conclude the transaction."

Something flashed in Mommy Valentina's eyes—a flicker of emotion quickly suppressed. "Accelerating training risks diminishing quality," she said, her tone hardening slightly. "I won't compromise my standards, regardless of the buyer's impatience."

The walk back to their shared quarters was silent, Mommy Valentina's stride purposeful, almost tense. Inside, with the door locked behind them, she finally spoke.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice carrying an edge Elias hadn't heard before. "Completely."

He obeyed instantly, removing his Academy kilt and folding it neatly. As he straightened, he found her watching him with an intensity that made his breath catch.

"Two hundred thousand," she said softly, circling him slowly. "You've surpassed every expectation, every benchmark." Her leather-gloved hand trailed across his shoulders, down his spine. "And now they're circling like vultures, eager to claim you."

"Mommy?" Elias ventured, uncertain of her mood.

She stopped in front of him, her gray eyes searching his face. "Your aunt will be here tomorrow. She'll be... enthusiastic about the offers."

"I don't care about the money," Elias whispered, daring to voice what had been growing in his heart. "I don't want to be sold."

Something vulnerable flickered across her features. "What we want isn't relevant, sweetness. The system—"

"Could you keep me?" he interrupted, the words tumbling out before courage deserted him. "If you wanted to?"

Mommy Valentina's composure slipped for a moment, raw emotion showing through the cracks. "In theory," she said carefully, "a Mentor has right of first refusal. But it's rarely exercised, especially for high-value males. The Academy would..." She trailed off, then squared her shoulders. "That's not important now. What matters is completing your training properly."

She moved to the bedroom, returning with something Elias hadn't seen before—a small case of black leather embossed with her insignia.

"Tonight," she said, opening the case to reveal a collection of specialized implements, "we intensify your training. If they want to accelerate your assessment, we need to ensure you're more than ready."



The next morning, Elias's body bore the exquisite aftermath of the most intense training session yet. Subtle marks decorated his inner thighs, his chest, places only an owner would see—evidence of Mommy Valentina's thorough attention. The largest training implement he'd experienced so far had stretched him to his limits, leaving him with a pleasant soreness that reminded him of her possession with every movement.

"Remember your presentation posture," she instructed as they prepared for Aunt Sophia's arrival. "Your guardian will expect to see significant progress."

"Yes, Mommy," he replied, adjusting his stance to the precise angles she'd taught him.

When the door chimed, Mommy Valentina gave him a final assessing glance before opening it to reveal Aunt Sophia, resplendent in her formal military uniform.

"Commander Stark," Aunt Sophia greeted her, then her eyes fell on Elias. "My goodness. The reports weren't exaggerating."

Elias maintained his perfect posture as his aunt circled him, her appraising gaze noting every detail of his transformed physique and bearing.

"Two hundred thousand," she said, a hint of wonder in her voice. "I never imagined..." She turned to Mommy Valentina. "Your reputation is well-deserved, Commander. You've exceeded all expectations."

"Elias has natural aptitude," Mommy Valentina replied, her professional mask firmly in place. "His responsiveness to training is exceptional."

Aunt Sophia reached out, tilting Elias's chin to examine his face more closely. "Lady Victoria's offer alone would elevate our family's standing considerably. With multiple Council members bidding..." Her eyes gleamed with ambition. "We could secure a position in the Upper Districts."

"The bidding is far from concluded," Mommy Valentina noted, her voice carefully neutral. "His final assessment will likely increase his value further."

"About that," Aunt Sophia said, turning away from Elias to face Mommy Valentina directly. "Director Voss mentioned the possibility of accelerating the process. Lady Victoria has expressed willingness to increase her offer to two-ten if we can conclude within the week."

Elias felt a cold weight settle in his stomach. A week? So soon?

"Acceleration compromises quality," Mommy Valentina replied, echoing her words to Director Voss. "Elias's training requires at least another month to reach optimal levels."

Aunt Sophia's eyebrows rose slightly. "With respect, Commander, the Academy's assessment metrics indicate he's already surpassed standard requirements. And as his guardian, I have some authority regarding his placement timeline."

The tension between the two women was palpable, an invisible current of power and authority crackling in the air.

"As his Mentor, I have final say on his readiness," Mommy Valentina countered, her stance subtly shifting to one of greater dominance. "The Academy regulations are quite clear on this point."

"Are you refusing to present him for early assessment?" Aunt Sophia asked, her voice sharpening.

"I'm ensuring his optimal valuation," Mommy Valentina replied smoothly. "Rushing his development would be a disservice to both Elias and his future owner."

Aunt Sophia studied her for a long moment. "You seem unusually invested in this particular trainee, Commander."

"I take pride in all my work," came the cool response.

"Hmm." Aunt Sophia's gaze flicked between them, assessing. "Well, I've arranged a private demonstration for Lady Victoria tomorrow. Perhaps that will satisfy her immediate interest while your... optimal timeline proceeds."

"That won't be possible," Mommy Valentina said, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. "Academy regulations prohibit private demonstrations before the sixth week of training. We're only in week four."

The standoff lasted several seconds, neither woman yielding, before Aunt Sophia finally inclined her head slightly. "Very well, Commander. I'll inform Lady Victoria of the... regulatory constraints."

As Aunt Sophia prepared to leave, she paused before Elias once more. "You've done well," she told him, genuine pride in her voice. "Your value will transform our family's standing. Remember that when your final placement is determined."

After she departed, silence hung heavy in the apartment. Elias remained in position, waiting for Mommy Valentina's instruction.

"She'll push for acceleration," she finally said, moving to stand before him. "And she has significant influence with the Academy board."

"What happens now?" Elias asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Her eyes met his, something fierce and protective burning in their depths. "Now," she said softly, "I make absolutely certain no one can question who you belong to."



The days that followed were a blur of intensified training. Mommy Valentina pushed him harder than ever, expanding his abilities, refining his responses, testing his limits in ways that left him trembling with exhaustion and arousal. Throughout it all, she marked him—subtle bites at his inner thighs, fingerprint bruises at his hips, places only she would see, silent claims on his flesh.

Each night, she permitted him to sleep beside her in her bed rather than in his separate room—a breach of protocol that neither mentioned but both treasured. They would lie together, her body curled protectively around his, her hand often resting possessively on his hip or chest.

It was during one such night, a week after Aunt Sophia's visit, that Elias found himself awake in the darkness, watching Mommy Valentina's face in repose. In sleep, the stern lines of authority softened, revealing the woman beneath the Commander. Acting on impulse born of deepening emotion, he leaned forward and pressed his lips gently to hers.

Her eyes flew open, instantly alert. For one terrible moment, Elias thought he'd made a catastrophic error in judgment. Then her expression softened, and her hand came up to cup his cheek.

"Brave boy," she whispered, her thumb tracing his lower lip. "Taking such liberties with your Mommy."

"I'm sorry," he began, but she silenced him with another kiss, this one deeper, hungrier.

"No, you're not," she murmured against his mouth. "And neither am I."

What followed transcended all their previous intimacies. She guided him onto his back, his knees drawn up toward his chest as she positioned herself between his raised legs. The sheets rustled softly as she moved, the bed creaking gently beneath their shifting weight.

"I've been patient," she breathed, her hands caressing his inner thighs where her marks already adorned his skin. "So patient, waiting for you to be ready. Are you ready now, sweetness?"

"Yes, Mommy," he gasped, his body already responding to her touch. "Please..."

She leaned down to kiss him again, her tongue exploring his mouth with thorough possession. "Tell me what you want," she demanded softly. "I need to hear you say it."

"I want you inside me," he whispered against her lips. "I want to feel you... everywhere."

A low, appreciative sound rumbled from her throat as she reached for the lubricant on the bedside table. "You've been so good, waiting so patiently," she praised, her slick fingers circling his entrance with practiced skill. "Most boys beg for it from the first day. But you... you waited until you truly needed it."

His breath hitched as she pressed two fingers inside him, finding the sensitive spot that made his vision blur with pleasure. The familiar stretch was different this time—not clinical training but intimate preparation.

"Mommy," he gasped as she worked him open with knowing fingers, his body yielding eagerly to her touch.

"That's it, honey," she encouraged, her voice husky with desire. "Open for me. Let me in."

The bed creaked rhythmically as she worked a third finger into him, She moaned deeply as the movement created delicious friction against her clit, her wetness making the leather base of the harness slide perfectly against her most sensitive spot.

her other hand stroking his chest, his thighs, his straining erection. Every touch felt electric, charged with meaning beyond physical sensation.

"Perfect," she breathed, withdrawing her fingers and reaching for something beside the bed. "You're perfect for me."

When she returned to position between his raised legs, she wore her harness, the substantial Mommy’s cock gleaming with lubricant.

The base of the shaft pressed firmly against her swollen clit, the specialized design ensuring her pleasure would build with every thrust.

In the dim light, her body looked powerful, commanding, the defined muscles of her abdomen flexing as she moved.

"Look at me," she commanded softly as she positioned the head of the silicone BBC against his prepared entrance. "I want to see your eyes when I take you for the first time."

Their gazes locked as she pressed forward, the initial resistance giving way to a slow, inexorable slide that filled him more completely than any training implement had before. The stretch burned sweetly, his body yielding to her possession with a surrender that felt like coming home.

"Fuck," she breathed, her composure slipping as she seated herself fully inside him. "You feel... God, the way you take me..."

The bed protested with rhythmic creaks as she began to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm that had Elias gasping with each thrust. With each roll of her hips, the base of the harness ground against her sensitive flesh, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her core.

His legs wrapped around her waist instinctively, pulling her deeper.

"That's it, sweetness," she encouraged, her hips rolling skillfully against him. "Take all of me. Show me how much you want it."

"Mommy," he moaned, the word laden with meaning beyond the formal title. "Please... harder..."

She complied with a growl of approval, her thrusts becoming more forceful, driving the thick cock deeper into him. The headboard began to knock against the wall with each powerful movement, the sound punctuating their shared pleasure.

Her breathing grew ragged as the persistent pressure built between her legs, the textured base of the harness stimulating her in ways that made her thighs tremble with approaching release.

"Mine," she gasped, bending to claim his mouth in a fierce kiss. "You're mine. Say it."

"Yours, Mommy," he promised breathlessly. "Only yours."

Her hand found his erection, stroking in counterpoint to her thrusts. "No one else gets to have you like this," she told him, her voice rough with possessive desire.

She adjusted her angle slightly, causing the harness to press more firmly against her throbbing clit, her own pleasure intensifying as she watched him take her so completely.

"No one else gets to see you come apart. Just me."

The dual sensations—her thick cock pressing relentlessly against his most sensitive places, her skilled hand working his erection—quickly drove Elias toward the edge. His fingers clutched at her shoulders, her back, anywhere he could touch her.

"I'm close," he warned, his voice breaking as pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak.

"Come for me," she commanded, her rhythm never faltering. "Let me feel you come with me inside you."

His release crashed through him with stunning intensity, his body clenching around her cock as wave after wave of pleasure radiated outward. Above him, Mommy Valentina's movements became erratic, her own climax clearly triggered by the pressure of the harness against her sensitive flesh.

The pulsing waves of pleasure radiated outward from her clit, her internal muscles clenching rhythmically as the pressure and friction of the harness base pushed her over the edge. Her wetness soaked the leather straps as she shuddered through her release.

"Elias," she gasped—the first time she'd called him by name rather than an endearment during intimacy—as she drove deep one final time, her body shuddering with release.

They collapsed together, still joined, sweat-slicked skin cooling in the night air. For long moments, only their ragged breathing and the settling creaks of the bed broke the silence.

Finally, Mommy Valentina carefully withdrew, removing the harness and setting it aside before gathering him into her arms. Her hand stroked his hair with unexpected tenderness as his head rested on her chest.

"I won't let them take you," she whispered into the darkness, so softly he almost missed it. "Whatever it costs me."

In that moment, as sleep reclaimed them both, Elias knew with absolute certainty that he had been marked in ways that went far beyond the physical—claimed not just as a valuable possession, but as something much more dangerous: someone beloved.


CHAPTER 6: POSSESSION

The Grand Auction Hall of the Academy gleamed with polished marble and brass fixtures, its amphitheater-style seating filled with Dominia's elite. Soft leather creaked as women adjusted their positions in anticipation, the air thick with perfume and ambition. At the center stood a circular platform, currently empty but soon to showcase the culmination of months of training.

Elias waited in the preparation chamber, his heart hammering against his ribs. He wore a formal midnight-blue kilt made of the finest wool, silver buckles gleaming at his hips. His collar—the temporary training one—would be removed today, replaced by the permanent symbol of his new ownership.

"Two hundred and fifty thousand," Aunt Sophia announced as she swept into the chamber, her military uniform adorned with additional medals for the occasion. "The pre-bidding has already reached unprecedented levels." Her eyes gleamed with unconcealed delight. "Lady Victoria has committed to three hundred if necessary. The Finance Minister refuses to state her upper limit."

Elias nodded, the appropriate response when addressed by a female guardian, but his thoughts were elsewhere. In the three days since his night with Mommy Valentina—the night she'd claimed him so thoroughly, marked him so completely—something had changed between them. She'd grown distant, professional, almost cold. Her touches became clinical again, her endearments ceased. It was as though she'd remembered her role and stepped firmly back into it, leaving him adrift.

"Commander Stark has prepared you exceptionally well," Aunt Sophia continued, circling him with an appraising eye. "Your posture, your presentation—perfect. The Council anticipates your sale will set a new Academy record."

The word 'sale' twisted like a knife in Elias's chest. After everything they'd shared, after her whispered promise in the darkness—"I won't let them take you"—was he still just a commodity after all?

"Speaking of Commander Stark," Aunt Sophia said, glancing toward the door, "she should be here for final preparations. The auction begins in twenty minutes."

As if summoned by her words, the door opened to reveal Mommy Valentina. Elias's breath caught at the sight of her. She wore full ceremonial leather—a military-inspired uniform of gleaming black leather with elaborate silver embellishments at the shoulders and collar, crimson piping accenting every seam. Her hair was swept back severely, emphasizing her sharp cheekbones and penetrating gray eyes. At her hip hung a ceremonial riding crop, the symbol of her rank and authority.

"Commander," Aunt Sophia greeted her with a respectful nod. "Your trainee has exceeded all expectations. Today's proceedings should be... quite profitable for all concerned."

Something flickered behind Mommy Valentina's composed expression—a momentary tightening around her eyes, gone so quickly Elias might have imagined it.

"If you'll excuse us," she said coolly, "I need a moment alone with Candidate 12 for final preparations."

Aunt Sophia raised an eyebrow but nodded. "Of course. I'll secure our seats in the gallery." She paused at the door. "Commander... extraordinary work. Truly."

When the door closed behind her, silence stretched between them. Mommy Valentina moved methodically around the room, checking unseen details, her back to Elias.

"Mommy?" he finally ventured, unable to bear the tension.

Her shoulders stiffened at the title, but she didn't turn. "Today you'll be presented to Dominia's elite," she said, her voice professionally detached. "The highest bidder will become your owner, and you'll begin your life of service. You've been trained for this moment since your first day at the Academy."

"You promised," Elias whispered, a desperate edge to his voice. "You said you wouldn't let them take me."

She turned then, her expression carefully neutral. "We say many things in moments of passion."

The cold dismissal struck harder than any physical blow. Elias felt something crack inside him, pain blossoming where hope had taken root.

"So it was just training after all?" he asked, struggling to keep his voice steady. "Everything you said, everything we did—just preparing the merchandise?"

Something dangerous flashed in her eyes. In two swift strides, she closed the distance between them, her gloved hand coming up to grip his jaw firmly.

"Never question what happened between us," she said, her voice low and intense. "Not ever."

Before he could respond, she released him and stepped back, composure restored. "It's time. Follow me."



The auction proceeded with ceremonial precision. Five candidates were presented before Elias, each commanding impressive sums from Dominia's wealthy elite. Lady Victoria secured two of them with casual flicks of her bidding paddle, her aristocratic features betraying nothing but mild interest despite the astronomical amounts.

When Elias's turn came, the hall fell into expectant silence. Director Voss herself took the podium, a sign of the occasion's significance.

"Ladies of the Council, honored guests," she announced, her voice carrying effortlessly through the hall. "It is my privilege to present Candidate 12, assessed at the unprecedented value of two hundred and fifty thousand sovereigns."

A murmur rippled through the audience as Elias stepped onto the circular platform, assuming the presentation pose Mommy Valentina had refined to perfection. His eyes remained respectfully lowered, though he could feel the weight of dozens of evaluating gazes.

"Candidate 12 has demonstrated exceptional aptitude in all assessment categories," Director Voss continued. "His domestic skills, breeding potential, and receptive capacity have all been rated in the highest percentile. His Mentor, Commander Valentina Stark, has noted his particular talents in anticipatory service and adaptive learning."

From his peripheral vision, Elias could see Mommy Valentina standing at rigid attention beside the platform, her expression unreadable.

"The bidding will open at two hundred and fifty thousand sovereigns," Director Voss announced. "May the most worthy claim this exceptional male."

Paddles rose immediately. Lady Victoria's elegant hand lifted first, followed quickly by the Finance Minister, then three other Council members in rapid succession. The amount climbed with dizzying speed—two-sixty, two-seventy-five, three hundred—paddles rising and falling as the elite women of Dominia competed for ownership.

Elias maintained his perfect posture, though inside he felt hollow. Somewhere in the gallery, Aunt Sophia would be watching with triumphant satisfaction as his value soared beyond even her ambitious expectations.

"Three hundred and fifty thousand," Lady Victoria called, her voice carrying a note of finality that silenced the hall. She fixed Director Voss with an imperious stare. "I believe that concludes our business."

Director Voss glanced around the hall, waiting for any challenge to the unprecedented bid. When none came, she nodded. "Three hundred and fifty thousand sovereigns from Lady Victoria Somerset. Going once—"

"I invoke right of first refusal."

The words cut through the hall like a blade, silencing even the whispers. All eyes turned to Commander Valentina, who had stepped forward, her stance unwavering despite the collective shock her declaration had caused.

"Commander Stark?" Director Voss's composure slipped momentarily, her surprise evident. "You wish to exercise Mentor's privilege?"

"I do." Mommy Valentina's voice carried calm authority, though Elias could detect the tension beneath it. "As his primary Mentor, I claim priority in acquisition."

Lady Victoria rose from her seat, aristocratic features arranged in cold displeasure. "At three hundred and fifty thousand? An instructor's salary couldn't possibly—"

"Academy Regulation 47-B states that a Mentor may claim a trainee at the highest assessed value, not the highest bid," Mommy Valentina interrupted, her gaze never wavering. "Candidate 12's assessed value is two hundred and fifty thousand."

Director Voss looked uncomfortable. "Commander, while technically correct, this... this is highly irregular. The purpose of the auction system is to maximize return to the guardian family. Lady Victoria's offer represents a significant premium."

"One hundred thousand sovereigns over valuation," Lady Victoria noted icily. "A sum I imagine would transform the candidate's family standing considerably."

All eyes turned to Aunt Sophia, who had risen from her seat in the gallery, her expression a complex mixture of emotions. For a long moment, she said nothing, her gaze moving from Lady Victoria to Mommy Valentina, then finally to Elias.

"My nephew," she finally said, her voice carrying in the silent hall, "has achieved a valuation beyond our family's wildest expectations. Two hundred and fifty thousand sovereigns will elevate the Rowe name for generations." She paused, something softening in her expression. "The additional hundred thousand would be... pleasant, but unnecessary."

A collective gasp rippled through the audience. Lady Victoria's face hardened with anger.

"Are you refusing my bid?" she demanded.

"I am recognizing Commander Stark's legal right of first refusal," Aunt Sophia replied evenly. "As is my prerogative as guardian."

The hall erupted in whispers. Director Voss rapped sharply on the podium for order.

"Commander Stark has invoked Mentor's privilege, and the guardian has acknowledged the claim," she announced, clearly displeased but bound by protocol. "The acquisition price is set at two hundred and fifty thousand sovereigns. The claiming ceremony will proceed."

Elias stood frozen on the platform, scarcely able to believe what had just transpired. His eyes found Mommy Valentina's, seeing in them not the cool professionalism of moments before, but fierce, possessive triumph.



The claiming ceremony traditionally took place in the Academy's Great Hall, but Mommy Valentina had arranged for a private alternative in the Council chamber—smaller, more intimate, but no less formal. Only the required witnesses were present: Director Voss to officiate, Aunt Sophia as guardian, and two Council members to validate.

Elias knelt on a cushion of crimson velvet, his temporary collar removed, his neck bare for the first time since entering the Academy. Before him stood Mommy Valentina in her full ceremonial leather, her presence commanding the room.

"We gather to witness the formal claiming of male Elias Rowe," Director Voss intoned, her voice carrying the weight of ancient tradition. "Commander Valentina Stark, you have exercised your right of first refusal and committed the sum of two hundred and fifty thousand sovereigns to his acquisition. Do you now claim him as yours, accepting all rights and responsibilities thereof?"

"I do claim him," Mommy Valentina replied, her voice strong and clear. From a velvet box, she removed a collar unlike any Elias had seen before—finest black leather with silver accents and a small, elegant pendant bearing her family crest.

She knelt before him, their eyes level, her gloved hands holding the collar between them. "Elias Rowe," she said, using his name formally, "I claim you as mine—not as servant, not as possession, but as life companion. Do you accept my claim and offer your submission freely?"

The traditional formula had been altered, the words of ownership replaced with something more balanced, more equal. Elias felt his throat tighten with emotion.

"I accept your claim," he replied, the words catching slightly. "And offer my submission freely and completely."

Her hands moved to place the collar around his neck, securing it with a small silver lock. The leather felt warm against his skin, the weight comforting rather than restrictive.

"With this collar, I mark you as mine," she said, her voice dropping to an intimate tone despite their audience. "With my name, I claim you. From this day forward, you are Elias Stark."

She leaned forward, sealing the claim with a kiss that sent heat flooding through him despite its brevity. When she pulled back, her eyes held a promise of more to come.

Director Voss cleared her throat. "The claiming is complete and witnessed. The transfer of funds will proceed according to standard protocols." She closed her ceremonial book with a snap. "Congratulations, Commander. He is yours."



Six Months Later

Morning sunlight streamed through the windows of their Upper District apartment, casting golden patterns across the bed where Elias lay watching his wife sleep. The sheets had tangled around their bodies during the night's activities, leaving Valentina's skin bare to his appreciative gaze.

So much had changed in six months. After the claiming, they had moved to Valentina's family estate for a proper wedding ceremony—a privilege rarely granted to owned males, but Valentina had insisted on the full recognition of their union. Her substantial family wealth, combined with her military pension, had easily covered the claiming price, leaving Aunt Sophia and Uncle James comfortably established in a new home in the Diplomatic Quarter.

Valentina stirred, her eyes opening to find him watching her. "Admiring your work?" she teased, stretching languorously. Her hand moved to rest on the gentle swell of her belly, now visibly rounded with their child.

"Always," he replied, leaning in to kiss her. The Academy collar had been replaced with a more elegant symbol of their bond—a platinum chain bearing both their names, a revolutionary statement in Dominian society.

She pulled him closer, her body warm and pliant against his. "How long have you been awake?"

"Not long. I was thinking about the auction."

Her expression sobered. "I almost lost you that day. If your aunt hadn't supported my claim..."

"But she did," he reminded her, his hand joining hers over their growing child. "She saw what we meant to each other."

Valentina smiled, remembering. "Lady Victoria still won't speak to me. She's purchased three more males since then, trying to find one as suitable as you."

"Poor Lady Victoria," Elias murmured against her neck, not sounding particularly sympathetic. "She'll never find one like me."

"No," Valentina agreed, her fingers threading through his hair possessively. "You're unique. My perfect match."

Her hand guided his lower, beneath the sheets, to where her body welcomed his touch. Even after months together, their desire for each other remained insatiable.

"Shall I demonstrate my exceptional training, Mommy?" he whispered against her ear, using the title that now existed solely in their private moments, a cherished reminder of their beginning.

Valentina laughed softly, rolling to position herself above him in their favorite arrangement. "I think a thorough review of your skills is in order, yes."

As her body joined with his, Elias reflected on the strange journey that had brought him here—from frightened candidate to beloved husband, from property to partner. The Training Protocol had intended to make him valuable property, but instead had led him to something far more precious: a life where submission and dominance flowed both ways, where power was exchanged rather than imposed.

"Mine," Valentina whispered as they moved together, the word both possession and promise.

"Yours," Elias agreed, his hands caressing the curve where their child grew. "Always yours."

In a society built on female supremacy, they had found something revolutionary: partnership. And as the morning light bathed their joining bodies, Elias knew with absolute certainty that he had found not just an owner, but a home.

THE END
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