

Huntress in Training

An Erotic Tale of Financial Domination, Male Submission and Intense Power Exchange

Mommy Claire


The following novel is entirely a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.

First published in 2021 by AQT Enterprises

Copyright © 2021.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.


PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Throughout my life I have made it my mission to find incorrigible men and provide them with the discipline and training they need to become productive citizens of my world. It all starts with a sensual seduction but the real transformation takes place when I take command of his lust. Once a man’s physical desire is under my control, it is only a matter of time before everything else follows suit.

Men will move heaven and earth to satisfy their carnal cravings but all I ask in return is a little behavior modification, converting the once naughty man into a submissive and obedient little boy. It is my reward for a job well done, another loyal follower for my adult baby games.

While the hunt for bad little boys in need of corrective training has traditionally been a solo quest for me, there was an instance where I took an aspiring young femdom under my wing, showing her the joys of dominance and the power of female control.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

“I feel like I’ve been training forever,” Lynne whined. “When are you going to let me go out, to see if I can dominate an alpha on my own?”

It wasn’t a surprising statement. Most girls Lynne’s age were convinced they were ready to take on the world, even if they had yet to put in the time to truly master their craft. I didn’t want to dampen her enthusiasm yet there was a risk in sending my protege out into the field too soon.

“You’re still learning,” I explained, “there are still things you don’t know.”

Lynne’s response showed her confidence and bravado.

“I know how to tease a guy’s lust,” she replied, “after that it’s all downhill, you said so yourself.”

She was right, I had said those exact words many times, but no one likes having her own statements thrown in her face, especially not me.

“There’s a risk,” I said, “if you’re not ready, there’s a chance he could turn the tables and take control of you. I know it looks easy, but alpha males don’t like to be controlled and if you mess up it could have extreme consequences.”

Lynne’s answer actually convinced me to give her a shot.

“All men are just little boys once you start stroking their little pee-pees,” she answered. “Once I have my hands on his dick, he won’t stand a chance.”


SCENE 2

Lynne

Mommy Claire was an absolute genius when it came to taking advantage of men. Not only did she have the body and the personality to seduce any man alive, but she also possessed the skills to completely dominate his existence once he was in her grasp.

I wanted to learn everything she knew and I wanted it in the worst way. I studied to get there, harder than I had ever studied before, but you can’t know just how far you’ve come until you test your skills in a live environment. I was ready to find out just how much I had learned.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

For her first solo mission, I arranged for Lynne to meet one of my previous conquests. His name was Charles and while he was broken and submissive in my presence, he was way too much of an alpha to allow anyone else that type of control.

The meeting was set for a quiet pub not too far from the main strip. It was one of the lesser trafficked places in Vegas, secluded enough to invite naughty behavior, especially from the properly motivated. Charles believed he was there to meet a sexy young co-Ed, which he was, however how the meeting would end was still very much up in the air.

I arrived early and took a seat towards the back, in a quiet corner that gave me prime viewing position for all the dirty details.

Charles arrived right on time and took his position in a booth along the wall, exactly as he had been instructed. Lynne arrived shortly thereafter and I have to admit she looked sexy as hell in her form fitting black yoga pants that highlighted her sexy shape, and a small white halter, that put her sizable breasts on full display. I had no doubt her outfit would set the right tone, but there is more to seduction than just a hot body and a pretty face, and we were about to find out just how much Lynne had learned during our lessons.

I watched from the corner as Lynne approached her mark. It was an interesting study in human dynamics; she a beautiful girl, with an outsized understanding of the human sex drive, and he a leader of men, a powerful mogul with great wealth and influence in an already male dominant world.

You might think it was an even battle, or perhaps that he and all of his influence held an edge, but I knew otherwise. Lynne’s physical appeal would allow her to gain access, and the skills she learned at my hand guaranteed she knew exactly what to do once that advantage was hers.


SCENE 4

Lynne

Mommy Claire may have set things up but I still had to prove my worth. Charles was connected, and those connections would prove to be fertile ground if I played my cards right.

My outfit was tight, as evidenced by the wide-eyed look I received from both the bartender as well as my target, but the initial packaging was only part of the play. If I wanted to seduce and take control, it was going to take more than a little eye candy.


SCENE 5

Charles

It’s not uncommon for my employees, particularly my upper level managers, to secure me some extracurricular entertainment when I travel. Usually, it is the sales guys who make the best introductions, but on this one trip it was a business partner, a woman with whom I had negotiated a very large deal. She set the wheels into motion by sending the sexiest little co-Ed my way.

Lynne walked towards me and I jumped to my feet to greet her. I have to admit I watched every step, her graceful moves, that tight little body, that beautiful face. And when she stood there, looking up at me with those big doe eyes, I wished upon wish that I could kiss her, or maybe even more. And as those thoughts snuck into my brain, Lynne used her supple fingers to make a play for my belt.

“Would it be ok if I see it?” she asked, undoing my buckle. “Please, can I touch it?”

My first response was, “No!”

I’m not sure why, probably because of the age difference, or the less than private situation, but I stopped her. The bar was dark and there weren’t many people, so when she didn’t accept my answer, and pressed her advance, using her delicate fingers to unzip my fly, rational thought lost out to desire, and I let her have her fun.

For a young girl she wasn’t fazed at all by the vision of my penis, nor was she surprised when it began to grow in her hand, but what shocked me most of all was how skilled she was at heightening my arousal, and how adept she was at keeping my excitement at its peak once it was there.

She applied short but firm strokes to the front of my penis and it made me gasp, but she didn’t stop with just a few strokes, she continued until I was rock hard and then rubbed some more until I struggled to maintain my breathing. It felt incredible, from the bottom of my balls all the way to the top of my dick and I allowed myself to relax and savor the moment.

The first grunt rolled out of my mouth but I had no control over it. The spasm in my loins felt so good and my body just responded on its own, hips grinding, grunts emoting. It was a little awkward standing while getting a hand job but otherwise it was pure bliss. I didn’t say anything, I didn’t want to do anything to stop her from what she was doing, each delicate stroke taking me higher and higher.

Lynne’s hands were super soft and the way they touched kept me continually off balance. Every time I thought I knew what to expect, or began to get used to the flow, she changed her approach, caressing in new and unique ways, finding spots to tease my desire even more. She continued that unending assault until I felt a distinct change in my demeanor.

I felt myself succumbing to the delight.

There is something about being overwhelmed with sensual stimulus. First off, it feels incredible, pleasure pulses starting in your loins and spreading to every part of your body, every nerve ending tingling. But, with the pleasure comes something else, a certain loss of control that is extremely difficult to accept.

It wasn’t just that Lynne had my body responding to her touch, it was that I couldn’t stop her, my muscles on strike, my strength gone. That second part was emasculating, in a way I didn’t want to experience.

I hoped it wasn’t noticeable, I hoped Lynne couldn’t tell what a weakened state I was in.


SCENE 6

Lynne

The moment I got my hands on Charles’ dick I was more than half way to my goal. Mommy Claire always said that getting access to the family jewels was the first big hurdle, and not only did Charles grant me that access, but he was completely oblivious to the monumental transformation about to take over his life.

I loved the feeling, not just the intimacy, having access to his true source of energy, but also the power. My control over Charles was growing and if things progressed as planned, my command was about to grow even stronger.


SCENE 7

Charles

Lynne directed me to take a seat in the booth and move to the back. Despite my fear of losing control, I did as she asked, sliding inward while never breaking away from the supple little fingers that were wrapped around my shaft.

Of course, I wanted her attention, she was a sexy fine thing with a smoking hot body, but more than that I wanted to ravage her, to take her in my arms and fondle all of her cuteness.

My first move was to her tight little ass and she deftly pushed my hand away, never stopping her gentle touches on my dick. I tried again, this time moving toward her ample C-cups and once again she swatted me away, this time more aggressively. I was about to say something when her fingers found this spot on the front of my dick that when touched, sent a jolt of euphoria up my spine and into my brain.

“Ugh!” I grunted aloud.

I didn’t mean to become vocal, not while participating in a sex act in a public place, but the stimulus was intense, and when Lynne’s fingers returned to that spot, and rubbed me there several more times, it was all I could manage to keep from losing my mind.

It only took a few targeted rubs and my body began to slide, shifting backward, assuming a horizontal state. Lynne seized on the opportunity, performing her own delicate shift and staking position between my thighs. Before I knew it, she had full control of my penis, her fingers wrapped around the shaft, sliding up and down, her incredibly delicate strokes stimulating every nerve ending along the way.

I’ve received hand jobs before and knew when the end was drawing near. My penis pulsed, my balls rumbled and my mind floated all in anticipation of the glorious finish. I didn’t want to cum in my pants, and hoped she would put her mouth on the head and swallow my discharge, but the truth was, her hands felt so good I didn’t care where my semen landed, as long as I could savor the joy of release.

That’s when Lynne taught me a very personal lesson on premature expectation.

Just when I thought I would explode, she dialed back the stimulus, slowing her strokes, changing her target. All at once the orgasm I thought was inevitable was stunted and my mind became very aware.

“What the?” I complained.

Lynne’s response just about broke my brain.

“Calm down little boy,” she said, “I’m in control now and you’d be wise to do as you’re told.”

I didn’t like her reference to me as a little boy and was about to tell her so when her fingers returned to my sensitive cock and she began her ministrations once again. In a flash my body was pulsing, tiny little spasms, starting in my balls and expanding to every part of my body. Every thought in my overworked brain became consumed with visions of her and her magnificent touch.

The feeling was intense, even better than before and I let out an audible groan, no longer caring about what name she called me or who might see our tawdry display. It was strange how deeply her pleasure assault affected me but I can’t deny, I wanted it to go on.

The next rise and fall was even more incredible. On her previous attempt I thought Lynne had taken me as far as I could go without release but on this next effort she took me even further, to the gates of heaven, and she kept me there, riding the edge, balancing between physical bliss and a mental breakdown. I loved it and loved it and loved it, right up until I could take no more.

That was the moment her games of tease and denial became too much for me to take and I felt compelled to let her know.

“Please,” I moaned, “please, can I cum?”

Having to ask this little girl for permission to have an orgasm was emasculating but I didn’t see any other option. The way she teased my lust was debilitating. I couldn’t bear the thought of her stopping and yet I also couldn’t endure the tease any longer.

Before I knew it, she had me moaning and groaning in an uncontrollable bliss, no longer worried about any age difference, or nearby onlookers, or the public setting, my only thoughts focused solely on what this little girl was doing to my sex and how I was going to get satisfaction.

That’s when she informed me of my destiny.

“It’s time,” Lynne said.

At first, I thought she meant I would finally get to cum, but then I gazed into her eyes and saw that look. She had devilish intent. She was talking about something completely different altogether.

“It’s time for you to spill your secrets,” she said, and in that instant, it dawned on me, just what a precarious situation I was in.

I didn’t want to say any of it; my credit card info, my social security number, my wife’s name, my net worth, but the more that sexy little vixen teased my cock the less I could hold back. At first, I held out, remaining strong against the incredible stimulus but little by little the pulses increased and my defenses waned, until the pleasure became too much and I found myself savoring every touch, enjoying the journey to heaven, unable to resist the relentless spasms overwhelming my loins.

I gave her what she wanted, maybe to make her happy, I don’t know, but when I did, she rewarded my weakness with even greater stimulus, rapid little strokes on the front of my penis, just below the head. It was a sensitive spot and she knew it, pushing me even further into an uncontrollably blissful state. All those feelings made me want to give in even more and before I knew it, I shared everything, even secrets she didn’t ask about.

By the end I openly divulged everything, and when the time finally came for the climax, Lynne did the one thing that completely rewrote the book on power, influence and control.

“You’ve enjoyed this,” she said, her magical fingers driving my lust to its peak, “but what you like most of all is having me in control. And later, when you think back to this moment, it won’t be the orgasm that gets you excited, it will be my dominance, and how helpless you were when I had my hands on this little pee-pee of yours.”

What followed was the most amazing and thrilling moment of my life. While this little girl stroked my manhood, sending my arousal over the edge, she also stared hard into my eyes, fully partaking in the moment, letting me know it was her breaking down my defenses. I would have gladly given her my orgasm, but instead she took it, fully controlling every moment, fully dominating me and my penis in the process.

The first pulse felt like a rocket, sperm shooting from the tip of my cock like a bat out of hell. But it was spurts two through five that really set my juices flowing. Lynne controlled each and every throb, allowing one to happen, then holding it back, then allowing another to fly. Even in the midst of my orgasm she was completely in control, a point driven home by the gaze of those big beautiful blue eyes, deep into my soul.

“I love you,” I groaned as every last bit of energy left my body, transferring from me to her.

Her answer was direct and to the point.

“I know!” she stated, a delicious smile consuming her pretty face.


SCENE 8

Lynne

I’ll admit, I felt a certain satisfaction in conquering Charles. It was a test of my skills and while I fully expected to be able to control him, the truth is you never know what you’re capable of until you’ve done it firsthand.

Men are weak, Mommy Claire taught me that. Not only did Charles hand over his little boy existence to my control, he was also going to submit to so much more the moment he realized just how desperate he was. And I knew just how to play him to put that desperation to good use.


SCENE 9

Charles

True to her word, I relived the experience with Lynne over and over in my head, many times. With each retelling, the factor that became more and more pronounced was the exchange of power that took place between us, and the way her dominance continued to play out in my brain.

I held out at first, a little afraid of what a second meeting with the sexy Lynne would bring, but the longer the scene played in my head the less resistance I had until I found myself completely desperate, unable to stay away.

Despite the risk, I dialed her number.

Lynne answered on the seventh ring and when I finally heard her voice my heart skipped a beat. At first, I was expecting to set up a date, so I could get with her again, but with each passing ring my insecurities grew, to the point I was afraid I might never get to speak to her again. When she finally answered I was beside myself, and any power I thought I had was gone, replaced by a desperate need I couldn’t explain.

“Hey,” she answered coldly.

“Hi, uh, Lynne, this is Charles,” I said into the phone.

“Yeah?” she questioned.

Her attitude took me off guard. “I was hoping we could get together again,” I replied.

Her response was quick and to the point.

“I don’t think you’re up for it,” she said. “I don’t think you can give me what I want.”

Oh shit. This couldn’t be happening.

“Please,” I responded, “I’ll do anything.”

Once again, she was quick with her response.

“Anything?” she asked.

When I first said it, it was a figure of speech, but as I thought about how much I wanted to see her again the real definition of ‘anything’ began to take shape. “Well,” I balked, “maybe not anything.”

“That’s what I mean,” Lynne replied.

I might have said something but she didn’t give me a chance.

She hung up.

Oh shit! Things were accelerating quickly, faster than I was ready to take. As much as I wanted to experience her touch once again there were lines I wasn’t willing to cross.

I didn’t call right back. In fact, a week passed before I did, but in those seven days the images in my head became stronger and stronger until I literally couldn’t get an arousal unless I was thinking of Lynne and her dominant ways. By the time day number eight came around I was a broken wreck and in desperate need.

I knew exactly what I needed to do to bring myself relief.


SCENE 10

Lynne

I’ll admit, there were times when I questioned my control over Charles. At times, I didn’t think he would call again, and I began to doubt that I truly knew every single thought going through his little head. But I was wrong to doubt myself, the power I held was pervasive, all the way to the core, and it was only a matter of time before that truth would find the light.

My phone rang.

I saw the caller ID.

I answered with a single word.

“Anything?”


SCENE 11

Charles

I should have been afraid of what I had just agreed to, but I was too excited to think about anything other than Lynne and her fabulous touch.

‘Anything’ could mean so many things, and for a girl who had already secured all of my personal and banking information on our first meeting, the sky was the limit as to what Lynne might make me do in a follow up encounter. And yet, I couldn’t have been more excited. You see, with every deviant or submissive act Lynne instilled, she also doled out a reward, and her rewards were worth their weight in gold.

Lynne’s instructions were clear. A limousine would arrive at my office at exactly eight on Saturday morning. I was to get in the back and await further instruction.

She may have been young but Lynne understood the game. I often worked early on Saturdays, normal for my routine and an ideal scenario to avoid any suspicions from my wife. The limo was a nice added touch, ensuring anonymity from any prying eyes.

A black stretch pulled up in front of my building at exactly eight o’clock and I got into the back as I had been instructed. The windows were tinted and what I could see of the driver was obscured by a cap and mirrored sunglasses. The entire scene was straight out of a movie, complete with suspense and intrigue. The plot line of that movie quickly accelerated when I found a briefcase in the back of the limo with a hand written note on top.

It read:

“You said, ‘Anything’. If you can figure out what I want from the items in this case, we are going to have an incredible time.”

I was insanely excited to see Lynne again but to be quite honest I was shaking like a leaf on a tree trying to get that case open. Was she going to make me turn over my riches? Or confess to my wife? Or, was there some fate worse than all of that awaiting my next step?

There was a part of me that thought I could just back out if the ask was too much, but that wasn’t really true. What I didn’t know at that time, but would soon find out, was that it didn’t really matter what was inside, I wanted to see Lynne again so bad I was going to risk everything for another chance.

Fortunately, all Lynne wanted to do was humiliate me.

Inside the briefcase was a diaper, a very large baby outfit and a pacifier. It became instantly clear that what Lynne wanted was a picture of me dressed as a baby. It would be embarrassing for some, but little did she know, I did goofy things like that all the time. It was usually for some gag or prank, and had never involved dressing as an adult baby, but pictures like that of me would never work as blackmail. I could easily explain them away with a story about a lost bet.

Relieved that she was keeping things tame, I shed my clothes in the back of the limo and prepared myself in the baby attire. It wasn’t as easy to dress myself as I had expected, and by the time I managed to get everything into place I was short of breath and the limo pulled up in front of our destination.

We were in front of a large mansion and there, standing at the top of the steep front steps was Lynne, topless, with nothing but a bikini bottom down below. She was waving energetically for me to join her.

Now, there is no part of me that wanted to be photographed in that diaper, but as I looked at Lynne in that outfit, and imagined the reward that awaited my submission, I popped from the back of the vehicle and strode up the steep front steps to the sexy little girl and my just desserts.

I expected there would be cameras but instead Lynne greeted me with a beautiful smile and a nice warm hug. It was all kinds of confusing, right up until she whispered in my ear.

“You came here because that little pee-pee of yours can’t stop thinking about me,” she cooed. “That’s lust, and it’s very powerful. And today, today I’m going to build up that lust even more, until it’s so strong you won’t be able to stop it. How does that sound?”

The truth is, she spoke those words but my mind didn’t get past the vision of her perky titties and the way they danced before my eyes. And then she grabbed my pee-pee, through the soft fabric of the diaper, and pulled me inside.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” she giggled.

Once inside, my first thought was to scan the area for cameras or people, but the moment Lynne started rubbing my pee-pee through the thin fabric of the diaper, I lost my ability to focus, to concentrate. From there it became a bit of a blur, only my lust and the feelings emanating from my loins truly in focus.

And I loved every minute of it.

At home, masturbating, or while having sex with my wife, the feelings would build up, the excitement would rise, my heart would race, and my penis would spurt. But with Lynne it was different. With Lynne we kept on rising, meeting the edge where orgasm usually lived, and dancing in that moonlight of bliss, daring the Gods to step aside and welcome us into their world. Heaven would be an understatement, Lynne took me to Nirvana, the perfect utopia of the physical world, and kept me there for all to see.

It was then, at the pinnacle moment of my physical existence, that she informed me of my fate, of the price I would be required to pay for such bliss.

“Charlie,” she cooed, her voice soft and velvety in my ear, “it’s time to turn over control, it’s time to accept me as your master.”

She continued those fabulous rubs while presenting me with papers to sign.

“Charlie,” she cooed again, “you’re going to sell me your ranch for a dollar and I’m going to give you the greatest night of your life. You don’t even go there anymore, so it won’t be a big loss, and I’m going to appreciate it way more than you.”

I tried to get my head around what she was saying. I don’t know how she even knew that I had a ranch and yet she was pushing me to sell. I was about to tell her no, when her fingers went wild, tickling and teasing in a way that made my blood pressure rise and my heart race.


SCENE 12

Lynne

I had Charlie ready. He was pulsing in my hands, savoring every spasm and throb emanating from his little pee-pee, even as he gained nearer and nearer to his inevitable demise.

My kitty tingled when the moment arrived and for the first time I realized exactly what Mommy Claire meant when she said, “Breaking down a man’s defenses and rendering him helpless is the greatest experience in the world.”

All of my efforts were directed at his pleasure and yet I was the one riding the high. My entire body pulsed, my mind buzzed and yet there was still more to come. Charles was helpless in my hands but he wasn’t broken, not yet anyway, and the mere thought that these feelings could get even better pushed me to take things further, much further.


SCENE 13

Charles

In an instant, my diaper was gone and Lynne had unfettered access to my cock and balls.

One thumb stroked my frenulum, sending tiny pleasure pulses coursing through my penis, another finger gently tickled my scrotum before rolling over my taint and down to my little puckered hole. The way she delicately circled my sphincter, narrowing closer and closer to my hole, I couldn’t tell which felt more incredible, my penis or my ass, but what I did know was that I had never felt better in my entire life.

I needed to gather my thoughts, I needed to raise my defenses, but the spasms felt too good and the throbs they just didn’t stop. Why couldn’t I resist? What was this power that she had over me? I didn’t know the answer to either question but I felt the change within my head and all throughout my body. She was too much for me, there was nothing I could do.

Get ahold of yourself, I thought. She’s just a little woman, barely more than a girl, certainly you can withstand her pleasure assault. In the beginning that was enough, my mind stabilized and even though the ecstasy pouring through my veins was intense I maintained my rational thought.

I could do this without fully giving in, or so my brain convinced me, and so I allowed her to play even more, pushing my desire beyond anything I had experienced before, placing my independence on the line.

The build-up was incredible and I allowed her to take my lust to its pique and dangle me there in helpless bliss. A flood of pleasure chemicals filled my brain, joined by the relentless pulse of ecstasy that had been emanating from my loins for quite some time. It was easy giving in, and as long as I knew where to draw the line, I believed I would be ok. However, that was fools play. Just when I thought I knew where that line was, Lynne pushed my desire even further.

My mind may have been in tact but I could not say the same for my body. My pee-pee was riding such a glorious high the rest of my muscles began to conform, shifting and cajoling, doing everything in their power to aid Lynne’s efforts, keeping the moment alive. Before I knew it my body curled into a fetal position while my hips started this inexorable grind, rubbing hard against her hands, trying to fulfill the insatiable need she had so deftly created.

It was then, as my body reeled in ecstasy, that I realized there was only one way I would be able to escape this torturous bliss. I needed to cum. It was the only way to bring sanity back to my existence.

You might think that pushing yourself over the edge when you are so close to orgasm would be easy, and yet every time I tried Lynne denied my effort. I reached with my hand to finish the job but she blocked me at the wrist. I shifted with my hips, bringing my excited rod in direct contact with her body, but when I tried to grind it out, she allowed me to play but then pulled back at the last possible second, leaving me stunted and in an even worse predicament.

“Argh!” I wailed. Never in my life had I ever felt so desperate.

Despite how weak it made me I pleaded for her help.

“Please can I cum?” I wailed.

Her response was direct and expressed just what she expected if I was going to escape the hold she had on me.

A devilish smile consumed her pretty face as she asked, “Are you ready to sell?”

At that point I no longer cared about the ranch but I didn’t want to give in to her. There was something about her, like if I gave in now there would be no end to her manipulative games. I held out, with every ounce of will power I could muster, and while I held on to my manhood for a little while, that independence was short lived.

The moment Lynne shifted her position I thought maybe she was giving up, convinced that I was too much of a man to be conquered by a little girl. But what she did instead was bring those fabulous titties of hers in direct contact with my face.

Up until that moment my mind only needed to fight off the incredible bliss surging through my loins, but the moment the soft skin of her breasts pressed against my face, and the firmness of her nipple grazed my cheek, I lost all perspective, unsure where to direct my defenses.

For the briefest of moments instinct took over and I suckled her glorious nipple into my mouth, drawing her soft flesh between my lips. It might have seemed to be an innocuous act but the instant I felt that calming smoothness against my skin, my mind became distracted and I no longer presented any defense to her supple strokes. In a flash, the excitement down below zoomed and the feelings I thought were intense before increased exponentially, unleashing a torrent of lust upon my helpless being.

The moment of defeat was upon me and yet I was blissfully unaware. I floated on a cloud of physical euphoria while document after document turned over my ranch to this sexy little girl. We executed the legal instruments conveying my property to this dominant woman, and yet with each signature I didn’t feel remorse but instead felt a strange sense of peace, as if submitting to her was the right thing to do.

It was a transcendent moment in my life, when the feelings inside my body became so powerful, I had no choice but to submit, and Lynne was right there, gathering every ounce of my weakness, executing her master plan.


SCENE 14

Lynne

When Charles broke down and submitted, turning into Little Charlie right before my eyes, I came in my pants. The big strong man was defeated, crumbling before my eyes, my power over him growing and growing. In a flash, he was literally begging for mercy, pleading for assistance, looking at me with big doe eyes, helpless as the day he was born.

“Please!” he moaned and the wide-eyed look on his face let me know just how helpless he really was.

In all of my training with Mommy Claire she was very clear, the moment I attained control I was meant to infantilize his body and his mind, rendering him a submissive little boy to my dominant control. But unlike Mommy Claire, I didn’t get satisfaction from the mommy role. I didn’t want a little boy, I wanted something different, and what I wanted Charles had plenty to spare.

I granted his request for assistance, at a cost, a hefty fee but one he was willing to pay. All things have their price, and Little Charlie just learned mine.

***

Financial domination.

That’s what they call what I did to Charles and let me tell you, I have no regrets. In fact, the way he crumbled under the duress of my tease and denial made one thing abundantly clear, I would be doing this again and again, to many different men.


SCENE 15

Charles

The moment all of the paperwork was signed, Lynne could have done anything. She could have pinched me, she could have punched me, she could have completely ignored me, but what she did instead let me know that she did have a heart beneath that sexy but cold exterior.

While my fate was already determined, she used her supple fingers to grant my penis the most insane pleasure. Tiny strokes zoomed up and down my shaft, building up my excitement, raising my desire. My mind wanted to cum, in the worst way, but after such a long bout with her debilitating bliss I knew better than to think that I had any control over what would happen next.

I couldn’t stop the way my hips humped and jerked. They had a mind of their own and it was fixated on not only extending the pleasure ride but actually finishing the journey. I wanted the ecstasy to peak and soon my entire body was doing everything in its power to fuck her delicate hands.

At first, I thought I was having success, the grind against her fingers providing me intense satisfaction, but just when I thought I could complete the act, she pulled away, leaving my raging penis without the touch it so desperately needed.

“Please!” I groaned aloud.

I gave in to her commands, I signed over my ranch, what more did she want?

I knew I was helpless, that much was obvious, but Lynne made it clear that I was also weak, and when she told me how she wanted me to think and act I had no choice but to give in.

“You’re not going to challenge the sale of the ranch,” she informed me, “and in return I will visit with you again, one more time, so you can savor my control and your submission.”

Just like that her fabulous fingers found their way back to my horny cock only she didn’t fondle and rub. Instead, she held herself there, touching but just barely, and while she didn’t use her talented fingers to jerk me off, she did allow me to grind, humping with my hips, rubbing my sensitive penis against her hand, allowing me to fulfill my own destiny.

Despite the fact that it was all from my own efforts, the relief I felt was unreal. I was finally going to get to cum and I couldn’t have been more excited. My penis brushed through and against her supple hands, building up, building up, and when that little tingle started in my balls she didn’t pull away, instead allowing me to complete the ride. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. The first jolt erupted up my shaft, bringing my body to climax, spurting warm goo out the tip and all over her fingers. The ejaculate shot, just like when I was young, and I couldn’t contain my gratitude.

“Ungh,” I groaned followed by a torrent of thank you’s.

This may sound odd but that orgasm was the most incredible of my life. The first stirrings started in my balls and quickly zoomed up my shaft, but it was the way the pleasure pulses spread to every part of my body that had the real lasting effect. I’ll never forget those feelings in my brain, the intense calm, the inner peace, and many times after I would try to replicate the experience with little to no success.

It was emasculating the way Lynne took control of me, but I didn’t care, too consumed with lust to think of anything other than my insatiable carnal desires and the way this sexy little girl brought them to bloom.


SCENE 16

Lynne

Charles still calls me regularly. On occasion I answer the phone, when the bills are piling up and I need to replenish my funds. You could say that I’m a nasty manipulative bitch but the truth is I don’t call him, he calls me. And if I’m going to grant his request for another meeting there will always be a price to pay.

This girl is in charge and at no point will I ever let him forget it.


SCENE 17

Little Charlie

True to her word, Lynne did visit with me one more time, for another round of her sensual tease and denial but it was over before I knew it, leaving me with a hollow feeling deep in my soul.

I miss my ranch, I really do, but the moment Lynne stopped taking my calls I missed her even more. She made me feel like heaven on earth and there is no substitute once you have experienced that kind of bliss.

There are things from my life that I look back on with regret but even though it cost me my favorite hunting property, I have never regretted the time I spent with the incredibly sexy Lynne.

While I wish I could make her a regular part of my world, without question I will race to her door whenever she gives me the chance.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Oops.

I gave Lynne all the tools and knowledge to dominate men and set her loose on the world. In the beginning, I thought I had found an intern, someone to share my life and my teachings, but it became quickly apparent that while Lynne held the requisite desire to control incorrigible men, she lacked the motherly instincts to nurture the good within them. And, as I found out, that makes all the difference.

Oh well, you win some you lose some.

So, if you happen to be out there and an attractive young girl seduces you and dominates your sex, understand that she’s probably going to take you to hell and back, but you’re absolutely going to love the ride.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          The Mommy Claire Experience

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          The Cuck Request

-          Talk Dirty To Me

-          Mommy Domme: Mergers and Acquisitions

-          Manipulating Mason
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