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There was a time when I hated waking up in the morning and feeling a ray of sunlight glimmering across my face. I’d roll over to find I’d came home alone again and feel the throbbing down in my lap, another piece of firm morning wood to take care of.

Now, thanks to Slut Finder, I couldn’t wait to get my new day started.

Once again I still had the memory of a hot sexual encounter fresh in my mind. I could recall every detail and sensation of that tight, teen, pussy rolling along my cock. On the memory alone I’d be able to keep my libido in check but that would just be a waste. I had an obscenely powerful app at my disposal which allowed me the chance to sleep with the most beautiful and talented women I could find; it would be a crime to let a day go by without putting it to use.

I’d moved up another level. The app had a trend going of advancing a level after every new woman I slept with. This wasn’t an issue as every new level meant an increased scanning radius which meant more prime A+ rated women for me.

The only issue I had was my wallet was starting to feel a bit light. The fact I no longer had to pay rent didn’t offset the fact I was jobless and had no money coming in come payday. Still though I needed to eat so headed off to my local store.

Even though my trip was all about business, the business of getting myself some grub to eat, I still made sure to check up on Slut Finder so that I wouldn’t miss out on the possibility of any potential targets I could hit.

On the way to the store I didn’t manage to find anybody of an A+ calibur through scanning. With disappointment looming I put it out of my head and collected a few essentials; lots and lots of noodles. I was just about to head home when I gave my scan one. The list populated. The app gave me my personal recommendation. A+ rating.

It was like all the world had stopped around me. A moment of calm before the sudden storm of joy flooding my insides. I’d done it, I’d managed to find another one. But where was she? I checked the locator function. It was a problem, my target was on the move. If I didn’t get moving I’d miss out on another slice of heaven. I couldn’t let myself lose out like this!

I hurried after the arrow on my phone, desperate to find the woman of my immediate dreams and desires. Had she been in the shop with me and I hadn’t noticed? It didn’t matter, all that I was focused on was keeping up with her and not letting her get away.

My breathing had grown heavy by the time I finally managed to catch up with her, entering into a residential area. I peeked at my target from around a corner, watching her enter into a house. Had I done it, had I already missed her.

I slapped myself across the face sharply. No, snap out of it, this is not the end. I would not be denied like this. For now I had to check out who it was I was actually targeting and allow the mist to fade away from my vision.

Emily. Age 40 but still looking good. If the word MILF was in the dictionary and for some reason the dictionary had pictures, a picture of Emily would not be out of place.

Slut Finder, always knowing just how to help me, guided me towards the extra information tab. It seemed Emily was married but her husband was a businessman and he hadn’t been home in months which meant that she was all alone. I’m sure there were a lot of moral questions about cheating and the such but those were all moral questions for somebody else to consider. I had a new target in sight.


Ding-dong.

I’d taken the time to formulate my plan of attack. To make Slut Finder’s hypnotic powers work I had to make her look at my phone. I’d already inputted my hypnotic style of choice, now I just needed to activate it.

“Hello?” the mature woman asked as she answered the front door, giving me a good look at her. She was every bit as good looking as she appeared in the picture.

Despite being forty she was hot, seriously hot; it wouldn’t surprise me if she’d been a model when she was younger. Her face still looked young and her body was still in great shape, along with wide hips and a sizeable rack. My downstairs were throbbing just looking at her.

“Hello miss. Could you look at this for a moment?”

I held the phone up towards her and caught her gaze. It really was that simple, my plan worked perfectly. No need to complicate things, sometimes the simplest methods can be the most effective.

Emily’s face went through the usual motions. The life drained out of it, a voidness in her brown eyes, before everything suddenly came flowing back. She’d been under and now she was hypnotised to follow my selected play.

“What are you doing standing out there son? Please come in.”

Last time I had a sexy little teenager to play around with and I decided to play the daddy. This time I have a sexy MILF instead so I decided it would be fun to play the son.

With my hypnosis complete in her mind I followed her into the house. I’d already checked on Slut Finder and she didn’t actually have a son at all. However thanks to this amazing app I was still able to plant the image of me as her son simply into her mind.

“Would you like anything to drink? Tea maybe? Perhaps some coffee?” Emily asked as she led the way, but there was only one thing I was interested in drinking up and that was her.

I moved in close, wrapping an arm around her front and pressing my hand down between her thighs, squeezing my touch up against her covered pussy. My chest pressed firmly into her back and pinned her body up against mine, another hand coming around to grasp at her huge rack, groping one of her tits.

“No need to be concern about me mom. Dad has been away for so long now, I bet you haven’t had a good fuck in months.”

A whimpering gasp poured from her hips the moment that I touched her, that I groped her and rubbed her. She squirmed around and tried to break free but my arms were too strong for her. She couldn’t escape my hold.

“W-what are you doing?” she whined, words breaking up as she appealed to me. “You can’t do this. This is wrong, I’m your mother.”
 

“I don’t care,” I growled. It was true, I didn’t care but then again I also knew that the connection she felt between us wasn’t truly there. We weren’t connected by blood, we weren’t family. She was just another sexy woman for me to conquer. “You’re so sexy mom. Everytime I look at you it’s hard to hold back.”

She gasped, her cheeks illuminating into a bright, pink, blush. Her desperate struggles from my first contact had drained away very quickly.

“R-really?” she asked me again, curiosity rich in her words.

“Really. You’re the sexiest woman I know. It’s a crime that dad would just leave you here. A woman like you needs to be plowed every day and every night.”

Those words were true though. What was up with her husband to leave a hot piece of mature ass like this? If I had a lover this hot, one who was rated A+ on Slut Finder I wouldn’t go anywhere without her. This wouldn’t be cheating, it would be justice.

The strong resistance had all but drained away. Rather than fighting me she’d already submitted to my molestations, letting me finger against her mound and rub over her chest. A natural slut or the power of Slut Finder, I’d never know which was the cause.

“A-a young boy like you should b-be interested in girls your age, not an old woman like me.”

“Age is but a number,” I scoffed, my hand rising from her chest up to her chin. My fingers hooked up and cupped her jaw, tilting it upwards so she had to look straight into me. “Why wouldn’t I be interested in somebody as sexy as you no matter the age?”

I pressed my lips into hers, sealing her with a kiss. She could fight about our age gap and it being taboo all she wanted but she couldn’t fight from a passionate kiss pressed tightly into her lips. She resisted for a mere moment before accepting my all and kissing me back, allowing me to slide my tongue inside of her mouth to deepen the embrace, an embrace she happily continued to savor.

The moments passed as I held her in place, wetly making out with the hot MILF, grinding my fingers between her legs, feeling her body quivering to my touch. I had her wrapped right around my little finger.

Our lips drew apart, a light trail of glistening saliva connecting the two of us as her breaths rolled out heavily, chest rising and falling as she gasped for air, the breath drained from her lungs by my empowering kiss.

“Oh sweetie, I never knew you felt that way,” she moaned up to me, her bottom lip quivering in place.

“Of course I do, you’re just so hot. Here.” I scooped her up tighter into me, my throbbing hardon being pushed tightly against her. “Feel what you’ve done to me. I got this hard because of you, because I lust for you so badly.”

The truth was I’d be throbbing like that ever since I’d awoken but she certainly wasn’t helping. She was hot enough as it was and I knew what abilities she’d have to show me.

“Because of me,” she moaned, almost to herself.

“Because of you.”

“Well, if it’s my fault, I guess I better take responsibility.” She moaned, nibbling down on her lip, obviously envisioning my thick cock in her mind. She reached down to grasp my wrist and began to pull at me. “Come with me son, let’s move to somewhere a bit more private.”

I was happy to oblige.


I waited on her bed, sitting undressed while she said she was going to slip into something more comfortable. I myself felt a lot more comfortable too, out of those stuffy clothes and back into my birthday suit, letting my cock get some air.

After a few moments the door creaked open and I saw Emily leaning against the doorframe, one hand on the frame and the other on her hips. She’d changed out of a rather unerotic outfit and into something to help show off her sexy body.

A piece of red, erotic, transparent nightwear hugged into her body and gave me a close to unobscured view of her curvy body. She had the hourglass shape down to perfection, her waist so narrow but her hips and her chest were huge. She wasn’t one of those little, shapeless, stick figures who women said they wanted to be like she was a real woman. Thick, curvy, sexy.

“So, how do I look,” she asked nervously, unable to read my mind. Surely though she could read my body, especially that erect member.

“Oh momma.” I wolf whistled to sound my affection for her body. Seriously the nerve of her husband to abandon this for months. “Fuck you look sexy. You’re even hotter than I imagined you’d be.”

Her cheeks almost got as red as her outfit, she was clearly enjoying the attention. She must have been starved being left alone for all this time.

“You really mean it?”

“Do I look like I’m lyin?” I asked, spreading my legs to direct more attention to my cock, not that she could miss it anyway.

“No,” she admitted, shaking her head as she began to move in closer to me, eyeing up my large dick. “C-can I touch it?”

“Of course you can mom. I’ve wanted you to touch it for years!”

She outstretched her shaking hand and wrapped a hand around my manhood, grasping it in her grip. A look of amazement was rich on her face as she casually rubbed me slowly up and down, in awe at my size.

“Wow, I never knew I raised such a big boy.”

“So mom, is it bigger than dads?”

“It’s not even a contest,” she slowly said. She looked like she was about to enter into another trance. I knew I was big but this reaction? Was her husband small as well?

“What about you mom?”

“What about me?”

“Your tits of course. I’ve never seen such huge tits. There is no way they can be natural, right?”

She gasped out, cheeks burning up as her hands scooped up to cover up the fat mounds on her chest.

“No they’re completely natural,” she said slowly, sounding embarrassed. Why?

“Don’t hide them mom,” I commanded of her, reaching in and pulling her arms apart so that I could see those huge melons. I didn’t know what size bras she wore but it wouldn’t surprise me if they were hard to find in stores. “You don’t know how sexy they are. I fap every night thinking about your huge titties.”

“D-don’t say such lies.”

“They aren’t lies,” they were for the record, “You don’t know how bad I’ve wanted to feel those tits wrapped around my dick.”

She eyed up my cock again and I saw her mind race, obviously picturing the scene in her head. She nibbled on her bottom lip and looked up at me with her deep, brown, eyes.

“Would you like me try it with me?”

“Hell yeah,” I cheered. I knew she was into it. She couldn’t not be into it with Slut Finder working its magic. I just needed to get her to drop her act, I could see the way her pussy was glistening with juices already.

I leant back again and invited her onto my wrap, Emily crawling onto me as she pulled down the front of her nightwear, letting her bare breasts slide free, hanging down against my lap. She really did have huge breasts, especially on her frame. Sure she was curvy but her breast size was something else.

She cupped the side of her large, soft, tits and pressed down onto me, squeezing my bulbous cockhead into the valley of softness her embrace had created, sandwiching my thick, engrossed, manhood between her thick bosom.

A hot moan poured from my lips as I held my head back and let her do her thing, sandwiching me between those soft mounds and starting to rock in place. Despite the fact I was large in the trouser department she didn’t have an issue swallowing up my full cock between her tits, hiding it away in the full embrace of her compressing plumpness.

“Does it feel good?” she asked me, her own breaths heating up as she rocked her chest up and down, stroking me in those fat breasts.

“So good. Better than you’d believe,” I panted back to her. I wasn’t lying about this. I wasn’t sure if this was her first time or not but the softness of her tits were amazing. They sunk around me and squeezed me like an elite pussy. I’d fucked girls who didn’t feel anywhere near as good as being wrapped up in this position.

“Really?” Emily asked of me, obviously excited that I was enjoying it so much. She was playing the role of a good mother on top of the role that I’d hypnotised into her, but she couldn’t help it that she was a horny, slutty, MILF who wanted to get fucked.

“Yeah mom this is the best. Keep going, I’m getting so hot thanks to these titties of yours.”

She kept her arms tightly squeezed into the sides of her tits and began to rock up and down, jerking me off with the largeness of her breasts, her tits compressing every time they struck down into my lap with a meaty slap which mixed in with the hot, moaning, breaths which filled up the room. The air was already starting to fill up with the scent of sex, the two of us feeling the effects of this lustful embrace.

My cock was throbbing thanks to her talents. I may have been used to the best pussies around but that didn’t mean I could hold back when faced with too quality. My insides were crying out in need; I was coming close to cumming.

“What is it? Are you in pain?” Emily’s voice sounded concerned, probably at the way my face was straining together.

“It’s nothing mom. Just your tits feel so good I’m about to cum at any moment.”

She gasped sweetly. Was she really surprised at this or was she just playing dumb? Whichever it was she didn’t release me and kept me contained in that vice like tit squeeze.

“You don’t need to hold back. Cum in mommies tits. Let out all your big boy cream inside my bosom.”

There was no way I could hold back any longer, not with her saying things like that. My hips jerked upwards and a moan poured from me as I throbbed in her squishy embrace and began to cum.

It felt just like seeding a pussy, my hips pumping up into a hot, tight, embrace and feeling all of my cum spraying out with each jerk, rope after rope releasing from my loins and unloading into the hole I was packing. Yet this time all of that jizz was being released onto a hot MILF’s chest.

Finally my orgasm ended and I could come down off that temporary high, Emily releasing a hold of me once I was done relieving myself. She drew her chest apart and let me see the damage I had caused, her cleavage completely painted in a sticky veil of cum.

“Wow, you really came a lot,” she moaned, cheeks hot as she savored the feeling of my cum’s warmness across her skin.

“Every time for you mommy. But I still want more.”

“More?”

“More,” I confirmed, pushing up closer to her and pressing a hand back between her thighs, resting on her wet pussy.

“N-no we can’t go that far,” she whimpered, drawing her eyes away from me. “My tits was okay but doing that would be cheating and we can’t…”

“Mom, you’re soaked. We both want it and you know it.”

She was shaking. Nerves, fear or excitement? I had an idea which of the three it was, the juice dripping down onto my palm giving me a big clue.

“But if you cum inside of me like that then there is no way I won’t get pregnant and I don’t have any condoms and… and…”

“Mom,” I pressed my other hand up to her lips, pressing it down to quieten her for a moment. “You can drop the act. You’re dripping for me. You’re not for me. You want my fat cock even more than I want to give it to you. Your body is starved and it wants a hot filling of my fertile cum more than anything else in the world right now. Admit it and I’ll plow this cock into you and make you feel pleasure that dad couldn’t even dream of giving you.”

As I drew my finger away from her lips she snapped and finally let all her pent up desires flow out of her.

“Yes I confess! I’ve been so horny! I want sex everyday but my husband, he goes away all the time and even when he returns he doesn’t give me what I need. Please son I need this, I’ve been so starved. I can’t satisfy myself, I need a big strong man to help me. Please, please fuck me.”

“That’s all I wanted you to say,” I growled, lips curling up into a grin as I grasped her sexy body and pinned her down onto the bed. There was no time to waste. She was dripping and lusting for my cock and I was throbbing and aching for her pussy. I pressed our bodies together, our sexes joining together before I thrusted down and buried into her juicy mound.

It was like a vice, a sexual vice. The way her insides clung to me, she’d been starved for so long. This wasn’t just an A+ calibur pussy, this was one that hadn’t tasted a proper man in far too long.

Willpower was the only thing that stopped me from bursting as soon as I entered. It was no wonder her husband had lost interest in sex, there was no way his little cock could be a match for this.

My body pressed down onto hers, weight keeping her sealed tightly into the bed. She raised her arms and her legs, wrapping them around my body, clinging to my back as I began to thrust down into her tight body, rutting her amazing pussy.

“Oh that’s it,” she moaned out from under me, “This is what I’ve needed. I’ve needed this for so long.”

Her nails were digging into my back, her moans getting louder and louder. It wouldn’t surprise me if the neighbors happened to hear us she was screaming that loud. She was getting into it more than me.

My primal desires were coming back to the surface. My hips rose up and then slammed down into her pussy, making a wet clap echo around the room, fluttering below her moans. In and out I stirred my rigid manhood, lusting for her incredible body which clung into it, limbs and insides together.

The bed below us creaked from the force I was putting into taking her to heaven, bliss washing through the both of us as our bodies glistened with sweat, the passion sapping the energy out of us as we did all we could to achieve that moment of ultimate pleasure.

“Is it good?” Emily asked me from below, head buried into my shoulder, muffling her biblical cries.

“So good. Incredible. I don’t know how much longer I can hold on.”

“I want it!” Her voice cried out, shaking the plains of glass in the windows. “I want it! I want your young, fertile, cum inside of me! Knock this old woman up with your youthful seed!”

I growled like a predator as she begged for me to cum inside of her. I may have had some willpower but I was no saint, I couldn’t control myself when faced with begging like that.

All of my strength went to my hips, smothering Emily under me as I began to drill down into her womb, my cock throbbing as my orgasm began to race through me, everything going white as the moment of relief finally arrived, a hot, thick, plentiful orgasming firing from my bulbous shaft, impregnating the MILF with my young, fertile, swimmers.

I wasn’t the only one who came. Emily’s insides squeezed around me, twitching and jerking as she was also struck with a moment of pleasure, moaning against me as her juices poured out, staining the bed with a pool of lust.

The two of us couldn’t pull apart, lying exhausted together, my body lying upon hers.

“That was incredible,” she moaned out softly, breathing thick and heavy.

“It was for me too. Wanna go for another round?”

“Well,” there was a pause in the air for just a few moments before her expression of deep thought turned to mischievous joy. “I don’t see why not.”

The sun was still high in the sky. She had nowhere to go. I had nowhere to go. It was only right that the two of us made the most of the free day we had ahead of us. I wasn’t going to let her go until the sun had long set.
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