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Yesterday was amazing, truly amazing. An S rating, I didn’t know Slut Finder had such a surprise in store for me. My entire outlook on the world had changed, I didn’t know there were such wonders about. I didn’t know I had one living right next door.

Despite the fact that if I went one door down I’d be able to find an out of this world babe I strived for exploration. Sure I always had my next door neighbor to fall back on if I needed her but I wanted to go out there and meet new and amazing women. I had the power of Slut Finder at my disposal and I didn’t want it to go to waste.

As ever I leveled up the app which gave me more scanning power and range, increasing my scope for finding the women of my dreams, now turned reality.

I’d really lucked out with my first scan since discovering the S class, having one of them right next door to me. That stroke of fortune lulled me into a false sense of security. It made me believe that anywhere I went I’d be tripping over those with that new, amazing, rank. That didn’t happen.

I scanned every location I had been in the past and couldn’t find a thing. I knew they’d been hidden from me before so I simply assumed that they’d been under my nose all this time. That wasn’t the case, they were the real needle in the haystack.

New women were recommended to me, A+ in rank. One day ago I’d had bitten Slut Finder’s hand off for that but now it just wasn’t enough. I’d tasted the forbidden fruit and now I wanted seconds. I wouldn’t be satisfied by anything other than the absolute cream of the crop.

The city had thousands of women of different ages, heights, weights, colours, jobs, interests and more but I couldn’t seem to find one who managed to reach the very mountaintop of the Slut Finder ranking system. No matter where I went and scanned I didn’t see that enchanting letter, the letter S, on my screen.

A day that had began with optimism and hope, I’d awoken and jumped out of bed a lot quicker than usual filled with spirit, was slowly crumbling. Joy about my latest encounter and all the amazing ones like it had built me up. This lack of progress was sending it all tumbling down again.

My mind kept telling me to go home, that I’d lost this battle. I’d peaked too soon and now the only way was down, there was no way I’d find another woman with that level of ability no matter how far I looked. I only continued to march and scan through a determination that refused to fully drain away.

All hope looked lost. The only thing that would save me would be divine intervention now.

The latest scan came up on the phone. Recommended. Name, Ulrika. Age, twenty two. Occupation, dancer. Rating, S.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I had to rub them to make sure the thing I was seeing wasn’t a hallucination brought on through despair and desperation however no matter how much I rubbed the image I was seeing refused to go away. S rank.

I’d never walked so fast before in my life. My eyes were glued onto the locator function on my app as I chased after it with all of my emotions racing back to me. Life had threatened to give me lemons but now it was rewarding me for my perseverance with pussy. There really was a god and it was called Slut Finder.

My phone took me to a gym somewhere in the middle of the city. I knew my beauty was waiting within and without delay I ventured in to find her.


Navigating through a jungle of workout machines and sweaty men in tight fitting outfits I managed to spy my eyes onto a woman who matched the image on my phone. There was no doubting it, this was her, Ulrika.

She was a dancer by trade so it was only natural her body was hot, fit and tight. She was small, petite and very feminine with powerful legs, exposed rather openly in the leotard she was wearing.

Unlike most who were here to use the machines, running or lifting weights, or perhaps had just came to use the sauna, Ulrika was waiting outside an open room which looked like it was for her particular trade, dancing. With a towel hanging around her shoulders and a bottle of water in her hand it was clear to see she was taking a break.

I looked past her to see if I was interrupting any sort of lesson. No, it looked like the hall was empty. She must have been practicing all on her own. How perfect for me.

As she turned around and went back into the room I took a hold of my phone and began to look through the hypnosis features for this particular session, settling down on one that I thought would be rather appropriate before following her into the room.

I closed the door behind us, separating us from that busy, noisy, gym, isolating the two of us in the large dance hall. Of course I made sure to lock it too, I didn’t want us to be interrupted.

“Erm yes, you are?” she said to me, obviously observing my weird behavior. I couldn’t blame her even if I would soon be stopping her.

“Ah yes, I am an instructor here and I was looking to give you a few pointers.”

She looked up and down at me. While she was dressed in a leotard, clearly ready to dance, I was just in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I didn’t exactly have the look of an instructor about me, just some guy who’d came in from the streets. Then again I was a guy who had just came in from the streets.

“You don’t look like an instructor. Besides I do not need any tips.”

“Do not let me looks deceive you. Do you not recognize me?”

“No, should I?” she asked, raising a brow as she looked at me closely.

“Ah here,” I said as I walked closer to her, getting my phone back out and holding it in her direction. “Maybe this will help clear up the confusion.”

Always it was too easy. Every single time. Was this time easy as well? Of course it was. I held up the phone and like an obedient girl the eyes were drawn inwards, into the middle of the screen. Eyes transfixed onto my app the hypnosis got to work, her face dulling over in an instant. Success.

She remained in her blank state for only a few moments, no longer than a few seconds, before all of reality came back to her. However this was a reality warped, this was truly a fantasy. I’d led her to believe I was a dance instructor and had implied I was a big one. Slut Finder made it so.

Ulrika gasped at me, cupping her hands over her mouth as her eyes bulged open, staring into me.

“Oh my god I can’t believe it,” her soft voice squealed out in excitement. “I can’t believe such a star would be willing to give me advise.”

There it was, I was a star now, a star which was turn a dancing pro like her into a little girl. I didn’t know who she thought I was, if anybody, but all that mattered is I was a big deal and I had her wrapped around my little finger.

“Yes you’re one lucky girl. Now I need you to listen to me and follow my commands exactly and I will make you a star as well. Can you do that?”

“Yes, yes, anything you say sir.”

Obedience, what a glorious trait. I rubbed my fingers over my chin as I observed her stunning body, squeezed so invitingly in that tight leotard.

“First of all I want to see how you normally dance. Go on, put on a show for me.”

I didn’t actually know a thing about dancing but I didn’t want to miss the chance to see a beauty like her twisting around from up close.

Just like I ordered she began to dance around for me. Looking at her outfit and her build it wasn’t too surprising to see the type of dancer she was was a ballet dancer. I’d never gone to see ballet before, far too girly for my liking, but seeing the way she elegantly twisted around on her legs and glided through the air, landing with only a soft poof on the floor, it was truly enchanting.

I almost got lost in watching her perform for me, I could see why so many people wanted to watch ballet. I managed to snap myself out of the trance, not wanting to be hypnotised myself, clapping my hands together firmly to bring her attention back to me.

“Ah how wonderful, you are an amazing dancer,” I complimented. I lied a lot to get my own way but I wasn’t lying about this. Ulrika truly was an incredible dancer.

“Thank you very much sir,” she said, lowering herself down and curtsying for me in motion, “That means alot coming from somebody as distinguished and successful as you.”

“Even though it was certainly good my dear it was sadly far from perfect.” This is where I lied, I hadn’t a clue if it was perfect or not. Great yes. Perfect who knows. “First of all I wish for you to strip naked.”

Like a flash she covered herself with her hands, her body not even undressed yet, cheeks starting to glow pink.

“Naked sir?”

“That’s right, naked.”

“Do I have to sir?”

“I thought I told you to follow all of my orders. Trust me when I say it is most necessary or do you doubt my methods?”

She sharply shook her head. She clearly didn’t want to disappoint me. On whatever I was in her head I was big enough to have my words become gospel. She may not have wanted to do it but yet she still listened to me.

Slowly that leotard which was covering her body was wiggled down her beautiful body, exposing that soft, white, flesh before my eyes, revealing a sexy, petite, frame. Her breaths were heavy, her cheeks were red and very shortly after she stood before me totally naked, covering herself with her hands.

“Like this sir?” Her voice was softer than usual, she must have really been nervous about doing this, not that I could blame her, no matter how many woman had seen me naked in the previous week.

“Yes that’s quite good, well done dear. Now I shall need you to dance for me again.”

“You want me to dance naked?” The more I said to her the softer her voice seemed to get, regressing back to a small muffled squeak.

“Like I said this is my method. Clothes are so restricting and hide so much from the eye. The only way to get a clear picture is to see you dancing in the way god intended you, naked. If it was good enough for the ancient Greeks it should be good enough for you.”

I had no idea what I was talking about but it seemed to work. She nodded her head and then slowly began to dance. She didn’t begin with the same vigor she’d done the first time and never managed to match the same intensity but the more she moved the more she allowed herself to get lost in the dance, sloppiness turning to structure, despite her embarrassment.

Watching her dance the first time was like watching art unfold before my eyes. Watching her do it again while naked just brought the pervert out of me, I couldn’t truly appreciate her work when I couldn’t stop appreciating her body.

Truly I could have spent all day watching her wiggle those naked hips in place but I knew there was something better waiting for me which I could have whenever I wanted. With my needs starting to call to me I lifted a hand up and rose my voice too, calling out to Ulrika.

“Stop, stop, I’ve seen enough now.”

Her poor face was one in panic. Her eyes were wide like a poor rabbit staring into the headlights of an oncoming car as she hugged her arms tightly around her petite frame.

“Did I do something wrong? It was bad, wasn't it? I was bad, wasn’t I?”

That soft voice of hers only further showed her panic, her breathing coming along in sharp gasps as she looked like she could hyperventilate at any second.

“Calm down,” I commanded, moving close to her and dropping my hands sharply onto her shoulders. I forced her to look into me, my piercing eyes staring down at her so intently she couldn’t help but be drawn into me. “Your issue isn’t your dancing, it’s your confidence. You didn’t show the same energy, the same intensity this time.”

“I can’t help that I’m…” she didn’t know how to say it, delicately anyway. “I’m not dressed this time.”

“And that’s the point! A true dancer needs to be able to perform no matter the conditions. If the arena sets ablaze you must still be prepared to give it your all. Being naked should be no excuse for a shoddy performance.”

As my final words trailed away I grasped a hold of my clothes and began to strip down to the same state that she was in, completely and utterly naked. Her eyes bulged as she saw my skin being bared as the fabric dropped from my body, showing off that toned form.

“What are you doing?” Ulrika’s soft voice squeaked out in a muffle.

“See? Do I look like I have an issue showing my body? No, because I have the confidence needed to perform. Put your hands behind your back.”

“But…”

“Hands behind your back, now.”

My intensity was too much for her to combat, Ulrika slowly uncovering her chest and crotch, placing her arms to her side so that I could get a front row seat to that beautiful, naked, body.

I didn’t give her time to settle. I moved in close and began to caress my hands down her front, resting my palms across her small chest and groping her openly, feeling her body shiver beneath me. Whines poured from her quivering lips but I didn’t let such things bother me, this was for her own good or so I claimed.

Her nipples stiffened to my touches as my hands rolled across her bosom, fingers kneading into the perky softness as I groaned pleasantly. Of course with how submissive she was I wasn’t just content with those titties of hers I wanted to savor the full experience.

Slowly I trailed my hands down her front, fingertips rubbing over that perfectly flat stomach, holding but the smallest definition of muscle, before my trace reached her pelvis. My hands spread out around her crotch, squeezing down as my thumbs stroked up her inner thighs and eventually wandered to her private honey pot, stroking against her most secret area.

Ulrika’s legs trembled under me as I so openly groped her sweet, tender, pussy, the poor thing whimpering to herself. My touch traced along the lips, being slow and gentle as I didn’t want to hurt the poor thing, I only wanted her utmost submission.

She’d had enough before I’d even began. I pulled my hands back from her, my lips curled into a smirk which ran from one ear to the other. I was very pleased with what I’d seen, what I’d heard and of course what I’d felt.

“Okay, next it’s your turn.”

The way that she perked up to my words, I knew she wasn’t expecting that. She’d barely gotten over the shock of me touching her after all.

“My turn sir?” Her panting and the breaks in her words were becoming even more apparent. My help was clearly needed, even if it was an issue I’d invented to begin with.

“Yes, to touch me. The best way to overcome your issues is through skinship. Just like I did to you I want you to touch me. Touch me right here.”

I pushed my hips forward towards her, my large cock firm and hard like iron. I hadn't blown out a load yet today which meant I was still waiting for my first and was feeling very horny. The thought of a soft female hand touching my manhood was enough to make it throb in excitement.

She nodded her head slowly. She might have been shy or whatever one would explain her current situation but she was still obedient to the star I apparently was. Her hands may have been shaking wildly and moving slowly but they were still moving towards me and eventually managed to find their ways into my lap, touch caressing my member.

“That’s it,” I encouraged as her fingers began to coil around me, wanting more from her. Her hands were unbelievably soft, even more than I thought they would be. Having them wrapped around me was just asking for pleasure.

Her touch moved from just a gentle tap into more of a grasp. Both of her hands were cupped around my large shaft, squeezing me as the meat in a tender sandwich of soft, white, skin. The sexy dancer looked up at me like a child seeking approval.

“Like this?” Ulrika’s soft voice called up to me, eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“Almost dear. I need you to squeeze down just a little bit tighter and start to stroke up and down. Get to know every inch of me.”

She nodded up and down, such an obedient thing. As I commanded her grip squeezed around me and her arms began to rock up and down, sliding those hands along my throbbing erection. I wasn’t sure if she aware she was jerking me off or not, it didn’t change the fact it felt so good.

I began to moan openly, without a hint of shame, as she pumped my cock in her hands, forcing my glistening pre to trickle from the top, dripping down the shaft of my manhood and soaking into her palms, lubing up her motions.

“Is that normal?” she asked me. Could this girl really be new to all this? Could she be a virgin?

“That means you’re doing a good job. I want you to keep stroking until more comes out.”

Once again she flicked her head up and down like a puppy listening to its owner, not stopping her jerking motion on my dick. If anything, thanks to the slippering veil that my pre was forming on my manhood, her motions were getting faster. Her eyes stopped looking at me for approval and went down to staring at my manhood in fascination; even an amatuer like her knew that my cock was impressive.

I’d told her to keep on going until something else came out. That particular product was getting close. I could feel my insides tightened up. In her angelic handjob there wasn’t anyway I was going to be able to last much longer. Every pump was just another value knocked off a countdown and I was down into the single figures.

She had been told to keep going until something more came out. I decided to take that as license to not warn her and just see what happened.

The moment of truth arrived as my orgasm surged forwards. My cock bulged in her hands and throbbed intensely, my entire body stiffened up as I gritted my teeth together and groaned letting the orgasm wash over me.

Ropes of my cum sprayed from the tip of my shaft and into the air, releasing at the angle she was holding me. That particular angle meant my cum was being directed towards her and she gasped out as the splash of thick, sticky, white jizz exploded onto her face. She jumped on the spot as my hot sauce slapped into her cheeks, stained her chin and painted her lips with my coloring.

“What was that!?” Ulrika gasped dramatically as the cum finished its release over her face, the last few droplets trickling down onto her fingers. “Was that… is this cum?”

“So you have heard of it then. It’s no wonder you don’t have the confidence to perform naked. You’re still a virgin, aren’t you dear?”

She nibbled on her bottom lip, the side which hadn’t being covered in a thick layer of molten white cream.

“Is that really a problem?” she whimpered to me, almost sadly.

“Not for any longer. I’m going to help you become a star,” I lied. Did this make me a bad person? I’d ask myself that question again once I made her moan out in pleasure. “I’m going to take away that virginity of yours, right now.”

I reached down to her smaller body and grasped a hold of her sides, making her squeak as I began to twist her around so I could comfortably lift her body up off the floor. As a dancer she was both small and light, easy for a guy like me to handle.

Hooking an arm under one of her legs, and and the other around her waist and lower back, I hoisted her upwards off the ground and tightly into her body, making her squirm against me which in turn just meant her sweet little pussy was grinding against my big, lubed, dick.

“Sir are you sure I mean this is so drastic and I don’t know if it’s necessary and I thought I was supposed to save myself for-”

“Now now, don’t worry so much about it. You make sex sound like a scary thing. I’m about to show you that there is no better pleasure in this world.”

My cock was already resting against her tight entrance way. Her dance career may have meant there was no tight hymen to have to break through but still the pure tightness of her body wasn’t going to be easy to slide into. I kept rocking in place, grinding my hardness against her softness, stirring up her lips to start the flow of her needy juices, getting her body as ready as mine for this moment.

It took multiple tries to finally get her body wet enough for me, her body submitting to me in time and allowing me access to her glorious insides, my manhood finally able to claim the first time of the beautiful dancer.

Ulrika wrapped her arms and legs tightly around my body, clinging into my larger form, releasing a squeal deep into my shoulder as I sunk my way deep into her tender body. I wondered if she would cry or whine or beg me to stop once the trembling of her body stopped but instead she pulled her head out from my shoulder and moaned hotly.

“This… how can this feel so amazing?” she groaned, drooling dribbling down the corner of her spread lips. How indeed, I’d never felt a pussy so tight in all my days. It wasn’t just tight it seemed to be clinging around me. Was Ulrika a natural slut?

She was as into as me if more. Being in such an incredible hole I couldn’t control my hips any longer, I had to take her right here right now. Gripping tightly around her soft body I began to unleash all of my male, primal, lust into her, jerking my hips upwards and drilling myself into her sweet body.

Her nails dug tightly into my skin as she gargled and retained a tight grasp around me. The scared little girl I’d been talking to earlier was gone and in her place there was a slut, one whose insides didn’t want to let me go and who was moaning hot demands directly into me.

“Faster,” she demanded of me in her lust drunk state. “More, more. Do it harder. I want even more!”

I didn’t know where she’d been hiding this side of her but it was driving me wild. I discovered strength I never knew I had just so that my hips could drill into her unbelievably tight pussy in an effort to drive both myself and her wild.

Our bodies clapped together in the hot embrace of skin slapping skin, sweat dripping down our forms as all our stored energy was being released in a passionate storm of sex which was dragging out our innermost desires and feelings of lust. I’d grabbed her with the intention of being gentle, now I was going rougher than I knew I could.

Her eyes were rolling back and her teeth grasping down firmly onto her bottom lip as I put all of my strength into pumping my large manhood into her tight twat, one that had been a virgin mound just a few minutes earlier. Now it was a slutty pussy squeezing on my manhood, trying to drain me dry. I was going to deliver what it wanted, but it would be on my terms.

“How is it?” I growled down to her as her face took on the classic picture of extreme lust, satisfaction pushed over the edge. “Is this what you wanted? Is this what you begged for?”

“Oh my god yes!” Ulrika squealed out. The noises echoed around the room, if it didn’t seem soundproof we’d have been in big trouble. “This is, anything, no, everything, no, nothing like I imagined it would be! This is incredible! This is… this is… oh my god I think I’m losing my mind about how damn good this is!”

“Me too, me too. I can’t last much longer, your pussy is just too damn tight. I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum inside of your cunt.”

“Please yes I don’t care anymore. I don’t care if I get knocked up I need it now, I need it more than I’ve ever needed anything in my life!”

Primal desires had taken over logical concerns. She wanted it and I wanted to give it. I speared myself into her honeypot as fast and as hard as I could in one last rush of glory. It was time to deliver on my word.

My orgasm erupted through me, from me, and blasted up into her hot furnace of an insides with a molten paste, somehow tasked with clenching the flames of her passion. She screamed in unison with my release and trembled tightly around me, body rocking as she rode me through my orgasm with one of her own, clamping down on me, forcing me to unleash every drop my body could service her with. Her amazing pussy was going to literally milk me dry.

Time didn’t register in my mind. Orgasm eventually faded away in a frame that could have been measured in any unit. The important thing to me was that pleasure was rich in my veins.

Ulrika’s head rested on my shoulder as she panted heavily, her drool dripping down onto my skin, trickling softly down me.

“That, was, intense,” she gasped, breathing ragged from that hot session, body dripping with juices.

“I’m sure you’ll be a better dancer from now on,” I joked, needing to catch my own breath as well.

“Fuck dancing. The only thing I care about now is sex. Hey when do you think we could do it again?”

“Well, right now if you wanted?”

“W-wait, what? This quick? So soon? Again already? I thought men took time to recover from sex.”

I grinned. Was she trying to back out already? Did she need a rest? Was her insides too sensitive for another go right there? Why did that turn me on so much, why was my body never satisfied easily?


“Too late,” I growled as I squeezed a hold of her tightly, “I have a lot more to teach you.”

This dance lesson was going to run for a lot longer than she expected it to.
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