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Level 1: The Landlady

“Yeah, I don’t think so.”

Those words haunted my dreams once again. Another night out on the town, going into the clubs, looking to pick somebody up and another round of rejections all around.

I didn’t think I was ugly, in fact I’d give my looks quite the good rating. My body as well, I work out and I have muscle to show for it. But I just couldn’t seal the deal. I could never seal the deal. I just didn’t have a way with words or women so having to use one to persuade the other was never going to be strong for me.

Not being able to get laid is a worry for a lot of guys. They said we men think about sex every seven seconds. Of course that’s a lie but that doesn’t mean we don’t damn well want it. Being turned down time after time, it’s enough to make a guy feel down.

The issue for me was I was different from most guys. Simply put my libido was abnormally strong. Maybe not every seven seconds but ten maybe? I was a guy who lusted for sex.

Every night I would have no choice but to take care of myself otherwise there would be no way I’d be able to get any rest with my manhood throbbing and I didn’t want to have to try to rely on going too light headed thanks to all my blood being drained to my downstairs.

A life of being turned down and jerking off. That was not the kind of life I wanted to be living. Then one day salvation showed itself in the strangest of forms. A smartphone app.

I noticed it one morning when I was checking my phone for some adult movies that I could use to help get myself ready. A new app, very out of place seeing as I hadn’t downloaded anything new on there; especially when I checked out the name of the thing. Slut Finder.

What kind of name was Slut Finder? Had Tinder had one hell of a facelift? I didn’t know but I was too curious not to at least go and check the damn thing out.

A black screen appeared onto my phone with a pink symbol pulsing in the middle as the thing loaded up. The title of the app appeared at the top and down from it scrolled information about the app.

“Welcome to Slut Finder,” it said, my eyes darting along the white text to see just what this thing was. “Slut Finder is a unique hookup app which is only available to the most capable and desperate men. If you are reading this is means you have been specifically selected due to your strong libido.”

If this was a joke somebody had placed onto his phone it was a very elaborate and well made one. It was bang on about his libido. Even now his morning wood was still pulsing. He continued to navigate the text, scrolling to the next screen.

“Here is how Slut Finder works. Slut Finder will scan for the most compatible women in your area in scores such as looks, body, technique and talent, providing you with a list so you may select a target. Once a target has been selected you may select a method of hooking up with them from our menus. Once you have confirmed your hookup show the screen to your target to instigate the session.”

I almost snorted at how ridiculous this all sounded. Sure the app looked good, almost professional, but this was surely a joke. Maybe a virus which had managed to get onto my phone. However when it offered me the chance to scan, even with that thought in my head, how could I say no?

It probably helped that most of my blood was still trapped in my pulsing member. Women do say a thing about men thinking with that.

The app pulsed for a few moments from the center of the screen before it gave a big ring and began to populate a list, around with the number of matches found.

“84 matches found,” it read before enlarging the top box on the screen, the selection is listed as the recommended target. I recognized both the name and the headshot picture it used. It was my landlady, Miss. Morgan; first name apparently Stacy.

Along with her name, face and other details there was also a rating on the other side of the screen. Looking down under her I could see a list of B rated options but Stacy was rated as a solid A.

I wasn’t given much time to ponder on that thought as I heard a loud banging knock on the door. Surely this couldn’t just be simply coincidence, there was only one person who would knock on my door with such aggression.

“Open up in there,” Stacy yelled. “You’re three months behind on the rent. I want it all, including this month's, by the end of the week.”

This was why I always tried to avoid her. Due to my terrible condition I ended up wasting a lot of my money on buying drinks at the bars, and then on adult films, lubricant and condoms when I had to come home alone and disappointed. Didn’t she understand what a horrid medical condition I suffered from?

I kept my voice down to play the classic pretend I’m not in card but she wasn’t convinced. She continued to bang her clenched fist against my door.

“I know you’re in there! Don’t ignore me!”

She was persistent, too persistent. I looked back down at my smartphone and at the Slut Finder app. I clicked on her entry and it expanded outwards, giving me an option to choose my hookup method. Already in the entry was their recommended method, the highly appropriate landlady. I had no time to start pondering how this app could be so crazy accurate and just accepted the option.

“Now please show this to your target,” the screen said before the text faded and was replaced with the emblem from earlier, swirling around with pink spirals drifting all around. It was time to take a gamble.

“Open this fu-!” Stacy was in the middle of yelling when I finally opened things up. “It’s about time you show your face!”

“Hey Miss. Morgan,” I cautiously uttered out at my fuming landlady. I swear there were visible veins popping in her head.

“Don’t hey me. Do you have the money?”

“Yeah,” I lied, scratching the back of my head. “It’s just…”

“Don’t come up with another shitty excuse. You don’t have anymore grandmothers left to give.”

“No no it’s nothing like that, I just need you to look at this for a moment.”

I took the leap of faith and lifted my phone upwards, letting her look into the screen. Her angry face glared into the pink swirls and there I saw something magical. Slowly but surely the look of rage and disgust on her face began to melt away by the moment.

This would be a good time to include that despite being a very volatile and angry woman, Stacy was in no means ugly; she was actually quite the looker.

According to Slut Finder she was in her early thirties, something of a surprise as she looked younger. She had great skin to go with her good looks, definitely more early twenties in appearance.

She had sandy brown hair that I’d never seen worn long, always contained into a tight bun, with brown eyes hiding behind a pair of stylish glasses. She always wore just enough makeup without going overboard.

Stacy had came to my door in what looked to be work out clothes. Tight leggings, a hooded top and a sports vest hugging her well maintained frame. She was either on the way out or had just finished up, probably the former as her body wasn’t dripping with sweat. The only thing dripping off her was the rage she’d been bottling up which was now, all of a sudden, vanishing from her.

Her lips which had been pursed tight, ready to yell at me, curled into a sweet smile. It was such a dramatic and obvious change, there was no way that app could have actually worked was there?

“Miss. Morgan? Are you feeling alright?” I asked, curious at her sudden change in attitude.

She smiled up at me, a slight purr bubbling from deep within her as her eyes trailed up and down me.

“Feeling just fine,” she said, words dripping with a seductive edge, eyes piercing into me. “So do you have the money big boy?”

“Well…”

“You don’t do you?” I expected to have my ass thrown out of that place but instead she leaned forwards and swung her hand down into my lap. She didn’t strike me, she gripped me firmly, squeezing her fingers into my sack, around my still erect member. “Well I’m sure we can come to another arrangement to help pay off your debts.”

I wasn’t going to get a choice in the matter. She was surprisingly strong, or not too surprising when thinking about the usual dominating juggernaut that she was. She pushed me back into my room, knocking me down onto the floor with her on top of me. She flicked her foot back, kicking the door shut behind us to contain ourselves within, growling as she rubbed up and down my hard cock.

“Hmm I think this will do very nicely,” she purred out in excitement, handling with me with a firm grasp. She wasn’t going to let me go. “Did I disturb you while you were in the middle of something?”

“You could say that…” my masturbation interrupted more by the app than her.

“Well that’s just perfect because now I can finally get that payment that I’ve been looking for.”

Her fingers grasped at the waistband of my pants and quickly managed to force them down around my legs. All of this was just too strange to simply be coincidence.

I was still erect, it was only natural that as soon as the waistband on my bottoms got low enough my cock was going to flick itself upwards, finally no longer constricted by those suffocation bottoms. Stacy bit down on her bottom lip as she looked down at my throbbing member, wrapping her palm around it and starting to jerk up and down. This sure as heck wasn’t her first time doing this.

“Big boy was more on the money than I thought. You’re a very big boy aren’t you? I think this is going to work. Time to pay off your debts.”

I didn’t even have to prompt her to get her to work. My usual straight, bossy landlord lowered herself down and opened her mouth, her hot breath washing over my cock which was then engulfed in her lips.

Those pink painted lips of hers were so soft as they squeezed around my size, suckling on me like a fresh lollipop, tongue rolling and slobbering on my manhood. I wasn’t a virgin, and this wasn’t the first blowjob I’d had but it had been a long time now. I’d been turned down by woman for so long, time after time, keeping me horny and finally I had found somebody who was willing to help me sate my desires. Or to be more precise my phone had found them for me.

She rocked her head up and down, bobbing herself along my member as her lips rolled down. With every shift her lips moved from holding just under my glans to sinking deeper and deeper around the girth.

My cock was big. Woman already commented with surprise at my size and the guys in the porn films I watched weren’t anything of a shock to me. I was used to seeing that by just looking down. Yet Stacy was taking it like a pro.

Her lips puckered up tightly to act like a tight sexual vice around me, the suction immense every time she dropped the weight of her head down, suckling like she was trying to drink the seed straight out of me. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning.

“Miss. Morgan, this is amazing!” I admitted, unable to control myself as my legs shook in excitement and my fingers scratched along the wooden floor, trying to find something to grip onto. “I haven’t felt this good in far too long!”

This wasn’t going to be a conversation. Her lips were pressed around me, there was no way to talk back with a mouthful of cum. Honestly I didn’t want her to say anything to me either, I just wanted her to keep on going until my seed sprayed into her mouth.

She brought out her secret weapon to bring me around to orgasm. I was already dripping pre but that wasn’t enough her. My lustful landlady needed more.

Stacy pushed her mouth down lower and lower. Every inch of my cock was soon being contained in her throat in one decisive swoop. Her lips sealed down into my crotch, Stacy placing me into a deepthroat sucking. Now this was a new one for me, nobody had ever been able to do this to me before.

“Miss. Morgan!” I cried out, my entire body seeming to throb, not just my contained cock. I could feel my insides tightening up, I wouldn’t be able to last for long.

There was no more bobbing or moving. She simply kept herself pinned right down to the base of my cock and held, her throat twitching around and squeezing me. It was like being massaged all over, the pleasure coursing through every nerve in my body.

My body could handle no more of this suction blowjob. My saliva coated nuts contracted as the orgasm came rushing. My hands finally sunk forward to grip onto the only object in range; the back of Stacy’s head.

“I’m cumming Miss. Morgan! I can’t take it any longer, I’m going to cum!”

I was a man of my words, in that instance anyway. My orgasm exploded from my pleasured member and released a thick torrent of hot, gushing, cream into her throat. The seed washed down her insides and packed down into her stomach, filling it up with rope after rope of ripe, hot, cum.

Short surges raced through me as my hips jumped and spasmed, milking my seed out into her mouth. I shivered in bliss at the moment in which my powerful orgasm finally faded, Stacy’s lips finally pulling up off me.

Her chin was covered with a white dyed collection of saliva strands which had gushed down from her mouth, painting her in a lewd coating. She pushed her tongue out and dragged it over her lips, doing her best to lick up that messy showing.

“Such a rich flavor,” she groaned, caressing her throat with a swirl of her fingertips. “I haven’t tasted such delicious semen in such a long time. I’ve been single for too long.”

“Miss. Morgan, that was incredible,” I panted out, wheezing for air after the way she drained the energy straight out of me.

“Please, call me Stacy.”

“Stacy…” I moaned out softly. Was this the proof then? Her sudden change of attitude and all that. There was no doubting it, that app had to be legit.

While my mind was busy thinking about the app I felt her hands back on my chest, pushing me back down into the wooden frame. She was starting to mount me, using her hand to help guide my still erect member.

“Impressive, you still have some left in the tank. Well let’s call that first shot one month’s payment. If you make me feel good down here as well we can count that as another month.”

She pressed her weight down onto me, her pussy lips parting onto my thick cockhead, sinking onto me as a groan rolled from her mouth as she devoured me again, this time taking my fat dick into her dripping mound. She didn’t even bother to strip out of her leggings, she just used her fingers to rip open a hole around her crotch. Was there no end to these desires?

It wasn’t just her skills with her mouth that were good. When she pushed down onto me from above I could feel just how tight her pussy was. Slut Finder gave her a rating of an A. If that was a rating about how good she was in bed then it wasn’t kidding.

Stacy pushed her fingers up through her hair, grasping at the tight bun that most of her locks were contained in and tugging, slipping the ribbon away and letting all of that sandy brown hair come flowing free, swaying as her body rocked up and down on my turgid member.

Hot moans poured from her thick lips as she bounced on my lap, her round tush slapping down onto me, my fat rod being squeezed in her soft, silky, insides. She was driving me wild and I could see on that lustful face the feeling was mutual.

“Hmm we should have done this sooner,” she giggled, her breath heavy as she rode me like a bull, sweat dripping down her perfect flat stomach.

“If you’d prefer I can pay all my installments like this from now on.”

She nodded, her eyes closed as she was sat up tall, enjoying the feeling of my cock stirring her around in just the right places. It was such a shame she hadn’t taken off her sports vest, I would have loved to see those tits shaking.

“I think that’s an arrangement we’d both prefer.”

My moment of release was getting closer and closer. There was no way I could help that when I was being squeezed and ridden with such vigor. The sound of our moans mixing flooded the air, drowning out the sound of our bodies slapping together, skin coming into contact with skin with a wet clap, juices dripping from her body.

“Miss. Morgan…” I moaned out weakly.

“Stacy.”

“S-Stacy.”

“Are you getting close?” she asked, feeling the way I was throbbing within her. She curled her lips up into a grin, eyes opening to pierce down into me, like a predator toying with its prey.

“Y-yeah. I don’t think I can hold back any longer.”


“Hmm who said you needed to hold back at all?” She leant her body forwards and grasped my bottom lip in her teeth, tugging slightly, “I’m waiting for my payment.”

Stacy, she was such a sexy, sensual woman; she was really driving me wild. I felt that familiar sensation pulsing in my loins. My orgasm was approaching and soon it would washing through the both of us.

I gritted my teeth together tightly as I pushed up my hips, piercing my manhood deep into Stacy’s hot, tight, insides as my orgasm raced through me. My will to muffle my cries did not win out in the battle of supremacy and I cried out.

Hot cum burst from my shaft and unleashed the torrent into the waiting insides of Stacy who arched her back and moaned out. This was it, the payment she had been waiting for, now filling up her insides. She sat in place and throbbed, soaking up the feeling of my cum running through her body.

The two of us rested in place once the pulsing had finally settled in my manhood and my orgasm drew to an end. I hadn’t felt such pleasure in a long time but then again I hadn’t been with a woman in a long time to match. Never before had I had someone as good as her before.

“Wow, that was incredible,” I moaned out, my chest heaving up and down as I drunk up the sweet air.

“I know, I was there,” she giggled as she pushed herself up off my lap, my whiteness trickling down her inner thighs. “That was great stud. That’s half your debt paid right there. I’ll come back to take the other half some other time when you’ve recovered.”

“What are you talking about. I’m good to go again.”

I saw a look of shock pop onto her face as she looked down at where she had risen to find that my shaft was already hard again. Big, bad and throbbing.

“What… wait, how? I just made you cum twice. There should be on way…”

That expression on her face was totally priceless. I wasn’t really surprised by it though. Everybody knew that men took time to recover. What Stacy didn’t know about me was I was a man who had a large libido and when I say large I mean huge. One, two, three times was never enough for me when I was jerking off. I could go for the whole night before finally tiring myself out.

I stood myself up, still fully erect and good to go for another round or two or more, hands on my hips to show my manhood off.

“What’s wrong Stacy? I’m ready to pay off the rest of my debt. I think I’ll pay some advances on my rent as well.”

She gasped as I wrapped my hands around hers and began to lead her to the bed. She wasn’t going to know what hit her.


I looked over to the clock and let out a long sigh.

“Seriously? It’s that late already… I really got carried away.”

I’d been so distracted I hadn’t even noticed it’d gone dark outside. I’d completely missed work and used up almost all the day. Time really does fly when you’re enjoying yourself.

Groans trickled down from below. I looked down at Stacy who was lying on her back, sprawled out with her legs spread wide open and a large drip of thick, chunky, white cream pouring out of her pussy. Some of it poured from the hole beneath that. Sometimes it’s hard to hold back.

“I can’t feel my legs,” Stacy moaned out.

“That’s not really a surprise. We did it for the full day. I’m not sure how many times we went. I stopped trying to count once we hit double figures. Shall we just call that my rent paid on full for the rest of the year?”

She nodded, still lingering in her lustful daze.

“Sure thing big boy. Thank you for the big deposits.”

Stacy rolled over to get some rest as I stood up. While she was resting her sore body I was going to go and clean up with a hot shower. First I picked up my phone to make sure I hadn’t missed any messages. Work probably didn’t have good things to say to me.

Once I checked my phone I realized that I still had Slut Finder up and open. On the screen something new had appeared. It was a congratulatory message which covered up the middle of the app.

“Congratulations!” It said to me, “You have now reached level two. Scanning range increased.”

I had no idea something like this had a leveling up system. Did I seriously get points for sleeping with Stacy? That wasn’t too important to somebody who generally thinks with their lower head over their upper one. The key thing to me was that message. Scanning range increased.

If that meant what I thought it meant then tomorrow I was also in danger of missing work because I was going to scan the city for my A class sluts to sate my desires with.

Technology really is the best.


Level 2: The Boss

Yesterday was one of the best days of my life. In fact it could have been the very best day of my life. Sadly not as much competition as I would have liked.

First of all there was the app which I found downloaded onto my phone. Slut Finder. This amazing app had the ability to scan the area for all the women within range, providing me with details about them as well as a rating about just how good they were in bed.

It didn’t stop there though. Not only could I find myself a target I could then take them as I wished thanks to the app’s hypnosis feature. All I had to do was select a scenario, input it into the system then show my phone screen to the target and they would be under my spell.

My landlady helped me prove that the app wasn’t just some professional looking scam and was actually the real deal by falling under my spell hook, line and sinker. One look at the screen and she turned from the bossy landlady always trying to chase me down for rent to a horny one sucking the payment right out from my dick. That’s what I call a much better payment system by me.

Once I finished the deed I noticed that I’d leveled up on the app and improved the range that Slut Finder could scan at, giving me access to more and more beauties. Surely that meant the higher my level rose the more and more A class women would come available to me and who knew what other prizes could become available if I continued to level up? Seeing as my way to rise that number was by hypnotizing and sleeping with more beautiful women, I was willing to become a martyr.

However before that I had a disaster to avert, urgently.

“I promise it’ll never happen again!” I cried out, lowering my head before my manager. I’d gotten so carried away sleeping with my landlady that I’d forgotten all about work and had missed a full day. If there was ever a time to beg it was now.

“Yeah that’s what you said last time,” my manager rightfully pointed out. Sadly for me I was a person who had some form with these kind of things. Not the missing work thanks to fucking a beautiful woman all day part, but the missing work part as a general.

“But I swear, it was an emergency. There was nothing I could do about it.”

“Sure it was. It’s always an emergency with you, wasn’t it? I’ve never known somebody with so many family emergencies. Did another grandmother die?”

“Well it was just…”

“Save it,” he sighed out, obviously sick of hearing my excuses at this point. “Wait here. I’ll be back in a moment.”

I sat down on my seat and groaned. This could be it, this could be the end of me. I shuffled a hand into my pocket and got out my phone. If I was going to be sacked I was at least going to find a way to cheer myself up afterwards. I booted up Slut Finder and allowed it to scan.

All of the options began to populate on the list just like last time, ordered by their compatibility with me as well as their general talent when it came to doing the deed.

I was just expecting to find some cheap tart who I’d be able to use to cheer myself up but my eyes went wide when I saw the top, recommended, option for me to sleep with. A woman I knew well, who everyone here knew, who was carrying a solid A rating.

It was Patricia Spencer, Miss. Patricia Spencer, better known around here as the boss.

This wasn’t to be confused with my manager or some team leader. We were talking about the boss of the whole building. She wasn’t the boss of the entire company but of this particular branch she called the shots and here she was as the top entry on Slut Finder.

Of course once the shock faded away the next emotion which raced through me was excitement. Having a chance to sleep with the boss? That was the stuff of fantasy; then again so was this app so I was going to have to check my disbelief at some point. I’d love to be able to sleep with my boss there was just one small problem.

While I was free to select the hypnosis scenario I wanted from anywhere the only way for it to become active was for me to show the screen to the target. How the heck was I supposed to get close to my boss?

“Hey!” I heard my manager’s voice calling back through the office as I quickly stuffed my phone away before he got a look at what I was eyeing.

“Erm… yes sir?”

“Your review will have to wait. We have a computer problem on the top floor and the other guys are busy so you need to go take care of it, now.”

I felt my throat getting dry. There was no way this one could be a coincidence either, right? I took a big gulp to try and clear things, my voice coming out in something close to a shiver.

“The top floor? You don’t mean…”

“Yeah, Miss. Spencer. Now hurry it up, she’s a busy woman, she needs her computer working five minutes ago. Now hop along and maybe if you do well we’ll rethink that termination.”

My hands trembled in joy and at awe at the wonder that was Slut Finder. Not only did it allow me the means to hypnotise women of power to my will it always provided me the opening to get them. I’m sorry I ever doubted you Slut Finder.

As I walked I slipped my phone back out of my pocket and began to look at the options provided for hypnosis. I settled down on one that I felt would be quite enjoyable indeed. Today was going to be a lot better than I expected.


The top floor, what a view. See I was an IT guy which was one of the reasons I’d managed to keep my job for so long in the first place. Specialist field, means it’s harder to replace you which means it’s riskier to fire you. Thing is IT support don’t get high billing in the floor department.

Sure I’d gone to other floors before and seen their views but nothing could beat the top floor, an entire city flowing into the distance. It was the first time I’d ever been here and was the first time I was ever going to directly meet the boss.

Her personal assistant, see secretary for a proper job description, sent me right into her luxury office and finally gave me my first personal experience with Miss. Spencer.

I’d seen pictures, from afar so I was already well aware of her appearance. Despite being a strong woman who had shattered the glass ceiling she was one beautiful lady.

She had dark skin and deep brown eyes which looked all the more stunning in person. Her lips were thick, her features as strong as she was yet completely radiating beauty. It was hard to see her body but I’d heard the rumors. Long toned legs, wide hips which helped to create a thick behind and a very generous amount of meat on her chest. Patricia had a lot of admirers in the office, seemingly on every floor.

“Are you the man from IT?” she asked. Her voice was firm and clear which was no real surprise coming from a natural speaker.

“That’s me Miss. Spencer. What seems to be the problem?”

“I don’t really know. My computer just isn’t doing what I want it to. These messages keep appearing on screen.”

Computer work really was wonderful, it gave me an excuse to move in as close as I could to her. From my pocket I slipped out my phone, holding it up in front of her.

“Do they look anything like this?”

She looked into the screen and instantly she fell under my spell. I recognized it from when I did the same to my landlady. That moment where those eyes go wide and get lost in the hypnosis, the way the face goes blank. She was mine now.

Slut Finder’s hypnosis commands didn’t take long to activate. Just like the first time I used it to the change was almost instant. For a few seconds she was blank but then all the life came flooding back into her, almost like she’d been reprogrammed on the spot.

Her brown eyes, losing their vacancy, slipped back to look at her own computer screen but in her mind it was actually mine.

“Oh I see the problem here,” Patricia said as she started to type on the computer. “This is an easy fix, it shouldn’t take but a moment sir.”

The hypnosis spell that I decided to use on Patricia was a bit of role reversal. Now she believed that I was the boss and she’d been the one to come to help me with my computer. It was even stronger than I thought, she ever had all the right knowledge for the job.

“Thank you Miss. Sp… I mean, Patricia. Thank you for helping me with this, I wouldn’t know what to do without you.”

I punctuated myself by slapping her onto the ass, making her body bounce on the spot, forcing it up out of the seat. Of course there was more to it than just a small role reversal. A little bit extra was also added into our relationship, one her gasp and moan helped emphasize.

“Sir not while I’m typing, you’ll make me hit a wrong key.”

“Sorry Patricia, it’s hard to hold back sometimes while you’re wiggling that ass at me.”

The guys on floor six were right, she really did have a thick ass. It was being contained in a pencil skirt but I could still see that down in that compartment she was carrying a lot of weight. Those hips were wide and to me that was so alluring.

She had told me to stop it but right now I was the boss which meant I had no need to listen. I grasped hold of her ass again and began to squeeze it firmly in my fingers, allowing soft moans to slip from her plump lips as she wiggled in my hand.

“Sir please,” she whined back at me in an utterly seductive manner. The way she saying it wasn’t matching up with the words she was saying.

“Oh you’re right Patricia. It’ll be much more comfortable for the both of us to take this skirt off.”

I unzipped the side and helped her body out of the pencil skirt. It was tight, constricting around that curvy body. It must be a pain to trapped inside of it all day, being released had to be more relaxing.

My fingers guided the skirt down her legs, letting the black fabric fall away down to the floor, revealing what she had on below. Long black pantyhose hugged tightly to her flesh and hidden away in between where a pair of, once again black, panties. Surprisingly sexy and lacey for somebody sitting in an office all day.

I grasped firmly into those pantyhose and ripped them apart, the fabric no match for my hands tearing, letting her bare dark flesh be exposed in front of me.

“Sir!” she gasped out again, probably shocked at just how open and forceful I was being. I had the power of Slut Finder on my side, there was no reason for me to hold back.

More of her flesh came into view as I continued to rip those pantyhose open, spreading a wide hole which exposed over her panties and up over those cheeks; it was getting close to simply splitting in two. I slipped my hands into the hole and began to fondle directly at her cheeks, thumbs tracing over the edge of her panties.

“These panties, aren’t they a bit too sexy for an… IT worker, to be wearing all day?”

She looked embarrassed as her shaking hands struggled to type on the keyboard, her fingers having almost drawn to a complete halt.

“I just like… they help make me feel pretty. There is nothing wrong with that, is there?”

I shook my head, dragging a hand back from her flesh, all so I could let it slap back into her bottom, letting the noise of skin colliding echo through the room as her legs struggled to keep standing. She could have sat back down but it was at this time I decided to occupy the seat for myself. I was now in the boss's seat, with her exposed wiggling in front of me. No denying who was in control now.

“Not a thing, and may I say how utterly gorgeous they make you look. I bet you’ll look even better with them off though.”

She bit down on her bottom lip, peeking at me over her shoulder as I grasped into the waistline of those panties and began to slowly slide them down, fully exposing her ass in front of me and when I reached the bottom her pussy as well. It was glistening with juices, all from just a little spanking. It was nice to see I wasn’t the only one into it.

Just to make sure I wasn’t imaging things I slid my hand between her thighs and stroked my fingers along her soaked mound. The way she leant forward, almost collapsing into her desk, while loud, quivering, moans poured from her lips pretty much confirmed my suspicions. She’d gotten wet from me slapping her ass around a bit. She was my kind of woman.

“Are you all done yet?” I asked her as my fingers grinded firmly into her pussy lips, squeezing the tips into the softness of her mound.

“No sir, I got a bit distracted by how you… it’s hard to work when you start touching me like that!”

I drew my hand back and swatted her soft, round ass again, making it jiggle on the spot.

“Should you really be raising your voice to your boss?” I questioned, making her whimper before me.

“I-I’m sorry…”

Being able to tease my boss like this. I really was a lucky guy to have Slut Finder on my side. I gave her ass another quick swatting spank, the redness from my work shining on her skin.

“I guess I can accept that. But if you really want to make it up to me then you’ll start shaking that ass of yours.”

“Sir are you telling me?...”

“That’s right, twerk for me Patricia!” My hand firmly swatted again and forced another squeak to pop from her lips. She was totally under my spell, I was going to make the most of it.

She took a moment to compose herself before she pushed her toned legs up to try and push out her rear before her ass began to shake around. Her hips didn’t seem to move yet her ass was bouncing around in place, cheeks jiggling with a meaty ripple. I didn’t know how woman were able to make such tantalizing movements, especially with how little effort it looked like they were putting into it.

I was the one who almost found myself hypnotized, staring into that thick canvas of dark ass flesh, each cheek shaking and slapping into the other. Skin clapping filled the room and made me throb in my pants.

While Patricia was distracted, trying to work on both the computer while shaking her fat, meaty, behind for me I zipped out of my pants and fished out my erect manhood. I sunk my fingers down deeply into her fat booty and dragged her down onto my lap, sandwiching my dick between her thick cheeks.

“Ah sir!” she squealed out in surprise as she was dragged down, softness compressing around my lap. “You could at least warn me…”

“Patricia I’m a very busy man. I don’t have time for things like warnings. When I have urges they need to be taken care of on the double!”

Holding her cheeks tightly in place, squeezing her ass together I began to bounce my lap, thrusting myself into that constricting sandwich of overly plump behind. Every time my body connected with the underside of her ass I made it jiggle in place, ripples racing upwards from the source of impact, continuing the trend of flesh slapping together being the dominant sound in the air.

She was so soft, it felt incredible around my cock. My hefty sack slapped up between her thighs, spanking into her moist honeypot to coat themselves in her juices while moans quivered from her lips. I throbbed in pleasure with my dick strangled in her plumpness, not being able to contain myself without taking more.

I drew my cock back from that meaty brown sandwich and instead angled myself to aim forwards, kissing her plump pussy lips with the fathead of my dick. Before she could offer any kind of protest I pressed into her body.

A hot moan poured out from her as I arose from my seat to sink my hard member deeper and deeper into her soft, wet, warm insides, shaping them to match the size and shape of my cock. Her legs shook as she struggled to stay standing but I used the force of my body to support her, forcing her to patter on her tippy toes. I made sure my grip on her ass was firm and began to pound into her wetness like a feral beast.

She almost collapsed downwards, having to grasp onto her desk to keep herself up as I took her in a doggy position, fucking my own boss over her desk, in her office. Of course though in her mind I was the one in charge.

“Sir I can’t work like this!” she cried out, hot breaths obscuring her words.

“You’re still going on about that? Figure it out, I don’t care if you fix my computer or not. I just want to plow this thick black ass of yours.”

I began to spank her ass around to prove my point as I stirred up her hot, tight insides with my erect cock. Her insides wouldn’t let me go, squeezing me like her life depended on it with her juices gushing down me and making it easier to put my full force into rolling my hips and piercing her insides deep.

Patricia bit down firmly on her bottom lip and nodded her head, fingers curling up to cling to her desk as he entire body rocked to the mighty force of my body pounding into her juicy pussy.

My cock began to pulse, veins throbbing down my girth as my orgasm was getting close. A part of me wondered if it was fine to just cum inside of her without warning. Then I remembered that I was the boss now and that meant I could do whatever I wanted.

I didn’t warn her it was coming, I already said I was too busy for such things. I just pinned down tightly into her from behind, squeezing her against her desk, and began to release my seed inside of her.

Ropes of my hot cream poured into her tight insides, spreading a warmth through her pussy from my throbbing hose. She trembled, her body spasming in place, suffocating my cock and milking out more and more of my seed. I wasn’t an expert on it but I believed I was not the only one who had achieved orgasm.

The two of us held together in place as we allowed our respective orgasms to wash through us, bodies shaking until the pleasure finally brought us down from our highs.

Slowly I departed from her body, sliding my throbbing hardon from her soft twat, a trickle of whiteness following and dripping down her quivering inner thighs.

“Are you satisfied now sir?” she asked me with her teary brown eyes and panting, thick lips. Her cheeks were stained a deep shade of red, even redder than the markings I’d left glowing from her ass.

“After one round? Don’t make me laugh!”

I caught her off guard with my response and the sudden actions which followed. I pushed her back down onto the desk, scattering over her phone and the various utensils plus paperwork she had lying around. I began to grind myself back up tightly into her behind but this time I wasn’t just content with hotdogging myself into her fat cheeks, I wanted the prize within.

Using one of my hands, squeezing a thumb into her softness to help spread her open, I began to push my thick, meaty, cock into her tight, taboo, behind.

“Wait sir I’ve never done it there before!” she protested, or at least tried to. Her request to the boss was sadly not accepted as I pushed myself inwards and claimed her anal virginity for myself.

Her body jerked up in place as her extreme tightness was opened up around my cock, my body sinking deeper and deeper down into the depths of her behind, reshaping her insides around me. I would be crazy to just thrust straight from the off, I had to make her insides grow to accept my size.

She trembled below me as I remained pushed deep into her body, accustoming her tightness to its new role. Once I felt confident she was in a state to take me I squeezed my fingers tightly into her rump and began to rock myself forward and back, fucking her from behind and sending our bodies colliding together again with slaps of flesh on flesh.

Her pantyhose snapped at the top and fell down around me as she kept on squealing out. At this rate her secretary was going to hear and come to check. I grasped at those tattered pantyhose and ripped out a huge strip which I curled into a ball. I stuffed the makeshift gag into her groaning lips and began to get back to doing what I did best, fucking.

Patricia’s cries were muffled by the gag as I pounded her into her own desk, the entire fitting shaking every time my powerful hips slammed into her tight asshole. Usually I wasn’t so wild but there was something about her body. Her looks, her actions, her skills; they just brought the beast out of me.

When I heard the sounds of squealing had drawn to a much more reasonable level I slipped the saliva covered gag from her mouth, letting her splutter out openly as she groaned, drool dripping down onto the wooden surface of her desk.

“More used to it now Patricia?” I asked her as she looked up at me with those big, gooey, brown eyes, hot breaths pouring free.

“Yes sir, you just caught me by surprise, was all.”

“Good girl. Then I’ll continue.”

And I did. I grasped back into her ass and began to drill my erect member back into her tightness, making her squeal as she reached over and gripped onto the far side of her desk as it shook and our bodies rocked and clapped together.

Her ass was divine. It was so tight and squeezed me in all the right places, offering very little give and yet just the right amount of grip to send my body wild. The pleasure of another approaching orgasm was building up in me. I was going to fill her ass just like I did her pussy and nothing was going to stop me now.

I pinned her weight down under me and pounded into her from above, her hot moans like music to my ears when I finally hit my limit. I pressed down with all my strength and growled out lustfully, throbbing as I sprayed out a hot torrent of my cum into her body, toes curling up tightly as I shook and released.

We remained locked together tightly as my cum washed through her insides and marked her ass like I did her pussy, filled with the warmth of my orgasm, buried deep into the depths of her body.

“Sir,” she groaned out hotly, “That was amazing…”

“I know,” I moaned out, chest heaving. “I hope it’ll be amazing again this time.”

Wait, sir? Sir!?”

Her cries started up again as I began to thrust myself back into my body. There was no way I was going to be satisfied by just that. This was an A class fuck, and most of all it was my boss. I wasn’t going to be satisfied until every drop of cum had been squeezed out of my body.

Once again my day was filled with pure pleasure. Slut Finder had once again given me a day I would never forget. I was fired for not fixing Patricia’s computer.


Level 3: The Teacher

I had only had Slut Finder for a few days and already it had changed my life. Sadly the main reason for that was that I was fired from my job. I can’t believe I got so carried away with having sex with my boss that I forgot to actually fix her computer.

There was however a silver lining to being fired. It wasn’t exactly like I’d lost the Slut Finder app on my phone, it was still there and it was still activated. In fact it was better than ever and had even moved me onto the next level. I was now at level three and ready to explore all the exciting prospects that presented.

Now that I was fired it meant that my days were totally free of any sort of responsibility and I could spend them looking for beautiful women to sleep with. I had all the power I needed to seduce them in my pocket, the world was now my oyster.

I took myself to the middle of the nearby urban area. There were shops here, some houses, all sorts of people coming and going. With the ever increasing scan distance on the app I could use this spot to find some really juicy women to sleep with.

Already feeling excited at the possibilities I started up the scanning feature of the app and allowed it to send out whatever method it used to inspect the area, my phone quickly being populated with a long list of all the women close by and just how they ranked in the bedroom.

I was excited to see that my scanning how managed to pick up multiple A rated beauties today, more than just the one a piece on my previous scan attempts; those were not what caught my eye however. Right at the top of the list, above all of the A ranks, was my recommended target for the day. Rank? A+.

My naive brain, the one that still had second thoughts about Slut Finder even after using it to successfully hypnotize two women to be my partners, had naturally presumed that A was as high as the rating system went. An A+ rating almost blew me away.

Luckily with the increased scanning range the app also provided me with a guidance system so that I would be able to locate my target. Taking one look at that rating I was instantly chasing after my next slut.

However once I got there my mouth went dry at the sight of the building which I had been guided to. I checked the compass again just to make sure and it was definitely in here. The place I had been taken to was a school.

Thoughts began to race through my head. There was no way I would be able to do something like this! Sure it may have been the best fuck of my life but there was no way I would be able to go with just some kid. There was a magic number and everything below that was not permitted.

With my conscious battling my demons I took a good look at my target, the realization of the location managing to knock my tunnel vision from off the ranking alone.

Name, Rebecca Atkins. Age, 27. Occupation, teacher. Well that lifted a weight off my shoulders.

Dark thoughts quickly melted away and were once again filled with simple minded joy. She looked like a real cutie in the picture and she had Slut Finder’s immense approval, and it hadn’t let me down yet! With my target approved in my own mind I moved into the school building and began to look around.

I was quite surprised I was just allowed to wander around on the premises, didn’t these places have security? Nothing for me to worry about, Slut Finder had twice allowed fate to take me to my lover so I would trust its guidance again.

The locator tool made finding the right classroom a breeze. I quickly managed to find the correct door which was labeled with the name, Miss. Atkins. Taking a peek inside I managed to catch a glimpse of my next partner in the flesh.

She was just as beautiful as she looked in the picture. She had pale skin to match up with her short ginger hair, her eyes a bright shade of winter blue. It was hard to fully appreciate her body from this angle but still I could make out those long, supple, legs. The boys in her class most have loved her.

I began to plan my assault when Slut Finder began to flash a prompt up on the screen, guiding me to the more information section about Rebecca. Clicking inside I found something very useful; her class timetable. It seemed that after this class she didn’t have another one for two hours. High school really was a wonderful thing.

With only fifteen minutes left on her lesson I did my best to stay hidden and run down the clock, trying to keep my pesky erection in control.


As the bell rang the halls, which had been completely calm and quiet, empty apart from me, where swarmed with teenagers from all angles. It was hard to move with them coming from all sides, seemingly out of every door. How did they all manage to squeeze into those tiny classrooms?

With a mission I began to squeeze myself through the masses of children who tried to cockblock me from my lay. I shimmied from side to side, forward and back, and managed to wiggle my way through the blockade of students and into Rebecca’s classroom, closing the door behind me. As I planned there was only the two of us there.

“Excuse me, can I help you?” Rebecca asked me, obviously confused, perhaps startled, by my sudden intrusion.

“Ah yes, I’m… Spencer’s dad,” I lied. Who the heck was Spencer? “I wanted to ask you a few things about his education.”

“Spencer? I don’t think I know any Spencer’s. Are you sure you’ve gotten the right classroom?”

“It’s Miss. Atkins isn’t it?”

Her face was warped in confusion, scrunching up together. Even when she shifted her features she still looked like a thousand bucks. A lot of wet dreams must have her in the starring role.

“That’s me but... “

“Maybe you know him better by another name? I’m sure you’ll recognize his picture. Here, take a look.”

I held up my phone for her to look into and of course she let her eyes wander right into my trap. As soon as she looked into the hypnotic charm in the center of my screen she was under my spell. The sudden blank look which washed over her face was sign enough of that.

I’d had fifteen minutes to burn and look through the different hypnotic actions I had available to me. They’d recommended some sort of student play from me but that wasn’t really my thing. Sure she was a teacher but she did look a sweet, young, thing. Plus I didn’t want to waste the setting we had so I simply switched the scenario around.

Rebecca’s face soon began to take some life back into it, her blues eyes bulging open as my suggestion was filled into her head. Cutely she nibbled on her bottom lip and fluttered her long lashes up at me.

“Sorry sir, I can’t remember,” our roles being swapped. Now I was the teacher and she had been turned back into a student.

This also gave me the chance to sample a new feature that Slut Finder promised me for reaching level three. Before my eyes the outfit that Rebecca was wearing seemed to changed. Her skirt got smaller, her stockings began to turn into thigh high socks and her whole upper wardrobe changed shape. She was being dressed up as a schoolgirl.

Slut Finder had really outdone itself. Scanning the area for hot babes, that I could understand. Hypnotizing woman for my enjoyment, I could get that too. Actively transforming what they were wearing as well? This app had to be witchcraft surely.

Seeing her in a school uniform changed my perception of her in an instance. No longer did I see a seductive teacher, all I saw was a sexy, young, schoolgirl.

“Make sure the door is locked and all the blinds are shut,” I told her firmly, “Then come back here and lean over you… I mean, my desk, for your punishment.”

She was getting close to drawing blood her teeth were squeezing that firmly onto her plump lips, painted up in a deep shade of red which went just right with her hair colour. I swear I saw her shiver.

“Hmm, yes sir,” she giggled out sweetly, skipping of all things over to the door, making sure that we could not be interrupted. She skipped to and fro, masking us from the outside world so we could have our private play together. Once she was done she returned to where she was told, bending forwards over what was truly her desk but in her mind was mine, pressing her hands down onto the wood as she pushed her hips back towards me.

While she was busy I’d already spied something I was interested in. It was a long, wooden, meter long ruler. Did she just have this to fill a stereotype? It was fine by me as I used its end to catch under her skirt, sliding the short piece of fabric up her back, exposing her ass. The pair of plain white cotton panties, I wasn’t sure if Slut Finder had included them to or not but she wasn’t going to keep them for long.

“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you Becky?” I growled down at her as I let my hands sink into her pale cheeks, squeezing her soft ass in my grip before slipping up to grasp her panties. “And now you need to be punished.”

Her legs were already shaking from just a little bit of teasing. Not that I minded, making herself seem so vulnerable was an easy way to make any man feel more primal, more alpha.

“Yes sir, I’m such a bad girl. Naughty little girls like me need to be punished or we’ll never learn.”

A moan poured from her lips as I peeled down her panties, unveiling her perfect round ass. It wasn’t big, it wasn’t fat but it was apple shaped and so tenderly soft. For a petite girl like her it was right in every way.

Slipping the panties to the bottom I noticed a trickle of wetness hanging down, joining the fabric and her pussy lips together. Had she really gotten wet already? No wonder she was an A+ rating.

“Did you get wet already Becky?”

“Hmhm, yes sir.”

“But I’ve barely touched you, you schoolgirl slut.”

To fix that unfortunate lack of attention I grasped onto the meter long ruler and sharply swung it into her round cheeks, letting the flat wooden surface spank into her, making a squeal rush from her lips.

“Ah! I’m sorry sir!”

“Tell me what was it? Was it when I stripped you? Was it when I touched you? When I ordered you what to do? Or are you just a slutty girl who lusts for her teacher?”

I swatted her again along her ass, marking her beautiful white skin with a long red lash which crossed over both of her cheeks. Marking such a soft backside filled me with such feelings of power.

“I-I don’t know sir!” she stammered out with whimpering breaths. If her legs were shaking before they were about to collapse now they were trembling so hard. “A-all of them?”

“That wouldn’t surprise me. I’ve never seen such a masochist student in all my days.”

A pleasant noise of skin being slapped against wood filled the room everytime I swung up and spanked the underside of her round tush with the ruler, every spank leaving a red mark that ran across both cheeks. Anybody who saw her ass today would no that she’d been given a spanking.

Her cries got louder and louder as more of her ass was discolored. Her hot moans were going to get us discovered if she didn’t learn to control herself.

“Becky, do you want to be seen like this?”

“No sir…” she moaned out hotly, wet saliva dripping out of the corners of her quivering lips.

“Then why are you screaming so loud? You think nobody will hear it?”

“S-sorry sir, I wasn’t thinking…”

“No you weren’t and that’s why you’re a bad girl. Be good and listen to teacher for once. Keep yourself quiet or everyone will know you’re a slutty girl who gets off on being spanked.”

The cheeks of her face were just as red as those on her ass, and the edge of her desk was matted with the juices which had been pouring from her pussy. She may have been whining but her body was loving the attention.

I got back to work, swatting her ass with the ruler. Like I asked her she shut herself up, biting down firmly onto her bottom lip as her chest pushed down, squeezing firmly across the wooden surface of the desk while her hands grasped at the other side for grip, making the whole thing shake between us.

Her knees were tilted inwards, almost knocking together as she trembled. Those long, sturdy, legs of the past were long gone, replaced with quivering limbs covered in dripping juices.

I kept spanking to see how long she could hold it. How long would she be able to stay quiet without crying out. I was surprised how many lashes it took, especially with her ass already glowing red. I was into the double figures, just about to hit twenty when she cracked and her mouth shot open, gasping out a squeal.

Leaving her be she quivered into the desk, tears running down her glowing cheeks as her ass ached from my spanking. Of course though I wasn’t done with her.

While she was distracted with whimpering like a child I was unzipped my pants, letting them fall around my ankles. I’d been throbbing ever since I’d stepped into the room and it’d only gotten worse as time had passed. I’d enjoyed abusing her soft ass so much I’d been holding back from using an A+ rated pussy. No longer.

“Good girl” I said down to her as I pressed my thick manhood into her juicy pussy, spreading her lips around my fat gland. “Here, I’ll give you a treat for trying so hard to please me.”

S-sir?” she whimpered out as she felt her tightness being spread open to accommodate me. She may have been much older than an actual schoolgirl but it didn’t stop her pussy from being so unbelievably tight.

I managed to finally get my hard cock inside, her hot pussy like a vice around me. Sure I was bigger than the average guy and I had a lot more to give but that didn’t change the fact that this pussy was amazing. This thing would be able to strangle the meat of any guy who was lucky enough to use it.

My hips didn’t want to stop moving until I had pushed up every inch into her insides, her pussy seemingly pulling me in as it hungered for my cock. It was too alluring, too enchanting. I thought my landlady and my boss were good but this was on a different level.

With my loins on fire, buried in that hot hole, my hands pressed around the desk and gripped the other side firmly, starting to hammer myself in with all the force I could muster. I couldn’t help it, I was in love; I was in love with A+ rated pussies!

The entire desk rattled beneath my force, all the fixtures and objects being knocked down and scattered across the floor as I put all my power into drilling the tightness that I was pressing down on the top, that glowing red ass being compressed and spanked around by my body.

Becky’s cries once again began to fill up the room as her insides were being stirred around by my tower of throbbing manhood. Her knuckles were turning white she was squeezing down that roughly on the desk’s edge and her legs had long collapsed beneath me.

“Quieten down,” I growled at her, all my primal desires being pulled out by the amazing tightness of her body, “You’re going to get us caught.”

“But sir I can’t help it. Your cock, your cock sir, it’s just too good!”

She was really going to get us caught at this rate. I lifted up a hand and forced my thigh fingers into her mouth, pushing in and bulging out one of her cheeks, spreading her lips open and letting the drool pour out. It may have gushed slobber down her own chest, staining the uniform, but it at least kept her noises muffled.

I could keep her noises contained but I was finding it hard to keep myself contained. I’d been on the edge for a long time by my standards and now I was using a pussy that was better than any I’d ever encountered. My orgasm was coming and there no fighting it.

“I’m gonna cum now Becky. I’m gonna cum now and seed your hot schoolgirl cunt. Are you listening? Your teacher is about to fill you up with his kids. Get pregnant you masochist slut!”

There was no way I could hold back. I pressed all of my weight down onto her, burying every inch I had into her body and let my seed release. It was like a hose, unleashing a torrent of thick, molten white cum into her cock squeezing insides. My body trembled as the most powerful orgasm I’d ever built washed into the soft hole beneath me, her entire body spasming as all of my seed was unloaded into her womb.

We laid like that for a few moments, the two of us doing our best to regain our breaths, the ones that our passionate fucking had taken out of us.

Slowly when my body was on the road to recovery I drew my hips back and allowed my cock to slip free from between her pussy lips, a thick gush of white pouring out, trickling onto the desk below.

“Wow sir,” Becky said from her daze; I wasn’t sure if she was going to be completely out of it. “You came so much. There is no way I won’t be pregnant.”

“I’m not too sure,” I said as I reached around her body and pulled her up from her desk.

“Ah! Sir! What are you doing?” she squeaked in surprise as I lifted her smaller body in my powerful arms, squeezing her back first against my chest. I rubbed my throbbing manhood tightly between her legs, milking the whimpers out of her before I sunk myself back into her creampied slit.

“When I said I was gonna knock you up you didn’t complain. Didn’t fight it. You just accepted it like a schoolgirl slut, didn’t you?” my hips shaking as I scolded her, bouncing her on my length as I held her body up in my arms.

“Yes! Yes sir I accepted. I accepted your thick, fertile seed was going to get me pregnant.”

“There is no helping you. You’re a bad girl. A slutty girl who loves getting knocked up by her teacher. Here.” I picked up a piece of chalk next to the blackboard and handed it to her. It was nice to see this school still used the classics. “I want you to write down lines for me.”

“But sir!”

“No buts. I want a hundred lines about what a slutty girl you are, wanting her teacher’s baby inside of her.”

I clenched her thighs tightly, really holding her body up in position for me to pound up into while she whimpered against the board, splatters of juices making a mess along the bottom. Just like I told her to do she outstretched her shaking arm, chalk in grasp, and began to slowly and messily write on the board.

She was doing a piss poor job but it was to be expected with the way I was making her bounce sharply on my dick, the hot slap of her already glowing ass clapping down into my lap filling the room. Her backside really was getting a punishment.

Finally she managed to sprawl out one awkwardly written line.

“Read it for me.”

“But sir…”

“After every line I want you to read it back to me.”

She whimpered, my commanding words drilling down into her. I wasn’t hypnotising her into obeying me with my words, simply she couldn’t disobey my strict tone thanks to the hypnosis from earlier. She was an obedient, slutty, school girl.

“I… I…” she moaned out as her eyes watered and her lips drooled, her entire body jiggling as I used her amazing tightness to milk out my engrossed cock. “I am a slutty girl who wants teacher’s babies.”

“Now again,” I commanded as I drilled up into her A+ rated body, my heavy sack slapping into her underside as I was far from satisfied. Like the obedient thing she was, she began to write again.

No matter how many times I came, or more to the point how many times she came, I didn’t allow her to ease up on her current activity. I made her write on all the board she could reach from our position before moving across to give her some fresh area to work with.

There was cum dripping down onto the floor, showing the path we had travelled, as I fired orgasm after orgasm into her womb, the excess pouring out of her body; there was just too much for her petite body to handle.

The board was soaked in her juices, hot, squirting, orgasms firing out one after the other while the upper portion was turned white thanks to her words. They had almost became a mantra for her, chanted time after time.

Finally when there was no more room for us to cover on that board, the sentence repeated a few dozen times, I took a few steps back and sat on a desk in the front row, looking at the masterpiece, keeping her on my lap.

“Hmm not bad. See, you can be obedient when you want to be.”

There was no answer from her. Her head was sprawled back over my shoulder, hot, moaning, breaths pouring from her body. She had been forced into a double figure of orgasms, it was only natural she would struggle.

My eyes glanced up at the clock when we were sitting. Damn, it was getting close to the end of our time. We’d already worked through her first hour break and the second was approaching the end. I couldn’t be caught like this and I was sure she’d prefer not to be as well.

“Sorry baby girl but our lesson is almost over. Let me just finish up here so you can clean up.”

I began to show my intensity again. For me two hours was nothing, just a normal night spend watching adult films. I allowed my hips to swing up and down like a piston, clapping into her lower half which was glowing red raw. Her moans poured around the room as I could feel my final orgasm of the session building and once again it was going to be a big one.

To thank her pussy for being the most amazing hole I’d ever felt I released a thick torrent of baby batter into her womb, adding to her already bloated belly with another hot dose of cream. Her toes curled up tightly as she squealed in bliss as her body was given the injection it craved. A+ girls really were the best.


I peeked from outside the room as I undid the hypnosis. Something I’d learned from my first two lays was that the hypnosis wasn’t permanent and would deactivate when I next wanted to use the app. Now that I’d had my fun I allowed the hypnosis to cease.

Both her mind and her clothing returned to normal. If it was anything like with my landlady or boss her memories would be good too and she’d simply be confused about the situation she was left in.

I couldn’t really hear but I saw her freak out when she saw cream all over the floor and the desks, as well as derogatory words written all over the board, Rebecca quickly starting to clean it up, confused about the whole thing.

Another successful operation then and I didn’t even lose my job over this one. With everything in order I began to walk away from the scene of the crime, giving my phone a quick check. Level four unlocked.

If level four was going to help me find some more A+ talent I was happy. Only the best would satisfy me from now on.


Level 4: The Teen

My last experience with Slut Finder had only made my lust for more stronger. When I first saw the rating of A listed in its target list and sampled those delicacies I didn’t know how things could get any better. Once I was given access to A+ I knew I wouldn’t be getting any better.

The sex I had with that teacher, even if she thought she was a schoolgirl during, was so intense I knew there was no way back for me. To keep my libido in check I needed to find more girls of that quality.

Thankfully I was now onto level four of the Slut Finder program which meant a larger scanning range which was fortunate. A rated girls were more common than I initially thought they would be; A+ was a needle in a haystack. Even with the out of this world scanning function my phone could now achieve, it was a long morning spent hunting.

My body was lusting for its next prey. As I traced the city streets, moving out of the last scan range and into the next, I could feel myself throbbing powerfully in my jeans. I needed to find someone quickly before I passed out from a lack of blood.

The first scan I did showed nothing, except for my previous experience, handedly marked as previously encountered to help me keep track. I couldn’t go back for more though, I craved a new experience.

The second scan, moving into the city, still failed to bring up any A+ rated women. I could feel my body starting to shake. It felt like I was going into withdrawal.

Three's the magic number, they say. This time three proved its magic to me. I looked down at my phone and right at the top, in the recommended section, there was the rating I craved. Just one target that I had to have. Like a predator on the prowl I dashed off, chasing after the locator function on the app.

I wasn’t sure where I was expecting to end up but in the end it turned out to be McFriers, a fast food place. While I wasn’t sure what I was expecting I was certain it wasn’t that.

Wanting to be thorough, and not wanting to get in the same mistakes I made previously, I looked at the details on this new target to check up on her. She was young, eighteen years old and listed as a student. Nothing about her having a job which probably meant she was just here to eat.

Slowly I entered the store, before remembering I was just entering a well populated family restaurant and didn’t really need to sneak in like some shady dealer. I could just stand and look around rather than peeking around corners.

Speaking of corners, in one of the corner booths I spotted her. I recognized her from the picture on Slut Finder, a really pretty girl. Long blonde hair, green eyes and an infectious smile. She was probably popular with the guys in her class with looks like those. There was just one snag in my plan, she was not alone.

With her where three other girls. Two of them pretty hot as well while the other one was also there. I wasn’t quite sure if Slut Finder had the ability to hypnotize multiple people at once; all my previous encounters were with one person only. If I tried it out and failed, what would happen to me.

I grinded my teeth together watching, taking an empty seat close to the group so that I could listen in on them. I’d come so far, I couldn’t afford to be denied now. I didn’t know how my little guy would take it.

Then what could only be divine intervention reared its head.

“So we’re gonna have to head off now or we’re gonna miss the film. You sure you don’t wanna come?”, one of the voices behind me said.

“No I’m fine. I’m not interested in that space crap,” another replied.

“Suit yourself. Your loss.”

There was some exchanging of byes and some moochy teenage stuff but I still couldn’t tell who was saying what but somehow a part of me knew that once again Slut Finder was saving the day and was setting all of this up for me.

I peeked over my shoulder when I heard the sound of rising and the kerfuffle of feet moving across the store. There was only one of the girls who was left in the booth and it was her. The beautiful blonde who had the power to turn my body crazy. Zoey.

It took all of my willpower to stop myself from instantly jumping from my seat and rushing over there but first I needed to make sure that her friends were long gone. That also gave me time to look over the options Slut Finder had to me.

With how young she was, barely legal, one entry really stood out to me. I had to admit it was kinda taboo but that only made me more excited to try it out. I pressed down the button and with the coast clear, rose to my feet and moved on over.

“Hey, have you seen this dog?”, I asked of her, only wanting her to turn her head and look into what I was holding. It worked hook, line and sinker. She looked into my phone’s pulsing interface and then she was under.

Like with the other girls her face went void of life for a few moments before suddenly reanimating a new. It was really like I was reprogramming their brains for my pleasure.

She blinked idly for a few moments, dumbly looking into my phone before trailing her eyes up to look at my face. Then she giggled out cheerfully, lips curling into a pleased smile.

“What is it daddy?”

Slut Finder really was incredible. With such simply ease I had made this sexy teenage girl, who I’d never met or seen before, believe that I was her daddy. Of course this being Slut Finder too there was going to be a slightly more perverse spin placed on the connection.

With her smile a welcoming one I pushed up into the seat next to her, placing a hand down to rest upon her upper thigh. She was wearing such small shorts that her legs were showing off a very healthy amount of flesh, perfect for me to glide my palm across.

“Hmm, nothing baby girl. I was just thinking about how sexy you looked today.”

She giggled, her cheeks gaining a blush as she squirmed and wiggled in place. Any guy with a daughter this pretty would have to be counted as lucky.

“Stop it daddy, don’t tease me like that.”

“Oh you know I mean it. I couldn’t wait for your friends to leave so that we could have some quality time together.”

I moved my lips in closer, trailing across her cheek. Pushing up her hair parted away, giving me access to one of her ears which I lightly gripped between my teeth, nibbling softly as she moaned lightly.

My hand wasn’t the only one that went exploring. She pressed a hand down my body and allowed it to land on my lap, stroking in place as my hardness was firm and throbbing, with no intention of hiding just how horny it was from her.

“Wow daddy, you weren’t kidding,” she groaned, nibbling her bottom lip. Her fingers crawled up and grasped at my zipper, slowly drawing it down.

“Sweetie? What are you up to?”

She giggled at me again with that sweet smile, fingers sliding into my fly and fishing out my erect penis. I hadn’t even taken care of my morning wood as I wanted to save it all for my next target which meant my cock was insanely turgid and ready to burst, especially in the softness of her palm.

“I’m just trying to make daddy feel a bit more comfortable,” Zoey moaned to me, seductively as she wrapped her hand around my length and began to stroke up and down. In the corner we were secluded away from the rest of the restaurant but that didn’t mean we were safe by any means.

I leant back in my seat, groaning to myself in satisfaction as the hand of a barely legal girl rubbed up and down my length. I thought just a bit of daddy play would be taboo enough but now she was getting me off in public.

Despite the fact she was so young she was so talented. Her hand squeezed down onto me with just the right amount of pleasure, twisting her wrist around to add even more sensation to her hold while her fingers caressed over just the right spots. I wasn’t sure if it was from experience or just a natural talent but already she was showing why she’d gotten that A+ rating. Her handjob skills were incredible.

Pre poured from the tip of my cock and mixed in with his fingers, lubricating my shaft so that she could easily increase the speed of her motions, even going so far as to lean over and wrap a second hand around my dick, putting her full body movements into jerking me off.

“Does it feel good daddy?” she asked me softly, voice barely louder than a whisper.

“So good baby girl,” I moaned back in an equally quiet tone, both of us knowing just how naughty it was to do this in public.

“Is daddy close to cumming?” she asked, big green eyes staring up to me adoringly, long lashes fluttering. Was all this seductive charm just natural? She was a born seductress.

“So close. I’m going to burst at any moment.”

I wasn’t lying to her. Her movements had gotten my insides bubbling up, throbbing and tensing, every sensation seemingly racing up to my cock. I could tell that at any moment I was about to burst my nut all over the fast food joint.

“Do it daddy,” she giggled softly, licking her tongue over her lips, letting me spy a ball piercing she had on her pink, wiggling, muscle. I’d have to find use for that.

“I’m about to baby.”

“Give me a big helping of your hot, creamy, spunk.”

How could I deny those words? She was driving me wild. I closed my eyes as the sensation raced through my body, fingers gripping roughly into the back of the booth seat, low growls pouring from my mouth as the orgasm sprayed out of me.

As always my load was plentiful. My hips jerked almost violently in place as each rope of cum sprayed from me, unleashing out my musky, hot, batter from my turgid hose, filling the air with the strong scent of sex.

What was probably less than a minute felt like an eternity before my body could finally calm down and stop its constant shaking and tensing. My eyes could now open and see the damage which my spunk had done however thanks to Zoey the damage was minimal.

While my eyes had been close she’d taken one of the empty cups from the table and had held it over my dick, letting me unleash all of my cream in there. She wasn’t shy to show me, holding it towards me as I looked to her with a grin on her face, the insides steaming with my cum. If that wasn’t enough she placed the lid back onto the top, complete with straw, and began to drink up my seed. She popped it wetly from her lips, letting the white, creamy, mix dribble out onto her chin.

“Hmm, delicious,” she moaned to me, going back for another long suckle on the straw. With how thick it was she really was having to push herself to get even a drip of that cream. “Hmm, got anymore daddy?”

“Of course baby,” I said to her, guiding her back down at my wet cock. It may have been glossed with her drool and residue of my orgasm but it was still nice and hard. One handjob was nowhere near enough to keep me satisfied.

“Wow daddy, you’re still so hard. I bet no other guy could stay as big as you do daddy.”

“That’s right, you’ll never be able to find another man as amazing as your daddy is so why don’t you enjoy it while you can?”

She placed the cup down and slipped from her seat. She didn’t arise, she sunk down under the table onto the greasy floor, wiggling her way between my legs. It was a tight fit but with her legs sprawled out under her and her fine little ass squeezing down on top there was just enough room for her to fit.

“Hmm daddy,” she moaned to me, moving in close so that the hot scent of musk, that powerful aroma of manliness, burnt into her flared nostrils. “I can’t get enough of your big, fat, manly, dick.”

“Then help daddy feel good and I’ll make sure to feed you right from the tap.”

Zoey purred in a seductive way as her lips opened up, tongue drooping free and pressing into the base of my shaft. She drew her tongue up along the underside of my cock slowly, taking her time to trace a long, messy, slobber heavy trail from the the bottom to the very tip of my cock.

On arrival to the head, that thick bulbous glans, she pressed her tongue firmly to the side and allowed her lips to continue the ascent to the tip and over, covering my tip in her young, small, mouth.

Her lips squeezed down around me, embracing my manhood with a soft hug which sent pleasure racing through me. Like all guys the tip of my cock was so sensitive, being rubbed between a pair of teenage lips was naturally going to make me pulse in bliss.

She gave me one last look with those seductive green eyes, peeking from below the table, before closing them tightly and starting to bob her head in place, forcing more of my dick inbetween those lip pillows and into her mouth, girth being swallowed up by her mouth.

This was an A+ rated client with a handjob that fitted that bill; her blowjob also followed along with the rating. A plentiful amount of saliva drooled out of her and into my meat, glossing me in hot slobber and making that blowjob the messiest one imaginable. The air around us was filled the unmistakable noise of passionate slurping as she ravished my dick in her mouth, her movements growing faster and faster as she pleasured my cock in her expert mouth.

My fingers were threatening to pierce into the booth seat and rip the very stuffing from the insides, that’s how hard my nails were gripping into my chair as she bobbed her head and jerked me off with her mouth. She hadn’t even employed her final weapon yet.

Knowing she had me on the ropes she pushed even deeper, taking it past the usual depths she had been rocking into. This wasn’t another of her stroking, this was her pressing down tightly against me, fitting my girth into the incredible tightness of her teenage throat. She was going to squeeze my seed out my force with those vice like insides.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned out, doing what I could to keep my voice down. I rested a hand onto the back of her head, holding on with curling fingers, grasping into her blonde locks of hair. “You’re gonna milk me dry like this.”

Milking me dry seemed to be her plan as she finished the job, lips sealing as deep as they could go into me, resting on my lap as her eyes opened again to stare up to me. Her eyes were red, tears bubbling from the corners as her face was burning up a deep red. She was putting every ounce of effort she had into this and she was about to get her payoff.

“Here it comes,” I growled down to her ferociously, like a primal being as those sorts of desires raced through me. “Here it comes, here it comes. Swallow it all down.”

There would be no more filling up a cup, she was going to drink this one right down. I gripped my palm down and kept her buried into my lap as my orgasm raced free. Despite it being my second of the day, and in quick succession, the quantity and quality didn’t seem to drop; Zoey was still getting her insides completely plastered in hot jizz.

Shot after shot fired into her throat and bulged it out as she desperately tried to swallow up one load before the next came calling, very little time in between each. She was gagging around me but that only made me feel that much more amazing, that twitching throat milking more of my heavy, rich, orgasm from my tensing sack. It took quite some time for me to come down off that high.

Satisfaction had washed through me, my hand finally easing up on the head of the teen between my legs, letting her throw her head back off my member, finally being able to catch the breaths which she had been denied.

Zoey panted heavily, hot breaths rolling over my cock as her fingers rolled down to rub over her stomach.

“Hmm daddy, you gave me such a big helping. Nothing tastes better than your thick, manly, cum.” The feeling of her mouth so close to me, blowing onto my lap, it got my cock firm all over again. “Daddy! Are you seriously not satisfied yet?”

“Shh baby,” I said quietly, her voice far too loud for what we were doing.

“Sorry daddy it’s just so hard to control myself around you.”

I looked over the fast food place. It was still quite busy. Then my eyes spotted a sanctuary for the two of us. I zipped up my fly and grasped at her hand, pulling her out from under the table so we change from somewhere that the eyes of the public.

“Come on then. We need to go somewhere more private.”


The bathroom. Not the most romantic scene but when you’re horny and need to get away from any possible prying eyes there is no finer locations, especially when a well placed cleaning in progress sign afforded us some privacy. I dragged Zoey away and into one of the stalls, closing her sexy, young, body in with me. She was giggling all the way there, twirling her blonde hair around her finger.

“So daddy, why exactly did you decide to drag me in here?” She had a big grin on her face, knowing exactly what I wanted. She was already spreading her legs apart, licking across her succulent lips.

I grasped at her soft thighs and pushed them up, unzipping those tiny shorts of hers, slipping them down along her long legs, revealing her soft cotton panties, stained with a patch of wetness. She really was a good daughter in mind.

She wasn’t shy on showing me her soft, wet, pussy as I moved down to steal away her panties next. She was more than ready to satisfy my manhood which was just dying to see what that tightness would be like. It still remembered its last A+ rated pussy and her handjobs, her blowjobs, they had all been out of this world.

I slapped my cockhead onto her tight, little, cooch, sending a moan pouring from her lips.

“Oh daddy, you couldn’t possibly be planning to fuck your own little girl could you? You couldn’t possibly be planning to shove that big, fat, raw cock into me? You couldn’t possibly be planning to knock up your own daughter could you?”

She knew exactly what she was doing, trying to rile me up and it was working a treat. I felt my primal instincts boiling up from inside of me. I wanted to do it, I wanted to knock her up.

My hands squeezed around her ankles, grasping them upwards as I pressed my weight down onto her body and slowly began to sink my large, hard, member into her tight little pussy, growling out in lust.

“You better believe it. I’m going to breed you. Daddy is gonna a baby in that belly of yours.”

Finally I was inside of her, pressing down and being wrapped in the embrace of her pussy. I gritted my teeth tightly as I felt the texture of yet another A+ rated pussy. It was like bliss had captured me in its arms.

Zoey’s insides were so unbelievably tight. I may have been big but she had the natural talents of a slut, squeezing me for all I was worth. Her hot moans filled up the bathroom, the limit turned off on our muffled cries, letting them echo around the room as I began to pound my hips into her body.

Her arms wrapped up around my neck, fingers wrapping together as she clung on tight as I kept her firmly held and put all of my strength into fucking her hot twat. The incredible feeling of her pussy was bringing out all of my instincts. I was returning to my primal roots, lusting to seed this young body.

Our bodies clapped together wetly, her pussy truly gushing with juices, more of it being forced out by the pumping motion of my fat dick. Her toes curled up tightly as her nails dug into my skin, her eyes rolling back as she showed me quite clearly I wasn’t the only one feeling bliss.

I lifted her body up, my mighty body standing tall with my firm hands holding onto her legs, forcing her to bounce upon my large member, manhood spearing her tight, dripping, mound.

Zoey buried her face again my neck, moaning hotly and covering me in a messy layer of drool, dripping down and glistening over my sweaty skin. I was going to be forced to strip out of all my clothes at this rate, I was feeling far too hot; she was making me far too hot.

Listening closely I could hear her begging to me, begging me for more, begging me not to stop. The words were hazy, messy and being muffled by my skin but this close they were clear as day and I was more than happy to give her what she needed.

I pushed her back first into the stall door, using the extra purchase to really drill into her depths, invading her womb and reshaping her pussy for my personal use.

“Daddy,” she groaned out, the feeling of bliss clearly shown on her face. “Daddy you’re amazing. Please breed me. Please put your baby inside of me.”

The look on her face. The sparkle in her green, leaking eyes and the quivering of her soft, moaning, drool painted lips was enough to send me over the edge.

I slammed my hips into her, the door creaking from my force as I began to orgasm, as I began to seed her pussy. My jizz was hot and thick, spraying in messy loads into her pussy, filling that womb with enough cum to pack that teenage womb with a child.

She accepted it all, every rope of cum, her body trembling in excitement as she orgasmed around me, her juices gushing down into a splashing puddle on the ground, the two of us locked in a hot, horny, lustful embrace.

Once my orgasm had faded I pulled out of her, white seed pouring out of her, splattering down to join her juicy stain on the ground.

“Now baby,” I tutted, shaking my head at her as I gasped to catch my breath, “You’ll never get pregnant if you let all my cum out like that. I’ll just have to breed you again.”

Before she could give her own opinion I pressed myself back into her incredible pussy and began to pound her again, her angelic squeals filling up the room, a sympathy for just the two of us.


The sky outside was orange when I finally emerged from the bathroom. Had it really been so long? It must have been hours since I first went in there. With how many loads I’d blown into Zoey it wasn’t really too surprising.

Finally my body had been satisfied. It had only taken enough orgasms to enter well into the double figures but finally my lust for the day had been sated.

Alone I left the restaurant, another day well spent thanks to Slut Finder. Zoey could help herself out when she finally found strength in her legs. They were really going to need that cubicle later, I’d more than left my mark on it.

Speaking of leaving my mark I’d have to make sure to check up on Zoey another time. With the amount I’d came I’d definitely left my mark in her too.

Actually I’d probably need to check up with all the other I’d slept with thanks to Slut Finder as well.

Those were all concerns for another day. I had the power of Slut Finder at my possession and it would be a crime not to use it to my fullest. For today my needs had been satisfied but tomorrow I was going to back on the hunt for more A+ caliber woman to sleep with.

Level five now unlocked.


Level 5: The MILF

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+ caliber 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+ caliber 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.


Level 6: The Artist

Slut Finder was truly the best thing to ever happen to me. In the space of just two days I got to experience what it would be like to be both a father and a son, if either of those things were involved in an incestious relationship with their daughter or mother. I was one lucky man.

However two perspective altering experiences side by side was still not enough to satisfy me. I wasn’t looking for new viewpoints on family relations, I was looking for some sexy women who could satisfy my lust.

I’d reached the next level of Slut Finder and had also found out that my body recovered well from strenuous activity. I spent the entire day in a bedroom with a sexy, lustful, MILF and yet one day removed I was already ready to go and hunt down some more wonders for me to intoxicate with my charms, and by tricking them into looking into my phone.

On my previous ventures I hadn’t had much luck finding any A+ talent on my own doorstep so I took a ride into the city to find some fresh perspective and some fresh meat. The city was packed with so many people and the scanning range of my app was every expanding there was no way I wouldn’t be able to find someone who matched my expectations.

Once I got off at my stop I started up the scan and took a look through the results, hoping to find an angel staring me in the face. Salvation was at hand, this time fate hadn’t decided to be cruel and hide my prey from me, it had offered it up on a silver platter.

The recommended, A+ rated, result at the top of my results list was named Maya. It was an unusual name but that didn’t change the fact that she was understandably stunning. Only just into her twenties she was a pretty young thing with pale skin and wispy blonde hair. I wasn’t a guy who had a particular fetish for glasses but she could really pull them off.

She had the rating I wanted and her looks were matching up. With everything going my way I checked the locator and began to follow the trail to find my next wonder woman.

The location I was taken to was a high end apartment block. The condos here were big, fancy and expensive; was I stepping into the lion’s den with a lady of luxury? She listed her job as an artist so that had potential. I’d never heard of her but then again I wasn’t exactly a regular down at the gallery.

Slut Finder happily indicated to me which apartment she was in, and luckily as I was at the door somebody leaving allowed me access into the building. With the app in my hands luck always seemed to shine down above me. Ignoring that day I got fired of course.

Easily being able to find the right door I delivered a hearty knock, calling for my next beloved lay.

“Who is it?” There was a beep and a buzz as a voice came through the speaker system beside the door. Maybe I should have buzzed to start with? I wasn’t used to such fancy locations, my apartment complex couldn’t compare to this.

“Delivery,” I called back into the speaker system.

“What delivery? I don’t remember ordering nothing.”

I hadn’t actually expected a follow up question. Pizza was always a good one to use but was that a big cliche? She said she was an artist though.

“I have an order of paints for you.”

My words were unsure as I had to lie through my teeth which wasn’t as easy when the person I was speaking to wasn’t deep under hypnosis. Still my words seemed to work as there was another buzz as she spoke up again.

“Alright I’ll be right there.”

I waited for the door to open, already having my phone in hand, ready to capture her in my web. The door creaked as the side began to open, the beautiful girl I’d seen on my phone peeking out of the edge.

“Did the company send you?” she asked, only her head peeking around the corner of the entrance.

“Yes miss, the company sent me. I just need you to sign here.”

As usual I held the phone up. For some reason people just seemed to look into anything if you hold it up in front of them. All I had to do was lift and show and her eyes went straight to the screen, her face being washed over by a veil of blankness.

The moment of calmness on her face didn’t last for long, the usual mere amount of seconds, before life returned to those empty orbs behind her glasses. The hypnosis was now complete. For today’s act I had decided to be her model.

“You’re just in time,” she said happily, opening the door and grasping my wrist, tugging me inside.

The first thing I noticed was how little she was wearing. Apart from her glasses she was just wearing a black t-shirt, covered in paint. It covered all the important areas, just, but she definitely did not have anything on in the downstairs department. No shoes, so socks, no pants and no panties either.

The second thing I noticed was just how big the apartment was and the amazing view it offered. Large window panes covered most of the walls overlooking the city, giving an unobscured view of the surroundings.

Number three was how despite it being such a large apartment the only thing that really seemed to be inside was paintings, future paintings and the equipment which would be used to make said future paintings. This place looked more like a studio than it did a home.

“So do you live here or is this just your studio?” I asked, curiosity getting the better of me as she began to arrange her easel in her desired position.

“Studio slash living arrangement. My sponsors let me borrow this place for my art.”

Looking around at the paintings I could see it immediately jumped out that she had talent. She was no wannabee who simply used the word artist as a way to say that they like drawing or painting or taking photos, Maya was a proper artist. This stuff could go in a gallery if she wanted it to; some of it probably did already.

“Wow, this stuff is amazing,” I said in awe, looking over her impressionist works.

“Thanks man. Art is my release.” I couldn’t really tell her my release came through sleeping with women I’d hypnotized with a magic app.

“So where do you want me?”

Maya walked over to a spot in the middle of the room and tapped the end of a long paintbrush down across the ground.

“I’ll need you to stand right here, under the light.”

Taking my position in the center of the room, hoping that the visibility from the buildings across the way wasn’t too good, I grasped at the collar of my shirt.

“Would you like me to undress now?”

“Yeah, just take it off and throw them wherever.”

I began to undress myself on the spot, slipping out of those comfortable, body stifling clothes of mine, letting my fit body and my throbbing cock go free. My dick just couldn’t seem to settle down before it’d gotten to blow a load or a few with a hot chick.

Once I’d finished stripping down, kicking my stuff across the room I watched as Maya grasped at the base of her top and pulled it up over her head, stripping herself down to the nude and confirming to me she had been naked other than that shirt. All she had left was her glasses and some piercings, one in her ear and the rest in her ears.

“You know you don’t need to get naked too?” Not exactly sure I needed to mention that to her. I didn’t plan that for the hypnosis.

“It’s my process man. I gotta get naked to truly connect, to get my inspiration.”

Maya was a total nutcase but if she wanted to let me look at her sexy, fit, petite body then I wasn’t going to offer up any complaints.

I remained in place for her as she began to paint me. Her body was already covered in globs of paint which had flicked onto her while she worked and she was continuing the pattern while she was using me as a model. Obviously I didn’t plan on staying like this all day though, letting her paint me until she was finished. This was just the start of the master plan I’d devised and she was going to dance along to the script.

The more I leveled up the Slut Finder app the more details it allowed me to provide into the hypnosis. At level one I just got a slight outline of a scenario which I would hypnotise my target into believing; now I could pretty much script the entire thing.

Maya wasn’t just an artist with me as a model. She was also a horny girl who would grow hotter and needier the longer she painted her centerpiece for. The fact that she painted naked was only helping set the scene.

Her face began to glow very quickly into her work, cheeks turning into a shade of pink which was soon replaced with a glow of red. Her nipples stiffened and a glisten could be seen between her legs. There was no denying the effects taking over her body.

She was so deep into her work she stopped registering me as a person rather than a prop and her free hand idly slipped down between her legs and began to stroke and rub, unveiling her clit and starting to caress the sensitive nerve ending between her fingertips, moans softly pouring from her lips.

Her hips rocked in place as she grinded herself down along her fingers, less effort being put into the moving of her dominant, brush, hand in favor of more attention to her pussy stroking hand.

Even though I was a guy who had sampled the hottest babes around there was still something so appealing about seeing a cute girl masturbating so openly, with no inhibitions. Her legs were shaking as droplets dripped down into the paper covered floor, making a different sort of mess than the room was used to.

Maya entered into a world of her own, her artist work being sacrificed for total pleasure. It was easy for me to tell her concentration on the art had wavered as I’d left my spot and approached her.

I wrapped a hand around her body, dipping my fingers between her legs and joining her in rubbing that tender pussy. I pressed my chest against her back and pushed her small tits into the wet, paint covered canvas, staining her pale body in a thick layer of paint. Even if the image on the canvas hadn’t formed into anything similar to me there was still a lot of colours to mark on her skin.

“Hey, what are you up to?” she whined out, her body trembling softly, cheeks burning up like two ripe cherries.

With my gripping hand I pulled her body back and looked at her body, chest stealing away the colour from the canvas, stained all down her front.

“I was just trying to make some art of my own. Look at that, so beautiful.”

Stealing one of her paintbrushes from the side I licked the tip and began to caress the brush across one of her stiff nipples, flicking it up and down under the force of my drag.

Maya shivered as I worked over her body, using her body like my canvas as I lifted her body back up against mine, sliding my shaft down between her legs, rubbing it between those thick, meaty, thighs and her juicy pussy, savoring her softness.

Her hand moved from her clit down to my huge rod, stroking the head with her palm, being stained with my dripping pre, leaving her glistening with the wetness.

“You were looking at it all the time while you were painting, weren’t you?” I growled up to her, licking along those pierced ears of hers.

“Yeah. I’d never seen such a big one before. It’s amazing,” she confessed, seeming a lot more forward than the other girls I’d encountered in personality even without my hypnotic help.

“I’m sure you didn’t get a good look being so far away. Why don’t you have a better look?”

“I could use it as a reference,” Maya said as I released the firmness of my grip to let her slip from me, the artist turning and crouching down in front of me, taking a look at the full size of my hard, throbbing, cock.

She wasn’t content with just looking, she had to touch me too. She rubbed her fingers along my side, feeling my firmness, my girth, my length all in her finger as she burned every inch of my shaft into her mind. She may not have any interest in using it in her art but she’d sure remember it whenever her lust got the better of her on those lonely nights.

“So, how is it? Does it live up to expectations up close?” I proclaimed smugly, my ego definitely flattered by her obsession.

“Expectations and more. Look how big these are too.”

Maya cupped her hand under my crotch, grasping my sack into her hand, rolling my heavy nuts around her palm, fingers helping them shift with gentle touches; she was dealing with a tender area after all.

“I’d never really put that much thought into them. I guess with how much I cum it’s only natural that they’d be big.”

“They’re like apples,” she said in awe, the sight reflected in her eyes. “I could use them in some contemporary art piece.”

“No thank you Maya.” She did come out with some strange things. “Are you sure you wouldn’t just prefer me to release my hot, sticky, white paint all over your canvas of a chest.”

The inspiring artist looked at me, then down at her petite, paint covered chest, and then back up to me with a hint of confusion on her face.

“Was that an innuendo for cum?”

“It was an innuendo for cum.”

“Well I’m not that endowed in the chest department so you’ll have to make do with my hands.”

Maya wrapped her palm around my firm manhood and began to stroke me in steady rhythm, her eyes watching the magic work with a glint in her eye. She opened her mouth, letting her tongue hang out to drool down onto my cock, lifting her palm away to allow the slobber droplet to gush down between our skin, creating a wet gloss to help her perform the deed.

It was only natural an artist would be good with their hands, her handjob felt amazing. It was like she was creating another masterpiece, showing my cock the same level of care she would one of her paintings, stroking me with the right level of grip without suffocating my flow.

“That feels so nice,” I moaned out for her, just to let her know what an amazing job she was doing.

“Thanks. I’ve never done this before, well sober anyway. Usually I’m on Mars when I’m doing stuff like this.”

If this was her grounded on Earth then who knows what she’d be like at other times. Her talent was exceptional, as to be expected with somebody carrying the coveted A+ rating from Slut Finder.

Her talents caused my cock to begin throbbing in her palm, the veins surging noticeably along my girth. I was about to cum and I couldn’t hold it any longer.

“Brace yourself Maya, here comes your portrait.”

I gave her all the warning I could before I released and began to orgasm over her body, shooting my ropes of cum out of my hose and onto her chest. The white, creamy, texture of my jizz draped across the paint stained tits of the sexy, young, artist who collected every shot with her body, even getting some to strike against her chin.

Drips of white trickled off of her jawline as her chest was plastered, Maya running a finger through the stickiness, swirling it around in a small, idle, circle.

“Wow it’s so hot. It’s mixing with the colours too.”

“That looks beautiful but you know that’s not what cum is for. It’s designed for creating a much more striking, beautiful work of art than that.”

She raised an eyebrow, my innuendo once again seeming lost on the scatterbrain.

“What? I don’t get that one.”

I sighed. Some people really like to live up to a stereotype. The artist not being the most intelligent, what an expectation she liked to match. I just had to come out and explain myself.”

“The most beautiful work of art that a man and a woman can make together of course. Putting my seed into you and making a baby together.”

“O-o-o-oh. I see,” she muttered softly, her usually pale cheeks growing a dark shade of red as she fidgeted with her hands, still stained with a mixture of my cum and the paint from her body. “I guess we could try that.”

Of course my cock had yet to be satisfied. It was still big, it was still rock hard and it was still aching to do more to this sexy girl before me. Hearing her give her consent was of course expected and guaranteed thanks to the hypnosis but it still made my little friend throb in job. I had to have her, now.


“You sure it’s okay for me to be here?” I asked her. The art studio didn’t seem like the appropriate place for our joining, even if we were playing artist and model. The two of us had relocated to her bedroom. It wasn’t fancy, rather plane with a low sunken bed in the middle but it would do.

“Well I’ve never made art in here before but there is a first time for everything.”

“Yes. This will be your first time making a baby after all, won’t it?”

She squirmed around below me, her naked body writhing on the sheets, my own body casting a shadow across her paint covered form.

“Well if you mean have men came inside me before then yes but I’ve always made sure to keep it to my safe days if I can, while using protection but right now it’s dangerous and I’m not using anything and…”

I placed my finger down onto her lips to silence her for the moment, only pulling it away so I could replace it with something much more appealing. I pressed our lips together and locked us together into a firm kiss that only grew deeper as the moments passed.

My hands ran down her sides and grasped onto her hips, pulling them closer so that I could grind my meat rod between her sticky curtains, rubbing against her pussy with a desire to rut and paint my white seed in her womb.

I rolled my hips to help get her into the right mood to fuck, her cunny dripping and washing over my tip with a juicy trickle, her tongue swirling against mine as drool ran from the corner of our mouths and ran down our jaws. She was definitely ready for what was going to come next.

Using my strength I squeezed the largeness of my cock into the tightness of her sweet slit, her hands latching into my back, nails digging in deeply to my skin as I entered her body. She was leaving her mark down me as the clung on, scraping lashes down my back. I was going to leave my mark in her, it was only fair she left it on me too.

With her under me I lowered myself as deep as I could enter until my lap sealed into hers and my heavy balls rested against her apple shaped ass, squeezing us together as our chests joined and my own body was stained with a rainbow of shades, lips still not parting. I held in place, cock buried into her body, getting her used to my size before I began to thrust and stir up her juiciness like I’d done to so many women in the past.

Her pussy was a work of art itself. I had to settle in her for so long due to how unbelievably tight it was and still it was squeezing me. It was going to take all my willpower not to be a quick-shot and to provide her with the service a wonderfully, sexy, chick like her deserved from a stud like me.

I began to put more power into my thrusts. I was no longer testing the waters to see how she reacted to me and if she was also in bliss, I was fucking her like a beast with its bitch, getting carried away to take us both over the edge of ecstasy.

Our lips finally parted from each other as the moans poured from us, needing to drink up the air to fuel the force we were putting into our bodies.

“Fuck it feels even bigger inside, “Maya gurgled out, drool still trapped in her mouth, pouring down over her chin as she groaned, “I don’t know how I’m gonna concentrate on painting again, the thought of your huge cock is permanently going to be burned into my mind and my body.”

“You say some crazy things, you know that?” I growled as I swung my body up and down, meaty nuts colliding with her ass and causing it to slap and glow with a hot shade of red, one to match that glow on her cheeks. She was as hot for me as I was for her.

“Well I can’t help it. I’m crazy for you!” she moaned out once more, her insides massaging over my pulsing shaft. She was going to milk me dry, her body ached for my white paint to stain her insides. I didn’t have much willpower left in the tank.

“You were already crazy. You just passed it on to me.”

I scooped my arms back behind the back of her head, pulling my body tighter together as I began to hammer down into her body, making her entire form trembling and shake under me as I put all my energy into the last seconds of this intense session.

“Oh my god!” Her words screamed out from under my body as she tightened up below. Her own orgasm was being triggered, I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Maya I’m cumming!” I gritted my teeth together as I refused to give in to the surge racing through my shaft. In the end I didn’t get a choice and finally surrendered the battle as my orgasm overpowered me.

My baby making paint released in an intense explosion of spraying white cream. Ropes of thick, fertile, jizz poured directly into her womb, packing it with excessive quantities of my seed. Our bodies remained locked as she trembled around me through her trembling, squirting orgasm as I poured every drop of my own deep into her submitting body.

What was fit to be counted in seconds seemed closer to minutes or hours as the whole world went white as the two of us were bathed in a unity of extreme pleasure.

It took me time to figure out quite where I was once I came down from the high of my powerful orgasm, drawing my hips back to let the stickiness trickle from that juicy pink pussy I’d plastered with my cum, panting heavily as I tried to gush up the air. A+ rated pussy really was the best.

I stumbled back as I pushed onto my legs, tumbling down off the side of the bed which luckily was just a mattress on the floor to start with, giving me a good view of my creation. I hadn’t came that had for a long time.

Maya sat up slowly in the middle of the bed, the sheets painted with cum and the actual paint from our bodies. She looked down, parting her pussy lips which trickled a thick helping of warm cum, shivers racing through her body. Then she did something I did not expect, licking her mouth and looking at me with seductive eyes.

“Are you sure this is enough paint? I want our art to be a masterpiece? Got anymore?”

My cock shot straight up, rigid all over again as the blood came rushing back. She grinned and turned over onto the front, raising her ass at me, beckoning me over with a finger. It seemed I still had a lot left to learn about art.


Level 7: The Neighbor

Slut Finder had given me a magical week to remember. Thanks to its high tech scanning powers, strong hypnotic abilities and seemingly magical influence on the world around it I was living a life of luxury, sleeping with the most beautiful and sexually talented women I could find.

After such an intoxicating few days I assumed that Slut Finder had already played all of its card and had no other surprises for me. Little did I know I was wrong.

As expected after my last session Slut Finder had once again progressed in level, now up to level seven; there didn’t seem to be any end to this process.

Being exhausted from the day before, sleeping with the gorgeous artist I found, I didn’t actually check back with Slut Finder until I awoke in the morning. Despite being good and drained yesterday, releasing all of my paint to make a masterpiece in her womb, my cock was hard again upon waking up. Nothing could prevent my morning wood it seemed.

With the will to get up not yet in me, too much of the blood needed to work those legs and my brain being present in my crotch, I reached over to my phone and took a look. Slut Finder had been the last thing I’d opened and had never been closed which meant it was there waiting for me, with a message.

“You have now reached level seven,” the text on the screen read. “S rank now unlocked.”

A cold sweat started to drip down me as I read those words, a shiver rumbling from deep within. S rank? That couldn’t possibly be a new rank could it? A new rank that even surpassed the A+ rank? A+ was incredible, I didn’t know sex could be so good. Was Slut Finder trying to tell me there was something better and that it would now guide my way? The will to get out of bed found itself rather quickly once those thoughts began to race through me.

Right away I started up the scan. With the ever increasing scanning range of the app just maybe I’d be able to find someone with this rank close by. Perhaps the app had been leaving them off the results before, waiting for me to earn them.

I was right.

The result which came back, in the recommended section, had that magical letter written in the ranking section. There was one of these angels living close. Really close actually. On closer inspection, they actually lived in the same apartment building I did.

On an even closer inspection, they actually lived on the same floor I did.

On an even closer inspection than that, they actually lived in the room next to mine.

A twitch ran through my brow. Was this app joking? Was it trying to tell me that an absolutely perfect woman had been living next to me all this time and I hadn’t even known about it!? Fate was a cruel mistress.

I calmed myself. No, fate wasn’t cruel. Fate had delivered to me Slut Finder which allowed me access to women that I would only be able to encounter into my dreams otherwise and now it had revealed to me that the best lay of all was just one room from mine.

Determination raced through me as I arose from my bed, a sense of purpose instilled into my being. There was a gorgeous woman, given an S rank rating, waiting for me next door. I couldn’t let this opportunity go to waste.


It may have made me seem like a poor member of the community but I didn’t actually really know my neighbors. I’d seen people going up the halls and going into rooms, I’d even said a passing hi to people too, but I didn’t really know them. Still I’d be making that up now by getting to personally know my next door neighbor.

I’d already read up on the details about and her and given her picture plenty of checking out. Her name was Chloe and she was a single businesswoman who obviously didn’t falter in the looks department.

She was older than me but didn’t look it in her face and I had no reason to doubt her body would be any different. Having already placed the hypnotic script into the phone I steeled myself and knocked on her front door. I knew she was in, now all I had to do was wait for her to answer.

“I’m coming!” I heard her voice calling out from behind the door as the sound of footsteps soon began to patter on the other side, the door creaking open to reveal the auburn haired beauty to my mortal eyes. “Hello?”

Her voice was smooth like butter. How had I chosen not to introduce myself to such a stunning neighbor in all the time I lived here? I’d have to thoroughly give myself a kicking later on.

“Hey,” I said back to her, trying to sound as cool as possible. “I live next door. I was wondering if you’d seen this person hanging around here lately.”

Did Slut Finder enchant people to look at it or were humans simply programmed to look at things if you held them up and asked them to look? Once again, just like all the others, Chloe looked into the screen of my phone and found herself under the hypnotic powers of the app.

The void took over her face and reduced her to a blank slate, ready to be scripted, Slut Finder installing my vision for our session into her mind and turning it into fact.

I hadn’t played around with the outfit changing function of the phone in a while, not since I played teacher and student in the school. This time though it was me who was getting the outfit change, my tatty shirt and jeans being transformed into a classy suit in a matter of moments. I had to say I looked pretty sharp in this.

The reason I’d been placed in a suit was for the scenario I decided to play out this time. What better way to get into a woman’s home than as a salesman? Slut Finder should have given me a briefcase too.

As I thought that a briefcase formed into my free hand. Slut Finder really was too incredible to be real. At what point was I going to wake up and find out that this had all just been a dream?

I had my outfit now and I’d completed my hypnosis of Chloe. The life came flooding back into her face, the beauty snapping in place like she’d just popped free out of a daydream. I’d take the lead while she was still finding her feet.

“Good afternoon miss, “I said clearly, trying my best to put on a sales voice. “I was wondering if I could come in and show you some products that you may be interested in.”

Unlike me Chloe’s outfit hadn’t changed. She didn’t need to change for her role, an orange sweater and jeans would do her just fine. In such casual attire it must have been a day off for her.

“Sure thing, come on in,” she said cheerfully, welcoming me into her home. Despite the fact that we lived in next door apartments her place looked a lot more clean and polished than mine. The smell in the air was also a lot more fresh.

I made myself as home, heading in and taking a seat on her couch, placing my briefcase on the table in the center of the room. Chloe joined me a few moments later, smiling from ear to ear.

“Would you like anything to drink?” She really was being a good host. I didn’t know if this was all the hypnotic charm or if she was just a much nicer neighbor than me.

“No thank you miss, I’m too eager to get started for such a thing. If you’d like to have a seat then I’ll show you our first product.”

Chloe nodded and sat down next to me on the couch, the smell of perfume from her skin pleasantly tickling my nose. I should have came around here a long time ago.

With no need to waste anymore time I got to work, opening up the container and pulling out the goods. It wasn’t the briefcase I was opening though. I unzipped my fly and fished out my large cock, still hard from this morning and not yet blessed with any satisfaction to bring its energy levels down.

“This miss is my cock,” I said to her, grasping the engrossed shaft in my hand. “As you can see it’s big and it’s hard. For today only I’m offering you the chance to satisfy my cock for me. What do you say miss?”

She bit down firmly on her bottom lip, nibbling softly as she eyed up my hard meat. I knew that I was hung for a guy and I liked to brag about it and I loved when women stared at it with such intent, even if it was thanks to a hypnotic trance.

“Hmm, what’s the catch?” she asked me, her hands fidgeting around on her lap.

“I’m glad you asked. The catch is I’m going to need to use every hole on your body to see just how amazing women like you are at sex. I cannot guarantee that I will not cum deep in every one of your holes, over and over again, until the sun goes down.”

Her cheeks were glowing red as she listened to my proposal, her eyes greedily trailing along the full length of my shaft. I already knew what her answer was going to be.

“That’s quite the catch. Where do I begin?”

“You can begin with your hands miss. Get a feel for that cock and then we’ll move on to that pretty mouth of yours.”

I moved my hand away from my lap so that she could take its place, moving both of her soft hands over and grasping around my girth. She cupped around the base with interlocking fingers, slowly pumping up and down to stroke me between a sandwich of soft palms.

My cock throbbed to her touch and made a small moan trickle from her lips. I was surprised to see just how excited she was to be playing with my cock. Maybe I was a better salesman than I thought?

“It’s huge,” Chloe said to me, her eyes unable to come away from my member. “I’ve never seen one so big before.”

“Well it's all yours to enjoy miss,” I growled out, excited by just the touch of her silky, smooth, palms. “I think you’ve got a good feel for it now, isn’t it time you began to use that mouth?”

She nodded in agreement, moving back down to grasp as the base as she leaned in to me, lowering down to bring her lips towards direct contact with my cock. She hovered just short of a kiss with the head, letting her tongue roll from her lips and drawing it against my sensitive dick. It was like she was lapping up an ice cream, dragging her tongue up and down in stroking motions, tenderly pleasuring my manhood. I throbbed in excitement, how could some simple tongue play hit all the right spots?

Her licking moved onto a suckle as her mouth finally close the short gap between us, her lips connecting with my girth, kissing her mouth against my bulbous cockhead. The kiss was soft but passionate, slowly slipping in deeper to envelop more of my largeness inside.

Soon the sight of my cockhead was gone and it was all contained within her lips. Those thick pillows squeezed around the girth, sandwiching me in her tightness as she began to rock her body forward and back, putting her shoulders into bobbing and sucking my cock.

She seemed to twist and roll her tongue around my size, bathing me in her saliva as she worshipped my manhood in her mouth. She didn’t have the intensity other women I’d been with had but seemed to be able to expose all of my weaknesses, targeting each and exploiting them with ease. Was this the natural talent of a businesswoman?

I felt like I was melting in her mouth. She was so gentle with me and yet my willpower was being drained away from me. I was used to going all day but I could already feel myself throbbing. She was going to milk me dry just like that.

“How are you so good at this?” I queried, fingers digging into the couch deeply as she suckled me. Her green eyes rolling up to look at me as she sunk deeper against me, planting her lips against my crotch, was her only answer.

Her final act had pressed my thick mushroom into the entrance of her throat where it was firmly squeezed down in that sexual vice. That was it, I could contain myself no longer. I pressed a hand down onto the top of her head and forced her to remain exactly where she was as the first orgasm of the day washed through me.

My hips jerked under her as I thrust my body into those lips and pumped out my cum, spraying my thick cream deep into her throat, bathing it with a shade of white. The sticky cream clung to her insides as ropes fired from the lavished member, being milked dry by her otherworldly throat. How could she be so talented?

I was trembling by the time I stopped cumming and released my hand from her head and in return she released me from the heaven known as her mouth. I was already gasping for breath from the experience. At least when she gasped for air she had an excuse with where she’d just been.

“Hmm, delicious,” the sexy female moaned to me, slowly drawing her tongue around her lips. Had I bitten off more than I could chew with this one?

My impressive libido helped me to get hard again in a mere instance, just one blowjob, no matter how incredible, was going to be able to satisfy the lust that I felt. That was fine by me, I couldn’t let myself lose here. I’d conquered six women since getting Slut Finder and I would make it seven.

“Alright take your clothes off,” I commanded, tugging at my tie as I began to strip myself down, “We’re not stopping until I complete the full service.”

All her holes would be mine.


I’d questioned whenever her body would be as good as her looks. She passed that test with flying colours. Despite the fact she was older than me she had the body of a cheerleader.

“So how do I look?” she asked me, swaying from side to side with her arms up and out of the way, giving me the full view of her body. Her long slender legs, her flat stomach and her perky breasts. She brushes her fingers through the wisp of hair between her legs as she hummed. “I know I could have tidied up a little but I hope you like what you see.”

“Oh baby, there won’t be any complaints from me. Now why don’t you turn around and show me that round ass of yours.”

Chloe turned around, pressing her hands down onto the arm of the couch, leaning back to present to me her round ass, shaking it from side to side with a slight wiggle.

I approached, slapping a hand into her booty, giving it a small spank and leaving it glowing with a vivid shade of pink before I slipped my touch lower, curling my fingers upwards, grinding across her pussy lips.

She shivered as I pressed inwards, tasting her insides with my wiggling digits, squirming around her wet insides, pumping soft moans from her lips as I worked to get her body ready for what was about to come next.

I wasn’t content with just getting her a bit wet. She’d made me cum so easily with her mouth, she’d made me orgasm with such intensity, I needed to pay her back. I didn’t want to be beaten.

My fingers curled up and pumped her sharply, hand compressing between her thighs to sink in deep, stirring around her insides as those soft moans grew deeper and heavier, hotness dripping from her lips.

“Oh, ah,” she moaned, lips quivering to every movement of my hand. I’d been practicing this ability, the power to pleasure, over the last few days. I wanted her to squeal for me.

I rocked my wrist in her insides, exposing her g-spot and striking it with dangerously accurate thrusts, doing what she had done to me and aiming for her weaknesses to make her body tremble. I could feel her legs quivering below me as I was forcing an orgasm to build up in her depths, fingering without remorse until I heard her squeal out into the air.

“Ah, I’m cumming!”

Her entire body tensed up as I triggered an explosive, squirting, orgasm from my neighbor, Chloe spraying out her lustful juices in an arc, spraying into her couch and staining the fabric with glistening liquid.

She probably wanted time to rest after her orgasm but now that I had equalled our scores I had to get ahead. With her pussy still quivering I dragged my fingers out and replaced them with my throbbing manhood, burying myself into her tender sweetness with a long thrust.

“Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, let’s get back to business,” I growled into her, grasping her hips tightly and holding her as I began to thrust sharply, making her body shake and rock forwards and back, moans pouring from her mouth.

“Wait I’m still sensitive!” she whined back to me, her pussy raw from her fresh orgasm but that didn’t stop me, I was aiming for conquest.

Just as expected she felt incredible. I was now a man who could appreciate the finer things in life and she was the finest yet, it felt I was thrusting into heaven itself; it only drove me to go even harder.

With domination as my goal I gripped my fingers tightly into her sides and placed all of my strength into burying my hard length into that sweet honeypot, my abs slapping into her round ass and spanking them with a slight jiggle from the impact, making her body moan at volumes the entire block would hear us. Luckily she didn’t have to worry about disturbing her neighbor, he was the one inside of her.

I wrapped an arm around one of her legs and hooked it upwards, tilting her body to the side so I could properly see the way we connected, my manhood sinking into her dripping pussy, and that moaning, blushing, squealing face of hers. It filled up my primal love for domination.

“So what do you think of the service?” I asked her, wanting to make her talk, wanting to hear her squeal for me as I stirred up her insides.

“It’s the best cock I’ve ever had,” she moaned back, her eyes heavy as I thrust submission into her sexy body, shaking her frame with every powerful thrust into her twat.

“You’re damn right it is. You’ll never taste a cock this good again unless you come crawling back to me. I’m going to leave my mark inside of you!”

I didn’t usually act so ferocious but I couldn’t help myself, she’d brought the devil out inside of me and soon I was going to be leaving it minions inside of her. My insides were aching for release in her wonderful body, there wasn’t going to be long before I sprayed my seed again.

Knowing the moment of release was close I put all of my force into my hips, drilling in with incredible energy, stirring her up with an intensity that few ever felt. A body like this was the perfect vessel to channel my libido into.

The moment arrived at last, I did my best to hold it off for as long as possible but in the end I surrendered and allowed my cum to release and pour into her insides, filling her womb with a hot burst of cum which doused the flames in her body and replaced it with a heavy, sticky, cum filling.

My body tensed and throbbed as I released into her and she released over me, orgasming around my cock in a way that coursed through every inch of her body, filling the air with her moans as she rocked and twisted in place. Both of us had been driven to bliss by the other.

I kept a tight hold of her squirming body as slowly my orgasm drew to an end, my whole body feeling lighter after I’d buried such a large quantity of cum into her body, the whiteness following my cock out of her body, gushing down her mound and to the floor with large, wet, drips.

“So much,” she groaned, the confidence earlier replaced with submission for my alpha status, her pussy given a reminder of just who the boss was here.

“Why are you acting like it’s over?” I asked, Chloe giving the atmosphere of this being the end of our session. I was having none of that and I grasped at her hips and threw her down onto the couch. “Didn’t I say I was going to leave my load in all of your holes?”

“What?” Chloe gasped out as she laid on her back, looking up at me as the cum dripped from her mound down over her ass, lubing up that tight ring of hers. “But we already did so much.”

I took a hold of the tie I’d taken off earlier which had been cast over the table, using it to bind her wrists together so that she couldn’t fight me, to make it clear her only option was to submit to me.

“And now we’re going to do a little bit more. You see I’m not here to satisfy your needs. You’re here to satisfy mine.”

With her arms taken out of action I grasped her thighs and pulled her hips towards me, forcing myself into her tightest of holes with a teeth gritted groan, squeezing into the cum lubed ring and pushing myself into her S class body.

“Stop I’ve never done that before-ah!” she squealed out as I managed to press my way inside of her tightest part. It was like a whole other animal than her pussy, it was strangling me with a tight, vice like grip. I was playing with fire once again, I wouldn’t last long battling against this incredible entrance.

Needing to stamp my authority into every part of her I kept my grip on her body and began to pound into her behind, starting off slowly at first to get us both used to the size difference and the new sensation, my movements quickly starting to get faster as I fell under the intoxicating spell of her small ring.

I wasn’t the only one who fell under a spell. What started as teary eyed squeals switched to passionate moans over the course of a minute. The look of worry on her face had melted away and had been replaced with that of a bitch in heat.

“I had no idea!” Chloe moaned out, face the picture of bliss, “I had no idea that this could feel so good!”

“Better believe it,” I grunted, not letting my hips pause, keeping her on the edge of sanity with my manhood as the perpetrator.

Now that she was enjoying it as much as I was it meant I had license to really let go and thrust into her with all my might, wanting to send her crazy for me, so crazy that even once the hypnosis ended she’d still be lusting for my cock.

Her moans flooded the room as our bodies clapped together thanks to the force of my hips slapping into her round ass, burying my throbbing manhood into the vice like center with a ruthless efficiency, locking our bodies together in taboo bliss.

I had promised to use all of her holes and I had made no promises about not filling each and every one with cum. I’d blasted her mouth with my cum, I’d flooded her pussy with my jizz and finally it was her asses turn to taste all of my thick manhood.

“I’m almost there,” I warned her as I felt my insides bubbling up in excitement, “I hope you’re ready. I hope you’re ready to have your last hole marked as my property.”

“Yes yes yes!” she screamed out, the fittings almost shaking from the volume. “Do it, do it! Mark me as your property!”

“How can I resist? I’m going to cum, I’m going to make your ass my own!”

I gritted my teeth together as the orgasm raced through my body, making it tremble in place. The hotness of my release escaped my shaft and blasted itself into the depths of her ring, spraying out rope after rope of thick, manly, cream into her feminine body, marking it with my orgasm. Now every hole of hers had tasted my cum.

We remained locked in place, my arms gripping around her as she was still unable to use hers, bodies grinding together as I unleashed every drop of my seed into her hole, not parting ways until she was good and claimed.

Slowly I drew back, the conquering hero, the wench claimed as my property. It could all fade away as soon as the hypnosis ended but looking down there and then, she was mine.

She was even more exhausted than I was, panting hotly and heavily, her chest pumping in place while her cheeks glowed a hot, intense, red. Of course though, with my levels of lust and someone as intoxicating as her, there was still a devil lurking on my shoulder.

“Chloe, you don’t have anything you need to do today, do you?”

Looking up at me in confusion she shook her head.

“No, nothing I can think of.”


“Good,” I growled, leaning tightly over her body, casting my presence over her smaller form, “Because I have a lot more to show you before I need to go.”

Her heart seemed to skip a beat below me as she saw the predator in my eyes, a moan pouring from her lips.

“Anything you say sir.”

I had conquered my prey, now it was time to start having some fun with her.


Level 8: The Dancer

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.


Level 9: The Farmer

There was a point where the sun shining into my room, signalling the start of a new day, filled me with dread. Oh no, I thought to myself, now I have to get up and lumber off to another boring day of work. Slut Finder saved me from all of that.

Now mornings are a wonderful thing. I feel filled with energy and optimism, knowing that ahead of me is a day filled with loose women and limited inhibitions. Slut Finder is the best thing to ever happen to me. This last week and a bit have been the best moments of my life.

The only issue with Slut Finder is it had spoiled me. There was a time when picking any women up from a bar was a result for me and going through the deed, no matter the standards, was always incredible. Now that I could have anybody only the best could do. Once you’d tasted a fine wine you couldn’t just go back to buying value from the supermarket.

This new S rank had set the bar at a higher level, one that I didn’t want to dip below. If I could have anybody I only wanted the very best around. The issue with only being able to pick from the best is trying to find them. With a pool so small finding those gems isn’t easy. Sure I managed to find a dancer who blew my mind but that took a lot of hard work to discover. There had to be an easier way.

Step in Slut Finder and its new level, number nine.

Slut Finder had given me lots of bonuses along the way, the increased ranks being the most well received but today it decided to have something else in store for me. A new scanning feature.

Previously the app had scanned the entire area and had given me the result of everybody in the area with limited success. Today Slut Finder presented me with the option of an advanced search. It allowed me to limit down the details of women I wanted to search for. From name to age to occupation to, my favorite, ranking.

There was an extra level of beauty to being able to condense down what I was looking for, other than just cleaning up the results. Looking for less allowed the scanning range to increase. Looking for only the rare S rank allowed me a much larger scan range than usual. Finally, an easy way to find the women of my dreams.

I fired up the search and allowed my phone to scan the area for results. Three entries were brought back to me, only three. One was my neighbor who I had already ravished. Another was the dancer I’d taught some moves. The third was brand new to me.

Her name was Courtney and she was just nineteen years old. I expected to see the locator directing me towards the city to find her but in fact it was heading the other way. A look at her occupation spelled out the reason. Farmer. Looks like I was heading into the countryside.


Being a city slicker and the kind of guy who used to work in an office I didn’t really head down this way, leaving behind the tall buildings that towered ahead to enter into plains of meadows and forest.

Not knowing the area I used my phone as a guide to direct my way, taking a bus out into what appeared to be the middle of nowhere before following the trail and my app’s directions.

After a ten minute walk a set of buildings finally came into view. House, barn and huts all around, this was without a doubt the farm I had been looking for.

The place looked like the kind of farm you’d see in a children’s book, the kind that would be engraved into the mind of a youngster. Sometimes stereotypes really did live up to the real experience. There were horses and cows in the fields and the sound of animals flowing through the air. I had no clue such a place was so close.

Looking at the animals was fine but it was a bird I was after and I wasn’t in the market for a chicken or two. Following the directions of the app I moved in closer to the main house of the farm where I finally managed to lay my eyes on the one I’d come to meet.

It was hard to picture such a beauty working on a farm when I saw the good looking gal’s face in the recommended section of Slut Finder but seeing her in action really cemented the image into me. Tanned skin, dripping with sweat, even under the shade of a large hat. Loose fitting jean clothing and thick cowgirl boots. How did someone doing such a manly job manage to still look so feminine and sexy?

Just watching her work, shifting around stacks of hay, already had me throbbing and ready to go. I couldn’t just stand around watching her, I’d end up passing out through blood loss. I tapped the hypnotic button on my phone, prepared myself, and moved in for the kiss.

“Hey miss,” I opened with, beckoning over to her as I swooped on close.

“Howdy partner. Can I do something for ya?”

The way she talked, that country droll to her voice, it was like something straight out of a western.

“I was wondering if you could help me. Have you seen this dog around here?”

It was the same plan, the same plan I employed every single time that continued to work with such ruthless and efficient perfection and once again it delivered my target to me on a platter.

She tipped the front of her hat up and leaned forwards, looking into my phone and was instantly enchanted and entranced, placed under Slut Finder’s spell. My command was drilled into her mind and accepted without concern, her mind fresh for the molding while she was stuck in a trance. Once the emotion came back to her eyes I knew it was done.

Slut Finder had an extra way to show me this particular idea was a success. Previously my outfit had been changed through the hypnosis and my partners had, but never the both of us at the same time. Reality began to warp as both of us had our clothing changed into a brand new style.

My outfit swap was the more subtle of the two. My shoes were transformed into cowboy boots and a matching hat formed on my head, protecting me from the sun above. My jeans, my t-shirt, that all remained the same.

Courtney though was going through a full costume change. Her cowgirl appearance was stripped away and replaced with a more literal meaning to the term cowgirl.

Her loose fitting shirt was condensed down into a tight bra, clinging to her large chest. Her jeans did something similar and transformed into a small pair of panties, revealing more ass than they hid. Her boots turned thigh-high in length and hugged her legs while the gloves did similar up the length of her arms. The one thing that all of them had in common was a cow print design.

Along with just cow print clothing a thick collar formed around her neck, hanging a small bell off the front while around her head formed a headband which came complete with the horns. She’d been turned into a very different type of cowgirl.

I enjoyed seeing her in her actual work clothes but nothing could compare to seeing her on the farm in that cow print bikini, revealing that her tanned skin was actually an all over look.

This though was not the time to be admiring the looks of my newest lover. I had to stamp down my authority as the farmer over my animal.

“Now,” I said firmly, looking down at my cowgirl, cupping her chin and tilting it up towards me. “What are you doing out here?”

She began to fidget with herself like a child who had been caught misbehaving. Now was a better time to admire her looks, especially just how big her chest was. I couldn’t tell when she had a shirt on but her chest was absolutely giant. This wasn’t part of Slut Finder’s influence was it?

“I don’t know,” she muttered softly, nibbling on her bottom lip. “Am I in trouble sir?”

“You will be if you don’t take me back to the milking stall with you this instant young lady,” not that she was that much younger than me.

Of course my threat more than did the trick and she grasped a hold of my arm tightly and began to tug me along with her. I was getting the grand tour in a way no other would.

“Sorry sir, right away.” Her words were quick and hectic, just like her feet pattering across the dirt floor of the farm. A good girl like her probably wanted to stay out of trouble. It was fine though, soon she was going to be behaving like a very bad girl.

The milking shed was pretty much what I expected it to be. Outside it looked like a large barn, tinted in a shade of red, and within there were rows of metallic stalls filled with cows; real cows and not any skimpily dressed girls like I had in my possession.

After guiding me into the middle of the barn, Courtney turned around and looked at me with big, brown, expecting eyes. Was she looking to be praised for her work? Buckling I pressed my hand down onto her head and gave her a small pat.

“Now that’s a good girl,” I rumbled out, a cheerful smile forming on her lips. Then I noticed something quite unusual with the sexy little thing. On her chest, in that tight cow print bikini top of hers, started to form some small wet patches. My eyes narrowed down on the unexpected sight, finger pointing at her breasts. “Hey, what’s going on cow?”

She looked down at herself and then looked back up to me, tilting her head as her face looked back at me in confusion.

“What are you talking about?” she asked me, “What’s wrong?”

“There, on your top. Those wet marks.”

Her face didn’t lose it’s confused look, even as the wet patches increased in size before my very eyes.

“It’s my milk. Why, is that weird?”

She was being so casual about it but I couldn’t be, I wasn’t under the same hypnotic trance as she was. I grasped a hold of the front of her top and pulled it sharply, uncupping her breasts from the bra as the fabric tumbled down and exposed her huge, bare, breasts. From the stiff, pink, nipples leaked beads of white. She was lactating, there was no doubt about it.

There was no way this could be natural; Courtney didn’t have a child so she couldn’t just be lactating. This had to be Slut Finder’s doing. Not only had it given her the mindset, not only had it given her the costume it had also given her the ability to lactate for me. This was beyond my expectations and they’d be risen pretty high after a crazy week.

My lips curled into a smirk as I reached forwards and grasped my firm hands around her soft udders, squeezing them in my palms which made the flow increase, ropes of white spraying out from my grip.

A cute squeak poured from her lips as she squirmed around in my hold, my fingers kneading into her soft flesh, forcing more milk to pump out of her thick nipples, dripping down her bosom.

The more I rubbed the more she got into it. Her initial squeaky gasp was gone and had been replaced with the sweet sounds of moans, cream trickling down her pale flesh. I wanted even more.

I leant in close to her chest and opened my mouth wide, latching onto her breast, engulfing one of her lactating nipples. I slurped on her milk, drinking fresh from the udder, tongue lapping at the underside, licking up her dairy.

She wrapped her arms around my head and hugged me tight, moaning hotly as I drunk from the source, hand still kneading into her other tit to keep the milk flowing out. That left one of my hands free, a hand that I traced down her stomach and dipped between her legs, slipping into those panties to see if she was enjoying it as much as I thought she was. The wetness my fingers sunk into pretty much confirmed it.

Greedily I drunk up her milk. It was so thick, so rich and so sweet. I hadn’t drank up breast milk since I was a baby, I could see why I enjoyed it so much; Courtney’s milk was delicious.

I pulled myself back from her chest, leaving a wet ring of my drool painted over her tit as she moaned out hotly, cheeks burning a bright shade of red. I peeled my hands from out of her moist panties, rubbing the wetness up along her stomach, making it shine with her own lust.

“So…” she started off softly, a gulp being caught in the back of her throat. “How’d that taste?”

“Delicious,” I growled to her, licking my lips. Sure one helping was nice but I still hungered for more. It was hot after all, I’d had to take a long trip to get here and how many chances would I have to drink straight from the tit of a sexy cowgirl?

I grasped a hold of her hand and began to pull her along behind me, leading her through the milking shed as I looked for somewhere a bit more appropriate for us to play together. Right at the back of the barn I found the kind of thing I was looking for, bundles of hay stacked in place.

Guiding her over to a bale of hay which was down on a level to make a convenient seat for two I pushed her down first, forcing another adorable squeak from her lips. Next I took care of my own problem, grasping my belt and opening it up, sliding from my constricting jeans and boxers to finally give my throbbing cock some room to breath.

Her eyes stared into my meat rod, lips opened up and wrapped into a tight ring. She probably hadn’t seen one so big before. That mouth of hers looked tempting but I had something else in mind, grasping hold of her nipples firmly, squeezing my touch down deeply. I forced more squirts of her milk to release from those thick nipples, spraying the whiteness over my cock.

I lubed my shaft with her breast milk, making it shine in her cream before my fingers switched from her nipples into the softness of her size, squeezing them tightly together as I pushed up closer to her and into the sandwich I’d created, pressing my milk lubed cock up into the underside of her cleavage.

It was rare to find a woman with breasts this big, naturally anyway. The fact that she lactated too was just another bonus, allowing me the rare opportunity to satisfy myself in this way. I kept her chest squeezed tightly around me, the hotness of her milk still dripping down against me as I used her tits to jerk myself off.

Courtney moaned hotly from the sensation of my large, throbbing, hot, shaft thrust up into her softness and my lap slapped into the underside of her thick rack, making those breasts bounce and glow a hot shade of red from the force of my body. Tits this big deserved to be used like this, it would be a crime not to.

“Does it feel gooood?” she asked me, even dragging her o’s in a way most fitting of her outfit and role. She was still eager to impress me, not knowing how much she already had.

“It feels amazing!” There was no reason for me to lie about this, it really was incredible. It felt like sinking into the most luxurious of pussies, the softness squeezing around me viciously. My cock was aching for release within those fat pillows.

My words of praise lit up her face with joy, hot breaths pumping from her lips as she watched in fascination as I used her chest like a cocksleeve, humping into the tight mold of her soft udders, throbbing as my release grew closer.

“Is sir going to cum with my udders?” Her eyes rolled back up to me as she asked, her cheeks glowing with a vivid cherry red.

I nodded my head, trying to fight off release for as long as I could. I wanted to savor the feeling of those huge tits for as long as I could, even as my body was aching to squirt and paint her chest with my manly cream.

Her tits though, they were just too perfect. They were giant, they were soft, they gushed enough milk to feed a full nursery. My lustful thumping into those heavenly funbags pushed me over the edge and the moans soured from my mouth into the air.

“Here it comes cow, here it comes.”

My fingers grasped into the sides of her thick rack, compressing her down around me as my orgasm struck. Ropes of white sprayed up in the air, being forced out of her cleavage with an intense rush which shot up and struck her on the face and chin, splashing her with my thick whiteness, cum staining into her skin with every rope.

I left my mark all over her. Both her face and the insides of that cleavage, had been pasted with a large quantity of my cream, her body marked with the scent of my manliness and painted with my hot, clinging, thickness.

Courtney dipped her fingers into the thick jizz splashed across her chest, swirling her touch around in the mix before bringing it up to her lips, suckling the hot, white, cream from her skin.

“Hmm, tasty,” she moaned up to me in such a seductive fashion. I had to have more of her.

I pushed hands to her thick, curvy, busty body, pushing her down into the hay, a gasp popping from her lips. I growled like a predator as I pushed in deep to her, opening wide and latching back to one of her nipples, drinking it up as I pressed up between her thighs and began to grind my fat rod against her juicy pussy. She was so wet, she was basically as excited as me.

There was no need to push in just yet. I was teasing her, working her into it, feeding on her milk as I teased her pussy with my rod, polishing it in her moist, juicy, twat.

Moans poured from her as her hands rested on my shoulders, looking at me lovingly as I eased her body into this, making her pussy lust for my size. I may have came once already but I was ready to fill her up again.

“Sir,” she moaned down to me, voice dripping with lust. I had to release her dripping nipples just to respond.

“Yes my cow?”

“Please don’t tease me any longer,” she begged, spreading her meaty thighs open as wide as she could manage, her pink pussy parting to expose its beauty to me. “I need you right now.”

Of course it was so tempting to just dive right into her, to ravish her body without a second thought but no. I slapped my shaft against her wanting mound and continued to grind, forcing the whines and whimpers to gush from her lips as she squirmed beneath my body.

“Please!” Her voice was louder, her words more desperate as she begged for my cock in her tightness. Her legs were trembling, she needed me and she needed me bad.

“I don’t know. I reckon I could do this all day.” Teasing her was a true pleasure, the desperation in her face as I rolled my hips and worked my rod against her plump mound. She was dripping down into the hay bale below.

“Please!” Courtney covered her face with her hands as she glowed red, breaths gushing out, eyes leaking tears. “Please don’t tease me. Your cow is so hooorny. She needs your big, fat, dick right now.”

I looked down to her as she stared back up at me, peeking through her fingers with those wet, sparkling, brown eyes. It would be cruel for me to tease her for any longer.

Using my superior strength I flipped her body around, dropping her onto her chest on the hay bale we were using as a bed, grasping at her hips as I drove my throbbing manhood into her waiting, dripping, pussy, filling her up with my meat sceptre.

Her cried filled up the barn, drowning out the distance sounds of the real cows in favor of my dressed up toy. Her tits were compressed down by her weight, milk leaking down into the hay below as I sunk my fingers into her fat ass, thrusting to drill her soft insides.

Those tits of hers may have been huge but her pussy in contrast was tight, more suitable for her tender years. It was like a hot, sexual, juicy vice which compressed around my length, milking the endless lust from my body for her sexualized form. The more she took from me the more I wanted to give, slamming my hips into her ass, making those soft buns shake from the force of my colliding body.

Our sex was hot and passionate, the two of us having our minds clouded with lust. Even if she was under the hypnotic spell of Slut Finder there was no faking the electricity in the air, the intense emotions that raced through our bodies. Her insides throbbed around me, lusting for my manhood.

Sweat dripped down my bro as I panted heavily, putting all of my energy into my hips, thrusting into the large behind of the cowgirl and burying myself deep into her unbelievably tight pussy. There was a reason she was S rated and it wasn’t all to do with her bra size.

Speaking of those tits, I couldn’t get enough of them. They shook and slapped down into the hay bale below, spraying out their milk and staining into our makeshift bed. I still lusted to suckle from those large udders.

I pulled her up from her position, dragging her tightly into my lap which forced her body to twist to its side. I wrapped one of my arms around one of her thick legs and held on tight, pinning her into my torso as I reached forwards, squeezing one of her huge breasts, dragging it back to my lips so I could ravish every part of her.

She wrapped her arms around me, hugging my back with a vice like force as I pounded into her juicy, dripping, mound and had my fill of her gushing breast milk, stirring her insides around on my pulsing member.

“Soooo good,” Courtney moo’d out. Her bra may have been missing and her panties pulled to the side but she still knew she was a cowgirl for me. “Moore, moore!”

Her thick, curvy, body was compressed up tightly in my control, ass slapping against my stomach with her free breast jiggling openly in the air, her other only contained by the thick seal of my lips. Moans poured from her spread lips, drool running over the plump, pink, pillows while her cheeks glowed red. She was a cow totally lost in lust.

I had more control than her in both body and mind but still I knew the end was coming. I could feel my insides pulsing, throbbing, tightening up. It was a sensation I knew all too well and was about to experience again; my orgasm was imminent.

Being a gentlemen, no matter how my appearance and actions may have presented me at times, I released my grip on her leaking nipple and growled up at the love struck cowgirl.

“I’m so close. You’ve given me a lot of milk already, let me return the favor.”

Her brown eyes lit up at my words as a loud, mooing, moan came pouring from her gargling mouth.

“Oh yes sir, please sir. Give me your milk. Fill me up with your hot, thick, milk!”

Using all the strength I could I slammed into her pussy and slapped her mound raw with my conquering fuck rod. I pierced into the depths of her tantalizing insides as the veins pulsed along my girth. The moment of truth was here and I clenched down deep and buried in tightly, sealing our bodies together as the orgasm raced through my body.

Hot, thick, seed exploded from my throbbing manhood and sprayed into the depths of the enchanting cowgirl, coating her womb with my manhood. Her hot insides were stained with a molten white cream which clung to her body, leaving her core bubbling with my warmth.

Moans poured from the quivering girl as she gushed and stained her thighs, and my body, with juices, being driven to bliss by my cum conquering her pussy and womb.

The two of us fell back down onto the bale of hay, gasping for air as sweat dripped down our bodies, glistening on our skin. The cow wasn’t the only one who’d been milked in this barn.

It took me some time to recover from my release, grasping hold of one of those large, soft, plush breasts and drinking up the sweet, relieving, mixture. There was no better way to clench my thirst than straight from the tap.

Courtney moaned as I suckled from her, the curvy girl squirming around in place as my tongue lapped over her lactating breast, slurping up the formula.

“Ooo sir,” she moaned down to me, “Don’t be so rough, you’ll make me horny again.”

A devilish glint lit up in my eyes as I put more pressure into my lips and began to knead her thick chest all over again. The poor thing thought she was dealing with a normal man. She was wrong. She was dealing with a man who had tasted the finer things and had a libido which could conquer them all. I wasn’t going to let her go until she realized that as fact as well. I was going to cement her place as a cow into her mind for long after my hypnosis faded away.


Level 10: The Demon

The previous nine days had been the most magical of my life. Ever since Slut Finder first appeared on my phone I’d be thrown into a whirlwind of sex and lust.

Every day I slept with a new beautiful women of different ages, looks, jobs and more. They only had one thing in common, they were sexy and they drove me wild.

Thanks to Slut Finder’s scanning power the next day seemed to be even better than the last as the level of the women I was sleeping with got higher and higher and thanks to its hypnotic powers there was nothing they could do to stop me.

From my landlady to my boss. From a teacher to a teen. MILF to artist. Neighbor to dancer. Even a farmer girl too; none of them could help but submit to me once my phone’s hypnotic beam had looked deep into their eyes, all of them were mine.

In less than two weeks I’d had enough sex to satisfy a normal man for a lifetime and yet it’d just left me even greedier. I couldn’t wait until I got my next chance to go out and to find even hotter women to satisfy my desires.

I felt like I was in a dream, a dream I never wanted to awake from. Little did I know that the dream was about to burst.

When I awoke I presumed all things were normal. I was in my own bed, in my own room, the morning light was shining in and casting a ray across my face. I sat up, stretching my arms, working the morning stiffness out of my body. The only stiffness I wasn’t going to take care of was the one sitting between my legs. Slut Finder and the target it guided me towards was going to do that for me.

I opened up my phone and moved to the app. On access a message popped up, dominating the screen.

“Congratulations,” it read in solid white text, “You have reached Level 10. Please click below to receive your prize.”

Below the text was a pink, heart shaped button. Slut Finder had already given me so much, I wasn’t sure what else it could possibly give me. A new ranking system? New hypnotic powers? A new way to find women? I couldn’t wait and eagerly clicked on the button.

My phone began to vibrate violently in my hands. I dropped the device in a sudden panic, not expecting such a volatile reaction. It was less like a vibration from a ring and more like the entire phone was threatening to burst at the seams. The screen began to glow brilliantly as the device kept on shaking across the floor, the entire room darkening by the second.

I twisted my head from side to side, shocked by the sudden sight. What was this? Was it an illusion? All way about to become clear as a beam of light burst up from the phone, blinding me momentarily, casting the whole world into a white glow.

Slowly my vision began to return to me, eyes still stinging from the sudden flash which had cut off my vision. The sight which I returned to was one even more shocking than the world darkening around me; the contest wasn’t even close. A woman hovered before my eyes.

Her skin was darkened which only helped to emphasize the fact her eyes glowed with a bright, red, brilliance. Her body was curvy belong belief, her figure looking closer to a drawing than a real women and it was packed into a skin exposing tight black outfit which hugged around her chest and crotch.

Long, silver, locks of hair spilled down her back and flowed in the gale which had been cast into my room, small black horns curling up from that thick head of hair. Behind her, peeking through her legs, a long, slender, tail snapped in position, the head shaped like a spade, the entire thing black in color.

I knew it was childish to think it as there was no way it could be possible but with that outfit, that entrance and most of all those horns and that tail; she looked exactly like a demon.

“Who are you?” I asked nervously, my throat seeming dry all of a sudden. My confidence had increased dramatically over the last week but I never imagined coming face to face with a scene like this, not even close.

“Thank you for releasing me. I’m what you humans would refer to as a succubus. I’m sure you’ve heard that term before, right?”

She was right. A succubus, a female demon that fed on the desires and lust of men. They were beautiful creatures which seduced and enchanted, placing men under a spell before draining them of their sexual energy, possibly killing them in the progress. They were creatures of fantasy yet before my eyes one had became reality.

“No, that’s impossible.” I refused to believe in such a thing. There was fantasy, this had to be some sort of hoax, some sort of weird dream.

“You can believe whatever you want but that won’t change the fact I’m as real as you. Am I really anymore ridiculous than that app you’ve been using to hypnotise women all week?”

Now that she mentioned it, Slut Finder was pretty ridiculous to start with. How could a simple app on a phone manage to both find and hypnotise women with such ease? How did I even end up with that app in the first place? Didn’t it just appear on my phone one day?

“I… well…”, my words not coming out. I didn’t know what to say to her. Her presence alone was so overpowering.

“While I’ll be draining you shortly I’ll be so kind as to shed some light on your confusion. Coming to the human world is so energy consuming for us succubi, that’s why we came up with a more convenient method for gathering energy.

Seeking out the most lustful men we could we took a small dose of our power and turned it into an app for your phone; Slut Finder. We’d allow you to act as our personal incubi, gathering sexual energy for us and once you were full we’d reap the rewards.”

She approached me, her entire body hovering off the floor as she dragged her touch upwards and cupped me across the chin, stroking me with her long, slender, fingers, proving in the process she wasn’t any form of projection, she was the real thing.

“You’ve been a good servant to me,” she continued, caressing over my skin with her touch. “It’ll be a shame to see you go but I’m afraid you’re just too ripe and tempting to leave now. I’m afraid I’m gonna have to suck you dry.”

An icy chill ran down my spine. Fear raced through me. Was this it? Was this going to be the end of me? I had to do something, now.

Behind her I managed to peek my phone. That was it, Slut Finder had been able to hypnotise every woman I’d encountered so far, it was worth a shot.

I broke past the demon and raced over to my phone, grasping a hold and quickly starting up the scan on the app. Good, it was still working and right at the top it brought up the succubus who was in my room. Hebe, three hundred and nineteen years old, SSS rating.

There was little time to admire just how incredible high that rating was. I quickly snapped on the phone’s hypnosis mode and pointed it at the demon, forcing her to look into the hypnotic center of the phone. She was mine now.

Or so I thought. The succubus sent her tail shooting out and wrapped it around my wrists, binding them together tightly as she floated over, snatching the phone out of my hands with a sigh.

“Silly boy. I said this thing runs on my powers, did you really think it’d work against me? To think I was going to try and leave you alive too, I’ve changed my mind now. I’ll drain out every drop.”

She licked her lips and grasped down at my boxers, tugging them all the way down with a sharp tug which exposed my hard length, freeing my throbbing manhood. Even in the face of fear there was still a sexy beauty before me, my morning wood couldn’t cease to be hard in those conditions.

My arms weren’t released, they remained locked tightly together as she squatted down in front of me, tracing a finger across the fat head of my engrossed member. She grinned, blowing her hot breaths to the underside to make me squirm.

“You’re a big boy, aren’t you? I was right to use you as my servant. Sure you tried to fight back but I’ll still reward you for your hard work. Let’s make your last moments one of total pleasure.”

She rolled her tongue free and began to caress it around me, slowly and teasingly, driving my body wild. It was just a light covering of saliva but already my body was starting to burn up and my ever active libido seemed to grow even greater. I panted hotly, aching for relief.

“Surprised?”, she asked me, her fangs peeking from her smiling lips. “Succubus saliva contains a very strong aphrodisiac. You’re as good as finished already.”

Now that she’d gotten me worked up she pressed her lips onto me and squeezed down, sealing me in a tight ring of softness, gobbling me up into the hot, wet, insides of her demon mouth.

At first it just felt like any other lip swallowing me up but that was all until she took me in deeper. The further in she swallowed me the more of her skills she could demonstrate. Her mouth sunk straight down my length and ate me up into her throat which began to squeeze and massage around my member. Hebe had full control over her throat, she could pleasure me like no other women.

Finally her lips came into contact with the base of my cock, her lips sealing down into my lap as my throbbing erection was trapped in her twisting, squeezing, vice like throat which coiled around my girth and sent pleasure coursing through my veins.

My entire body jerked in place from the blissful sensations her throat was forcing onto me, my legs shaking and threatening to give up the battle to keep standing right there and then. It felt like all the life was being drained out of me, and maybe it was. Her slippery, aphrodisiac laced, blowjob was like nothing I’d ever felt before.

Her tongue wrapped around the shaft of my cock, fully coiling me up in her hot muscle, slithering over my sensitive tip to push me closer to that edge. I could feel my insides bubbling up in anticipation. I could try and hold back as much as I wanted but I knew I was no match for this throat.

She looked up at me with red eyes, laced with mischief, well aware that I was trapped in her web. She closed them again and pushed her head forwards with one last push, clamping her throat down along my cock with one sudden squeeze and the floodgates simply opened.

I held my head back and began to moan as my orgasm came racing from me, a night's worth of brewing cum being drained from me in a matter of moments by her incredible suction blowjob, the seed being sucked straight from the source. My orgasm just seemed to go on and on, no end in sight as she drained the energy from my body.

The world nearly went black as my body seemed to grow weaker as she suckled from my throbbing cock, my hands grasping down to try and force her off of my shaft.

“Please, no more,” I whined out, shamefully reduced to begging. “Stop, please, don’t drain anymore.”

Thankfully she listened, opening her mouth and removing the vice like nature of her throat which threatened to squeeze me until the life had drained out of my body. She licked her lips as she released my dick from her confines, purring to herself as a grin curled across her face.

“My my, the big stud has been reduced to a whimpering boy so easily? How pathetic. Still you were rather delicious. You’re a fool though if you thought I was going to suck you dry like that.”

She rose up in place and rested one hand onto my shoulder, another still pressed around my cock. Thanks to her aphrodisiac saliva I was still throbbing hard, and the way she traced a finger along my erection wasn’t helping either.

Her giggling breaths brushed along my lobes as she leaned into me and moaned deeply into my ear.

“I want to enjoy the pleasure of sex before I milk everything out of you.”

From the way she acted, the way she talked, I could tell she was serious. Even though I knew the risks were real still my body lusted to have her. I’d seen that rating, SSS and I’d felt what that meant when she gave me a blowjob no mortal should have ever experienced. What would sex be like with her?

There was no real need for me to ponder that question, I was completely under her control, a situation I wasn’t used to, and would soon be finding out. Her tail remained wrapped around my wrists so there was no escape, no matter how hard I tried to pull them apart, even as she strutted along the air away from me.

With Hebe’s back towards me she wiggled her fingers down into her ridiculously tight, bottom squeezing, black rubbery shorts and bent forwards, pushing her ass towards me. Slowly she slipped the waistline down, her hips shaking seductively as she stripped down before my eyes, working her way out of her tight bottoms to reveal a dripping wetness to my mortal eyes. It was a sight more hypnotic than anything I’d ever seen; I doubted the women I’d been with would say the same.

The shorts dropped down around her high heeled feet, slipping from her body completely as she moved her hands back up and unhooked her latex bra, letting it tumble from her front. She turned back to me, barring a completely naked and intoxicating form, the glint of trouble firmly in her red eyes.

“Don’t worry so much, just appreciate that you get to experience all this,” she groaned to herself, caressing fingers along the demonic symbol imprinted just above her pussy as she strutted her sexy, curvy, form back towards my body.

She draped herself over my chest, grinding her skin over mine, moaning up to me in a way that pressed all of my buttons before twisting back away from me, rubbing her wetness along my engrossed manhood. I couldn’t fight, I couldn’t resist, she had me exactly where she wanted me.

Her hips pushed back and her pussy spread open to accommodate my huge member, effortlessly slipping into her body. It wasn’t that she was loose, it was the opposite; she was as tight as a virgin yet offered no resistance to me entering. Once I was inside her body was unbearably tight but she ate me up so easily. Just like with the muscles in her throat she could control between her thighs as well.

Moans poured from her lips as I did what I could not to cry out, being trapped in the most incredible pussy I’d felt and I’d tasted the very finest of women. The pussy of a succubus couldn’t be compared to any of them, it was a whole other beast.

Those insides of her, they felt like a living creature. They reacted to the bulges, curves and pulses of my shaft, twisting around it and grinding along my manhood. My legs trembled in place as she began to bounce her hips forward and back, riding my member as her insides coiled and pleasured me casually yet expertly. This was too much for a simple man to experience.

“Oh what’s wrong?”, she asked me, her lips curled into a wide grin. Unlike me who was struggling to fight back this was as simple as breathing to her, those wide hips slapping back into my abs, ass shaking from the impact. “You look in pain. There is no reason to fight. Just let go, you can’t win against me. Let the pleasure consume you. Let your final moments be spent in bliss.”

She was right. My body was throbbing, my cock was crying out for release. Was there any way I could really win against her? Was there really any reason for me to fight? Should I simply accept this and spend my final moments in bliss?

Hebe could see me agonizing the question and suddenly her pussy began to twist and turn in all manner of ways, sending pleasure racing through my body. She made my mind up for me.

My hips, which had remained stagnant, began to move from her guidance, pulling back and thrusting forwards, slamming my erect manhood deep into her glistening, unholy, insides.

A hot, seductive, chuckle slurred from her lips as I began to put my energy into giving as good as I got, drilling my cock in deep to those intoxicating insides. This was the best sex I’d ever had, nothing else could even come close.

“See isn’t that better?”, Hebe said to me, still giggling at the way I’d fallen for her greatness as she rocked along my full length. “That’s a good boy. Enjoy yourself because I want all that tasty cum flowing inside of me.”

She could read me like a book, she knew that I was running low on my last remaining willpower. I was about to release and condemn myself but it was too late, I was already too far gone. I could feel my cock bulging as my orgasm was imminent but I could no longer stop it. My body trembled as it struck me hard.

My hips went into autopilot, jerking forwards to release my seed into her hot, gushing, vice like insides. The molten cream raced through me and squirted free in a vivid moment of bliss which dragged a hot moan from my mouth and a pleasant squeal from hers. My legs were about to give out but there was no release from that pussy, I was trapped and I was cumming until I could go no longer.

Her fingers reached back and caressed along my cheek and jaw, watching me with those piercing red eyes, her fangs visible in her wide, toothy, smirk.

“Good boy. Give it all to me. It’s been nice working with you. You can sleep now.”

As she said so so it would be. My eyes grew heavy as one orgasm simply led to the next, my very essence being drained out of me. The entire world was slowly going black, eyes drooping until the finally shut close, leaving my staring into the darkness.

Game over.


I thought it was the end, I really did. However when all hope looked lost, when it looked like the succubus had gobbled me up I felt something bubbling up from deep within me. It was a core of energy I hadn’t felt before, a strength that I didn’t know I had. There was only one way I was going to be able to survive now and it would be by tapping into that strength. I had a last resort and I pushed myself to use it.

The blackness was cast aside as light returned to my world and strength raced back into my body. The sight which met me was Hebe with her eyes closed, savoring the sensation of draining my body. She was about to get a nasty surprise.

My fingers looped down to catch hold of that tail which had bound my wrists together, pulling it firmly towards me as the power surged back into my hips which I began to violently slam into her exotic insides.

A loud squeal raced from her lips at the double assault I inflicted on her body, my meat spear piercing deep into her demonic insides, stirring up her intoxicating body.

“What’s going on!?”, the succubus cried out in confusion at my second wind. Her eyes bulged out wide as she stared back into me. “This is impossible, how is this happening! A human shouldn’t be able to use that energy too!”

I didn’t know what she was talking about, and I didn’t care. The only thing that mattered to me was survival and the only way I could do that was to perform the act I’d became an expert in quickly over a short period of time; conquest.

My grip on her tail only got better as I began to wind her up around my hands, taking a firmer command of my body as I drove my hips into her at an astounding pace, her ass clapping violently into my body at such an intense speed she began to glow red.

The silky moans from the demon temptress had gone and had been replaced with high pitched squeals as the tables were turned and the roles reversed, Hebe now being the bitch as I imprinted the shape of my manhood into her pussy.

“Please, I’m sorry!”, she whined back to me, the smug look truly and firmly wiped off her face.

For some reason, when faced with the demon who had tried to drain away my life, I didn’t feel much remorse. I tugged her tail sharply and only sped my hips up, more and more energy starting to race through my veins.

Those red eyes of hers began to roll back into her head as tears streamed down her cheeks, her fangs latching into her lips as she was now the one sent to the very edges of possible pleasure. That control over her insides had been reduced to desperate twitching and trembling as what I could only picture as the demon form of orgasm rippled through her, making her body spasm, no longer in control.

The hold she had over my wrists weakened to such an extent I could easily free myself. With one of those now free hands I took a hold of the former prison warden and wrapped it tightly around me, forming a leash to contain her in place.

With the other hand I began to spank hard at the sides of her giant ass, slapping it about and drilling my control over her into that demonic slut. I didn’t need hypnosis to conquer her, I was going to do it with my body.

That look of panic which I had forced onto her face was gone. The emotion that had replaced it was joy. Maybe she was just a natural masochist who loved to be on the receiving end of rough sex? That didn’t matter to me, I just cared that now I was the one in control.

The strength was now gushing from my body. I had more than I needed, I’d never felt so good, so strong. Thrusting into her with more power than I’d ever used before wasn’t even an effort. Hammering into her dripping tightness was something that came to me with ease, driving her wild was something I could now accomplish while barely breaking a sweat.

“Apologize,” I growled down at her at her ass was shining a vivid shade of red, stinging brutally from my spanking.

“Sorry!”, Hebe squealed up to me, her face the same brilliant shade as her huge behind.

“Damn right you’re sorry. You bit off more than you could chew with me and now you’re going to pay for it. You’re going to be my bitch now, aren’t you?”

She shook her head and she desperately latched onto her own lips but that wasn’t good enough for me. I gave her ass another firm slap with my palm.

“Say it!”, I growled down to her furiously, my primal desires dripping from me.

“I’m your bitch! I’m your bitch now!”

Her words were rich with hotness, punctuated with moans and that was just what I was after. I’d turned a demon into my bitch, I wanted to savor every moment of it.

“Then I’ll give you what you want then. I’ll breed that slutty succubus cunt of yours and mark your body as my property.”

My words made her insides cling to me desperately. She wasn’t trying to stop me, she was encouraging me to fill her to the core with my thick seed. I had control of my body, I could choose when I wanted to release but I also no longer had a reason to hold back. I had a womb to mark after all.

Burying myself deep into her body, sinking to her very core, I began to cum. I began to release my bitch making, demon claiming, womb marking, seed deep into her body. A sea of white was washed into her body, spraying across her pussy, creaming her trembling body. This was her moment of reckoning, this was the moment she was conquered.

This time the energy wasn’t being sapped out of me, I was the one firmly in control and she was simply lucky to get what I was giving her. She shook in my control as she gushed around me as my hotness claimed her insides.

I had done it, I had conquered the demon.


“Honey, what about me?”

The succubus huffed at me as I sat in place, bouncing my hips casually to shake the slutty demon I had sitting on my hips. A whole lot of things changed after that moment.

Somehow I’d managed to tap into the sexual energy that had been collected up inside of me, a feat that shouldn’t have been possible for a human. It wasn’t. Somehow, maybe thanks to my lust, my libido, my experiences, I had ascended from a mere human into an incubus, a male sexual demon.

Away from my old home I moved into a world of sex and debauchery, a world filled with hot, seductive, succubi. A world where I was king.

The succubi couldn’t seem to resist my cock. One by one every demon that came succumbed to my power. Some of them came willingly, some took a bit more persuasion but the entire realm was under my conquest.

My queen squirmed at my side, waiting for me to finished. She always did get turned on watching me fucking others like her but she had a certain special place to me. After all she was the one who, not through her own choice, gave me these powers and them helped them to awaken within me.

An orgasm raced through my body as I sprayed my seed into the lustful, moaning, demon who rode on my lap, grasping her tightly as I released my demonic essence into her, sending her into shuddering, orgasmic bliss.

I released the demon from my lap in a pool of my juices and approached Hebe, my queen. I ran a finger along her collar, trailing down along her leash before grasping hold. She may have been my queen but she still also my bitch.

“No need to complain, you know I’m always ready to keep you in your place. Let’s get to putting another baby in your stomach.”

She blushed, biting her bottom lip as her fingers caressed over the round dome of a belly she possessed. It wouldn’t long before my new kingdom had an heir.

Game completed.


Other Books You May Be Interested In

If you enjoyed my latest book then why not check out some of my new and popular stories?

Anniversary Bundle

Ten of my most popular stories spanning a year of publishing together in one box set.

Complete Collections

Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? Complete Series

The Alpha Male: Complete Series

Daddy’s Best Friend: Complete Series

Mother Bimbo: Complete Series

From Bully to Bimbo: The Complete Series

The Bimbo Virus!: Complete Series

Body Swap in the Family: Complete Series

Don’t Tell The Frat: Complete Series

Can’t Say No: The Complete Series

Bimbo Land: Complete Series

The Bimbo Maker: The Complete Series

One-Off Titles

NEW ~ For My First Wish: Outsmarting the Genie

Free Bimbos!

Bimbos Behind Bars: Bimbofication

NEW ~ Bimbos Behind Bars: Hucowfication

NEW ~ Bimbos Behind Bars: Punkfication

Golden Ticket

VIP: Backstage with the Singer

VIP: Backstage with the Writer

Bimbo Game Shows

Bimbo TV: Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

Bimbo TV: Wheel of Bimbo

Bimbo TV: Bimbo Battle

Bimbo TV: The Price of Bimbos

Bimbo TV: What is a Bimbo?

Payback’s Still A Bimbo

From Brat to Bimbo: The Professor’s Payback

From Brat to Bimbo: The Running Woman

From Brat to Bimbo: The Forbidden Crush

From Brat to Bimbo: The Cheer Squad

From Brat to Bimbo: The Head Brat

Card Control

License to Control: Claiming the MILF

License to Control: Claiming the Brat

License to Control: Claiming the Colleague

License to Control: Claiming the Harem

Voice Warp

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Mother Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Sister Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Classmate Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Teacher Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Clerk Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Popstar Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned The Agent Into A Bimbo

And be sure to check out my full catalogue for more of my work.
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THE COMMPLET






