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The Steps of Command: The Complete Series


Commanding The Co-Ed (The Steps of Command Part One)


“I want a baby,” Kimberly panted, locking her heels behind my waist. “Put one in me, bro. Please?”

Her words made my head swim. Everything about her warm, soft body under mine felt so good – her cunt was dripping and tight, gripping my cock like a glove. I could feel every inch of her clenching as she confessed her darkest secret. And then I could feel her feeling me
, my cock twitching as the idea sent a spasm of pleasure through my body, and then her thoughts slipped into mine. I could feel how badly she wanted this, how she was keeping herself right on the edge until she felt my hot, sticky come enter her womb. It made it so hard to hold back, to keep from losing myself and going mad, fucking her as hard as I could.

“Wait, wait, don’t freak out,” she said, putting a hand on my chest to still me. She didn’t know the real reason I was having this reaction – she had no idea about my powers. “Just listen to me, okay? Okay.”

She pursed her lips in that sexy little pout I knew so well, studying me to make sure I didn’t pull out of her. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to: she felt so amazing, I never wanted to be anywhere but inside her.

“You know what’s my favorite thing about you?” She asked, her voice a husky, bliss-soaked whisper.

In response, I rocked my hips forward and slammed the head of my cock against her g-spot. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she arched her back, momentarily stunned with pleasure. I felt it as an aftershock in the back of my head, one so good that it made me want to do it again and again – but I knew what would happen if I gave in.

“I have an idea,” I growled, the tip of my cock still nestled against her cervix.

“Well,” she giggled, “that’s definitely up there. But what I meant was, you take care of me
, Scott. You were so good when Dad left – without you, this family never would have stayed together. I love that you’re always here for me when I need you – you’re like my protector. And that’s so, so
 fucking sexy...”

It really was. I could feel how turned on she was getting from her own words, and it was affecting me, too.

“So what?” I groaned, driving deep another time and making her squeal. “You think I’m going to leave you? You’ll always be my sister, Kim – no matter what.”

Her cheeks reddened. “You’re going to college,” she whispered. “Then you’ll find some girl, I know it. After that, you’ll be taking care of her
 instead. But if you come inside me, if you put a baby in my belly, we’ll be linked. Our souls
 will be entwined together, you and me, making something beautiful. I know
 you’d be the best Daddy ever, Daniel. And if you put a baby in me...you’ll never leave. You’ll always take care of me – and him or her, when the baby comes. And I’ll always take care of you...just like this...”

Her hips started to rock, fucking me back with a slow, steadily building intensity. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had no intention of stopping – this was it, the point of no return. She was going to keep on until I shot deep inside of her, made her pregnant. My own stepsister, my lover – the girl that thanks to my new powers I knew almost as well as I knew myself.

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, putting a hand on the back of my head and using it as leverage to lift herself up and kiss me. She covered my mouth with hers, then slid her face to my ear and teased the opening with the tip of her tongue. “I’ll be such a good wife for you, Sir. And such a good Mommy. I promise I’ll do anything you want – I’ll let you fuck me every time you get a big, hard boner that won’t go away. I love you, Daniel – you’re so fucking hot, you’re so fucking amazing
 and I want to be your girl forever...”

The words were like ambrosia. My hips suddenly thrust forward, meeting her stroke for stroke, and the two of us were moving in time. She locked eyes with me, understanding passing between the two of us in an instant. Kimberly tossed her head back and laughed, pure joy and relief in one blessed moment, then kissed me again.

“Come in me,” she begged, making that naughty face my sister always pulled when she was trying to get me to do something mischievous. “Blow your load inside me, bro. Aren’t my walls nice and snug around your dick? Don’t all those wet, tight ridges just make you want to fuck me harder and harder until you explode
 all over my walls?”

They did. They really, really did.

As we reached the peak simultaneously, my body priming itself to fertilize my sister’s eggs with a flood of my virile seed, I had just enough time to thank God for my special powers. Without them, having Kimberly in my bed would still be a fantasy...

––––––––

xXx

––––––––

At first, I was afraid I was going crazy.

It started out small. I’d be in the kitchen, eating a sandwich, and my stepmother Kelly would come in and I’d suddenly hear her start complaining that I’d left the mayo out on the counter – except her lips weren’t moving. She’d picked up the container and put it back in the fridge without a word. Then a few days later, I’d heard my sister Kimberly say something about a dick pic some guy had sent her unsolicited on her Instagram account – only again, she wasn’t saying anything. And I didn’t even know she had an Instagram.

As time went on, I dismissed the more panicky explanations: that I had a brain tumor, or was experiencing a psychotic episode. It became more and more likely that I really was
 hearing the inside of my Mom and sister’s heads. Despite how impossible it sounded, it was true: I could hear their thoughts like they were whispering in my ear. Pretty soon I learned I could turn it on and off if I wanted too, which was really useful – it was hard to go out in public when you were picking up the stray thoughts and fantasies of an entire crowd.

But it wasn’t until I did some digging that I really, truly understood what was happening to me. As I grew into my ability, I’d noticed some telltale signs in my Mom’s head that someone else had been there before me. That led me to my Dad’s old journals, and a shocking revelation – he’d had the same powers, too. Radical Empathy
 was what he called it in his papers – Dad held a doctorate in psychiatry – and it was what had enabled an ordinary guy like my Dad to trade his own average wife for a knockout like Kelly.

My stepmother Kelly was...well, she was definitely the ‘hot’ Mom. Nearly a decade younger than my father, a former underwear model turned cocktail waitress, it was clear that she’d been chosen to be his wife for her jaw-dropping looks, not her brains. When we were growing up, I could tell half the guys I knew at school were thinking about her long blonde hair, massive tits and tight, round ass at night – and the other half were just better at hiding it. It didn’t help that Kelly was the perfect picture of a suburban, 50’s housewife – never holding down a job of her own, she spent her time cooking and cleaning and generally making my Dad’s life as comfortable (and pleasurable) as possible. Back in the day I couldn’t understand why she acted the way she did, but with the revelation of my Dad’s powers, it all made sense. He was in her head, pushing her already-submissive personality to new heights, making her the wife and mother he needed.

Kelly was gorgeous, to be sure, but it wasn’t her who was causing all the trouble under our roof. That was my stepsister, Kimberly.

Kimberly...

I sighed and leaned back against the pillow, putting a hand to my forehead. Kimberly was my biggest problem. One wall separated our rooms up on the second floor; under normal circumstances I was able to more or less forget we were sharing a house, but ever since my powers activated I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Even at that moment, I could feel
 her: the silky tug of her hair as she twirled it around her finger, the pressure as she bit her lip, the mounting excitement behind her eyes as she checked the latest pictures of herself she’d posted to social media. She wanted likes, favs, attention – male
 attention. The problem was, I wanted to give it to her.

It was so wrong. I’d been suppressing it for years – this crush I had on Kimberly. I couldn’t help it; every time I saw her lithe teenage body come strolling by in a crop top and a skintight pair of yoga pants, I turned into a gibbering idiot. Kimmie humored me, but I knew she knew exactly how I felt. It was clear she was a little flattered, but there was no way she’d ever cross that line. I tried to stay out of her way as much as possible – both for her sake and mine.


And that’s the problem in a nutshell
, I thought, sighing. I can stay out of her way, but there’s no way she can stay out of mine. She’s in my head...


I know what you’re thinking. Why not turn it off? For some reason, I couldn’t. Kimberly’s thoughts were like a bonfire I couldn’t douse: if Mom’s mind was a well-worn path Dad had spent years shaping to his liking, Kimmie’s was wild, untamed overgrowth. It was up to me to trim it, to mold it how I wished – but I had hardly any knowledge of how to do it. And tinkering in my sweet, innocent stepsister’s head felt like a total violation...

My thoughts trailed off, and Kimberly’s sank right back in. It was as if it was even worse being this close to her. It would have been the easiest thing in the world to cross from my room to hers, to sink into her without anyone else knowing....God knows I’d thought about it so many fucking times.


Hold up
, I thought, confused. Where did THAT come from?


Then I froze, because I was feeling Kimberly’s thoughts again. Only this was...different, somehow. There was a tension in my sister’s body that I’d never felt before – something fuzzy but warm, like she’d just done a shot of something strong and it was radiating from her core...

She rolled onto her side and reached for her tablet – the iPad Mom had bought her a couple of months ago. The connection between us sharpened all of a sudden: I could feel how soft and comfy she was was in her plush pajamas, her body swathed in long pants and a white v-neck. I could sense her opening the browser and scrolling, her heartbeat quickening and that something
 inside of her growing stronger. She slid one hand down her stomach...


Oh shit
, I thought. My cock instantly sprang to life, whether from experiencing Kim’s thoughts or my own arousal I didn’t know. My sister is...


She was navigating to a porn website.

My darling, innocent sister was about to masturbate.

I should have severed the connection right then and there. Broken the bond between the two of us. Instead, I allowed myself to drift closer. I’d never done anything like this before – my other contacts with people had been fleeing and vague, not focused like this one was becoming. But the more I felt her excitement, her arousal, the more my own body began to respond – suddenly I was hard as a girder, throbbing with need, not giving a damn whether what I was doing was ‘right’ or not.

Kimberly rolled over onto her flat tummy, sliding the iPad to the side so she could rummage underneath the bed. For a moment I didn’t know what she was doing, then I felt her smile as she pulled out a small, dented shoebox. I had no idea what she was doing – did girls put on fancy shoes to touch themselves?

Then she opened the box, and I understood. Oh. Oh
.

Lying in the box was Kimberly’s vibrator. It was a long, thin rod, tipped with a fat, round oval that looked like the wheel of a rollerskate – except pink and a little plastic-looking. She touched her finger to a button on the wand and the oval vibrated like an earthquake, making me gasp with surprise through the connection. Kimberly giggled and climbed back under the sheets, sliding the wand down while she looked for a good movie to watch.

I could feel her scrolling through categories, moving like a patron at a buffet. Her finger hovered over the ‘lesbian threesome’ category...

Before I knew what I was doing, I reached out and tugged
. It wasn’t that I wanted to stop her (although I was surprised – Kimberly getting off on watching other girls
?) - it was more like I moved on pure instinct.


Incest porn
, I thought, tugging down my own boxers. Something with a sister fucking her brother. It’d be so hot. You want it...


Kimberly frowned for a moment – then her smile grew wider. She looked through the top videos under ‘sister/brother’ for a moment, then selected one of the ones that looked hottest. Her choice made, she propped the tablet up against her pillow and slid both hands below the covers, where her pussy throbbed with need.


I can’t believe I did that
, I thought dazedly. I’m forcing my own stepsister to watch incest porn. I’m so bad, I’m so fucking bad...


But wait. Something nagged at the back of my head. Whenever I heard about hypnosis in TV or movies, they always said that you couldn’t use it to make someone do something they truly didn’t want to do. You could influence someone, but you couldn’t force
 them – there had to be a seed there, some part of their mind you could convince to submit to your will.

Did that mean...that Kimberly secretly liked
 this?

Well, I mean, from what I was getting peeking into her mind she certainly was. Kimberly giggled as she tugged down her pajama pants, bringing them below her knees and sliding one smooth, tanned leg from the fabric. Now she was free to spread her legs, and she did – using those cheerleader muscles to part her thighs almost as far as they could go. I pictured those thighs wrapping around me as I drove deep inside her, then without thinking about it sent the mental image straight into her brain.

Kimberly gasped, biting her lip and sliding two fingers down to her folds. “Fuck,” she gasped, her concentration fixing on the video again.


That made her feel good
, I realized. Shit, I kinda want to do that again...


I opened my laptop and navigated to the same video she was watching, using my view of her mind’s eye to sync up the scene. It was about a stepbrother and his stepsister who came home drunk from a party – she was gorgeous and clearly horny, coming onto him with the force of the nastiest sorority slut.

“Come on, bro,” the woman in the video cooed, reaching for the bulge in the man’s pants. “You can’t honestly say you’ve never
 thought about it...?”

Oh, I’d thought about it. And I was thinking about it at that moment, as Kimberly slid her vibrator between her thighs and switched it on. She went slowly, teasing her folds with the fat head on its lowest speed, but even that sent sparks of pleasure through her lithe young body, sparks that I felt tingle down my own spine as precum dribbled down my shaft.

I felt my sweet, innocent stepsister gasp as she arched her back, pressing her shoulders against the bed. She closed her eyes, an expression of utter bliss on her face as she moved the vibrator in quick, tiny circles around her clit. The pleasure filled me and I was lost, unable to think of anything but how amazing I felt, pumping at my own cock to add to the pleasure.

On the screen, the woman had moved on to sucking the guy’s dick. He sat on the couch, his legs spread wide with her between them on her knees as she teased his rod with her tongue.

“You like that, bro?” the girl asked, almost a taunt. “You like having your own sister put her mouth on your dick?”


Fuck
, I groaned, my fist a blur around my shaft. The thought of Kimberly’s mouth – that pouty, sweet little mouth with its full, red lips – wrapped around my shaft made me grunt with need.

And a moment later, Kimberly was feeling the same thing.

She groaned, sliding two fingers deep into her mouth. She gagged around them gently, letting them stretch out her throat as the vibrator continued to tease her clit. A low, primal moan escaped her lips as she bucked her hips, sucking at the fingers and swirling her tongue around them.

I knew what she was doing. In her mind, she was feeling that same desire – to be on her knees, open-mouthed with a fat cock using her throat. The feeling of her wet, slippery fingers mixed with that of my wet, slippery cock until I couldn’t tell which was which – until the moans and groans on the video sounded like my own, until my brain started to convince itself it was Kimberly’s mouth wrapped around my shaft, not my hand.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” I groaned, the back of my head slamming into the wall. “Suck my cock, sis, suck me off...”

It felt so real. We were linked, our souls entwined even if Kimberly had no idea what was happening – if she just thought she was having one hell of a time getting herself off. I jerked my hips forward, sending the sensation straight to her clit, and in an instant she was grinding against her wand, riding it for dear life. Her nails dug into the covers as she cried out, prying her fingers from her throat and muffling her mouth.


She doesn’t want me to hear her
, I realized, lost in my own world of bliss. She has no idea...


I got bolder. I wanted this so badly, for so long, that I was going to enjoy it. In my sister’s room, Kimberly’s hand left her mouth at my mental tugging.

Then it wrapped around her throat.

Kimmie let out a surprised, strangled little cry as her own fingers gripped her tightly. I’d always wanted to do this to her – had always loved doing it to the girls I was occasionally able to sneak in after a date. The power of it was immense. I was in complete control of whether or not Kimberly could take in air or not, and that made the big vein in the side of my cock start throbbing.

“Fuck, yes,” Kimberly groaned, leaning into her fingers. “Yes!”


What a surprise
, I thought sardonically. My submissive little sister likes being choked.
 I’d never met a girl who didn’t, at least after being shown how much fun it could be.

My cock ached for release, a molten hot girder between my legs. On the screen, the faux-incestuous couple had moved on to full-on fucking, the girl in the man’s lap and riding him hard.


Look at the screen
, I sent into Kimberly’s head. She opened her eyes, hand still choking her gently as she rode her vibrator.


Watch it carefully
, I commanded, sending the words into her subconscious. She wouldn’t even know they were there – wouldn’t realize she was following a script. Something in the back of my head exploded with surprise at this (how did I know to do what I was doing?), but I ignored it. I was having too much fun.

Slowly, I started to alter her perceptions. The film reel inside her head jerked, her vision going blurry and fuzzy. For a moment, this made her panic, but I soothed that down as naturally as if I’d been doing it my entire life.

When Kimberly could see again, the figures in the video were intimately familiar. The brunette had her face, contorted with passion, and the strong alpha male lifting her off the bed and fucking her like a ragdoll was none other than me.

“No,” she panted, but neither the hand at her throat or the one gripping her wand slowed. “Oh fuck that’s so wrong...”


It is
, I agreed. That’s what makes it fun.


She arched her back, the muscles in her thighs turning to jello as this new fantasy swept her away. She screamed with pleasure, no longer worrying about attracting my attention, completely focused on the amazing feelings going on between her legs. She arched her butt higher and higher off the bed, drunk on pleasure as she brought herself close to the edge.

I was right there as well. I wanted to come so bad, and I knew that I could do it right
 as Kimberly did. I’d experience her orgasm at the same time as mine, and God only knew how fucking mind-blowing that would be!

Yet, as I reached the edge, my hand slowed. There was something else I wanted – something in the back of my mind, in a deep, primal part of my psyche. It was like a bubble growing, stretching to bursting, and when it did I would finally understand what I was trying to figure out...

The urge overtook me – and my hand dropped away from my cock.

In the other room, Kimberly suddenly jerked and went still. This was no small feat – she was moments away from her own earth-shattering orgasm – but she froze, feeling something in her head she’d never experienced before.


Command
.


Turn off the tablet
, I thought, knowing she would obey.

Kimberly switched it off without question, thinking to herself as she did so that she’d rather cum with her own images in her head, not some video’s. It was amazing how easily the mind accepted outside commands, made them feel like they were Kimberly’s own – I was about to test that to the breaking point.


Put the vibrator on your clit
, I thought. You need it. You need more, and more, and MORE...


Kimberly’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of pleasure as she squeezed the vibrator between her thighs. The head pressed hard against her clit, nearly entering her sopping wet slit, while two fingers stabbed her g-spot with her free hand.

I let her pleasure go higher, and higher – then pulled the leash.

Kimberly groaned
 with frustration, pressing the vibrator harder, moving it in circles – nothing worked. She couldn’t cum! She didn’t realize that I held the keys to her passion now – she wasn’t going to be allowed to climax from now on unless I said so.


Think about your brother
, I commanded her. That will let you come. Think about Daniel.


I saw her bite her lip, this new command filling her with shame – but then the images filled her head. They looked just like the video she’d been watching, except this time it was her
 on her knees – her sucking me clean, her lapping up my come, her mounting me and riding my hard cock until she came shuddering and sobbing all over it, experiencing an orgasm stronger than anything she’d felt in her young life.

“Fuck,” she groaned, something inside her recognizing my dominance. “Please let me cum. Please...”

It was her fantasy. I could see her inside her head, riding me as she begged for me to let her go over the edge. She had no idea how close to reality her fantasy was.


Tell me you love me
, I commanded.

“I love my brother,” she whispered, flushing with shame at the admission. “God help me, I think my brother is sexy as hell...”


You want to worship your brother
, I thought.

“I...I want to worship my brother,” she panted. “Please, I’ll worship you with my whole body. Every day. I’ll be your fucktoy – your bimbo whore – your nasty little cumslut. Just please let me come, bro, please
...”

I’d had more than enough. I couldn’t take any more. With mental tendrils I didn’t even know I had, I slammed right into her pleasure center, overloading everything. Phantom fingers stroked her clit as I jabbed the g-spot of her endorphin center, filling her bloodstream with bliss.


Cum for me
, I commanded. Cum. Cum. CUM...


“Oh fuck
 I’m cumming!” Kimberly’s words turned into a babble of expletives as she shattered, her young body infiltrated with sweet, heavenly pleasure. Only her shoulders and feet remained on the bed – the rest was arched above it, riding a tidal wave of bliss, screaming my name over and over again as she broke into a thousand pieces and washed away. I lost track of how many times she came before I was finished wringing her out.

As she finally came down from her peak, I relaxed against the wall. I was a mess: I’d felt every moment of Kimberly’s pleasure, and it had sent me right over the edge. My lap was coated in seed, my boxers fucking stained with streaks of thick come. It was the most amazing pleasure I’d ever felt.

Gingerly, I tested the connection to Kimberly. She had a hand against her forehead, still coming down from her amazing high. Shame flooded her, but less than I would have expected.

“Shit, Kim,” she whispered, shaking her head. “Bad girl. Bad, bad girl...”

I knew her mind was already rationalizing it away. This had just been a naughty fantasy she’d carried too far, nothing more: just a harmless crush. She wasn’t going to let anything else come of it.

Except that when she finally rose from the bed, tucking her vibrator under her arm to take it to the bathroom to clean off, she stopped in front of my room.

I lay there stock still as she paused, watching the door. I could feel it inside of her – the longing. There was a part of her – a very deep, primal part, that was stronger than I realized – that wanted to open the door. That wanted to crawl into bed with me, to climb on top of me, to ride me over and over again until I exploded in her core, breeding her fertile womb...

Kimberly walked away. But as I lay back, a growing smile on my face, I knew that there’d come a time soon enough when she had the courage to open my door and see what happened next.

I thought it would take a few weeks, maybe a few more of these little mental sessions. What I had no idea of knowing was that tomorrow night, Kimberly was
 going to open my door – and the proposal she was going to make to me would change both of our lives forever...


Commanding The Brat (The Steps of Command Part Two)


“Hey bro...can we talk for a minute? I really need your help.”

I glanced up from my tablet. My stepsister Kimberly stood in the doorway of my room, biting her lip and twirling one end of her v-neck shirt through her fingers. Even without my special powers, I could see she was filled with anxiety: it coursed through her veins like whitewater rapids. But underneath that was something that set my heart fluttering; something exciting.

I blinked – and in the time between my eyes closing and then opening again I pushed
 into her brain. Mental tendrils soothed her worries, hitting her bloodstream like a Xanax or a glass of red wine. Her shoulders relaxed, her smile widened – hell, she even sighed audibly with relief.

It was still insane to me that I could do that.

“Thanks,” she said, entering my room and closing the door behind her – after spending a moment to make sure Mom didn’t hear. “There’s something on my mind that’s been driving me crazy lately.”


No doubt there is
, I thought, leaning back in bed. I didn’t need to be a mind-reader to know that. Ever since last night, when I’d slipped into Kimberly’s mind while practicing my new powers, she’d been weird around me. It wasn’t hard to see why: when Kimmie got bored all of a sudden and decided to masturbate to some porn, her arousal had triggered my own and I’d...lost control, somewhat. I’d pushed her mind subtly, influencing her choice of video – a filthy brother-sister incest vid that had incited her fantasies. Then I’d taken complete
 control of her: making her choke herself, picture my cock sliding between her lips, even cum while begging for her brother’s seed. It had been the strongest orgasm of both of our lives, and Kimberly had no idea that I hadn’t just been spying on her – I’d been experiencing it
 with her.

As amazing as it had been, she hadn’t repeated the performance at all today – it was as if she suspected something was wrong. She’d no-doubt rationalized the whole thing as being some extreme sex fantasy, but maybe a primal part of Kim’s brain wasn’t so sure she was alone in her own head.

“Come on in,” I told her, setting my tablet to the side. “I wasn’t doing anything, anyway.”

She got a foot or so away from the bed then stopped, frowning. I felt the anxiety well up in her again, but this time I didn’t slide into her thoughts – I was too entranced by the sight of her. Kimberly had obviously been trying to make herself look nice before coming in my room without making it too
 obvious she was trying to look nice. She wasn’t dressed in anything fancy, just her usual v-neck and fuzzy pajama pants, but her makeup was as on point as if she were going out on a hot date and her hair had been brushed into shimmering waves down her back.

Also, she wasn’t wearing anything under
 those pajamas, and it was obvious. Her top fit her curves so tightly it looked painted-on.

“Can I...” she shook her head for a second, like she was trying to shake off her doubts. “Can I sit down?”

“Sure.” I pulled back the covers, revealing the pillow-top of the mattress and its thin sheet. I wasn’t wearing a shirt, dressed just in my boxers, and I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that I wasn’t sporting a boner. That might have scared her off, powers or no powers. “Have a seat. What’s bothering you?”

She scooted onto the bed, tucking her knees under her chest, and shivered. “Brr, it’s cold in here,” she giggled. “You mind if I pull this up?”

“Be my guest,” I said, motioning toward the comforter.

Kimberly took it in her fist and slowly slid it up her body, sighing with relief as she sank deeper into the bed. “There we go,” she said, seeming for a moment to forget I was there.

“Just like old times,” I said, a trace of snark in my voice. It hadn’t been that long since we’d shared a bed.

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said, sliding me the side-eye. “Your hands are freezing
. God only knows what Mom would think if she came in and saw this.”

I chuckled. “Don’t worry about Mom.” As I said it, I pushed
 the thought into her head – I really did not want her thinking about the fact that her mother (my stepmother) was right downstairs. Not that there was any danger of her catching us, of course: a cursory glance downstairs with my powers showed Mom was passed out on the couch watching reality TV. If she happened to get up, I’d just make sure she went into a different part of the house than ours.

“Yeah,” Kim said, rising to a sitting position. “Whatever.”

“You were going to talk about your problem,” I reminded her. “Or should I go back to what I was doing?”

She scoffed. “Pssh, you said you weren’t doing anything. Lazy.”

“Nothing I want my sister to know about,” I said with a laugh.

I was rewarded by Kimberly’s mouth dropping into a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise. “Oh, gross!” she yelled, her cheeks flushing. “You’re such a pervert, Daniel!”

“Hey, I didn’t say anything,” I retorted. “You’re the one who’s got a dirty mind.”

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes in an exaggerated gesture of disgust. “I totally
 don’t need to know about that!”


Do you?
 I wondered. Experimentally, I reached out with my thoughts and grazed my sister’s pleasure center – just the slightest touch. Before, when I’d been driving her right over the peak into multiple orgasms, I’d been ramming that cluster of neurons as hard as I could, overloading it – but what would a teasing little tickle do?

Kimberly’s flush instantly deepened. Her eyes dilated, the pupils going wide. I saw her legs move under the covers as she ground her thighs together – then caught herself, rearranging them to look natural.


Bullseye
, I thought bemusedly. I’d just gotten her a little turned on – and now I knew I could do it more if I wanted.

“Well,” she said hotly, snuggling deeper under the covers, “I have a problem with a boy.”

I pretended to look shocked. “Guy trouble? You?”

“Oh shut up,” she said with a giggle, punching my shoulder. I couldn’t help but notice that doing so brought her a little bit closer to me.

“For real,” I said, “isn’t this something you should be talking to someone a little bit more female about? Like, Mom?”

Kimmie rolled her eyes. “Mom still thinks we all live in the 50’s. She thinks some boy is going to come courting
 me with a bouquet of flowers and say ‘yes ma’am, no ma’am’ over dinner.” Her face let me know exactly how deluded she thought that idea was. It didn’t sound too bad to me, but then again I was half-naked and under the covers with my own sister, so I had no right to judge anyone else’s depravity.

“Besides,” Kimberly was saying, “I want a dude’s perspective. Sometimes I just don’t think I understand men at all.”

“Trust me, we’re not that difficult,” I said. “Feed us, fuck us, tell us we’re cool. That pretty much does it.”

Her face reddened again, and this time I hadn’t had to do anything to her mind. “Maybe caveman guys like you,” she said haughtily.

“Maybe,” I agreed, putting my hands behind my head. “So what’s the problem? This guy getting too handsy?”

“No, nothing like that – in fact, he’s a perfect gentleman.” Kimberly snuggled closer, the swell of her hip rising beneath the fabric.

“Then what’s the problem? Let him take you out to dinner; bring him home to meet Mom.”

If I had thought Kimberly could blush before, the crimson that spread from her cheeks to her cleavage proved me wrong. “I...I don’t think I could bring him home to Mom,” she stammered, her smile going lopsided.

I was enjoying this a little bit too much. It was fun making Kim squirm, causing her to feel a little bit of the wrongness, anxiety and excitement that had been coursing through my bloodstream for months whenever I was around her. Almost without thinking about it, I slid into her mind and stoked her arousal up another notch.

“So what’s the problem?” I yawned heavily, faking disinterest. “You’re really bad at getting to the point sometimes, sis, you know that?”

Kimberly bit her lip hard, her eyes shining as her gaze met mine. “He doesn’t know I like him,” she whispered.

She squirmed under the covers, visibly uncomfortable. A quick peek in her mind showed my sister to be a churning whirlpool of emotions: lust, shame, and the overwhelming desire to be closer to me.

I decided to help her along.

“Come here,” I said, pulling the comforter up where it wrapped around my side. “You still look cold as hell.”

Relief flooded her features. “Thanks,” she whispered, scooting over. I felt her sigh and relax as she pressed her body against mine, a slow smile spreading across her face. She threw one arm over my chest and rested her head on my shoulder.

“This is so weird,” she said in a tiny voice, like she was talking to myself. “I should feel...wrong when I do this. But god damn you’re so comfy...”

“Comfy? What, am I getting fat?”

Her eyes widened. “No, not at all!” She leaned upward, so close that our lips were almost touching. “You feel good. Solid. It’s just...I dunno, comforting to be held. To know that I’ve got someone to go to when I’m having trouble, someone who’ll look out for me no matter what.”

Fuck, I was starting to get hard. I shifted down a bit, hoping to hide it, and squeezed Kim’s shoulder. “No problem, sis. Shit, I’ll hold you whenever you want. Now why doesn’t this idiot guy like you?”

She tittered nervously. “It’s not like that,” she murmured, stretching against me. “It’s just...he doesn’t see me that way. I’m pretty sure he just thinks of me as a friend.”

“Ah, you’ve been friend zoned
,” I said sagely, prompting her to laugh. “No, really, I know all about that. Guys get it all the time.”

She turned her head and fluttered her lashes up at me. “Well, then – how do you get out of the friend zone? How do I make this guy see me as...I dunno, this is so awkward to say...”

“Say it,” I said, my voice dropping to a low, commanding tone. I felt her shiver against me.

“That I’m a sexual being,” she whispered. “That I’m not just a friend – I’m a girl who wants to fuck
.”

“Wow,” I said, feigning surprise. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say that word, sis.”

She blushed and pressed her face against my side. “Please don’t make fun of me,” she whispered.

God, she looked so cute like that. It was so nice to have her body against mine, to feel her warmth. I wanted her so fucking badly.

“You know what I would do?” I asked her.

She glanced up at me, her lips trembling. “What?”

“It’s not difficult,” I said with a little laugh. “I would tell this guy exactly what you told me. And then I’d kiss him.”

Kimberly paused for a long, long moment, staring up into my eyes.

“You’re right,” she whispered, so quietly I could barely here. “That’s good advice.”

Then she kissed me.

Every nerve ending in my body sang simultaneously. Her mouth covered mine, the warm lips parting and her tongue darting into my mouth, and the two of us melted into each other. I rolled to the side, no longer caring if she felt my cock, and pressed it against her thigh. I felt her gasp at the size of it, press against me harder. She bit down on my bottom lip, adding pain to the pleasure.

“Holy shit.” Kimberly broke the kiss, staring at me like she didn’t know what she wanted. I could feel how badly she wanted to kiss me again – to keep on going until the two of us were fucking like animals – but her control was holding for the moment.

“Yeah,” I said, gripping her hips. “Fuck, Kim, that was amazing-”

“That was so wrong,” she panted, shaking her head like she was trying to dispel the feelings coursing through her. “Fuck, I shouldn’t do that. I’m your sister for Christ’s sake...”


Fuck it,
 I thought. I want this.
 My command slid into her brain, short-circuiting all the controls holding up her stupid puritan morality. I felt her arch her back as the pleasure hit her brain like a shot of something top-shelf and strong, radiating from her core.

“I know,” I murmured. “That’s why it’s so fun.”

Then I kissed her
, hard, and slid my hand between her parted thighs.

Kimberly’s mouth met mine for a moment, then formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as my fingers rubbed her slit through her thin, fuzzy pajama pants. Her ass raised off my bed, grinding against my hand, demanding more. For a moment, I felt her self-control shatter as she gave in to me – then she pulled herself back from the brink.

“This is
 good,” she groaned, squeezing her eyes tight as she pressed her face into my chest. “Oh fuck, Daniel, that’s so fucking good! But we can’t do this. Nothing can...can happen
 between us, you know?”

Hmm. That actually sounded like a challenge. Not to mention an opportunity to have a little fun. Kimberly, whether she’d known it or not, had been making me squirm for months. I wanted to put that back on her for a bit, make her experience how it felt to want something wrong so badly you stopped caring...

“Okay,” I groaned, pulling away from her. “Okay.” It physically hurt to put those few inches of space between us, and I could see in her eyes that she was feeling as frustrated as I was. “You maybe just want to...I don’t know, hang out in here a little bit?”

Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were still wide as saucers. I could feel her trying to come down, to force those feelings I’d just brought to the surface back into her subconscious. “Yeah,” she said, brushing her hair out of her face. “That’s, um, fine. We should probably just calm down for a bit...”

“Yeah,” I agreed, grabbing my tablet. “I definitely need to burn off some energy...”

She watched me for a few moments, a growing certainty in her eyes. “What are you doing?”

“What do you think I’m doing? What I was about to do before you came in.”

To say she looked shocked would have been an understatement. And yet she didn’t rise from the bed, call me a pervert, or do any of things I might have expected. Instead she stared at me, her heart pounding and her lips quivering. I could tell she was on the edge of a precipice even before
 I peeked inside her head – and once I looked inside, I was blown away. My darling, innocent sister wanted
 to watch me masturbate: the same way I had watched her masturbate last night, although she had no idea. She wanted to see me cum; she wanted to be right there next to me, urging me along, helping me have a stronger, deeper orgasm.

And she wanted more. Much, much more.

“I...um.” She blushed, pulling the covers up to just beneath her chin.

“Look, I’m hard as fuck
,” I said matter-of-factly, pulling up the same porn site Kimberly had been looking at last night. “I’m not going to be able to think straight until I cum. If you want to have any hope of having a rational conversation about all this, I need to have an orgasm first. If you think that’s gross or whatever, you can leave the room for a few minutes – or I’ll go in the bathroom or whatever.” I glanced over at her, waiting for her response.

“No, that’s fine,” she whispered, keeping the covers right where they were. “I’ve kind of always been curious about how boys...you know, touch themselves. And I mean, you’re doing it to porn – it’s like I’m not even here!”

“Sure,” I said, giving her justifications the amount of credit they deserved. “This’ll just take a minute...”

Her face lit up with curiosity. “So, um...what kind of porn do you watch?”

I rolled my eyes. “You really want to know that? I thought porn was for pervs.”

She bit her lip. “I mean, everyone does it. Your sister might be a little bit more pervy than you think...”

I stared at her evenly for a long moment that made her flush and look away. Then I turned my attention back to the website. God, even the thumbnails
 were hot as fuck.

“I like a little bit of everything,” I said, my eyes still on the screen. “Blowjobs, MILFS, lesbian threesomes...”

When I glanced back, she’d moved over on the bed. Now Kimberly was right next to me, although she was still covering her entire body with the comforter. She was also staring at the screen, and something on it had made her eyes go all wide. I knew exactly what it was – in fact, I’d put it there on purpose.

“What about that
 one?” She asked, pointing. It was the same video Kim had watched last night – the drunk sister coming onto her brother, fucking him in their parents’ bed while she moaned and shuddered and told him how amazing his cock was.

“That one?” I feigned shock, but of course this was what I’d wanted her to pick all along. “I don’t know. That one’s a little taboo. Are you into that stuff, sis?”

She gave me a deer-in-headlights look so perfect I almost burst out laughing.

“I...no! I just...I didn’t even know that was the plot. I watch these things on mute. They’re just, you know! The plots are usually better!”

“If you watch porn on mute,” I asked, giving her the side-eye, “how do you know anything about the plot?”

She pulled the comforter up over her face. “Just watch the video. Please. Do what boys do...”

I shrugged and started the video. The first few minutes were just scene-setting, so I skipped about a 1/3rd of the way through. The brother was sitting on the couch in the living room, with the sister between his knees, teasing his cock with her tongue. I knew that I was about a minute away from her full-on deepthroating him, so this was a perfect place to start watching.

“You’re skipping,” Kimmie said, peeking over the comforter. “What – you’re impatient?”

“Everyone skips to the best parts,” I said, peeling the blanket off my body. My cock stood straight and stiff in my boxers, poking up through the fabric like a tent pole. A dark stain of precum coated the front where the tip was – it would have been oozing down my shaft if I wasn’t wearing underwear.

I tugged down the boxers, freeing my cock and balls. A quick glance to the side let me know that Kimberly was peeking over the covers – and that something was going on down below.

“Wow,” I heard her gasp.

“What?”

“You’re just – it’s big
,” she said, making no attempt to conceal how hot this all made her. “That’s honestly bigger than any boy I’ve been with. You should be proud of that cock, bro.”

“Thanks,” I groaned, taking hold of the base with my free hand. Sparks shot down my spine, pure relief filling me at finally having some attention on my rod. “Fuck, that feels good...”

“You don’t use lube?” The comforter was inching down, and now I could see Kimberly’s nipples as hard as diamonds through her thin top.

“Nah, I’m already good and wet. Shit...”

I started to stroke in earnest. I could feel Kimberly’s eyes on me, staring greedily at my cock as I pumped it slow and hard. On the screen, the girl continued to suck off her brother, but somehow I knew neither of us were paying any attention to that.

“This is so interesting,” Kim said in a small voice. “Does it feel good?”

“Really fucking good,” I groaned, leaning back against the pillows. I turned away from the porn, staring at her soft tits and stroking harder. She watched me watching her for a long moment, then flushed deeper than ever before.

“Bro? The porn is over there
,” she whimpered. I pushed into her mind, experiencing the lust that shuddered through her body. Her cunt was like a furnace, aching for me as badly as I did for her, and I wasn’t going to deny her any more.


Time to take control
.

“You’re much hotter than that,” I growled, watching the compliment hit her. Mental tendrils stroked her pleasure center, setting her most sensitive parts on fire with need as I spoke. “Now show me those tits.”

I watched her resistance crumble. After all, she’d already gotten this far into the situation. She was half-naked in bed, watching her brother masturbate, and she was really going to stop at showing off her tits? Of course not.

“Y-yes, bro,” she panted, pulling the v-neck over her head. Kim’s tits were a little smaller than I would have liked – Mom’s big ones were more my speed – but they were perfect perky handfuls, so high and firm that a bra was merely for ornamentation. I pumped harder at the sight of them, something deep and primal inside my brain flooding at the visual of my topless sister.

“Come here,” I said, brooking no discussion. “Lay next to me.”

Any thought of her resisting was now a foregone conclusion. I could see it in her eyes: she wanted this. She was going to go all the way; experience the kind of pleasure her young body had never sampled before, and I was going to be the one to take her there. I couldn’t fucking wait.

“Like this?” She asked. She was lying against me the way she’d been before, one hand over my chest. I knew it felt good for her to be this close, to have skin-on-skin. The whole feeling of a female body against me was just the best – and I sent it through the connection, filling her with the same goodness.

“Yes,” I grunted. “Now touch it.”

Her hand trembled as she reached out for my cock. “Bro, are you sure?”

I took her chin in my other hand and turned her to face me. She stared up at me, eyes shining with love and devotion, bottom lip trembling as she felt the full force of my commanding power.

“You want this,” I told her. “You want to make your brother cum. And you want me to make you
 cum. Say it.”

“I...” For an instant, the last remaining threads of resistance in her mind tried to hold – and snapped. “I want this,” she said, her face flooding with pure relief. “It’s so wrong, but I don’t fucking care. I’m so horny, Daniel – I want to get you off so bad my pussy is soaking
. When I do it, will you...will you get me off, too?”

“Fuck yeah,” I growled into her neck. “Now stroke me, Sis.”

Her fingers gripped my come-soaked shaft and began to stroke. It ignited a fire in my belly; god damn
 did that feel so much better than my own hand. Kimberly didn’t watch; instead she kept her face against my chest, looking up at me with just her eyes.

“Is that okay?” she asked. “Does it hurt?”

“No,” I grunted, my voice thick with pleasure. “It’s amazing. Harder, Kimmie, stroke it harder...!”

Her grip grew tighter and she moved faster. My balls bounced back and forth as she truly jerked me off, her little hand a blur as she milked her brother’s cock. I could feel my shaft tingling as something warm and strong worked its way up to the swollen, spongy head – I was getting close to the edge. I started to buck and thrash against Kim’s body, grunting wordlessly with pure primal need as her hand stroked sweeter and sweeter around my cock...

Suddenly she stopped. And her face started to slide down my chest.


Holy shit,
 I thought, stunned into silence for a moment. “Sis?”

“I need this,” she said, her voice manic in its intensity. “Please don’t say no, bro. I need to taste you...”

I chuckled. “There is no fucking way on Earth I would stop you from doing that.”

When I looked down, Kimberly was between my legs, the covers completely pulled down and tossed onto the floor. She looked just like the girl in the video, although that couple had moved on into full-on fucking and I only spared them a moment’s glance. What was going on here was way more important. I only had eyes for her.

“Oh my gawd,”
 Kim groaned, running a finger down the side of my shaft. Once she had it coated in precum, she brought it to her lips and sucked the tip clean. “Oh fuck, bro, you taste so good...”

“Suck me,” I said, locking eyes with her. “Please...”

She grinned. “Of course. I love having your cock in my mouth, bro.”

Then she took me between her lips, and I was in Heaven. I growled low in my throat as Kimmie pulled the sensitive head into her warm, wet mouth and pushed right through her gag reflex. I slid all the way in, sheathed in her pulsing throat as she took me all the way to the base. Her nose nestled in my pubic hair, a low throaty moan escaping her lips as she tasted me. I snuck a peek in her brain and felt her fire; knew deep down in my soul that she loved
 this.

Soon Kimberly was bobbing up and down in my lap, her lips forming a tight seal around my rock-hard cock as she took me deep. Her lips were glossy and shining as she teased the head with her tongue, pushing my sensitivity so high I started bucking and lifting my ass off the bed before she giggled and took me to the hilt.

“I had no idea you were such an amazing cocksucker, sis!” I put my hand on the back of her head, experimentally at first and then harder when she nodded for me to continue. My fingers tangled in her hair, using it as leverage to go deeper. I was using her mouth and it was incredible. “Fuck, I’m getting close! Is it okay if I come?”


“Mmmmh hmmmm!”
 Kimberly looked ecstatic as she felt my cock swell up even larger in her throat. It started to twitch and buck, bringing me right to the edge, and my sister didn’t slow down for a moment. She picked up the pace, sucking hard as she bobbed up and down like she was eager for her treat.

“Oh fuck sis I love you! I fucking love you...!”

I grabbed Kimmie’s head with both hands and growled as I let go, exploding in her mouth. She slowed down as she felt me come, tightening her cheeks around my shaft as she drank down every drop of my thick, creamy load. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing and milking me dry as waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, draining out of me as I filled my sister’s mouth with cum. As I came down from my peak I felt wrung out, exhausted – and utterly energized.

Kim lapped up the last bit of seed from my dick, cleaning me with her tongue, then planted a kiss on the swollen head.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “I didn’t hurt you...?”

She shook her head. “I’m good, bro. So
 good. Do you...do you want to do more
?”

I knew what she meant. Images of it flickered through my head – me, buried in Kimmie’s sweet pussy, pumping another hot load inside of her while she shuddered and came all over my dick. I sent those images right into her mind and watched as she closed her eyes, riding them.

Something flickered in her face. “Are you...are you doing
 something to me?”

I froze. And from the look on my face, Kim knew something was wrong. Or that she’d just hit on the truth.

“Come here,” I growled, grabbing her by the hips. “It’s your turn.”

“My turn?” She was still looking confused, but the heat in her gaze was crowding it out, making her not care. “I thought we were going to-”

“I have
 to know what my sweet sister’s pussy tastes like,” I growled. “I want to eat your cunt, Kim.”

She melted. “Yes,” she whimpered, her cute ass hitting the bed. “I’ve never had a boy that was willing to do that for me before, Daniel. I want it...”

Grinning, I tugged down her pajama pants. Her skin was tanned and flawless underneath, her shining slit bare other than a narrow strip of trimmed pubic hair. I buried my face in her cunt and lapped at her folds, seeking out her clit.

“Fuck! Oh my gawd
, Daniel, don’t stop!”

I smiled. I had no intention of stopping until she’d come just as hard as I had. I wasn’t super-experienced in eating a girl out, but my enthusiasm made up for it – and Kimberly was so turned on that it didn’t take long before her hips were quaking on my shoulders, her body tense as a bowstring as she approached climax.

I pumped two fingers inside of her as I lapped at her clit, working my tongue in long slow circles around the sensitive nub. The combination was enough to send my sister over the edge – her inner walls clenched and a flood of sweet honey coated my tongue. Kimberly screamed loud enough to wake the neighborhood, grinding her cunt on my face as she rode out a toe-curling, sheet-clawing orgasm. When she finally relaxed, sweaty and panting, I climbed onto her and mounted her.

“Oh fuck that was so good,” she whimpered, kissing me deeply. “Are you going to fuck me now, bro?”

“Yes,” I said, gripping her breast in my free hand. “I was so jealous of my fingers when they were inside you. You feel so tight and amazing, Kim, I can’t wait to be inside you...”

She looked up at me, something desperate in her eyes. “I need it,” she admitted, “but...do you have a condom?”

I shook my head. The thought hadn’t even occurred to me. “Fuck no.”

“I’m not on the pill,” she protested. “I...I could get pregnant, bro...”

A smile spread across my face. “Good.”

Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of shock – then I felt her hips pushing against me.

“Do it,” she said, her smile matching my own.

“You sure?” I let the head of my cock nestle in her folds, just barely teasing her entrance. Fuck she was so warm and tight – I wanted to bury myself in her balls-deep so badly. But I held back. “You sure you don’t want to wait until we’ve got protection?”

“Fuck no,” she groaned. “I want to feel you unload inside me. “Besides, you already came once – you’re probably good. And if you got me pregnant, I mean...that wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, would it?”

Instead of responding with words, I entered her with one smooth stroke. Kimberly came apart as I bottomed out inside of her, pressing her face to my chest and raking my back with her nails. This was so much better – so
 much better – than what we’d done with our mouths. She opened for me, letting me into her core, and the head of my cock slammed into her g-spot. I couldn’t stop my hips; I had to fuck harder, faster.

“Oh Jesus,” she panted, her cunt gripping me like a glove. “Fuck bro, you’re so good! I love your cock, I love the way you fuck me!”

I loved the way I fucked her, too. This was so good; if I hadn’t already lost myself inside of Kimmie’s amazing mouth, I would have already been shooting inside of her. Only that thin layer of self-control kept me able to hold back as I rammed her into my bed.

She locked her ankles behind me, nibbling at my earlobe. “Come in me,” she begged. “Give me a baby!”

“What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Wait, wait, don’t freak out,” she said, putting a hand on my chest to still me. She didn’t know the real reason I was having this reaction – she had no idea about my powers. “Just listen to me, okay? Okay.”

She pursed her lips in that sexy little pout I knew so well, studying me to make sure I didn’t pull out of her. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to: she felt so amazing, I never wanted to be anywhere but inside her.

“You know what’s my favorite thing about you?” She asked, her voice a husky, bliss-soaked whisper.

In response, I rocked my hips forward and slammed the head of my cock against her g-spot. Her mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she arched her back, momentarily stunned with pleasure. I felt it as an aftershock in the back of my head, one so good that it made me want to do it again and again – but I knew what would happen if I gave in.

“I have an idea,” I growled, the tip of my cock still nestled against her cervix.

“Well,” she giggled, “that’s definitely up there. But what I meant was, you take care of me
, Daniel. You were so good when Dad left – without you, this family never would have stayed together. I love that you’re always here for me when I need you – you’re like my protector. And that’s so, so
 fucking sexy...”

It really was. I could feel how turned on she was getting from her own words, and it was affecting me, too.

“So what?” I groaned, driving deep another time and making her squeal. “You think I’m going to leave you? You’ll always be my sister, Kim – no matter what.”

Her cheeks reddened. “You’re going to college,” she whispered. “Then you’ll find some girl, I know it. After that, you’ll be taking care of her
 instead. But if you come inside me, if you put a baby in my belly, we’ll be linked. Our souls
 will be entwined together, you and me, making something beautiful. I know
 you’d be the best Daddy ever, Daniel. And if you put a baby in me...you’ll never leave. You’ll always take care of me – and him or her, when the baby comes. And I’ll always take care of you...just like this...”

Her hips started to rock, fucking me back with a slow, steadily building intensity. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she had no intention of stopping – this was it, the point of no return. She was going to keep on until I shot deep inside of her, made her pregnant. My own stepsister, my lover – the girl that thanks to my new powers I knew almost as well as I knew myself.

“Would that be so bad?” she asked, putting a hand on the back of my head and using it as leverage to lift herself up and kiss me. She covered my mouth with hers, then slid her face to my ear and teased the opening with the tip of her tongue. “I’ll be such a good wife for you, Sir. And such a good Mommy. I promise I’ll do anything you want – I’ll let you fuck me every time you get a big, hard boner that won’t go away. I love you, Daniel – you’re so fucking hot, you’re so fucking amazing
 and I want to be your girl forever...”

The words were like ambrosia. My hips suddenly thrust forward, meeting her stroke for stroke, and the two of us were moving in time. She locked eyes with me, understanding passing between the two of us in an instant. Kimberly tossed her head back and laughed, pure joy and relief in one blessed moment, then kissed me again.

“Come in me,” she begged, making that naughty face my sister always pulled when she was trying to get me to do something mischievous. “Blow your load inside me, bro. Aren’t my walls nice and snug around your dick? Don’t all those wet, tight ridges just make you want to fuck me harder and harder until you explode
 all over my walls?”

They did. They really, really did.

“I can’t stop,” I told her, grabbing her hair for leverage as I pumped even deeper inside of her. The head of my cock was in her core now, grazing her cervix with every thrust, and there was no doubt in my mind that this seed was going to be planted right in her fertile womb.

“Don’t stop!” Her hips were a blur, fucking me back with the same intensity I had for her. “Come in me, bro – shoot for me! Make me a mommy!”

The world went white as I reached the edge and sailed right over. Explosions fired behind my eyes as Kimberly cried out in triumph, embracing me as my cock erupted inside of her womb. She rode me slowly, milking my fat cock dry, teasing every drop of sweet cream from my balls as I painted her inner walls white. At some point I felt her cunt clench around me, sucking me in as her own orgasm fired off in response to mine. She buried her head in my chest, panting and moaning my name as she felt me fertilize her, breed
 her, bind her to me.

It was exactly what we both wanted.

Later, as I lay there holding her, she turned to me with a sly little smile. “So spill the beans,” she whispered, gently stroking my chest. “How are you doing this?”

“Doing what?” I asked, too immersed in afterglow to see what she meant at first.

“Those images you sent into my head,” she said, that pouty little expression back on her face. “I’m pretty sure those were your
 sexual fantasies, not mine. And that thing last night where I was masturbating and suddenly started choking myself and talking about how hot I find my brother...that was you, wasn’t it?”

I didn’t know what to say. She took my silence for many things, among them an affirmative.

“It’s okay,” she murmured, resting her head on my shoulder. “I’m not upset. I love you – and honestly, all you did was pour gasoline on a fire that was already burning. I’m so
 happy that this happened between us, Daniel – you have no idea.”

I was stunned. “You...you mean that?”

She nodded. “Yep. Besides, I remember what it was like growing up – Dad and Mom. He had the same power, didn’t he?”

I stared at her for a long moment. “Yes.”

“I thought so. There was always something about him...I could never figure out what it was. He was like that guy, the one who hypnotized the entire Russian court and made the czar’s wife fuck him.”

“Rasputin,” I said, the knot in my gut unclenching.

“That’s right,” she said, punching my shoulder. “You’re Rasputin, bro. And I’m Rasputin’s perv sister.”

“I’m down with that,” I said, grabbing a handful of her ass. “If you are.”

“Oh,” she moaned. “Definitely.”


We’d been lying there for a few more moments when she asked: “so I’m guessing you knocked Mom out so you could have me all to yourself, too?”

I grinned. “Nah. That was all her.”

“Oh.” She sounded a little disappointed. “I thought you’d been fucking her already.”

“What?” Now I really didn’t get it.

“I just mean, you should control the entire
 court, right? Or the house, in this case.” She grinned at me. “If we’re going to be doing this more often, you’ve got to get in Mom’s head and make her cool with it, at least. And I know
 the way you look at her. You’ve got a crush on her – a mommy-crush. You know I might be into that, right?”

I had no idea. And even as I held my sister, the love of my life, in my arms, I started to wonder. Could I have more?


Commanding The MILF (The Steps of Command Part Three)


“What is going on up there?” Mom asked, sounding annoyed. “The show is about to start!”

I bit my lip to keep from crying out, my fingers tangling tighter in my sister Kimmie’s hair. “We’ll be right down,” I said. My toes dug into the carpet as her warm, wet mouth enveloped me, sending chills of pleasure down my spine.

Kimberly pulled back and stroked me hard, gazing up in to my eyes. “She’s totally going to catch us,” she giggled, licking her lips. “She’s gonna come up here and see us...”

“She’s not going to catch shit,” I grunted, sliding the head of my cock between Kim’s lips. “Hurry up, I’m almost there...”

The two of us were standing at the top of the stairs, looking down into the entranceway to the kitchen and living room. Well, I
 was standing: my stepsister Kimberly was on her knees, sucking my cock like a seasoned pro. She’d been doing that a lot lately.

As she bobbed up and down on my dick, I opened my mind and gently pushed
 into hers. My special power allowed me to see into the minds of those around me and control their thoughts and emotions: it was something I’d inherited from my father. Right now I was using it to stroke the pleasure center of Kim’s brain, making her dizzy and wet like my cock was buried inside her cunt instead of her throat. Kim groaned with recognition as I tugged, spreading her legs wider so I could send the sensation of fucking and licking through her clit. She shivered with bliss, going faster around my cock, determined to get me off before Mom noticed anything was wrong.


God, its so much nicer to not have to hide this
, I thought, bringing Kim’s body right to the edge as mine reached its peak. It’s so much more fun this way...


In the end, I hadn’t had to confess my powers to my stepsister: she’d figured everything out all by herself. Considering my first use of my powers had been to make her masturbate to incest porn while choking herself and screaming that she wanted to fuck her brother, I’m surprised it took her as long as it did. But Kimberly loved me no matter what, and the revelation that I could alter mental states had been a constant source of naughty ideas for her pervy mind. Sucking me off on the stairs had been her
 idea, although the sensations I was sending through her body to make her come at the same time were 100% me.

Suddenly my own pleasure shot into the stratosphere. I gripped Kim’s hair with both hands, using her like a receptacle for my seed as I thrust between her lips hard and fast. I sailed right over the edge and pulled her right behind me, the two of us coming in perfect, incestuous bliss. Kimberly drank my seed eagerly, twin trails of wetness dribbling down her thighs to stain the carpet as her pussy boiled over.

“Are you alright up there? Do you need me for anything?”

Kimberly let out a little gasp as she sprang off my cock. “No, Mom! We’re coming!” As if to punctuate her statement, a final little jet of seed shot from the tip of my cock and splashed across her face. She giggled and scooped it up, sucking her finger.

“Literally,” I said with a grin.

“You’re so
 bad,” she said, her face flushed with after glow. “Meanest brother ever!”

“So what do you think?” I wanted to know how her experiment had gone. “Was it better, a guy coming in your mouth right when you did?”

“It was...interesting,” she admitted, taking my offered hand and rising to her feet. “It definitely felt better, but I was so busy coming I couldn’t really taste it.”

“For most girls, that’d be a plus,” I said.

She punched my shoulder. “I’m not most girls. I like
 the taste of my brother’s cum. You know I like having it it my mouth,” she added in a whisper.

“Almost as much as I like putting it there,” I snarked as we reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Oh mi gawd, shut up!
” Her face paled. “If Mom hears you...”

“Mom will only hear what I want her to hear,” I said, putting a hand around Kim’s waist for a moment. “And I’m thinking tonight is the night we do that thing you’ve been talking about, anyway.”

Kim froze. She cast a nervous glance at the living room, where my step-mom Kelly was waiting for us. “Doing to her what...what you did to me? Are you sure?”

“I’m totally sure,” I said, pinching her ass. “I want her. How many times have you told me you want to see me fuck her while you were riding my cock, sis?”

Kim still had the temerity to blush. “Saying something because it’s hot when you’re fucking and actually meaning
 it are two different things, Daniel.”

I stopped a few feet shy of the doorway, gripping Kim’s shoulder. “Do you want me to do this or not? Because I plan to make us all one big happy family tonight, Kim. Are you not
 going to be happy if I do that?”

She glanced back at the living room, and I felt an echo of the girl who’d stood in front of my bedroom door that first night for ten minutes, debating whether or not to open it and give in to the fantasies filling her head. Kimberly hadn’t given in that first night – she’d waited to come to me until the next – but that time, I’d let her be her. I hadn’t given her a mental push...

“You’re in my head,” she said in a small voice.

I pulled back instantly. “Yeah,” I said. “I was.”

I felt ashamed of myself, but Kim just sighed and nuzzled close to me. “Okay,” she said, pressing her face against my chest. “I guess. Just...be gentle with Mom, okay?”

“Oh, I will,” I assured her. “Trust me, our tight-ass Mom is going to be a completely different person once she gets a good dicking...”

I trailed off as we entered the living room. Kelly sat on the plush, comfy couch, doing her nails with the bottle of polish on the coffee table. She was dressed in yoga pants and a tight little athletic top, but both Kimberly and I knew she hadn’t been to the gym: this was just for show. There was probably a post on her social media with a sweaty-looking selfie and a ‘gym body’ hashtag, but Mom was all about keeping up appearances more than anything.

“Where were you two?” she snapped, glancing up from her glossy nails. “The movie’s about to start.”

I sighed, and heard Kimberly sighing behind me in almost the same moment. Of all of Kelly’s ridiculous traditions, ‘family movie night’ was by far the one we both dreaded the most. It was something Dad had started in one of his “bring the family together” moods, but nine times out of ten he’d barely been able to make it through the opening credits before disappearing upstairs with Mom for an hour. Now that I was older, I knew exactly what he was doing to her: using his power to take her upstairs and fuck her brains out.

I was eager to reestablish Dad’s tradition.

“Ugh, really?” Kimberly made a big show of rolling her eyes as she settled down on the center cushion of the couch. “That movie is for babies.”

Mom clucked her tongue. “We all know you’re just going to stare at your phone the whole time, anyway,” she snapped. I refrained from saying that pretty much every time we’d done this it was Kelly
 who spent the entire movie staring at social media – it wouldn’t matter after tonight.

“Plus, its free on on-demand this month,” she added, returning her attention to her nails. “We can at least pretend to be a family for an hour and a half once a week!”


Oh, we’re going to be doing way more than that
, I thought, gripping the back of the couch.

There was a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table. I grabbed a handful and settled in on the opposite end of the couch, with Kimmie between us. A quick glance confirmed that Mom wouldn’t be able to casually see what I was doing, but I didn’t want to risk anything.

As she queued up the movie, I closed my eyes and pushed
 into her mind.

It was so much easier than entering Kimberly’s thoughts, even after a week of practicing on my sister’s mind. Mom hadn’t been the sharpest knife in the drawer at the best of times – it was clear Dad had chosen her for her looks and fertility instead of intelligence – and years of Dad’s control had worn her down into a giggly, vapid bimbo. Entering her mind wasn’t all that much different from sitting down on the couch: a warm, well broken-in couch that was oh-so-comfortable.

As the movie started, I dialed down Mom’s awareness of her surroundings. The only outward sign was a bit of glassiness in her eyes, but by the time I was finished she wasn’t paying attention to anything around her. I hyper-focused her on the movie, to the point that it would take a sharp shove or the smoke alarm going off to break her concentration.

When I was done, I pulled out of her mine with an audible sigh of pleasure. Fuck that feels good
, I thought. Exercising my control always left me feeling energized – my cock was straining in my pants from the rush.

I leaned to the side and patted the cushion in front of me. “Come here,” I whispered to Kimberly.

Her eyes widened. She glanced over at our mother and bit her lip. “Are you sure?” she whispered.

“It’s fine,” I assured her. “I’ve got her. Come snug.”

With a naughty little grin, Kimberly pressed her body against mine, resting her head on my chest as she tangled her limbs in mine. The feeling of her warm, soft skin against mine was so good – it felt great just to hold her, to have her female body all over my male frame. Her knee slid up my thigh, grinding against the head of my hard cock, and I put the back of my head against the couch and groaned.

Kimberly glanced back at Mom, frowning. “She really can’t hear us?”

I chuckled. “I’ve got her so focused on that stupid movie. I could fuck your brains out and she wouldn’t notice a thing.”

Kimberly’s cheeks flushed, and her hand closed on the bulge in my pants. “Prove it,” she whispered, daring me to.

Did I have the balls to fuck my sister right in front of my unaware mother? You’re damn right I did. A grin spread across my face as I reached between Kimberly’s thighs and slid my fingers under the hem of her pajama pants.

“Oh fuck
,” she groaned, arching her back as my digits slid into her sopping wetness.

“You’re a bad girl,” I growled, my lips against her ear, my fingers a blur between her thighs. “Are you getting off on the thought of fucking me right in front of Kelly?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “That’s so fucking hot,” she panted. “Please fuck me, Daniel – please?”

I’d been planning to brainwash Mom first – but this was too tempting an offer to resist.

“Spread your legs, bad girl,” I grunted, standing up and grabbing Kimberly’s hips. I turned her around so that she was on all fours on the couch, her hands pressing into the fabric and one foot on the floor. Glancing back at me with a wink, she raised her other foot until her slender ankle rested on the big back of the couch, spreading her wide. I could see her pussy dripping, smell the feral musk coming off of her needy cunt, and when I looked past I her I could see Kelly staring at the TV, oblivious to what her daughter and stepson were doing.

My boxers were down to my ankles in a flash. I brought one hand down on Kim’s ass, grabbing a fat handful of it as the flesh reddened beneath my fingers.

“Ah!” She clapped a hand over her mouth, but it didn’t matter: Mom couldn’t hear us. My sister’s loudest screams would be like a slight buzz of static in her ears; not enough to make her look away.

With a savage grin, I smacked her ass again. “You like a little pain with your pleasure, don’t you Sis? I can see your cunt quivering every time I slap you – you love
 getting used, don’t you?”

In response, she looked over her shoulder at me, tossing her hair over the other.

“Remember that first night,” she teased, her face red with excitement. “When you made me choke myself while I masturbated?”

How the fuck could I forget? My cock throbbed against her thigh as the image filled my mind’s eye.

“That,” she admitted, “was the hottest fucking thing that’s ever happened to me-”

I cut her off with a thrust of my hips, the head of my cock spreading her folds and driving deep into my sister’s cunt. I filled her with one smooth stroke, watching as her face collapsed into an expression of pure bliss as I bottomed out inside of her. Her eyes rolled back into her head, only the whites showing as they fluttered. A low cry of pleasure erupted from her throat as her inner muscles clenched around me.

“Fuck that’s so
 good ohmigawd...”

Kimberly twitched like my cock was a taser, the full girth sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She slid up it, down it, then suddenly flushed crimson as every muscle in her body drew taut. I reached out and pushed
 into her head, finding exactly what I’d expected: a tidal wave of pleasure. One stroke had been all it needed to send her over the edge – my darling sister was so excited from the wrongness of being in front of her Mom that she came instantly.

“Jesus,” she panted, puffing out her cheeks as she came down from her peak. “Your cock is so fucking good, Master...”

I pulled out of her oh-so-slowly, teasing her clit with the head of my cock as I exited her warm, dripping channel. Aftershocks of pleasure rocked her young body, but she frowned with confusion as I pulled out of her completely.

“What are you doing?” she asked, bewildered. “You haven’t come yet – you’re still so hard...”

“I know,” I said. “I think it’s time to introduce Mom to this dick.”

Kimberly’s mouth formed a perfect little ‘o’ of surprise as she scooted off the couch.

“You’re really going to do that?” She didn’t sound displeased – in fact, the tone of her voice implied she was already ready to go for a second round. “Are you sure you want to do this, bro?”

“More sure than I’ve ever been,” I grunted, giving my cock a stroke.

She looked at Kelly, flushing deeply with arousal. “How are you going to do it?”

“Just watch me.”

I sat down next to Kelly, my naked body pressed against the thin fabric of her athletic top and yoga pants. Still grinning, I pushed
 into her head. Mom hadn’t noticed anything was wrong – she was still hyper-focused on the stupid movie, exerting a concentration my bimbo mother had never been able to keep for anything other than the domestic chores Dad had placed inside her head.

I dialed her awareness all the way down – and then, gently, snipped the thread completely.

There was no physical change in Mom. The fact that she was no longer even seeing the movie didn’t reach her head – she continued to stare straight at the screen, like someone in a trance. She was blind, but she wasn’t seeing blackness – I’d was more like I’d transformed the entirety of her eye into one big blind spot.

As soon as it was done, I rose from the couch and turned off the movie. Mom frowned slightly, the sudden lack of dialogue tickling something in the back of her brain, but she didn’t rise out of the trance I’d placed her in.

“Let’s just switch this,” I whispered, fiddling with the remote. “And...there.”

I’d switched from our cable box to the server I had connected to the hard drive in my room. I could stream any video I had on my computer to the screen, and I knew exactly the one I wanted to show Mom.

After all, it and I had a lot of history.

There was a glitch as the video buffered, and then began to play. It was the same video Kimberly had been watching the night I’d first pushed into her mind; the one I’d put on in my room in the background as she gave me her virginity, letting me be the first man to shoot inside of her sweet, tight cunt. I didn’t bother with the preliminaries – I skipped right to the good stuff, the actress sucking off her ‘brother’ on the couch while whimpering over how good his cock tasted.

At the same time, I reached out and dialed Mom’s awareness back up. She gave a jerk as she became cognizant of what she was watching, almost breaking out of the trance.

“Shhh, relax,” I commanded, putting a hand on her shoulder. The anxiety in Mom’s stomach uncoiled at my touch, a mewling whine leaving her lips that was almost animal-sounding.

“It’s okay, Mom,” I grunted, sliding a hand around her slender shoulders. My fingers reached out to tug down the hem of her top, exposing one breast. She whimpered, trying to get me to stop, but she was fixated on the screen, unable to tear herself away. I could literally feel
 her starting to get wet, and feel her shame at getting wet – and it was impossible to tell which one turned me on more.

“That’s right,” I murmured, stroking her nipple as I slid deeper into her mind. “It feels good, doesn’t it, Mommy? It feels right. Totally natural...”

Mom was moaning now, her tits heaving as she clenched her thighs together. If she was allowed to move, she’d have been clawing at the cushions, back arched as she rode wave after wave of shameful pleasure. But thanks to me, she could do nothing but sit there as the tide pulled her under. She was losing herself, and there was nothing she could do about it.

“Isn’t what they’re doing so
 hot?” I growled, pointing at the screen. Then I leaned in close and whispered in Kelly’s ear. “That’s what Kimmie and I do while you’re asleep, Mom.”

The jerking was more violent this time. Mom knew something was wrong, was trying to desperately claw her way out of my trance, but it was like trying to scale a sheer rock wall. She couldn’t get a mental handhold to pull herself out, and I made sure she kept slipping deeper.

“Your daughter is such a good cocksucker, Mom,” I said with a little chuckle. “Honestly, I wonder where she got it from. I wonder if it runs in the family.”

A single tear dribbled down Kelly’s cheek, staining her mascara.

“Just do it,” Kimberly pleaded, tucking her legs underneath herself on the couch. “Please. Make her love it. You’re hurting her, Master.”

I laughed and shook my head. How could Kimberly understand? Kelly’s tears weren’t from fear or pain: they came from somewhere much deeper, a primal part of her brain that had only been touched before by my father. Kelly’s core recognized
 that touch, and as soon as I reached into her it sang out with pure bliss at being owned again, at having those well-worn trails brought back to life.

Mom might have been fighting me, but deep down she was crying tears of joy. She wanted to be owned again.

“Fine,” I said, putting a hand on top of Kelly’s head. “I’m so fucking horny anyway. I can’t wait to have both of you...”

Then I concentrated my will, sending it down into my fingers, and forced myself into Mom’s head harder than I’d ever dared use my powers before.

This time she did
 arch her back. Mom twitched and writhed like I was filling her with electric current, her head tilted to the side so she could keep her eyes on the screen as her mind exploded with pure, filthy pleasure. All the old commands Dad had given her: to be a bimbo, to keep her body pristine and ready for fucking at all times, to serve and worship her man – lit up in her brain like Christmas lights, sending multiple orgasms cascading through her hot MILF body. It turned me on even more just watching her.

I held Mom at the peak long enough to make sure I had complete control, then slowly eased her back down. She collapsed into the couch cushions, sweaty and glowing, and spread her legs wide as if conditioned to. There was a dark spot on her yoga pants, growing like a fucking puddle between her thighs. Her tongue lolled out of the side of her mouth for a few more seconds before she could get it back under control.

Mom finally turned away from the screen – I was no longer focusing her – and stared at me. Her eyes went wide, filling with love and devotion as she gazed at the face of her new owner.

“Master,” she whimpered, the very word something I could feel right in my balls.

“Yes,” I said, nodding. “That’s me, Mom. The man of the house.”

She bit her lip, glancing between me and Kimberly with an almost comical nervousness. “I...I think deep down, I always hoped you’d have the same ability as your father,” she confessed. “I missed....I miss being a little bimbo slave so much
...”

“You’ll be my bimbo slave forever,” I told her, watching her melt. “Now get on your knees and show me where Kimberly got that sweet little mouth from.”

With a look of pure rapture on her face, Mom slid down to the floor. She tugged my pants down one leg at a time, the incest video still playing behind her head on the screen.

“I can’t wait to taste your cock, son,” she purred, her eyes shining with manic intensity. “Oh fuck, I haven’t had a nice hard dick in my mouth in so long...”

She tugged down my boxers next, and my fat cock sprang free. I was more than primed from fooling around with Kim – the shaft was coated in a sticky layer of precum, a big vein in the side throbbing a little faster as Mom stared.

“Fuck,” Mom groaned, moving forward. Then, inches away, she stopped. I wondered what the hell she was doing when she looked up at me and erased all doubt.

“May I please suck your cock, Master?” She asked, pursing her lips like the bimbo Dad had trained her to be.


Always make them say please
, I thought with pride, slapping the head of my cock against Mom’s cheek.

“Ask again,” I said, hearing the excitement in my own voice. “I want to hear you beg for it, Mommy.”

“Please
 let me put in my mouth,” Mom whined, her voice sliding upward into a dumb, ditzy octave. “I need it so so bad! I want to milk your balls dry, son – I want every drop of that hot, creamy load right in Mommy’s throat...”

I’d heard more than enough. God, I wanted this.

“Suck my cock,” I panted, my own throat suddenly dry. “Suck me off until I come, and don’t stop, Mom!”

Kelly made a perfect little ‘o’ with her lips and brought it down over the tip of my cock. Warm wetness enveloped me as she slid down the shaft, taking the whole thing in her gorgeous mouth like the words ‘gag reflex’ were a foreign concept. Her eyes closed in rapture as her tongue caressed my shaft, her flawless glossy lips taking me all the way down and nestling in my short pubic hair. In moments I was completely in her throat, her tight muscles gripping me as her tongue swirled around the head, and I was in heaven.

Mom gasped a bit and pulled all the way off, her face flushed. She licked her lips, nearly shaking wth excitement.

“You taste so...amazing
,” she groaned, her eyes rolling up into her head. “Fantastic. Delicious. Fucking sinful
...”

Before she could continue praising my cock, I grabbed the back of her head and forced her back down on it. Surprise showed on her face for a moment, then she moaned as I forced my way down her throat. She was used to this, too: she craved being dominated, treated like a common whore the way my Dad used to.

“I don’t want any more words out of you,” I groaned, my shaft on fire with pleasure. “Just sucking.”

Mom eagerly complied. In moments she was bobbing back and forth like a cork, inhaling my thick shaft with her lips like there was nothing else in the world. I watched her work for a few moments, spellbound by the sight of my manhood sinking into my mother’s mouth, then looked over to see Kimberly fucking salivating as she watched Mom go.

“This is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” she whispered, meeting my gaze.

“Come here,” I commanded.

She slid over and I took the back of her head with my other hand and covered her mouth with my own. She was warm and yielding, her young body melting against me as we made out. I tore her shirt off with a single motion, manhandling her breasts hard enough to bruise them. I didn’t care, all that mattered was my own pleasure. It felt good to squeeze her while Mom sucked me off – it made everything feel even more pleasurable.

Breaking the kiss, I turned my attention back to Kelly. “Look at your daughter,” I commanded, forcing her eyes upward. “Check out the topless little minx you brought into this world, Mommy. You made a perfect little slut for me to fuck, and now her holes are my absolute favorite...”

Mom moaned, only the whites of her eyes showing as my compliment sent a flood of pleasure through her body. I wasn’t about to leave it there, though – I wanted to tease her more. Really twist the knife.

“I’ve been fucking her every night,” I confessed. I swear I felt Mom’s lips suck me even tighter as she heard. “Every night after you go to bed, she crawls into my room and spreads her legs for me. We don’t ever use protection, either – I’m pretty sure I’ve already gotten her pregnant, Mom. What do you think of that?”

Kelly pulled off of me, stroking me hard as she calmed down enough to speak. “I’m so happy,” she whispered, her voice filled with religious ecstasy. “My daughter and I should be pregnant for you all the time, Master – we should be constantly swollen with your babies. You shouldn’t even have to wait – as soon as Kimberly has hers, you should mount her and pump another brat right into her fertile pussy...”

I grinned. Now she was getting it. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do, Mom,” I growled, sliding my hand between Kimberly’s thighs. “Your lives are over now. That little bit of freedom you got back after Dad left – gone. You two are my full-time slaves now. My submissive female breeding sluts. A happy family harem, serving the man of the house...”

Fuck, every word sounded hotter than the one before. I could feel myself getting close.

Mom giggled and stroked me harder, as if she knew exactly what was going on in my balls. “I hated freedom, anyway,” she purred, grinning like a cat. “All I wanted was to be someone’s mindless little bimbo again. I know Kimberly’s going to love it too...”

“I do, Mom.” My fingers were deep in Kimberly’s cunt – if it weren’t for my control, she’d be writhing and shuddering as she dripped all over them. “I love Daniel – I want to marry him and make us a real family. I want to fill this house with babies!”

“Oh sweetie,” Mom said with a grin, “you don’t need to be married
 to have babies! You’ve just got to ride his dick...”

I couldn’t hold back anymore.  A growl left my throat as my hips bucked forward, losing all control.

Mom’s mouth dropped open as the cock in her hand spurted, erupting like a geyser all over her face and tits. The feel of it sent her over the edge into climax – another of Dad’s old implanted triggers – so I got to experience the amazing sight of my stepmom coming her brains out while my cock shot streak after streak of thick seed all over her make up. By the time I was coming down from my peak she was dripping – glazed like it was three guys instead of one depositing their loads on her.

“Oh mi gawd
 son!” Mom scooped up a big gob of seed and lapped it up. “Fuck, you came so much
...”

“Ahhh, I couldn’t help it!” I leaned against the back of the couch, shading my eyes with my forearm. “The shit you were saying was so fucking filthy! You’re such a whore, Mom!”

“Mmmh, you know I’ll be your whore whenever you want, son.” Mom bent down and started cleaning my shaft with her tongue, bathing it as she licked up every drop of my virile load. “I love you, baby. You’re my Master, now and forever.”

“Damn right,” I groaned, Mom’s tongue sending aftershocks of pleasure through me.

Mom kept working, then glanced up at me a few moments later. “So you’ve bred my daughter. That makes me so wet, Daniel...and jealous. Do you have any idea how badly I’ve wanted another baby in my tummy?”

I shook my head.

“Every night I prayed for your father to come back and fuck me,” Mom confessed, giggling like this was the most normal conversation in the world. “I begged for it to happen on my most fertile day, so that I’d be sure of getting all big and swollen with his babies. And guess what today is, son?”

Now it was my turn to look surprised. “No fucking way.”

Mom bit her lip. “I still keep track. Right now, you have the best chance of breeding your mother, Master. Will you...would you please fuck a baby into me?”

“I would be honored,” I said, relaxing into the couch. “Get on top of me, Mom. I want to see those big tits bouncing in my face as I breed you.”

With a girlish squeal that sounded more suited to Kimberly, Mom climbed into my lap. Instantly I could feel the warmth rolling off her cunt: Mom wasn’t kidding about this being her fertile day. She was like an oven!

“I’m fucking dripping
,” she panted, grinding her cunt on my leg as she prepared to straddle me. It left a streak of her juices, and I ran my fingers through it then brought it to her lips.

“Taste yourself,” I commanded. “I’m going to make you do the same thing after I’m done fucking you.”

Mom sucked my fingers like they were her favorite treat, groaning as she tasted her wet, feral pussy.

“You seem ready,” I told her, grunting with need.

“I’m so ready,” she whimpered. She wasn’t wrong: I could feel her thighs quivering with excitement, the tip of my cock pointing into her folds like the ‘x’ on a treasure map. “Please breed me, son. Make me a Mommy again...”

I put both hands on Kelly’s ass and squeezed, then pulled her to me. My cock slid inside of her with one smooth stroke, filling her tight channel and stretching her walls around the shaft. It was an instant
 orgasm for Mom, who screamed with joy as I bottomed out hilt-deep inside of her.


That must have been another trigger
, I thought. My cock will always make you cum. God, I can’t wait to discover what other dirty little suggestions she’s been loaded up with...


Mom recovered quickly and showed me what a decade plus of experience can do when contrasted with her daughter. She wasted no time; grinding my cock like piston against her g-spot as her hips flexed, taking me deep. Her big, soft tits bobbed in my face and soon I was squeezing them, twisting them, pressing them together to see what they’d look like in a tight little bodice.

Out of curiosity, I pulled one into my mouth and sucked at her nipple – and almost shot inside of her as a flood of warm, creamy milk coated my tongue.

“I thought you might discover that,” Mom panted, working up a sweat as she gave her son the fucking of a lifetime. “Your Dad decided he liked me lactating so much that I should stay that way all the time. He used to have my tits with his coffee for breakfast...”


I’ve got to try that
, I thought, drinking deep. Mom’s milk was as warm as her cunt, less sweet than the department-store stuff and fuller-tasting somehow. I sucked greedily at one tit then moved to the next, jackhammering in her cunt as I rapidly approached the edge.

“I’ll be such a good mommy,” Kelly whimpered, able to feel me reaching my peak. “I’m so full of milk all the time – I’ll take such good care of your babies. And
 you! Shoot in my pussy, Master – make me your pregnant bitch!”

I didn’t want to come yet, but Mom’s pussy was just too good. Instead I fucked harder, faster, coming right to the point of no-return and sailing right over. My hands dug into her ass as I buried myself as deeply as I could, wanting to waste not a single drop of my seed. The head of my cock grazed her cervix as I let go, aimed like a cannon at her fertile core.

“Yes! Yes! Come for Mommy! Come for me, baby, shoot all your stuff...”

Mom came yet again as I erupted inside of her, the walls of her cunt clenching around me as tight as a glove. Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew this was another trigger designed to make impregnating her easier, but the greater part of me couldn’t focusing on anything except pumping my load deep into her womb. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as I rode wave after wave, each one as powerful as an orgasm as I filled Mom’s cunt to the brim and then some.

When it was finally over, I slid out of her and replaced my cock with my fingers. I shoved them deep, Mom’s walls gripping them and sucking in my load as I finger-fucked my seed deeper into her cunt. Once I was well and truly satisfied that she’d been bred, I removed my fingers from her cunt and rammed them into her mouth.

“Taste them,” I commanded, sounding savage. “Taste your freshly-fucked pussy, Mommy. Taste your heirs.”

It was only when the sharp tang of my seed hit her tongue that Mom had her third, most devastating orgasm. I left her convulsing with pleasure on the floor, every inch of her body concentrating on fertilizing her womb, and curled up with Kimberly on the couch.

I was spent. But I’d done what I set out to do: turned both Mom and Kimberly into my devoted, bimbo slaves. Neither of them would ever leave me – and soon our little family was about to get much, much bigger.

I couldn’t have been happier.


Taboo Trance: The Complete Series


Obey The Man Of The House (Taboo Trance Part One)


Chapter One

––––––––


I'm the man of the house,
 I thought. I should be able to do something about this. I need to do something about this.


I watched as my step-mother Cheryl listlessly unpacked the groceries I had brought in, a worried frown on her face. Mom was a beautiful woman, but lately that face was the only one she had been making around the house. It had been two weeks since Dad was redeployed to Afghanistan, and the blanket of sadness that had settled over the house showed no signs of lifting any time soon. The smiling, laughing, vibrant woman my Dad had married five years ago had disappeared the day he left. I didn't know what to do – if there was even anything I could
 do to cheer her up.

“Let me help with those,” I said, putting down the last of the heavy paper bags and stepping between her and the refrigerator.

“No, of course not,” Mom said, her voice sounding frazzled. “You bought them, I put them away – that's the deal.”

She reached out to take the bag I was holding. Only after a few seconds of standing there did she realize I wasn't going to hand it to her. Her gaze met mine, and tears appeared in the corners of her eyes.

“Oh, give me those,” she said, snatching the bag away. “I feel so goddamned useless around here.”

My hand touched her shoulder. It felt warm and soft under my fingers – my mind flashed on all the times Dad had calmed her down in just the same way. “Mom, I know it's hard. You're worried about Dad.”

“Worried, anxious, hell – every adjective in the book,” she said, wiping her eye with the back of her hand. “Ever since your father left us again, I...I feel like a different person. I mean, look at me.”

It was true – Mom was usually a fashion plate, but she'd let her clothes and makeup go all over the place – but saying that wouldn't help anything. “It's what's inside that counts,” I said, giving her shoulder a gentle squeeze. “But...let's face it, Mom – you've been a zombie lately. I've noticed it, and Megan's definitely noticed it.”

That was also sort of a lie. Megan was my older sister – my step-sister, from Mom's previous marriage. She was a year or two older than me, and already had one foot out the door. Mom probably could have been walking around on fire without her noticing, but I wasn't about to say that.

“I know, sweetheart,” Cheryl said, pulling me into a hug. “And I know it isn't fair to you or Megan. I'm not being the sort of mother you're used to having. But, there's nothing I can do about that. I just need the two of you to give me a little more time.”

But more time wasn't what I had. You're the man of the house, now,
 Dad had said as he left that fateful morning. Take care of Cheryl and Megan, exactly like I would.


I couldn't do that – I wasn't Dad. Dad always knew exactly how to handle things with the “girls”, as he jokingly called them. But maybe there was something I could do...

“Mom,” I said, pulling away, “There's something I want you to let me try. I think it really might help you a lot.”

She looked me over and nodded. “Of course, baby. Anything for my little Jeremy.”

This was it. The moment I'd been thinking about, planning for – hell, dreaming about ever since Dad left. “I want you to let me hypnotize you.”

Her reaction wasn't as bad as I had feared – but it wasn't exactly great
, either. “Hypnotize? Honey, that's silly – you can't hypnotize people.”

“Actually, Mom...you can. I
 can.” I had rehearsed the lie a dozen times, looking in the mirror to make sure I looked sincere. “After Dad got home from being deployed the first time...I did it to him.”

She was equal parts intrigued and wary. “Wait. You did what
 to Frank?”

“He didn't want me to tell you,” I lied. All of this was bullshit – my Dad didn't know hypnosis from hydroplaning. But I knew that, in his own way, he'd approve. “After he got home...things were kind of bad with him for a while, remember?”

She nodded. Her face remained impassive, but the way her skin went a shade whiter betrayed that she was thinking about the bad old days. “Yes, dear. I remember.”

“I helped him through some of that,” I said. “I don't know if you'd call it PTSD or what, but remember? He got better really fast.”

He 'got better' because he quit drinking so much a week or two after he got home, but of course Mom didn't know about that. She thought it over, and slowly began to look less like she didn't believe me.

“Really.” She looked at me as if she were seeing me for the first time. “You...hypnotized Frank? And helped him with his...issues?”

“It was like therapy,” I said, sounding more confident then I felt. “And I can do the same thing for you, Mom – if you'll let me. I think it would help with your anxiety, calm you down, help you enjoy life while Dad is gone.”

She paused, thinking it over. I couldn't tell which way she was leaning, so I decided to tip the scales one final time:

“You know it's what Dad would want, Mom. He wouldn't want you suffering like this the whole time he's gone.”

Her eyes flashed, and I knew I had won. “You're right, honey. Of course you are. God, I hit the jackpot when I married Frank.” She ruffled my hair. “I got a wonderful man and
 a loving son in the bargain. I'll give it a try, honey – but I've got to warn you, I don't think I'd be a particularly good subject.”

“That's okay, Mom,” I said quickly. “Dad didn't think so, either.”

She shook her head in bewilderment. “Where did you learn all this, by the way?”

“Oh, here and there,” I said slyly. “It's sort of a hobby of mine.”

Mom finished putting the last few groceries in the fridge, turning her back to me as she did so. I couldn't help but sneak a peek at her ass when she did – even in those frumpy clothes, it was fine and round. She hadn't been slacking off long enough for her body to start looking like her clothes.


And if all this works out the way I think it will, she'll be wearing something way more appropriate soon,
 I thought with a secret little smile.

“Can we try it now?” I asked, a little too eagerly.

“Hmm, I don't know – I don't know that I'm up for it right this instant, sugar. What about tonight?”

Shit. “Tonight's no good,” I said. “Megan's going to be here.”

“So?”

“I'm worried,” I confessed. This time I didn't need to lie. “I'm afraid she might not understand what we're doing.”

“Why, what's there to be ashamed of?” she asked, then patted me on the shoulder. “Okay, we'll try it this afternoon. How about you give me an hour or so to decompress, take a shower, and then I'll give this therapy thing of yours a shot?”

Success! “Sounds great, Mom.”

“Wonderful. Now if you'll excuse me,” Mom said, pulling a beer from the fridge, “I'm going to go relax a bit. Try and work on this anxiety, just in case my wonderful son can't
 magic it all away.” She walked off, her slender hips giving the slightest wiggle as she headed for the stairs.

An instant later, I was off. I had to get things ready – I had lots of work to do.


Chapter Two

––––––––

There was one other lie I had told Cheryl downstairs. I told her hypnosis was my hobby. It was more like my obsession.

I went up to my room and booted the computer, loading up all the folder I'd stocked with all sorts of materials about hypnosis over the last few months. I knew most of it by heart, but my eyes still drank it in, fantasies of hypnotic dominance and control playing in my mind's eye all the while.

God, Cheryl was a hottie. The fact that she was my Mom didn't matter – she was still a sexy older woman, and for a guy at the age where anything with boobs causes an instant boner, having a choice piece like Cheryl walking around the house in yoga pants and a tight workout top has led to many, many
 wet dreams. I'd had my share of girlfriends, of course – I wasn't a complete nerd – but Mom remained my number one fantasy, my unattainable dream fuck. I couldn't even count the number of times I'd fantasized about her offering to “teach me” how to please a girl my age.

But of course, acting on my fantasy had always been impossible – for one thing, Mom was head-over-heels in love with Frank. They tried to be quiet about it, but even at their age I could hear Dad most nights, banging Mom against the headboard and making her moan his name. For another, there was no way Cheryl would agree to it, 'step' son or no. She thought of me as her real son – and if I was being honest with myself, I thought of her as my real Mom, too.

But then two things happened at once, and suddenly my dream didn't seem so insane – Dad got his orders to re-deploy, and I discovered the powers of hypnosis. I'd spent the months leading up to his departure researching, watching videos, and practicing my craft, preparing for the day when Frank would leave and make me the 'man of the house.' When it would just be Mom, me, and a big, empty house.

The way I figured it, I had nothing to lose. If I started the hypnosis and it obviously wasn't working, I'd abort the whole thing – let Mom believe she was right, that she just wasn't a “good subject” for the whole thing. But if it worked...

If it worked, I was going to be relieving her stress in an entirely different way.

My cock was throbbing in my pants, but I ignored it as I scanned documents, familiarizing myself with some last-minute details. Taking a break now could ruin everything; while success would mean the end of having to pleasure myself.

Just after I satisfied myself that I was prepared, I heard Mom's voice from upstairs: “Jeremy? Mom's ready, baby.”

I felt like I was walking on clouds as I made my way up the stairs.

I pulled open the bedroom door – and froze for a moment, struggling to gain control of myself. Cheryl had taken a shower, alright, and her hair was still wet. She'd wrapped herself in a terry-cloth bathrobe I couldn't remember seeing, and it must have been very old – it covered less of her thighs and hips than a mini skirt would've. Between that and the cleavage peeking out at me from above the knotted sash, it was plain as day she wasn't wearing anything underneath it.

Fortunately, Mom didn't recognize the look on my face – or she mistook it for anxiety. “I'm ready,” she said with just a hint of nervousness. “I thought we could do it in here – is there where you and your father had therapy?”

I weighed the pros and cons of saying yes, then realized I had no idea whether that was a good idea or not. Fuck it.
 “Yeah. That's a good idea. Why don't you lie down on the bed – make sure you get into a comfortable position, one you wouldn't mind lying in for a while.”

She shrugged and settled down onto the bed, smoothing out the bottom of her robe to keep it from bunching up.

“Alright, I'm plenty comfy,” she said with a girlish little laugh. “What now?”

“Now,” I said, reaching behind my back, “you put these on.” With a flourish, I produced a large pair of headphones Dad had bought me just before his first deployment. They were top of the line, noise canceling; perfect for my purposes.

“Headphones?” A worried look crossed Mom's face. “How am I supposed to hear you with those on, sweetie?”

“It's okay,” I said with a little smile. “I have this.” I held up the microphone. “It transmits directly, so you'll be able to hear everything I say.”

Mom nodded, obviously impressed. “Well, alright.”

A few moments later, a pleasant thrum of bass from the earphones let me know Mom was plugged in and slowly drifting away. I had found the audio tracks on the Deep Web, on a page that had taken days of link-chasing and messaging to find. They contained subliminal messaging that made the listener more susceptible to hypnotic commands. I had tried them on myself, and had definitely felt something
 – I was praying it wasn't just the placebo effect.

“Mmh, this is nice,” Mom said after a minute. Her arms and legs relaxed, spreading out on the bed like she was making a snow angel in the comforter. Her head lolled back on her neck; her eyes were growing more glassy by the second.

“That's right,” I said, testing the mic. “It's so nice to just lay there and not worry about anything. It's so nice not have to have to think.”

“Uh huh,” Cheryl whispered.

Time to test it. “Say it,” I commanded her.

She frowned. “Say what?”

“That it's good to not think.”

“Oh.” A relieved smile spread across her face. “It's so nice not to think. I feel so relaxed, Jeremy. This is wonderful.”

“It is,” I agreed. “It feels so good. In fact, the less you think, the better it feels. Letting go is wonderful – it's bliss. All your anxieties, everything you're worrying about, the more you let go of it, the better you'll feel.”

There was no response for a few moments; just the pounding bass of the subliminal track in Mom's earphones. Suddenly she inhaled her breath in a hiss, the muscles in her slender throat went taut as her back arched.

“Oh, wow,
” she said, and I knew more than enough about girls to know what kind of feeling was behind those words. “That is
 amazing. I feel so...I...”

Something was wrong. Her face was turning as red as the shag carpet in our first apartment. Instead of lying there contentedly, her body rolled back and forth and fidgeted.

“Mom?” I forced the worry out of my voice. “What's wrong? What are you feeling?”

“This is wrong,” she gasped. “It's embarrassing – I'm your mother, you shouldn't see me when I'm...feeling good like that.”

Oh. So that was it. Well, I had just the remedy for that.

“Nonsense,” I said with an indulgent smile. I plopped my ass on the side of the bed and stroked the top of her hand. “There's nothing wrong with that. In fact, you're not worried about it at all.”

“I'm not?” She asked – then repeated it, and it was no longer a question. “I'm not.”

“Exactly. You feel amazing – no worries, no cares. In fact...” An idea just occurred to me. “What would you be doing right now if Frank were here? If you didn't have a care in the world?”

Her lips pursed in a pouty little smile. “Oh, I don't know. I'd probably be sitting by the pool, getting a tan. Frank loves it when I get some sun for him.”

“Yeah?” I was smiling now, too. “What's his favorite part?”

She bit her lip. “When he gets me in bed later and takes my clothes off. Seeing tan lines around my pussy and my tits just drives him wild, it's like he turns into an animal...oh God! I'm so sorry, Jeremy – I know that must embarrass you. I just feel so relaxed
 right now. Like I could tell you anything...”

I nodded. “Perfectly fine, Mom. In fact, why don't we take this outside? Go get your bikini on and we'll hit the pool.”

Her lips parted in surprise – and, a moment later, delight. “Why, that is a fantastic idea. I think I will...”

She stood up, still in a trance, and made her way to her dresser. The cord between the headphones and the mic stretched until the headset slipped off the back of her head and landed on the floor. For an instant, I was worried – then Mom began to hum the melody of the tune, bobbing to it as if there was an invisible radio only she could hear. I laughed with relief: these tapes worked even better than the people on the internet said they did. She wasn't doing anything I didn't want her to do.

As if I wasn't even there, Mom stripped off her clothes and began rummaging in the dresser for her bikini. When she turned, I had a side-view of her everything I could have wanted to see. It was a little odd, being treated like I wasn't in the room, but my cock didn't care – the sight of Cheryl's firm, heavy tits and neatly shaved mound had me dripping precum in my boxers. It took everything I had not to order her to drop to her knees and blow me – patience, Jeremy. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin this.

Mom slipped on her bottoms and tied her top, then turned to face me. If her flashing me bothered her, she didn't show it. “Alright,” she said with a smile, “let's go.”

A few minutes later I was lying out by the pool, staring at my Mom as she rubbed suntan lotion onto her cleavage and belly. The pool was nice; Frank had given it to Cheryl, Megan and I as an absentee Christmas present when he was deployed and it was built to spec, with a marble enclosure and a privacy wall around the backyard. Mom could easily have gone topless back here and dispensed with the 'tan lines' if Frank hadn't liked them so much.

“Hey, baby,” Mom said, snapping me out of my reverie. “Can you give me a little help with this?”

She motioned behind her, the suntan lotion clasped in her hand. I was more than willing to help.

I took the bottle and glanced down at her. “Lay down on your stomach and I'll rub it on your back, Mom.”

She did so, lifting her legs and crossing one ankle over the other like she was posing for a magazine as she stared out over the water. “Thank you, baby. It's so nice having someone to help with that. I haven't had time to get out here lately.”

“I'm sure,” I said absentmindedly. My fingers were against her skin, rubbing the lotion into her back, and she was warm and soft under my hands. They wanted to undo the bikini top, to dig beneath the thin fabric covering her ass...but I resisted.

“Would Dad be doing this, if he were here?” I asked.

Mom snickered. “For about two seconds – then he'd have his hands all over my ass. Your father is such a horndog – I've never met a man who goes so wild over ass cheeks before.”

“I'm more of a tit man myself,” I said, my fingers running over the strap of her top. “Sorry if that was TMI.”

“Oh, not at all,” she said, laughing. “That's really interesting, actually. I should have realized – both of the girls you've brought home were certainly well-endowed in the chest department...”

I couldn't take it any more. “Let me see them,” I commanded.

She rolled halfway over and froze, looking up at me. Her eyes were glazed over, her mind still locked in trance – but there was still a flicker of her will in there, resisting me. Damn! Next time I'd have to put her under longer.

I realized, with glee, that I was already thinking of a next time.

“Baby, I don't know,” she said. “Mom's don't go topless around their sons, dear.”

“Come on.” This time I was less forceful, more persuasive. “It's just the two of us back here. Besides, you said it yourself – you don't have anything I haven't seen on my girlfriends before.”

“Well...”

“It will feel good,” I said. “The more clothes you lose, the more relaxed you are – the better everything feels.”

The resistance drained out of her. “Alright,” she said, her voice a little flat. Reaching behind her, she undid the knot that held her top on and discarded the whole thing.

“So, what do you think?” She asked after a moment.

I couldn't tear my eyes away. Cheryl's tits were mouth-watering, but if I told the truth about the things I wanted to do to them, she'd slap me and I'd have fucked up my one chance. “Very nice,” I said. “Dad has good taste.”

She blushed. “This is so wrong. You're my son...”

“Step son,” I reminded her. “And you don't look like you're particularly upset. Now come here.”

Her brow furrowed in confusion. “What for?”

“I've got to get some lotion on those – you don't want them to burn.”

“Oh, silly me – of course,” she said, thrusting her tits at me with a smile. “You're such an attentive son.”

“I live to serve,” I said, taking her tits in my shaking hands. The flesh was soft and yielding under my fingers. I cupped them, squeezed them, ran lotion-covered hands over her nipples until it looked like someone had come sunscreen all over her breasts and my cock was about to explode in my boxers.

Mom, meanwhile, was definitely beginning to feel something. She let out little groans of pleasure as I ran my thumb over her nipple and gave it a little squeeze. “Oh...oh shit. Oh, Jeremy, that feels so good...”

“You want me to stop, Mom?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “No, baby. I wouldn't want them to get sunburned...”

I grinned and went back to work. This was amazing, more than I had hoped for when I first began to research hypnosis – but I still wanted more.

“It's so lonely around here without Dad, isn't it?” I asked.

She bit her lip and nodded. “So lonely...”

“You're so lonely without Dad here. So starved for affection. So deprived of contact...”

“Mmh hmm,” she groaned, leaning into my hands as they caressed her breasts. “You're so right, baby. You really know how to cut right to the heart of what I'm feeling.”

“What do you do when Dad isn't here?” I asked, barely believing the words were coming from my mouth. “When you get really lonely?”

I was worried – but Mom was already too far gone. “I touch myself,” she said without hesitation. “I have a...oh
...a toy...”

A toy? Now that was interesting. “What kind of toy?”

She flashed me a naughty grin. “You and your sister aren't the only ones your father buys gifts for when he goes away.”

“Show me,” I commanded.

It was hell losing the feeling of those wonderful tits beneath my fingers, but it was worth it. Mom made her way back into the house and came back a minute later, smiling guiltily and holding the biggest vibrator I have ever seen. It had to be close to a foot long. It was shaped vaguely like a cock, with a fat, angled head, but also had ridges and bumps all the way down the side. I tried to imagine it inside my sexy MILF of a mother and couldn't.

“So, this is it,” she said, as unselfconsciously as if she were showing me some cool new gadget she'd bought. “Pretty neat, huh?”

By now I wasn't interested in banter. I wanted action. “Lay down in the chair,” I commanded, “Show me how you use it.”

“Yes, baby,” she said. As she began to sit, inspiration struck me:

“And from now on, you call me 'Master',” I blurted.

This didn't shock her; she just nodded. “Yes, Master.”

I couldn't believe it. As I watched, my darling mother spread her legs, slid her panties to the side and ran the head of the huge vibrator over her folds. She bit her lip and groaned as she switched it on; it began rapidly shaking against her clit. Her legs quivered with pleasure as the huge dildo did its work on her pussy, making her moan and ache.

“Fuck, that's so hot,” I said. I couldn't hold back any longer – I'd lost all rational powers of thought. The dark, animal part of my brain took over, and it could care less about words like 'family' or 'mother'. All I cared about was getting my cock wet in her tight, welcoming slit.

I pulled down my boxers and took her vibrator away, tossing it back towards the house. Before her panties could move back over her soaking slit, I was inside her. She was primed and ready, left wet, tight and inches from coming by her jilling off. It was heaven for my cock.

She raked the front of my shirt with her nails as I fucked her, pounding her into the chair. She was gone, lost in trance, loving every second of it.

“Yes, baby, fill up Mommy's pussy! You're such a good, hard little boy for Mommy, make Mommy come please she wants to feel you blow inside her...”

I couldn't help it – I was so excited. The thrill of finally being inside Cheryl, combined with her utterly filthy mouth, sent me over the edge. I came with a cry, my balls exploding with pleasure like depth charges, and then I flooded Mommy's womb with my hot, sticky seed.

“That's good baby, that's so good!” Mom was holding me close now, rocking back and forth on my cock. “It's been so long since I felt a man come inside me, baby – it feels so fucking good...”

Without warning, Cheryl began to shudder. She let out a muffled cry, then I felt her pussy clench as her own orgasm tore through her curvy frame. She sobbed with relief as the feeling of my come inside her – filling her, showing her she was desirable, making her feel like a real woman – sent her over the edge.

I looked down as my pleasure faded and my head cleared, grinning like it was Christmas morning. “Wow, Mom – that was amazing. It was even better than I thought it would be...”

Something was wrong. Cheryl's eyes weren't glazed, they were clear. And full of horror.

“Jeremy...” She pulled away and raised a hand in a feeble effort to cover her breasts. “I...”

“Mom?” Shit, I had to reestablish the trance, now. “There's nothing wrong with this,” I began. “You...”

“Baby, I'm not mad at you,” Cheryl whispered. “But...what we just did? Oh god, fuck...this is so wrong. We, we can never do that again, Jeremy.”

“Mom, please, just listen to me...”

“I...I have to go.” She stood up, trying without much luck to cover her heaving tits and her dripping snatch at the same time. “I have to think about this. You should go to your room, and....and forget this ever happened.”

“But, Cheryl. I...” But she was already gone.


Dammit!
 I fucked up. I should have put Cheryl deeper into a trance – should have given it a few sessions before fucking her. But I couldn't help it. I'd wanted it; and I'd wanted it for
 her, as well. Dad told me to be the man of the house, and I was just doing what the man of the house would do – making Mom happy.

I stared at the pool for a while, watching the movement of the water until I calmed down. What should I do?

After a moment, I nodded. I was
 the man of the house now. And there was one thing I wasn't going to do; give up. Mom might be full of regret now, but she hadn't been a few minutes ago. And I still had lots of tricks up my sleeves.

We'd see how long it was before she started seeing things my way.


Serve The Man Of The House (Taboo Trance Part Two)


Chapter Three

––––––––

“What the hell did you do to Mom?”

“Excuse me?” I slid my sunglasses down my face, wincing at the brightness of the afternoon sun. Just in front of me, the wind sent gentle waves across the pool. I'd come out here to relax, but had accidentally fallen asleep – and now Megan was standing over me, looking like she wanted to slap me.

“You heard me.” She crossed her arms in that way that always made me think of a stern teacher lecturing a student. “Something weird is going on with Mom. What did you do?”

For an instant, I was tempted to tell her the truth. Well, sis, I fucked her.
 It almost would have been worth it just to see the look on her face. “Nothing,” I said. “I have no idea what you're talking about.”

“Bullshit.” My step-sister Megan was not the sort of person to take 'no' or 'I don't know' as an answer. Her Mom's original divorce had made her tough and self-reliant, with a tendency to treat men like they were disposable. She was on her second year of college and she'd left a trail of broken hearts and bruised egos behind her. She was a little bit nicer when it came to me, her step-brother, but only a little.

“Seriously,” I said, sliding my glasses back over my eyes. “If you think something's up with Mom, why not just ask her?”

“She won't talk to me.” Megan crossed her arms and shot me a worried look – I could understand why. Mom and Megan were thick as thieves, thanks to a long period of it being them against the world before they met my Dad. Unlike most Moms, Cheryl wasn't tight-lipped about anything
 around her daughter – everything from birth control to boys to Mom's early days as a pot-smoking flower child were fair game for discussion. For Mom to freeze Megan out completely, something must have been seriously wrong.

Of course, I was in the unenviable position of knowing exactly what was
 wrong and being unwilling to tell her. A few days ago, I'd finally pulled the trigger on a fantasy I'd had since our parents had gotten married – I'd hypnotized Mom, watched her play with her pretty little pussy with a vibrator, then fucked her until I dumped a thick, creamy load in her womb. Mom had been completely willing – hell, once I was inside her she'd been begging me to fuck her harder – but once she came, it was as if the scales dropped from her eyes. We hadn't talked about it since, but that was only because we hadn't talked about anything
 since – she was steadfastly avoiding me. She'd said she wasn't mad, but it was clear that whatever attraction she might confess for me while under a hypnotic trance, she still had too many hangups to enjoy and accept fucking her own son.

With my eyes covered by dark sunglasses, I was free to let my gaze roam over Megan's body. She was almost the picture of Cheryl twenty-five years ago – I'd seen old photographs of her, and the two could have been twins. Megan dyed her hair a darker shade than Mom, but other than that, her firm body could have been Mom's long before her first marriage. The two looked so much alike...


Maybe they were alike in other ways,
 I thought. Maybe Megan was just as susceptible to hypnosis as Cheryl. It was an interesting thought. I'd never thought of my older sister in quite the same way as I always had about Cheryl – although there were plenty of nights I shot my load all over the bed picturing the two of them worshiping my cock – but if she had the same mental relation to being tranced, she could be a way to test some new hypnotic techniques before I tried them on Cheryl.

She could be my second chance.

“Hello?” Megan scoffed and rolled her eyes, then snatched my glasses and prepared to chuck them in the pool. “Did you fall asleep?”

It was worth a shot. Dangerous, but worth it. “I know what's wrong with Mom.”

Her hand froze mid-toss. Her gaze turned to me, searching and wary. “You do?”

I was treading on dangerous ground here. I needed to tell her enough of the truth to convince her, but not so much that she called the cops on me or something drastic like that.

I frowned, trying to seem like someone who felt terrible, who was harboring a dark secret. “I made a mistake,” I said.

To my surprise, this didn't inflame my sister's anger. She put the glasses down on the table next to me and stared down, a confused look on her face. “What kind of mistake?”

“She's depressed. I don't know if you knew that. Ever since Dad got redeployed, she...”

I let myself trail off. Her eyes hardened a bit. “Well, duh. All of us are – it sucks not having him here.”

“Not like that,” I told her. “Like, clinically. You're almost never here to see it – she's like a zombie, going through the motions. You ask her a question and she gives you a one-word answer. She sits on the couch all day trying not to cry-”

“Okay,” Megan said. She held up a hand, thought for a moment, then pulled up another deck chair and sat down next to me. “I get it. What mistake did you make?”


Moment of truth, Jer
. “I was just trying to help. I thought I could cheer her up, make her happier. I tried to hypnotize her, Meg.”

What happened next was not at all what I had expected. Instead of getting angry, Megan burst out laughing.

“Oh, Christ,” she said. “I thought you were going to say something awful. You tried the 'Amazing Jeremy' routine on her?”

I winced, remembering the old performances I'd put on as a kid, trying to get a laugh out of people. Even then, I'd been obsessed with hypnosis, even if I hadn't realized it. “Something like that.”

“I hate to burst your bubble,” she said, “but you're an adult now, so I guess you should know – the Amazing Jeremy never did have any 'amazing powers'. Hypnosis isn't real, it doesn't work.”


It doesn't work because afterward I make people THINK it didn't work
. But I couldn't say that.

“Look, humor me for a second,” I said. “Pretend I know what I'm talking about. I hypnotized mom to try and cheer her up, cure her depression – but I think I just made it worse.”

Her lips made a thin little line as she pondered. “Okay, I'm pretending. But I still don't see how you could do a thing like that.”

I dropped my voice until it was practically a whisper. “By making her think of Dad.”

That took her aback. “Oh,” she said flatly. After a moment, she nodded. “That might do the trick, actually.”

“Look,” I said, “I know I can do this. You think it's bullshit, let me prove to you that it isn't. I can fix what's going on with Mom – I just need another shot at it. A little bit more practice.”

But Megan was already shaking her head. “Bro, I'm sorry, but hypnosis is bullshit. You can't make someone do something they don't want to do-”

“Do you think Mom wants
 to be depressed?” I let my voice get louder, a little bit more emotion slipping through. “You think she doesn't want
 to stop worrying about Dad every minute of every fucking day?”

“No, of course not,” she said, a little shocked at my forcefulness. “I didn't mean it like that.”

“Sis...” This was it, the moment where I'd either convince her or I wouldn't. I reassured myself that if I failed here, I could always try and contrive some way to hypnotize Cheryl again. She couldn't hold out forever. “I'm asking you to trust me, for once in your life. I know trusting men isn't something you or
 Mom does easily, but you do know I care about her just as much as you do, right?”

She was quiet for a long moment. “I know,” she finally said.

“I can do this. I can prove to you that I can do this. Let me hypnotize you, just once. If it's bullshit, fine – we haven't lost anything except an afternoon. We'll get Mom an appointment with a doctor and they'll put her on pills that make her feel dead inside for the rest of her life. But I need
 you to give me a chance, Megan. I need you to trust me, just this once.”

There was a long pause – so long, that I was sure she was going to say no. But finally, she nodded – first with hesitation, then firmer.

“Okay,” she said, sounding like she didn't quite believe herself. “I can't even fathom why I'm saying yes to this, but okay, you can try hypnotizing me. We can give it a shot. The Amazing Jeremy rides once more, I guess.”

And that was how sis became the second woman I ever hypnotized.


Chapter Four

––––––––

“Yes, Master. I will do whatever you command.”


Success!
 I pumped my fist in the air and lay back with relief, wiping the sweat off my forehead. It had taken the better part of a half-hour to bring Megan under trance, but she was finally under, just like Cheryl had been. A gentle, hypnotic backbeat thumped in time as she lay on my bed, eyes glazed over and mouth slightly open.


My darling sister
, I thought, my absolute slave. She'll do anything I want...


I had to be careful, I reminded myself. The last thing I needed was to stick my cock in Megan, then watch in horror and dismay as orgasm snapped her out of her trance. If that happened, I'd have wasted my second chance at this just as bad as I had the first.

“Megan,” I said slowly, trying to put as much natural command in my tone as I could muster. “Can you hear me?”

“Yes, Master.” Her tone was curiously blank, like a sheet of paper with no writing on it. The sort I would choose to write on her mind would be far too dirty for polite society. “I can hear you.”

“Good,” I said. “You are completely under my power. Relaxed – oh so relaxed. Nothing can hurt you here, nothing can touch you.”

Inwardly, I swore. I could tell I was just stalling for time. How
 was I going to make this work? I had to get Megan down deep, so far that she couldn't find her way out with a map – otherwise I could kiss my dream of having a household full of women devoted to my pleasure good bye.


A fucking map
, I thought, grumbling – then stopped myself short. It rattled through my head for a moment, running up against half a dozen doubts. But it could work. I chuckled.

Surely it can't be that easy, can it?

I guided Megan through it. First, I had her picture a maze – the deep, ancient sort you only saw in old movies and myths. This, as it turned out, wasn't hard at all – that old kid's movie about the little girl lost in the labyrinth had always been one of her favorites, after all.

“The outside is burning with light,” I told her. “On the outside of the labyrinth, you feel like you're just a few inches away from the surface – oh so close to slipping out of this wonderful trance you're in. But in the middle of the maze, it loops in on itself, into deeper and deeper darkness...”

I led her into the maze, watching with glee as she described the twists and turns – a right here, a left there, until I felt curiously like I was playing a video game. No matter how many turns I made my sister take, there were no dead ends – just long, unbroken stretches of maze, sloping downwards deeper into trance.

Finally, satisfied that I had gone on long enough, I told her to take a series of dizzying turns and twists through the maze. I watched as she grew progressively more confused, my own glee increasing.

“Left,” I said. “Then another left, then right. There are stairs leading down – you can see them in your mind's eye. Do you know where they lead, Megan?”

She shook her head. I could see how hard she was struggling to hold it all together. Even with the increased power of concentration my trance gave her, a labyrinth was a lot for a college girl to hold together. She'd only need to remember it for a few more moments.

“No, Master – I don't.”

I smiled. “Down here, the path leads forward a bit – and then ends.”

She let out a little hum, like someone finally getting a difficult trick right after trying a few times. “Okay. Now what should I do, Master?”

I watched her tension, feeling my own between my legs. Soon she'd drain that for me – again and again, whenever I wanted.

“Now you turn around and find your way back out.”

Her face scrunched up – for a moment, it almost looked like she might have been able to calculate all the twists and turns I'd taken her psyche through, working in reverse like a drunk trying to recite the alphabet backwards.

“Master?” Her tone was hesitant. “I...I don't think I can. I think I'm lost.”

“Of course you are,” I assured her. “There's no need to try and remember those nasty directions now, pet. Let them fall away. Relax. It's impossible to find your way out.”

“Oh,” she said, then slower. “Ohhh
.” Her word became a sigh of relief; I watched as the confusion on her face dropped away. “I'm so lost.”

“That's right,” I said. “You'll never find your way out alone. No matter what happens. But remember: I can bring you out whenever I want. I just have to wave my hand and you'll be right back – but without me, forget it.”

She nodded. “Yes, Master. It's so dark here. I feel so...”

I waited a moment. “Yes?”

She smiled. “I'm so happy, Master.”

“That's right,” I said. “Serving me feels good. It feels good to be under my power – in fact, all that wandering has left you incredibly turned on, hasn't it?”

Her back arched almost imperceptibly. Twin spots of color appeared on her cheeks. “Ohmigosh,” she breathed, “Wow.”

“You're incredibly horny,” I told Megan. “You can't remember the last time you felt this turned on. It doesn't matter that I'm right here, it wouldn't matter if every man in your life were watching – you've got to touch yourself, right now.”

“I...” Megan's fingers fidgeted, drumming on her thighs like they couldn't wait to slip between them. “Can I, Master?”

Of course. I had almost forgotten – nothing without my permission, after all.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to watch you touch yourself.”

Megan's thighs parted; in a flash her jeans were down around her ankles. Her panties were gray and white, striped like an old polo shirt I'd used to have – not the sexiest thing in the world, but she hadn't been expecting to show off for a man today. Soon I'll make sure she's wearing more fitting lingerie all the time
, I thought. My erection ached in my boxers.

She slid her panties to the side and rubbed her folds with her fingers. The flesh was warm and yielding, and I could already see beads of moisture glistening on her innermost sex. She panted with the need to show off as her fingers found her clit, spread the flesh around it (showing it off to the invisible congregation), then began to rub.

“That's right,” I said. “Everything feels better when I command you to do it. You're completely focused on your own pleasure – no outside world, just you and my voice. There's no one else here at the center of the maze, Megan – just you and your cunt.”

“Just me and my cunt,” she repeated, then let out a little moan of delight.

She lay back against the pillows and raised her knees up, bringing her cute little ass backwards enough that her fingers could fully enter her snatch. Both hands were working now – the one totally devoted to her clit, and the second with fingers flexed into a point thrusting between her walls. She whimpered with each contact of the knuckles, sighing happily.

A sudden thought occurred to me. “You like knowing I'm watching you, don't you?”

“Yes, Master,” she said quickly. “I love putting on a show for you.”

“You're making me hard,” I said. “Your own brother. How does that make you feel?”

“I love that my body turns you on,” she giggled. “I don't care that you're my brother – in fact, it turns me on even more. It's so wrong for you to be watching me this way, but I can't get enough.”

The idea came into full blossoming. “Hold on a second,” I said. “Keep frigging yourself, but don't come – I have something for you.”

I was gone for only a minute or two – when I came back, Megan had slowed down considerably, probably holding back to keep from coming. I realized with a start that she couldn't really see me – her eyes were glazed in trance – so I decided to ease up the restrictions a bit. It was time to see how far I could push things without resistance.

“Open your eyes,” I commanded her, though hers were already open. “You me, the house, the world – all of it is in the center of the maze with you. You can see all of it, interact with all of it, and never leave my power.”

Her eyes unclouded. She looked around the room as if seeing it for the first time, her face almost childlike with wonder.

“Th-thank you, Master,” she said, as if I had given her a great gift. Then her eyes settled on what I was holding. “What is that?”

“This,” I said with relish, “is a vibrator.” I tossed it on the bed next to her. “Use it on yourself.”

She was only too happy to comply. A moment later, it was humming against her cunt – leaving her legs shaking and her mouth open with pleasure. There was no holding back now – my darling sister was trying to come, and knowing I was watching her just made it hotter.

“Do you know where that vibrator was, just a day or two ago?” I asked.

She shook her head, barely able to pay attention.

“In Cheryl's cunt. In Mom's
 cunt.” I grinned. “I made her put it there. Then I took it out and replaced it with my cock.”

She arched back into the bed and let out a cry of passion; I knew instantly that she was coming. God damn, she looked beautiful.

“Oh fuck, little brother, please
,” she begged. “Please tell me more, Master.”

I would. I'd tell her everything. But first...

“I want to come all over that pretty face,” I said.

That was a command Megan was only too happy to comply with. She removed me from my pants, crawling across the bed on all fours like a supplicant. She took my cock out and stared at it like a holy relic, thick and throbbing. I gave it a few pumps – a few pumps was all that was needed, after the show I'd just witnessed. My knees went weak and then I was shooting my seed, coating Megan's face as she stared up at me with love and adoration in her eyes, as she waited patiently for me to drain my balls all over her like a cum rag.

“Thank you, Master,” she said when I was finished. “May I clean you?”

My voice was hoarse, shaky from orgasm. “Yes.”

With a care that was almost dainty, considering the mess on her face, my sister slid my dripping cock into her mouth and sucked it clean. The sensation was so pleasurable that after a minute I felt another orgasm rock my body, with a few more spurts of come down Megan's throat. She groaned appreciatively, savoring the taste as she cleaned me.

When she was done, I looked down at my sister. She was still in trance – she'd had a bed-shaking orgasm, let her brother come all over her and sucked his balls dry. At this point, I was pretty damn sure the trance had worked.

“Remember what I said about Mom?” I asked her.

She frowned – an especially funny gesture with a face full of come. “Yes. You fucked her, and made her your slave, just like me.”

I pulled a face. “Not exactly like you. I need your help, sis. We need to get Mom back into trance, otherwise she'll never be truly happy. Not like you. Will you help me?”

She grinned and snuggled up next to me. “Of course, Master. I'd do anything for my sexy little brother.” Her hand closed on my cock, which slowly began to harden again (two hard comes hadn't stopped it a bit with a girl this hot next to me).

She looked over at me, her eyes perfectly submissive and innocent. “What would you like me to do, Master?”


Fuck it
, I thought, Cheryl can wait a little bit longer
. I had to feel that sweet little pussy before we made Mom our slave.


Kneel For The Man of the House (Taboo Trance Part Three)


Chapter Five

––––––––

“I don't care that you're my sister,” I said. “As far as I'm concerned, you're nothing more than a wet little hole to fuck. You walk around here like a slut, I'm going to treat you like a slut. You love hearing that, don't you?”

Megan groaned and forced herself harder against me, trying desperately to get my cock inside her. She was bent over the kitchen table, her mini-skirt hiked up to the waist. Her breasts pressed against the table, peeking out from her sides as she used them as leverage to press her perfect, heart-shaped ass against me.

She struggled, but I wasn't about to fill her sweet little pussy just yet. I ran the head of my cock around her slit, sighing with pleasure as it left her knees shaking and her pussy gushing warmth. She was wet and primed for me, hot as an open oven, begging for my cock. Holding her back took a hell of an effort, but it was worth it – I wanted to hear the right words spill out of her mouth before she got to ride me.

I had lied to Megan just now, of course. I'd said that it didn't matter that she was my sister, that I didn't care a bit about it. The truth was, that was a lie: the many years I'd known her, the closeness we'd allowed ourselves to have as siblings, every chaste little sibling hug and shoulder squeeze and chance touch along her tits and ass – all of them made this so much hotter. It was all tied up in my head with the urge I had to thrust my cock inside her and keep fucking until I was satisfied; and I knew it was in her head, too. After all, I had put it there.

“You came downstairs wearing something like that? Around your own brother?”

With a smirk, I lifted the hem of her dress up around her hips. It was so tight, I practically had to peel it off her ass. When it rose over the heart-shaped crease between her ass cheeks, I got a surprise: at some point, my darling little Megan had gotten herself a tramp stamp. There was a dark, ornate pattern on the small of her back – after a second, I recognized it as one of those french-looking flowers, a fleur du lis
. I ran a thumb over it, familiarizing myself with the pattern until I could form a clear picture of it in my mind's eye. I owned Megan now, and I wanted to know every inch of her body – as my possession, it was my right.

“Please, bro,” Megan whined, spreading her slender legs even further and rubbing her ass against my cock. “I want you so bad. I wore this dress because I knew you'd like it – because I knew you'd have to rip it off me and fuck me-”

Without warning, I pulled my hand back and slid a thumb into her asshole. She broke off mid-sentence, letting out a cry of surprise as I penetrated her tight little pucker. She tried to pull away, but I wasn't having it – I gripped her hips tighter, until she was caught in quite the bind: pull away and try to get free, or push it deeper and get my cock inside of her?

“Ah!” She froze for a moment, then pushed towards my thumb, letting it slide deeper inside her.

“You're so tight back here, sis,” I said. “If I didn't know any better, I'd say you've never let a man fuck you in the ass before.”

“Never,” she gasped, her face contorting with exquisitely filthy emotions as she let my fingers fill her ass. “I've never let any guy do that – it's so dirty.”

“You'd never let any guy take you back there, would you?”

She bit her lip and whimpered. “Maybe...m-maybe my husband...”

“You were saving yourself for marriage? I don't believe that. When did you get this slutty little tattoo, sis?”

“I don't...please, I can't think...”

I was inclined to believe her. Megan ground against me without thought – like an animal in heat, begging to be bred. She needed cock soon, or that pretty little bimbo brain of hers would overheat and meltdown, leaving nothing but a babbling, horny mess. And I didn't want to wait any longer. I could feel a thick, creamy load bubbling in my balls, leaving them heavy with need. I wanted to drain them into my sister's ass, filling her up exactly the way I wanted.

My thumb left her ass. Megan's face turned for an instant into a mask of relief, just before her mouth dropped open. My other hand encircled her thigh – I slid two fingers into her dripping snatch, finding her clit and rubbing it in hard, fast circles. She reacted like I'd touched a live power line: her eyes rolled back in her head and her back arched like a bow as sweet, filthy pleasure filled her.

“Oh, shit...” she groaned, spreading her legs to aid my fingers deeper into her folds. “That's so good, bro, that's so fucking good...”

“Goddamn you're so tight,” I said.

Her groan turned into a laugh. “Yes...I'm so tight and wet for you.”

The crown of my cock moved from her slit to her ass. I could feel her tense up for an instant, unsure of my intentions.

“That wasn't what I was talking about,” I said with a smirk.

She had the briefest of instants to realize what I was talking about, then the head of my cock slipped between her cheeks and spread the pucker of her asshole wide. She groaned with mingled surprise and delight as I filled her, her mouth opening wide as if she couldn't believe the sensations that were filling her.

All the while, my fingers kept moving at her clit, stimulating her, forcing sinful, filthy pleasure through her body.

“Oh my fucking god
, bro, that's so big,” she said, her voice heavy with effort. I slid inside her an inch at a time until I was buried within her tightest entrance, her walls stretched around me to the hilt.

“Fuck, you're so tight,” I whispered. I shook my hips from side to side gently, feeling her ass practically suctioning around me. “Are you ready to have your cherry popped, slut?”

“Yes!” Megan cried.

“Yes, what
?”

“Yes, Master! Fuck my ass like you own it!”

With a grunt, I began fucking her. At first every thrust was a struggle that left Megan panting with pain and pleasure, but soon a mix of my pre-cum and the juices coating everything below her waist left my cock slick; able to slide inside her tightness with ease.

For a long time there was nothing but the sounds of fucking in the kitchen: my balls slapping against Megan's ass, the scrape of the table slowly moving across the room, the mingled grunts and groans each of us made as I pounded her ass and fingered her clit. Then a new tone entered Megan's voice: one of wonder.

“Oh...oh shit
,” she said, pressing until her back made contact with my chest, until she was pinned between my body and the table. “I...I think I'm going to come like this!”

“Isn't it so sweet and filthy?” I asked. “Being fingered by your own brother?”

“Yes, of course Master, but...” Megan's eyes were disbelieving, her face slack with shock. “It feels so good...back there! I don't know what you're doing to me, but it feels like my fucking asshole is going to come!”

“A little post-hypnotic suggestion I slipped in your mind when you weren't looking,” I whispered harshly into her ear. The motion pinned her harder against the table, making her hand slip so that she was helplessly stuck as I fucked her. “Now come for me, Megan. Make that ass nice and tight for my cock.”

Megan's cries reached a crescendo as I fucked her into her climax. Her body shook like a leaf in a high wind as pleasure coursed through her body. Her pussy and ass clenched with the force of the orgasm, causing her walls to grip me like a vice. Her channel collapsed around my cock, but I pushed through, fucking her ass even though it was nearly too tight to bear.

I felt my own climax approaching and grabbed her hips, thrusting into her roughly. My pleasure reached the boiling point and went nuclear, leaving my knees weak and my body singing with sweet release. I came in a flood, filling Megan's tight asshole with cream, spilling burst after burst until it trickled from her tight pucker and made luscious trails down her inner thighs.

My fingers slowed as we both came down from our highs. After several minutes of slow, tiny motions to milk every last drop of pleasure from my cock, I removed myself from her and let the hem of her miniskirt fall back down. It still didn't cover her – if anything, having a bit of fabric hanging over her freshly-fucked asshole just made her look filthier.

Megan gave a sad little whimper as I buttoned myself back up. She made no move to get up.

“What's wrong?” I finally asked.

“You didn't put it in here,” she said, reaching between her legs and spreading the folds of her pussy. As I watched, she gave me a pornographic view of her slit, showing off her pretty little pussy.

“So?”

“I'm never going to get pregnant if you don't fill my womb up,” she protested. “I want to get all big and swollen with your baby, little brother.” She ran a hand between her breasts and over her stomach. “What do you think Mom would say to that?”


Wow, she is filthy. I think I've created a monster.
 Knocking my sister up wasn't something I had ever considered as part of my plan – I hadn't really been thinking much further than the “hypnotize family, make them suck and fuck me whenever I want” stage of control. But Megan's words hit me like a freight train – they touched something deep inside me, something primal and animalistic. What better way to show the world I owned my sweet little sister than to fill her up with my seed, to use her as a brood mare to bear my heirs? The thought of her belly swollen with my seed, her breasts heavy and filled with milk – it made my head swim. It felt right
.

My cock began to twitch and harden in my boxers. The thought of impregnating her did that to me, made me want to plunge right back inside of her.

Instead, I ran a hand across her taut little belly, grinning as her muscles quaked at my touch. “You're not on birth control?”

She shook her head.

“Well, then,” I said, leaning forward so that she could feel my hardness against her, “since you've been such a bad girl...”

When this didn't get the reaction I wanted, my eyes moved from Megan's breasts to her face. She was staring over my shoulder, eyes the size of saucers, skin pale as milk.

I glanced back over my shoulder. My mother Cheryl stood in the doorway.


Chapter Six

––––––––

“Did you enjoy the show?”

Looking at Cheryl's face, I honestly couldn't tell what the answer to that question might be. Her eyes darted from me to Megan and back again, full of shock: but I couldn't help but notice the way her gaze clung to the bulge in my pants, to the sight of her daughter's exposed, dripping pussy.

I gave Megan's hips a little squeeze. “Calm down,” I whispered.

“Mom?” Megan's voice was tentative. “I thought you were still asleep...”

I pulled her to me, holding her tight to show who was in charge. “This is what I talked about,” I said, breath hot against her ear. “I need your help, sis.”

She stiffened for a moment, then nodded.

“Hey, Mom.” In contrast to just a few moments ago, Megan sounded relaxed and pleased – the voice of a girl who'd just gotten fucked on a kitchen table, for sure. “Want some breakfast? I was just about to fix Jeremy some-”

“You two,” Cheryl said. Her cheeks had gone red as apples – from arousal, anger or a combination of the two, I had no idea.

It was time to take the initiative.

“Yeah,” I said, “Us two.” Taking Megan by the hip, I pulled her into a standing position and held her close. “I fucked her. And I'm going to keep fucking her, until I knock her up.”

Mom's legs shook – the battle in her mind must have been deliciously intense. On the one hand, she was watching an abomination, her own children fucking like animals...but on the other, I knew from the suggestions I'd left in her mind that every atom of her body ached for me to do to her exactly what I'd just done to Megan.

“Dad told me to be the man of the house,” I said, stepping forward. “And that means I'm supposed to treat you exactly like he would.”

I closed the distance between us; I could feel the heat radiating off her body. I knew without having to ask that Mom had never been this horny before – she'd never felt like this, so fertile and wet and helpless, and it was frying the last few brain cells of free will left in her head.

“But I don't know,” I said, snaking a hand around and grabbing a handful of soft, toned MILF ass. She gasped, instinctively leaning into the contact.

“I don't think Dad ever fucked you as hard as I want to fuck you,” I whispered into her ear.

She let out a whimper and collapsed against me. Her heavy breasts pressed against my chest – I could feel the nipples stiffen under her dress. Her fingers were on me, moving beneath my shirt, searching out the hardness she so desperately needed.

“Oh, baby,” she groaned against my neck. “I need you so bad...”

I grabbed her by the wrists and turned her to face me. She slunk down gently until she was practically on her knees, looking up at me. Her eyes were full of desperation, helpless under the force of my masculinity. She was a slave to her programming, and I'd programmed her well.

“Who am I?” I asked her.

There was a pause as she tried to figure out what I meant. “You're...you're Jeremy, my son...”

I ran a thumb down the hollow of her wrist, grinning as she bit her lip. “And what
 am I?”

Her breath came in heaving gasps. I wanted to rip her dress down the front and set those amazing tits free.

“You're the man of the house,” she said in a tiny, submissive voice.

“That's right,” I agreed. “And what else do we call the man of the house?”

Understanding came into her eyes. Her lip twisted in a wry little smile. “Master,” she said, the word giving her physical pleasure as it left her mouth.

“Exactly. Now serve your Master, Cheryl.”

I thought I had seen every conceivable emotion pass over my mother's face – if not before than certainly after I'd fucked her. But I'd never seen her bashful before.

“Of course, dear...I mean, Master,” she said, blushing. “How should I do that?”

“Get on your knees,” I commanded.

With a whimper of submission, Mom did as I asked, sinking to her knees. This brought my thick, juicy cock straight to eye level, and it didn't take any prodding to get her to start working off my belt.

“You want to suck my cock,” I said, stroking her hair as she worked me free. “Just like a Mother should.”

“Of course, Master.” She looked up at me as my cock came free, lying atop her lips like an offering. “It's only right to serve you.”

“You want to taste your daughter's pussy and ass all over my cock,” I said. “You can't wait.”

“Yes, Master. I want to taste my daughter's juices.”

“And when you're done sucking me, you'll take my load inside you, deep in your womb. You want to get pregnant – nothing makes you hotter than the thought of you and your daughter with matching baby bumps. Both full of my heirs.”

“Oh, God,” she groaned, running her tongue down my shaft. “Baby, yes, please
 breed me...”

She needed no more coaxing to go to town on my cock. She licked and slurped my shaft like a seasoned pro, working me with a blowjob I knew was better than any she'd given Dad. After a while, I both sides of her head in my hands and began guiding my cock inside of her, letting her go hands-free as I fucked her throat.

“Shh,” I said, running my fingers over the tops of her ears. “Just relax. Take it all like a good little MILF.”

Mom gagged a little but didn't protest. I could feel my own pleasure building up inside my balls, my body already primed for another knee-shaking orgasm, when a scraping sound caught my attention. I turned to see Megan, her ass on the edge of the table with her skirt hiked up, running three fingers in circles over her clit as she watched.

“Come for me,” I commanded.

Instantly Megan let out a cry of pleasure, climaxing immediately. Her pussy clenched around her fingers as she sunk to the floor, stupefied and stoned from the overdose of pleasure my command had sent through her mind.

“First you,” I said, turning back to Mom, “then her. I'm going to have some fucking explaining to do when Dad comes back, both of the women of the house walking around with big baby bumps. But you know what? I don't care.”

“Oh, fuck, baby, please!” Mom begged. “It'll be okay – I'll help with everything, I'll convince your father somehow...just for God's sake don't stop fucking me until I'm pregnant!”

I was fucking her with blinding speed now, filling her pussy with every thrust. So close to coming...

“You want that, Mom?”

“Yes!” Her nails raked the front of my chest. “God, it's been so long – I want to feel like a real woman again. A fertile, fuckable woman. You make me feel that way, son – don't stop, okay? I'm going to come!”

“I'm going to right now,” I said, straining inside of her. “Gonna shoot all that thick white seed in you, breed you like a little whore...”

“Yes, Master! Come for me, please come for meeee...”

In the end, Mom came first. I felt her pussy clench around me as a thin cry escaped her throat, followed by several gasping sobs as pleasure invaded her body, turning her psyche inside out. The feeling of her climax sent me over the edge, then I was pumping my seed inside of her, filling her to the brim with my incestuous load, grunting with pleasure as each burst sent shockwaves of pleasure from the tip of my cock to the balls of my feet.

“Oh, Master,” Mom said, lying back on the kitchen floor, skirt around her waist. She no longer cared what parts of her I saw – if anything, she wanted
 to be a little slut for me now. “Thank you. It feels so much better now that I don't have to think.”

I laughed as I lay down next to her, letting my hands roam around her sexy, mature body. “All those contradictions gone, then?”

“Oh, you know it,” she said with a grin. “You're the man of the house, and your sister and I serve you. It's so simple – it's the way it was meant to be. Before your father left.”

That was right, I realized with a start. Dad was still out there. He could be back any time – wars didn't last forever, after all. Someday soon he might walk through that door to see his wife and daughter on their knees on either side of the recliner, serving me with their bodies. Their bodies that would no doubt be heavy with my heirs – their breasts full and firm and leaking milk with every touch...


Damn
. I was getting hard again already. I decided I could handle that when I got to it – after all, if Mom and Sis were susceptible to hypnosis, who was to say Dad wasn't, either?

Who was to say the neighbors weren't, I asked myself. Or my teachers, or my favorite pop star...

“Mom?” I asked, staring up at the ceiling.

“Yes, Master?”

“I'm going to take a few days off from school.” It wasn't a question. “You'll explain anything that needs explaining from the superintendent.”

“Of course, Master. Are you going to stay home and breed us?”

The thought made me smile. “That's part of it,” I said. “But I was thinking the three of us should take a little vacation...”
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