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All characters depicted are 18 years old or older. For adults only. 

God works in mysterious ways. I spent the first eighteen years of my life as an outsider. The nervous glint in the corner why the outgoing were enjoying themselves. The invisible shadow creeping behind the popular pack. I was the kid in the back of the class who even the teacher forgot existed. I was destined towards an ordinary life blending into the woodwork before I stumbled upon my unusual gift, a gift I was cursed with on my entry to adulthood; my words became gospel. 

So I couldn’t predict the future and the world didn’t alter to my will but everything I said was believed. If I said one plus one was three the fact that the answer was two remained but the person I was speaking to believed me without question; I was believed without fault. 

Some people may have been given my power and decided to use it for evil. Go into a bank and tell them all the money was yours and retire a millionaire but I was a man of principles, I had no intentions to do such things. 

Other people may have wanted to use their powers for the forces of good. You want to tell me all of the secret information you’re hiding from the police. 

None of that was the life for me. I didn’t want to be special. I didn’t want to abuse my powers and I didn’t want to become a novelty act, having to get through day to day life was tiring enough when all your statements were considered fact. I just wanted to live an ordinary life. 

Luckily nobody actually talked to me to begin with which meant I wasn’t in much danger at warping their minds to my will. However there were some people that no matter how hard I tried I could not escape from; my family. 

It was my family that I discovered my powers on. I live in an ordinary middle class household with my step-mother and sister. My own blood, my old man, ran off with another woman long ago and left me here with my new family. We’d lived together for long enough but the fact I wasn’t a blood relative to them remained. 

While I was an ordinary, boring, dull guy; short dark hair, uninteresting face, bang on average build, the rest of my household definitely inherited the good looking genes. 

Sandra was the mother of the household with Becky being the daughter. Both of them were beautiful blondes with attractive faces and nice curvy bodies. The two actually passed for sisters than they did mother and daughter the forty year old Sandra looking good for her age while eighteen year old Becky looked pretty much her age; no girl was going to complain about looking eighteen. 

By the way my name’s Dylan, thanks for wondering. 

So while outside I was close to a shadow there was no way the rest of my family could simply ignore me which meant interactions with Sandra and Becky were still bound to happen which was how I first discovered my powers to begin with. 

Parties were not something I was big on. That tends to happen when you don’t like to stand out, and don’t have any friends to invite in the first place. Get a cake, get a present and receive a happy birthday, that was enough for me as far as the festivities went. We all knew this so it was just a light cheer in the morning and then on with an ordinary day, the best kind of day. 

So how did I realize I had a gift? It was weird really, totally bizarre. We were just finishing off a

piece of cake in the morning when Sandra asked a simple question. 

“How was the cake?” 

Totally normal, nothing suspicious. So I joked back casually. 

“Delicious. I reckon it was probably the best cake in the world.” 

It’s a standard cake from the shop. We all know the joke. We all know it’s nice, what you pay for. Sandra seemed to humour me. 

“Oh really? I’d have bought some more if I’d known.” 

What a boring exchange. Not really proof of anything. Not proof and not even a hint of my power until I returned back home from university later and found a kitchen filled to the brim with cake. Box upon box of that simply chocolate cake. 

“What’s all this?” I squealed in alarment at the sudden stack of cake boxes lining the kitchen cabinets. 

“Well seeing as it’s the best cake in the world I decided to buy them all. They were so cheap for being the best it’s surprising. It’s practically a bargain.” 

I know this isn’t exactly a fantastic origin story, the woman who bought all the cakes in a store, it was just the first instance I discovered of my words being fact. If I claimed a cake was the best in the world it was considered so. If I then said, as I did, we didn’t need so much cake it was all thrown away. My words suddenly carried so much weight about them. 

After that one incident I didn’t simply command yes I have the power, it was just the first time it showed itself. It was through other pockets and incidents and eventual research I found my voice turned opinion to fact. 

With great power comes great responsibility and once I determined I had a great power I made a vow to myself. I would not abuse my powers. I would maintain my ordinary life and not use this curse for my own gain or the detriment of others. Case closed. 

Reopen the case. With great power comes great responsibility and also the chance for great cock ups. 

After discovering my power I’d been extra careful about what I had to say as I didn’t want to push my thoughts onto others and in the process change theirs. I wanted others to have their own thoughts, their own opinions and their own beliefs. The real world was easy as I just had to zip it and carry on marching. At home with my family around I had to watch my tongue so I didn’t slip any ideas into their heads. 

Obviously my behaviour changed a bit, I became a bit more withdrawn as hanging out and chatting gave way to me slipping out something and changing their perceptions. I didn’t want that to happen, I didn’t want it a bit so I hid. 

One day Sandra approached me. She may have only been my step-mom and I may have referred to her by name over title but she still did her motherly duty and came and checked up on me. 

However I had the ultimate escape now. I may not have wanted to use my powers but this was an exception I could make, an exception to use my powers once to lessen concern so I had less chance of using them in the future. 

“I’m fine.” 

When she asked if something was wrong with me that’s how I answered. I’m fine. Simply, clean, easy. I’m fine. Now there was no need to worry about me because she knew I was fine. This was my mistake. Some people may recognize the fact that there is more than one meaning to the term fine. 

Fine can mean I am okay, there is nothing wrong. Fine can also be used in the same vain as the term hot. When I said I was fine it was misinterpreted by Sandra. I meant to say I was okay, she heard me telling her that I was a hot guy. 

I didn’t realize this fact at the time as she quickly rushed from my room after our conversation and I thought nothing of what had happened. It was only later on that I would figure out how one simple word had suddenly caused a grave danger in my life. This power really was a curse after all. 

Becky was out for the night. She was having a sleepover at a friends house as she often did which meant the only two people in the house would be me and Sandra. It was about a week since we had our poor excuse for a talk which pretty much just included a sentence or two from her and a two word reply from me. Since then we hadn’t really had much contact. She’d been looking my way a lot but had always fluttered off to do something else rather than talking with me. If anything the one being weird now was her. 

Once again she showed the reason why I was concerned when I was getting out of the shower. I had a towel wrapped around my waist because modesty was important in a household with two women and I was just leaving the bathroom to head over to my room to change when my eyes caught onto Sandra’s who was walking past me in the hall. 

Her eyes drew up and down my body, upper body exposed and dripping with moisture down across my very slightly muscled form. Suddenly her face exploded in colour, being dyed in a bright shade of red. 

She did what she had been doing lately and began to flee, turning on her heels and trying to escape but this time I was in position to stop her. 

I reached out my arm and grasped onto one of her wrists before she could escape from me. 

“Sandra what’s the matter with you? Why have you been avoiding me?” I’d learnt that as long as I worded my sentences in questions my power didn’t activate. It was the statements which warped the world, questions were fine. 

Her breathing was heavy and her face was burning up. I thought it could have been some sort of fever; she was shaking after all. 

“No please, let me go,” she begged me, “Let me go before it’s too late.” 

“Before what’s too late? Please Sandra tell me what’s wrong.” 

She continued to shiver and fight it, her chest heaving as she gasped for air. 

“No I can’t, I can’t say it.” 

I could see this was going nowhere. I didn’t want to use my powers but I was concerned about her, I needed to know what was going on, I didn’t have a choice. 

“Sandra, you want to tell me what to tell me what’s going on with you right now.” 

That did it, that did it and suddenly the floodgates opened. 

“Oh Dylan you’re so hot. I can’t believe we have such a good looking man living in this house. 

It’s been so long since I’ve been with a man so I was trying to avoid you but then you’re half naked and restraining me and my heart started beating so fast. If you don’t let me go now I don’t think I’ll be able to control myself.” 

It was safe to say I was surprised by what she was saying. My first instinct was it was probably something I’d said to her but I couldn’t exactly put my finger on what it was. I found myself sinking deep in thought as I tried to remember what I’d said to her that might have caused this. 

“Hmm, how long have you been feeling like this?” 

“Well I… I think it was about a week ago I first noticed how handsome you are.” 

I slipped back into my memories again and started to wander. About a week ago, that was when she came to check up on me and I said I was fine. Could that have something to do with it? 

Again I was making a mistake. Sandra was close to snapping and instead of turning her back I was keeping her held and trying to remember where I messed up with to begin with. It was really only my fault once she wrapped her free hand under my chin and tilted it downwards, Sandra pressing our mouths together into a tight kiss. 

Her tongue pressed itself into my mouth and began to swirl around messily, slurping along mine as we made out like a pair of lovers. For me this was my first time but she was a forty year old with a kid this clearly wasn’t new to her. 

During the deep hot kiss the strength sapped from my hand and I released her arm letting her take control again. She cupped my cheeks in both of her hands and drove her wet tongue around my mouth in large twists, giving me one hot drooly filling. 

Finally she pulled back and let me get my breath back, our chins being glossed in spit as long glistening strands hung between our panting mouths. 

Naturally I presumed that would be it but that’s when Sandra dropped down onto her knees and hooked her fingers into my towel, easily pulling it apart and letting it drop down onto the floor, exposing the rest of my naked body with a cock that was standing hard after my first taste of real female interaction. 

I tried to act quickly as I fluttered on the edge of a daze, “Sto- aah!” but I couldn’t get the words out before my cock was wrapped in her grasp. 

“I haven’t been with a man since your father left,” she admitted as she skillfully jerked along the length of my shaft with long flicks of her talented wrists, working my full dick with ease. 

My manhood throbbed to her touch as she rubbed the softness of her squeezing palm up and down along the full length of my cock, making my body burn up with excitement. I knew it was my power which had caused this and I knew I had to fix it but I couldn’t help being a teenage boy with desires. For a virgin like me this was far too much stimulation already, my self restraint was crumbling. 

“Sandra I don’t think we should do anymore,” I panted out. I was being a coward, I could have told her to stop and she would have but instead I asked her because deep down I was enjoying it far too much. 

“Nonsense,” she moaned out, “I’ve been starved for so long. I want to know the taste of a man again.” 

She pushed her mouth up and wrapped her lips around me. She wrapped her lips around my cock and began to slurp messily. I thought my knees were going to buckle at any moment. 

Just moments after our mouths had kissed she was now around my length giving me the famous blowjob which teenagers like me had only seen in porn films and fantasized about since the dawn of the internet age. I never thought for a second I’d really experience one of these in my whole life. Sex seemed a long shot to start with but a blowjob from a real woman? This was the stuff of fantasy. 

Getting a blowjob from my brain washed step-mother was completely the stuff of fantasy. 

I didn’t know if she was actually good at what she was doing or not with this being totally alien to me but if I was asked to review it’d be five stars, my manhood was completely throbbing in her lips. 

There was no way I was going to be able to survive for long with the heat of her mouth wrapped around my cock. I could feel my orgasm building up with every pump of her insides down along the shaft of my meat, my resistance about to completely erode away. Once she pushed her throat down and claimed my cock into her tight insides I snapped. 

My hands clenched onto either side of her head and held her down as my orgasm exploded out and fired down into her body, filling her throat with a thick explosive burst of molten cum. I couldn’t help it her actions just felt so incredible. 

Weakness coursed through my body as I came down off the high of release. It was like all the strength had been drained out of my body by her talented mouth. I was still recovering when my wrist was grabbed and my naked body was dragged from the hallway and into the nearby bedroom, her bedroom. 

Sandra flung me down onto the bed, she was strong when she wanted something and fast; I’d only been down for a few moments and already she’d nearly finished undressing. I’d seen her in a bikini before but it was only after having had her worshipping my body I could truly appreciate just how sexy hers was. 

She had all the right curves, the kind of figure you’d expect from the daughter and not the mother. I heard she used to be a cheerleader back in school and her body said as much. 

“Maybe we should stop?” I once again asked half heartedly. I had the power to shape minds and once again I was letting her take control instead. 

“Do you know how starved I’ve been? I used to do it everyday, my body needs this.” 

She mounted my lap with her stunning mature body and let a moan slip free as she penetrated her tightness around my rigid manhood. 

I reacted in the same way, unable to hide my affection for the wonderful sensations throbbing around my shaft. My hands reached back and curled up into the sheets of her bed, hips jerking into the squeezing tightness as she began to rock in place, up and down along my length. 

Sandra had taken away my first time and was showing me a new level of pleasure that I’d never been able to experience with just a hand and some dirty movies. This was the real deal and it was making my mind melt in pleasure. 

She sat on my lap with her wide ass spreading out and engulfing my body as she stood tall, sinking her fingers into her own bouncing bosom. I’d never seen her tits in the flesh before I didn’t know they were so big. She caressed herself with talented touches as her hips bounced her body, fingers rubbing around her own erect nipples which tensed in pleasure. 

Suddenly a sight that even me with the power to warp minds thought hard to believe. Sandra’s nipples were leaking, they were leaking milk. 

“Y-your nipples,” I managed to stammer out between my heavy rolling breaths. 

“When I start to feel so good milk starts to come out,” she moaned hotly as she leant forwards, hands planting down either side of my head. “Please suck on them, suck my nipples like I’m used to.” 

Used to? Did that mean my dad? He’d been gone for so long now there was no way she could be pregnant she must really just lactate like this. Who was I to turn down such a delicious treat? I leaned upwards with my mouth hanging wide open, sealing it shut down around one of those plump brown nipples dribbling out the bubbles of white. 

A moan quivered from Sandra as I drunk from her dripping nipples, her pussy tightening around my rigid member. It was like a hot, wet, vice trying to milk every drop from me. Two could play at that game as I rose my hands up and grasped her other breasts, kneading tenderly to make the milk spray free. 

That moan turned into a squeal as I squeezed and kneaded down along her softness and made the spray pour out, spattering white beads all over my chest, her other nipple safely held between my suckling lips. 

My eyes dragged up along her form to take a look at her face; it was a sight beyond beauty. She was stained a deep shade of crimson and carried the image of a woman lost deep in lust. The sight of my mother had gone and instead I’d been left with a bitch in heat. 

I couldn’t control myself seeing her like this. I spanked my free hand up across her meaty ass and grasped tightly, squeezing hold as I began to hammer my hips up and down, plowing her juicy pussy with cardinal lust. If she was a bitch in heat then I was an alpha that needed to rut and I couldn’t resist the tender twat that was being offered to me. 

“Oh yes Dylan! That’s so good! Harder, harder! Fuck my aging cunt with your stallion cock!” 

I didn’t know she was capable of filthy talk, it really turned me on. I released my lips from her nipple as one was not enough to keep me satisfied. I pushed both of them together and wrapped my lips back around her breasts, taking both inside my maw and squeezing down firmly to make the whiteness spray. With both of my hands now free I could really grasp her fat ass and cling to it tightly as I hammered into her depths. 

There was no way I was going to be able to last long, a virgin graduate like myself was still no match for this amazing, tight, soaked love tunnel my throbbing hardon was buried within and reshaping with every lightning fast thrust. Orgasm was imminent and I was determined to bury it deep inside. 

I rolled our bodies over to suddenly trap her below me as I thrusted downwards to stir her insides. She wrapped her arms and legs tightly around my shaking body which was plowing into her with all the enthusiasm I could muster, my orgasm about to burst at any moment. 

Finally it was here. I popped my lips free from her nipples and flung my head back, sprays of white bursting through the air as I screamed out. 

“I’m cumming! Take all of my seed!” 

My dick exploded and released its thick molten white for the second time with this amazing woman, this time letting it flow deep into her underused pussy, claiming her womb with a torrent of stickiness which would cling to every spot it would touch, painting her insides a vivid white. 

Exhausted I collapsed to the side as I slipped free of her pussy, the two of us lying side by side, bodies shaking from the after effects of such a primal bout of sex, our bodies gasping for air. 

“That was amazing,” she panted free, lying in a puddle of her own juices with my own cream buried deep inside of her. I never knew sex was this incredible. 

“We have to do that again some time.” 

“We do,” she moaned, giving me the sensual eye. Then I remembered my power all of a sudden. 

I remembered my power. 

“Yeah we have to do it everyday. We have to do it whenever I say.” 

I know I said I wouldn’t use my power but she clearly wants it too so that must make it okay, right? 

“Everyday, whenever you say Dylan, I’ll make you feel good.” 

The way she dragged her tongue over her plump lips, it was making me throb once again. Damn this woman there was no way I was going to be satisfied with just one time. I needed to do her all over again. 

“I have this for you,” Sandra said as she handed me an envelope. She’d just gotten out of the shower to wash down from our passionate fuck session, her towel wrapped body carrying a strong female scent about it. If she wasn’t careful I’d be dying to go again. 

“What is it?” 

“It’s a letter from your father.” 

“From father?” It was strange. We’d had no contact from him since he left, where did this come from? Naturally I opened it straight away to see the contents. 

“Dear Dylan. If you’re reading this it means you’ve just had sex with Sandra. ” 

...excuse me? Did I read that correctly? 

“I’m sorry I’m not around anymore. I hope this doesn’t mean the people from the agency have caught me but I’ll presume the worst. If you get this letter then it must mean that just like me you have the power to hypnotize people. 

 I hypnotized Sandra to give you this lesson if you two should ever have sex. I spent a long time hypnotizing Sandra to be my sexual plaything so it wouldn’t be a surprise if you came for her eventually. ” 

He got some of it right at least. I just presumed she was a slut I didn’t know it was my old man’s fault she had so little self control. 

“This is a warning though son. I used my powers too much and got captured because of it. Don’t use your power Dylan or else you’ll end up just like me. Keep it a secret and don’t draw attention to yourself, I know you’ve always been good at that. 

 Love dad. ” 

Couldn’t he have at least written some more for me? He’s been gone for so long and all he told me was he made my step-mom a slut and that I shouldn’t use my powers. I didn’t want to use them in the first place I was happy staying a normal guy who didn’t stand out. There was one difference I had from most people though, my eyes glancing towards Sandra looking at me obediently. 

I turned her into my sex slave, I used my powers to make her my plaything. I should stop this now except dad said not to use my powers so I guess I don’t really have any choice but to leave her like this? It’s nothing to do with liking it this way, just don’t have a choice, that’s it. 

And so continued my new and improved ordinary life. Mine just happened to now include a step-mother sex slave. 
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