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How my ordinary life has changed. Just a week ago, despite having the power to warp thoughts to my words, I was living a life that none would conclude to be special. 

I got up, ate my breakfast, went to University, came home, enjoyed some free time and studied and then went to bed, all without much flair or glamour. 

All that changed when I accidentally triggered my mother’s deep bimbo hypnosis and turned her into a lusty MILF who craved my body to satisfy her strong sexual desires. Now my ordinary life has the extra-ordinary inclusion of a step-mother sex slave who satisfies my lust everyday. 

Now I get up, eat my breakfast, go to University, come home, enjoy some free time and study, fuck my step-mom and then go to bed. It’s a small change in the grand scheme of things but to me it’s kind of a big deal. 

As the one with the power to push my will onto overs, with everything I say being considered fact by those who hear it, it is only right that I am in charge of this taboo relationship between myself and my step-mom. However that doesn’t quite take into account her huge libido, trained to such needy levels by my father before he left home. 

Once again I was just in my room, minding my own business. I was ready some of my school material when I heard a knock on the door. 

“Come in,” I said naturally. That command couldn’t actually be ignored by the one on the other side but seeing as they were asking for it anyway I couldn’t really count that as a slip of the tongue. 

It was Sandra, my hypnotized step-mom, who was waiting to see me. Despite being around the forty mark she was still a beautiful woman who looked young for her age. When her and her daughter went out they looked closer to sisters than parent and child. 

The stunning blonde wandered into my room in a silky blue dressing gown. This wasn’t the first time I’d seen this sight coming into my room, I had a feeling I knew exactly where this was going, especially when she closed the door behind her. 

Sandra ran her long feminine fingers down across her front, her touch softly spreading her gown open, slowly revealing a curvy, busty, mature body that still had all of that vigor. 

“Dylan,” she said, tongue sliding from her mouth to sensually tease around her own pink lips, 

“I’m feeling a bit… hot right now. Would you care to lend a hand?” 

Despite the fact she was my toy now it was still her who came to me to instigate our actions. My libido was growing but not huge to begin with, I didn’t feel the need for sex everyday. Sandra on the other hand was one lustful woman. She came begging to me everyday to play. 

I could have commanded her to stop doing it, I probably could have tricked her into thinking she didn’t need sex but when I saw such a sight; pale flesh being revealed before my eyes I couldn’t resist and naturally wanted to indulge in the full act. 

She squatted down in front of me as her gown fell open, grasping at my waistline so that she didn’t need to be the only one showing off her goods. She tugged my pants down slowly, my boxers being hooked as well, to reveal my growing shaft. 

Her lips curled into a seductive smile as she gave me the eye from down between my legs. This

was why I didn’t tell her to stop coming to me for sex, because she was just too good to turn away. 

“I could put my mouth to work to help your big boy find strength, or I could caress it while you help empty my full tits.” 

She knew that I loved suckling on those thick milky teats of hers, I just couldn’t resist that as I nodded my head eagerly. 

“Let me suckle them.” 

My words had sealed it, it was going to happen now. She stood up and moved seats from the floor onto my bed, sitting next to me. Her robe dropped down over her shoulders and slipped down her body, letting those tits truly come free. She wrapped a hand up around the back of my head and guided me down into those huge breasts of hers, aching for attention. She didn’t need to guide my lips which eagerly searched upwards for a stiff, hanging, nipple which I latched onto with intent, lathering her bosom in my drool. 

With my head buried into her chest I felt the sensation of her soft hand crawling onto my lap and up along my shaft, my semi erect member being grasped in her palm. Slowly she began to caress up and down with slow strokes that sent the blood surging to my manhood. Semi was being removed from my description quickly as a full, stiff, erection was being surged into my cock. 

Finally the hot taste of dairy dribbled onto my tongue and pleasantly seduced my taste buds. I suckled like a hungry baby, addicted to her milk, as she increased the motion of her wrist, working my manhood up and down. This was it, once again I was ascending to heaven. 

I was quickly sent plummeting back down to earth. 

“Hey mom you in here?” It was a voice from outside my door, belonging to the only other person who lived in the house. Becky, Sandra’s daughter and my step-sister, had entered the stage and was entering my room, the door opening up to reveal the sight of our insectious act. 

“I need you to sign… what the hell are you two doing!?” she screamed as she saw us in the act. 

Me with my pants down suckling on Sandra while she was jerking off my erect cock. This was not the kind of scene I wanted to be seen in by her. 

Naturally I panicked when I was suddenly screamed at by my angry step-sister for being caught in a family ruining situation. I had vowed not to abuse my power, even the letter my father left me warned me not to use my power, but in those moments I panicked and simply blurted out the first thing which came to mind. 

“This isn’t anything unusual!” 

There were a million things I could have said but those were the ones which came to me first. 

My power did the work. When I said it wasn’t anything unusual the taboo scene before Becky’s eyes suddenly became a natural occurrence. All the anger drained out of her in an instance. 

“Oh, okay. So mom I need you to sign this for me.” 

“Sure thing sweetie.” 

While those two acted normally I was still shaking. I may have said it was nothing unusual and Becky might have believed me but that power didn’t work on me, I still knew this was totally

messed up. 

“Thanks mom, you’re the best.” 

Becky happily left us alone after Sandra had stopped jerking my cock long enough to sign on some stupid form for her. She then looked back to me with that same lustful glint in her eyes. 

“Now, where were we?” 

We still managed to have sex despite the intrusion. There was no way I was going to be able to resist her, even with the danger of a sisterly confrontation. 

It wasn’t until the next day where my carelessly blurted out, get out of jail free card, comment proved why my power was more of a curse than a gift. 

Becky wasn’t acting any differently towards me which wasn’t too hard to understand thanks to my power really making her believe that the scene she’d seen between me and her mother was totally normal. That didn’t mean I felt comfortable being around her though. Just being in the lounge together after school was enough to make me feel awkward. 

That’s when the words I’d used last night truly showed just how much my power could do. 

“Hey Dylan,” I heard from the doorway to the stairway. Tilting my head to the side I saw a sight which made my jaw drop almost literally to the floor. It was Sandra, leaning against the door frame in a small pair of red, sexy panties with her body being wrapped in red, silky, transparent nightwear. 

“M-mom, what are you doing?” Seeing Sandra in such a sexy outfit in my own room after she stripped from her gown would no longer be a sight to surprise me but in the lounge, in the day, with Becky in the same room? My heart almost stopped. 

“Hmm I’m just feeling so horny,” she moaned, slipping a hand down her front to grind her fingers over the front of those slutty panties she was wearing. “I need my big, hard, stud to satisfy me.” 

“But… but…” I whimpered out, there being a very real elephant in the room, “Becky is right here.” 

“And?” said the mother. 

“And?” said the daughter. 

Even a man like me with the power to warp minds was shocked at the uncaring attitude from the two of them. Neither even batted an eyelid at this scene and like always when the weird happens it’s my fault. 

The explanation was clear, it was about what I said to Becky. This isn’t anything unusual which meant to Becky me and Sandra having sex wasn’t strange, however Sandra would have naturally heard it too and seeing as it was with Becky watching she would have taken it as having sex in front of Becky isn’t unusual. The house was now an open sex playground in Sandra’s eyes. 

While I was still trying to process all of information my lap was mounted by the horny MILF

who began to grind herself along my lap, quickly sending the clearance to my cock to harden up in my bottoms. 

“Come on stud,” she moaned as her beautiful exposed melons rocked against my face and her wet pussy rubbed into my lap, “Fuck me like the slut I am.” 

Sandra didn’t seem to mind. Becky was on her phone with the television her second focus, she definitely did not mind. Why should I have to mind then? 

I slapped my hands down into Sandra’s ass and grasped it tightly as I pressed my mouth into her bosom and kissed along her chest. She took care of getting me undressed as she began to strip me of my clothes, peeling my tight shirt over my head before her fingers worked into my jeans, slowly unbuttoning the front to let my erection come free. 

With her dressed like that and the way she was grinding on me she didn’t need to get me warmed up this time, I was already hard as rock. She rubbed her wet slit down along my engrossed cock, grinding along the shaft as she moaned hotly. 

“Come on big boy,” she moaned, “Press that cock into me. Stir up my hot slutty pussy.” 

She always knew how to say just the sexiest things to get me worked up. I was aching to release from just her teasing, I needed it now. 

I pulled her panties to the side and aimed my hardon upwards, kissing the head into her sloppy pussy lips. My fingers squeezed firmly down into her ass, taking a commanding hold as I guided her downwards onto my erection. She may have been on top but I was the one in control. 

Sandra moaned out hotly as I began to pound my throbbing erection upwards into her juicy, wet, pussy. She may have had the experience but I had boundless energy to give to her, putting all of my strength into the action of thrusting upwards into her mature honeypot, stirring it with my thick, meaty, rod. 

Her tits bounced in my vision, the shake of her body being moved by my rapid poundings made her breasts tumble from the top of that slutty nightwear, my lips wrapping around one of her exposed nipples and starting to slurp to get her milk surging out once more. 

“Oh Dylan,” she moaned out as she clung around my head, “Keep fucking me, keep fucking me on your amazing cock!” 

I delivered. I kept thrusting up with eagerness as my hands molested her fat mature ass, making our bodies slap together wetly as my hard member stirred up her dripping, wet mound. 

My cock throbbed with the desire to once again leave her pussy filled up with my hot seed. I was going to leave her packed to the brim with my young cum as my cock pulsed in her shaft hugging insides. 

As the milk poured into my mouth from the force of my suckling lips on her engrossed nipples I felt my orgasm about to strike. I pushed up with my full force and buried my cock deep into her love tunnel, pulling her down tightly onto me by that soft ass and began to unload deep within her body. Hot squirt of molten white after squirt came bubbling out and coated her insides with all of my lust and my affection. I loved pounding that juicy hole so much it was only fitting that I would empty all of the seed I could into it. 

Only once I was finished cumming did I release my rough grip of her soft body, letting her stumble her way up off me. I don’t think my legs would be working properly either if I’d just been taken like that. 

“Hmm that was amazing,” she confessed as my cum dribbled down her inner thighs. She leaned back into me, the two of our pressing our lips tightly together, tongues swirling out to exchange one deep, messy, passionate kiss. 

She drew back leaving us connection with nothing more than long strands of drool, quickly being wiped away by her tongue swirling out to scoop up the mix. 

“Finally I’ll be able to concentrate on making dinner now,” my slutty step-mother groaned out. 

“Even if I may want dessert later.” 

Sandra blew me a kiss as she turned around and strutted off into the kitchen. Going to casually continue her day just after being fucked raw in the lounge; dad really did leave me one heck of a slut. 

I panted out for breath as I leaned myself back onto my chair, lounging back to get some rest. 

My vision glanced to the side as my head tilted suddenly catching sight of Becky almost making me jump out of my skin; I’d forgotten she’d been there. When I saw her I really wish I hadn’t. 

Becky was a beautiful blonde, the kind of all-american teenage cheerleader that was the wet dream of any teen movie. She had the looks of a model, the body of a porn star with all the training of an athlete. She was practically the polar opposite to a bland guy like myself. 

Being in the same year as her through school I knew she was the fantasy of many boys in my class and others and right now I could see why. While I was fucking Sandra she’d obviously gone through a slight wardrobe change. Her shorts were now down around her knees and her t-shirt was now curled up over her shoulders. She had a hand hiding under both her bra and her panties, rubbing herself sensually as her face was burning a hot, bright, red. 

“B-becky?” 

“Yeah?” her breath was punctuated with a moan but she didn’t seem concerned by her actions. 

“You shouldn’t do th-” just in time I remembered my powers, “W-what are you doing?” 

“Can’t you see I’m masturbating?” 

“I can see that, that isn’t what I meant. I meant why are you doing that?” 

“Why do you think? You and mom just started doing it right in front of me. It’s not my fault if I get turned on.” 

It seemed it wasn’t just watching us sex which became normal to her, it seemed to be sexual things in general. She was playing with herself so casually and openly in front of me. I knew Becky was hot but I’d never been turned on by her like this before. 

Her cheeks were illuminated a bright shade of red and her plump lips were being squeezed and teased under her nibbling teeth. I could see the shift of her fondling hands squirming around beneath her clothing and the curl of her toes when she hit upon a particularly pleasant spot. 

I’d already been milked by Sandra but already just watching Becky for a few moments had gotten me erect once more. 

“B-Becky,” I moaned, “Do you want to have sex?” 

“No,” a sharp and sudden put down. 

“W-why not?” I was throbbing. She was happy to play in front of me, why was riding me so weird? 

“I’m waiting to give my first time to somebody I love.” 

It came as a shock to me that Becky was still a virgin. I only lost my cherry last week but I’m an inconspicuous background character. In a TV show I wouldn’t even be on the cast list, I’d be an extra. Becky would be the female lead. In my mind she was drilling handsome guys every night, I had no clue she’d been saving herself. 

I didn’t know why but when she refused me, when she said she wouldn’t give her first time to me, something welled up inside. It was a desire. I was already throbbing from just watching her, I wanted her so badly and a part of me didn’t want to take no for an answer. I had the power to warp minds and twist others to do my bidding, how dare she reject me. 

“But you love me,” I said in the heat of the moment, the fantasy of taking her first time being too much for me. 

A small quivering squeak popped from her lips as my command become true in her mind and in her eyes I became someone she loved deeply. It was no longer family love, it was the true romantic novel version of the word. 

Even though masturbating openly wasn’t anything unusual suddenly when we were bonded with love she averted her gaze from me and whimpered, those cheeks of hers somehow getting redder. 

“D-don’t look at me,” she squealed out. Embarrassment? How cute. 

I arose from my seat and made my way the short distance over to her, sprawled along the couch with his hands tucked into her underwear. I stood close to her, just in front of the sofa with my erection standing tall. 

“Look at me Becky,” I commanded and she did just as I asked, staring up at my mighty body like a rabbit caught in the headlights. My hand flowed down and cupped under her chin, caressing her with the stroke of my thumb. “I want you Becky. I want you right here, right now.” 

Those words weren’t ones to mold her to my will but they did give her the full idea of what I wanted from her and just how badly I wanted it. She squirmed around in front of me as her hands froze up over her own body, her bottom lip trembling. 

“P-please, be gentle.” 

Her words coiled up my heart and made it skip a beat. I leaned down and pressed our lips together into a kiss. Oh I did not know that she could be so adorable. I had to have her right now, I couldn’t restrain myself, I had to make her my woman. 

I pushed her down onto the sofa as our lips met into a kiss, tongues dancing together in a light drool swapping tango like a pair of amatuer lovers. 

Our lips parted ways as I started to drag my way down her front slowly, taking in the sight of her fit, curvy, teenage body. We were the same age but he skin was so much softer than mine. It was like a fine silk which stimulated my senses to the max. 

Slowly I slipped down along her form and between her legs, hooking my fingers into her panties which I peeled down from her tender skin. The white fabric vanished away under my control to reveal a small, wet, pinkness that had been unsoiled by man. It was different from Sandra’s but still so beautiful. I caressed my fingers over the tight mound, stroking through the juicy wetness which clung onto my fingertips, making her shudder visibly in position. 

“You’re so wet Becky,” I moaned as I moved in close to give her cunny a small, wet, kiss with a long suckling lap of my tongue. Her juices tasted to sweet, like a fine honey. 

“Ah!” she squealed out from my kiss, her toes curling up and dragging along my back as I made out with her cooch, “T-t-that feels s-so good.” 

My eyes creeped along her beautiful body to see that blissful look on her red face. My cock pulsed, I had to have her now. I pulled back from her wetness, the drool and juices hanging in ropes between our lips as I sat up and kissed her labia again with the head of my engrossed member. 

“Don’t worry, I’m going to make you feel even better now.” Would that trigger my ability? I wasn’t sure but at the same time I didn’t care, I truly did want to make her feel bliss. 

Slowly I pushed forwards and began to spread her virgin pussy around my thick cock, trying to ease it inside as I didn’t want to hurt my sweet step-sister. I sunk deeper and deeper into her, meeting the resistance that a virgin body offered but not allowing it to stop me, claiming Becky’s first time as my property. 

She squealed out as her hands gripped into the sides of the sofa, her eyes slammed shut as her stomach spasmed from the feeling of her first cock as I slipped deeper and deeper into her hot, velvety insides. I feared that maybe it was pain which was making her react as such but then she moaned up at me. 

“O-oo Dylan.” Her words may not have said a lot but the way her lips trembled and the way they poured out in a sensual moan said it all to me. 

“I’m going to start going in and out now.” How could I not? She may not have had the talent that Sandra did for this but the tightness of her pussy was incredible. 

I worked my hips in and out of her body as I began to rock forward and back, stirring her insides around my cock as I moved from just sinking in deeper and getting her used to my size to the act of actually having sex with my sister. 

My speed increased slowly as the pleasure overwhelmed me, reacting to her hot moans and the lust coursing through my veins which drove me on to claim her pussy as my property with the eager thrusts of my hips, driving my hot, throbbing manhood deep within her tender honeypot. 

As I leaned down over her, smothering her small, feminine body under my slightly muscular frame she wrapped her arms up around my upper back and her legs around my hips and clung into me, her moans flooding up into my ears like a sexual sonata. 

“I love you,” Becky moaned as her head buried into my shoulder, “I love you so much.” 

“I love you too,” I groaned out in the moment, her insides twitching around my cock, squeezing me with a desire to milk out my load, “I want you to be my woman.” 

“D-dylan.” 

“You will be my woman,” I growled again, this time bringing my power into use to make her squeal in joy, nails digging into my back. 

“Yes your woman.” 

I compressed her down under my body as I pressed my entire weight onto her and thrusted eagerly into her tightness, my heavy balls slapping into her cooch as I drilled into the depths of her pussy, kissing to her womb with the strong desire to mark her as my property. 

“My woman, you’re my woman,” I snarled out again as I felt my orgasm surging through my length. I was close, it was about to come, I couldn’t last any longer. “When I cum into you you

will become my woman.” 

Her moans squealed out, “Yes, make me your woman. I’ll be your woman.” She wasn’t going to get that choice, not after I used my power. 

When my orgasm fired out into her body, exploding my hot, warm, pussy flooding cum shot deep into her tightness I sealed my power over her and made her a woman who lived for me as my sticky seed claimed her insides as my personal sleeve. It felt so good to have such power. 

I remained buried to the hilt of her mound, unloading my seed into her cunny until I was spent and I rolled off of her, panting heavily as I slumped against the arm of the sofa and she laid on her back in front of me, a thick trickle of white dribbling from her claimed hole. 

Before I got much time to rest I heard a voice flowing across the room. 

“Hmm Becky I didn’t know you had it in you,” Sandra chuckled as she watched from the door frame. 

“W-when did you get here?” I panted out. I really needed to get my breath back. 

“About the time you were screaming for her to be your woman. Does that mean I’m going to have to share you from now on?” 

Becky huffed out as she slowly sat herself up along the sofa, “Hey no, he’s my man now, not yours.” 

“Becky you need to share with your mother. It’s not fair if you get me all to yourself.” 

She couldn’t fight against it, I’d sealed it with those words. Becky may have been my woman but Sandra was too, I couldn’t leave either of them out, I needed to give them both my love. It was for them, totally for them, not for me at all. 

“Fine!” Becky puffed out with her lips still pouted. She may have accepted my commands but she still didn’t seem best pleased. Girls. 

Sandra licked her lips, “Good because watching that got me horny, I need to go again.” 

“M-mom!” 

The hungry MILF approached me with her lustful eyes as my cock pulsed lightly. I wasn’t going to be getting through this day with any energy left in my body. 

And so my ordinary life once again got a bit less ordinary as I claimed both the women in my household as my eager sex pets. But luckily those were all the woman I was close to in the world which meant the changes were going to stop here. Having two beauties to play with was enough for any man. 
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