
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

Copyright

Dreaming of Her Mother's Master

Afterward


Copyright 2018 Taylor Tait

This story is a work of fiction. All people, places, and events are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.

All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.


The Morpheus Spell

Part Two: Dreaming of Her Mother’s Master

“Oh! Oh God! Yes!”

Sarah turned over and pulled a pillow on top of her head, clamping its sides against her ears to try and black out the sounds of debauchery coming from her mother’s bedroom, but it was no use.

“Fuck me! Fuck me harder, Master!”

She had no idea her mom could be so vocal. Or that she was so kinky. Had she really just called Kevin “Master?” Sarah wondered if her mother had ever done that with dad. Then she suddenly felt a little queasy that her mind had thought about that question at all.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh yes!”

The session concluded with a long moan.

Sarah rolled her eyes, and then removed the pillow from her head. She readjusted herself on the living room couch, trying to get comfortable and hoping things would stay quiet enough for her to get some sleep.

She had barely been at her mom’s new apartment for a day, but already the experience was totally surreal. Sarah had always known her mother to be a strong, pragmatic woman with her own life and interests, but from the moment they had reunited all she seemed to want to do was blab about Kevin.

This became even more puzzling when Sarah finally met Kevin. The way her mother had gone on about him, Sarah expected him to be some kind of Adonis, but he just wasn’t. A short and pudgy guy with thinning hair, he certainly wasn’t in her mom’s league based on looks.

And he wasn’t particularly interesting either. The conversation they’d had at dinner was mostly about his work reading over rare books. Sarah supposed that didn’t have to be a dull topic, but Kevin didn’t do it any favors. Mostly he droned on about this new find, some ancient text about the Greek god of dreams. Sarah often found her attention wandering, but she noticed how her mom fawned over him and seemed to hang on every word.

At least Kevin didn’t seem like a bad guy. He was very polite and easy going and had seemed genuinely interested in listening to Sarah talk about her studies at college. As long as her mother was happy, Sarah was content to go along with thing, and she sort of figured Kevin was a rebound guy after the divorce anyway. In a few weeks her mother would probably be moving on to someone new. But if Kevin helped to make her happy, then Sarah thought that must be okay.

She heard the bed in her mom’s room start to creak again. A moment later she could hear her mom moan. Sarah let out a sigh. She just wished her mother could be a little quieter about being so happy.

X-X-X

Sarah bobbed her head slowly up and down on Kevin’s cock. She swirled her tongue around it, savoring the taste and the feel of it. She looked up into his eyes as she worked him, relishing his lustful gaze. Arousal built within her.

“It feels good to be nice to Daddy, doesn’t it?” Her mother’s voice whispered in her ear.

Sarah pulled her lips away from Kevin’s manhood, continuing to massage his shaft with her hands. “Yes,” she moaned. “It feels so good.”

“Show Daddy what a good girl you are.” Her mother’s voice again.

Sarah took him back into her mouth. The more she worked him, the more her arousal built. He came with a loud grunt, shooting his seed into her throat.

Sarah felt her body exploding in pleasure.

She opened her eyes to find herself sprawled across the couch, the sheets she’d been sleeping under cast aside. She felt horny. She let her hand wander beneath her pajama bottoms, diving down into her wet pussy. Two of her fingers pumped slowly in and out. She bit her lip to stifle a moan. She kept working herself, but it seemed like she only got hotter and couldn’t build towards release.

The doorknob to her mom’s room turned, letting out a loud click. In one swift motion, Sarah pulled her hand away from her crotch and draped the sheets around her body. She turned on her side, closing her eyes and pretending to sleep. The sound of coffee being ground rattled from the kitchenette, but Sarah continued to lay where she was.

Images of the dream still played in her mind. Her on her knees pleasing Kevin. Her mother’s voice urging her on. Somehow it was still a strange turn-on. Sarah thought it must have something to do with hearing her mom and Kevin the night before. The whole situation was kind of gross.

She lay wrestling with her thoughts until she heard Kevin leave to get ready for work. She didn’t think she could face him that morning, especially not after such a weird dream.

X-X-X

Sarah didn’t have to face Kevin again until that evening. She spent the day out with her mom hitting up the spa and going shopping. It was a nice way to relax, something they both needed.

By the time evening rolled around, Sarah had all but forgotten about the dream. But as soon as Kevin walked in the door to the apartment she was hit with images from that morning. She had such a sharp intake o breath at the sudden visualizations that her mom asked if she was okay.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m good,” she said, forcing a smile. She looked up and thought she caught Kevin giving her a knowing look, but she couldn’t be sure.

Dinner was once again an awkward affair. Sarah’s mom continued to fawn over Kevin. Sarah almost wanted to leave and give them some space. It was a Friday night after all. But she had come to her mom’s new home to spend time with her. On top of that, she didn’t know anyone in this new town away from her childhood home.

She didn’t say much during the meal, mostly trying to ignore the way her mom looked at Kevin as well as the images from the dream that floated through her mind.

One part of the conversation did cause her to perk up though.

“Sorry, you’re what?” she said.

“I know it seems sudden,” her mother said. She favored Kevin with a smile. “And I guess it is. But we’ve been talking about it, and I think it makes a good amount of sense to move in together.”

“We can get a nice house, something better than both of our apartments,” Kevin said. “It will be good for you as well. You’ll have a real place to stay when you’re back from college.”

“Okay…but haven’t you guys only been together about a week?”

“Well,” her mother looked over at Kevin in a way Sarah had never seen her look at anyone before. “That’s true. But sometimes, when you meet the right person, I guess you just know, and nothing you do together feels ‘too fast’.”

She leaned in and kissed Kevin lightly on the lips. Sarah averted her gaze, though seeing an intimate gesture involving Kevin made her stomach flutter. For a moment she pictured herself kissing him. She shook her head quickly to dispel the image from her mind.

Kevin changed the topic of the conversation back to his work, and Sarah was content to let him do so. She wasn’t sure what was up with her mom or why she was so smitten with this man. She hadn’t realized it was so serious that they were considering moving in together. She knew that she would have to speak to her mom privately soon. Despite what her mother might be feeling, Sarah felt this new relationship was moving too fast for her liking.

X-X-X

“Yeah, baby! Oh! Oh! Oh yes!”

Whatever objections Sarah had to her mother and Kevin moving in together, she had to admit he had a point about her having her own room. She didn’t try to cover her ears this time, instead just staring at the ceiling. She knew she couldn’t block out the sound, but the more she listened, the more she felt her body responding.

“Oh! Fuck me! Yes! Just like that!”

She reached down and gently rubbed her finger over her clit. It felt wrong to be turned on by listening to her own mother. She dipped a finger into her wet snatch. What was wrong with her that she was responding this way?

“Yes, Master, yes! Fuck your filthy slut!”

Sarah drove her fingers into her pussy, her arousal overpowering her reservations. No one would ever know about what she was doing, and she was tired of resisting the urges flowing through her. Her breathing grew heavy. Her body grew hotter. She could feel her wetness on her hand.

“Do you want my cum, slut?” she heard Kevin growl.

“Yes,” Sarah breathed, the word escaping her lips before she could think about it.

“Yes, Master! Fill me up! Make me yours!” her mother yelled.

Kevin started grunting. Her mother was moaning unintelligibly. And then they were spent, the sounds from bedroom quieting. But Sarah couldn’t find any release. She kept working herself, her body refusing to cooperate with her needs.

At some point she drifted off, still unsatisfied but too tired to continue.

X-X-X

Sarah felt his cock head press against her opening, teasing her. She pushed back, but he pulled away just enough to keep from entering her. She looked over her shoulder at Kevin who was positioned behind her. He was bare chested, his hairy gut standing out, but Sarah gazed at him with lust knowing he was the only one who could give her what she needed.

“Put it in me,” she purred.

“Daddy’s cock is only for good girls,” he said. “Are you going to be a good girl for Daddy?”

“Yesss,” she moaned. “I’ll be your good girl, Daddy, I’ll do whatever you want me to.”

She gasped as he entered her, thrusting forward, filling her completely. It was better than anything she had ever felt before. She screamed out in pleasure, as he began to saw himself in and out of her body.

“Oh, that’s it, take him like that, baby.”

Sarah looked up and saw her mother sitting in a chair in front of her. She was naked, her fingers snaking in and out of her cunt as she watched her daughter getting fucked. Sarah felt herself become more aroused at the sight. She didn’t think anything of it, just rode the wave of pleasure she was experiencing.

“Isn’t it wonderful to be a good girl for Daddy?” her mother said, breathlessly.

“Oh! I love being - uh - uh! - a good girl!” she said around her moans.

“Yes, because good girls get rewards,” Kevin hissed as he drove into her. He leaned in so she could feel his body against her back and hear him whispering into her ear. “Good girls get to cum.”

Sarah woke remembering the feeling of bliss as the orgasm from her dream had ripped through her, but at that moment she didn’t feel the soft afterglow of release but rather the intense burning of desire between her thighs. She reached under the elastic waist bands of her pajama bottoms and panties.

The living room was lit by the low glow of morning sunlight through the apartment’s blinds. She knew that Kevin and her mom would probably be up soon, but she couldn’t help herself. Two fingers slid into her pussy. She let out a heavy sigh, her eyes fluttering closed. She couldn’t remember ever feeling so turned on or so in need of release. She also couldn’t remember a time when her body had been so at odds with her desires, unwilling or unable to cum. She kept working herself, but she only grew hotter, soft frustrated moans escaping from her lips.

“Well, well.”

Sarah’s eyes shot open.

Kevin was standing over her in a bathrobe. In her distraction she must have missed hearing the door open. Part of her was mortified that she had been caught in such a compromising position. But a bigger part of her was turned on by his presence. She pulled off her pajama bottoms and panties, removing them in a quick motion so that Kevin could have a better view, her body going through the movements like it had a mind of its own. Then she leaned back on the couch, smiling up at him and biting her lower lip coyly as she continued to play with herself.

“Such a naughty girl,” he said, as he leered at her. “You’re a horny little thing, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, the word coming out in a husky whisper.

“I can help you with that,” he said. She watched as he began to pull the strings of the robe, letting it fall away to reveal his hairy chest and beer gut along with his magnificent cock which jutted straight out toward her. Seeing him like that, the way he was in her dreams, only heightened her arousal. In the back of her mind she knew that what was happening here was wrong, that she shouldn’t be displaying herself like this to her mother’s boyfriend, that she shouldn’t be allowing the situation to escalate into something more. But she was too horny to think straight, lost in the haze of her arousal.

“Please,” she gasped. She spread her legs invitingly, pulling her fingers out of her pussy so that he would have full access. But he didn’t move forward.

“Please what?” he said instead.

“Please, Daddy…” she breathed the words she remembered from her dream. He stepped forward, and she knew it was what he wanted to hear. Only this time she said it with vigor. “Please, Daddy. I need your cock. Please fuck me, Daddy. Please!”

He smiled, kneeling down on the couch between her legs, positioning his manhood at her entrance, rubbing it along her slit, teasing her.

“I’ll be your good girl, just give it to me, Daddy! Give me your big cock!”

He drove himself into her, and she let out a yell of pleasure. It was just like the dream only so much better. Every thrust sent tremors of pleasure through her body. She locked her legs around his torso, letting him push deeper into her. He smothered his face against hers, pressing his tongue to her lips. She wrapped her tongue around his, moaning into his mouth.

“That’s my girl.”

Sarah wrenched her mouth from Kevin’s. She turned her head and saw her mother standing next to the couch wrapped in her own bathrobe.

“Mom!” she gasped. “I’m — I — I — !”

She couldn’t articulate her thoughts with Kevin continuing to drive into her. She let out a moan of pleasure. She could apologize later. Then she felt the soft caress of her mother’s hand against her cheek. Her mother leaned in close.

“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered in Sarah’s ear. “I’m so happy to see you’re being a good girl for Master, that you can please him just like your mommy.”

“You want to be my good girl, don’t you?” Kevin said, his voice strained from exertion.

“Yes! Yes! I want to be a good girl for you, Daddy! I want to make you happy!”

“Then cum for me,” he said.

He thrust forward once more, burying himself to the hilt inside her. Sarah felt him pulsing as he unleashed his seed inside her, and she howled in pleasure. The edges of her vision began to darken, and for a moment the world slipped away.

When she came to she saw Kevin and her mother at the far end of the couch. Her mom had shrugged off her bathrobe, revealing her naked body. She was working Kevin’s cock with her mouth, cleaning him up. Sarah could feel the mess he’d made, his cum oozing out of her. She lay there on the couch, breathing heavily, a smile of contentment on her face, as she watched her mom work.

Now she understood what her mother saw in this man.

X-X-X

“You like that?” Daddy said, as he took her.

“Yesss,” Sarah said, looking up at him. She was lying on a bed, her legs resting on Daddy’s shoulders. Her firm little tits bounced with each of his thrusts into her body.

“Daddy’s cock is the only cock you want, isn’t it?”

“Oh yes, Daddy!” she yelled.

“Because Daddy’s cock is the only cock that can give you pleasure,” he grunted.

“So much pleasure,” she gasped. “No other cock is this good!”

Suddenly Kevin pulled his cock out of her. Sarah looked up at him, shock and disappointment creeping across her face. What was he doing? Why was he leaving her? Had she done something wrong?

“But what about when Daddy’s not around?” he said, standing up from the bed and moving away. “When you go back to school?”

“I…I’ll manage,” Sarah squeaked, watching him retreat. “Please come back, Daddy. Your cock is the only cock I want. I’ll be faithful until I come home.”

“I believe you,” he said, smiling at her. “But I think there are other ways that you could satisfy your needs.”

Another woman entered the scene, as if out of nowhere, standing at the edge of the bed. She was naked, a busty brunette with long legs. Sarah thought she might recognize her from something, maybe a movie, but she wasn’t sure. The woman smiled at her seductively, then bent over, lowering her mouth over Sarah’s cunt. She began to lap at it, and Sarah yelped with pleasure.

“Does that feel good?” she heard Kevin say.

“Oh! Oh yes, Daddy!” she said, reaching down and grabbing a handful of the brunette’s hair. She pushed her snatch forward, coaxing the woman tonguing her.

“You enjoy being with women, don’t you?” he said. “It’s almost as good as having Daddy’s cock, isn’t it?”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she yelled out, responding both to Kevin’s questions and the pleasure the brunette was making her feel.

“And if you really like one of those friends, maybe you could bring her home,” he said.

Sarah watched as he walked behind the brunette, lining himself up with her raised entrance. He drove his hips forward. The brunette moaned, and Sarah could feel the woman’s pleasure emanating through her own body. The joy of feeling the woman’s tongue and knowing that Daddy was enjoying using her was overpowering. She began to scream in ecstasy.

Sarah woke wrapped in the sheets of her mother’s bed. Since it was her last night at home before returning to school, Mommy had agreed to sleep on the couch so that she could have some quality time with Daddy. She stretched her arms and let out a yawn. She’d been up late pleasing Daddy, had managed to get him off three times before he wanted to stop. That and this latest dream left her feeling tired.

She turned her head and saw Daddy sitting at her mother’s work desk. A strange and old looking book was laid out there, but his attention wasn’t on it. He was watching her, his face unreadable. She pulled the sheets from her thin, athletic body to give him a better view. He smirked.

“I’m gonna miss that tight little body.”

“It’s gonna miss you,” she said, smiling. “But I’ll be back home soon. Graduation is only a couple of months away.”

“That’s a long time to go without my cock,” he said. “Are you going to be hooking up with other guys?”

Visions from Sarah’s dream popped into her head. She saw the woman between her legs eating her out, remembered how good it felt. She had never realized how hot she found other woman, how much sexier they were than men. Well, men other than Daddy, of course. There was a bar not far from campus, Sister’s Hideaway she thought it was called. She’d never been inside, mostly because she’d been told it was a lesbian bar, and she had spent her college days trying to attract men. But now that she was thinking about it, maybe it would be a fun place to check out. She lowered a hand between her legs and started stroking her clit, the idea of the new experiences she would have driving her to excitement.

“Don’t worry, Daddy,” she said. “I won’t be hooking up with any other men. Your cock is the only one of my pussy from now on. I have some other ideas of how to keep myself satisfied.”

Sarah saw that Daddy’s cock was rising, growing as he listened to what she was saying and watched her pleasure herself. She turned her body so that her snatch was facing him, spreading her legs to give him access.

“But I’m still here right now,” she said, as she dipped her fingers inside her wet cunt. “Why don’t you give it to me one more time before I have to leave? I’ve been a good girl for you, Daddy. I think I deserve it.”

End of Part 2


Thank you for reading!

The Morpheus Spell will continue in Part 3, Dreaming of Her Girlfriend’s Daddy.

You can also check out my short story The Call Girl App. Check out the excerpt below:

Megan watched the car pull out of the driveway before returning to the house to get her day underway.

She spent the morning getting in her usual run on the treadmill in the basement along with some light weight training and her core strengthening routine. After showering, she prepared a salad and settled in to watch some bad daytime TV while she ate. She was just finishing up her meal and getting herself mentally ready to run some errands when she heard the chirping of a text message notification.

She didn’t recognize the sound as one she used on her phone, but she found herself moving to the kitchen where she had left her cell on the counter.

Are you available?

Yes.

She typed out the reply and sent it without much thought. Her fingers moving before she could really think about it. The number texting her wasn’t one of her contacts, and there was no reason to tell them she was available. What was she even supposed to be available for?

The phone vibrated in her hand, distracting her from the stream of thoughts objecting to what was going on. She answered. A set of tones played through the speaker. A smile spread slowly across Megan’s face. When the tones stopped, an address was given to her, along with some further instructions.

She went upstairs to her bedroom and applied her make-up: some smoky eyeshadow, her mascara, some blush to brighten her pale skin, and bright red lipstick. The intensity of the look was a bit out of place next to the simple white blouse and the old jeans that she wore around the house, but she knew it would match well with her intended outfit, the one she would wear once she reached her destination.

She went to her closet, grabbed the tote bag she had stashed in the corner behind some boxes she kept stored there, and went down to the garage to get in her car.

She drove along the highway from the suburbs and into the city. There was little traffic, and it seemed with every mile anticipation was building within her. She could feel the warmth and wetness growing between her legs and quivered a little as she pulled off the highway into downtown.

Once she found a parking spot, she grabbed her bag and walked to her destination, her hips sashaying as she moved. She entered the lobby of the hotel and walked past the front desk, heading right towards the elevators. Her feet took her down the carpeted and dimly lit hallways of the building until she stopped in front of room 608. She knocked on the door.

A short, balding man answered. Megan guessed that he was around her age, maybe a bit older. Unlike her, he had clearly let himself go as he aged, leading to flab that hung from his underarms and a gut that stuck out over his waist. He glowered at her for a moment before a sneer of recognition began to creep across his face.

“Mr. Walker?” she said, smiling broadly.

“Yes, yes that’s me,” he said. He stepped away from the doorway, gesturing for her to enter. “You can call me James.”

“Megan,” she said, stepping forward and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s so nice to meet you.”

Click here to keep reading…

cover1.jpeg
DREAMING OF

HER
MOTHER'S MASTER






