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

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

The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn’t condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.


The Morpheus Spell

Part One: Dreaming of Her Neighbor

Diana looked up into the eyes of her neighbor, as the head of his cock slid past her lips. She swirled her tongue around it, watching his pudgy face contort with pleasure and feeling warmth flood through her body from the knowledge that she was the one giving it to him. She began to take more of him into her throat.

“Yes,” her neighbor, Kevin, said, his voice coming out in a hiss. “You love this cock, don’t you?”

She moaned around his shaft, as she began to bob her head up and down. The more she worked him, the more she could feel arousal building in her loins. She wasn’t even touching herself, and she could feel the orgasm mounting.

“It feels good to please me, to please your Master,” Kevin said.

She let his cock slide from her mouth, her hands rising up to grip it. She stroked him slowly with her right hand, massaging his balls with her left as she did so. She smiled up at him from her place on her knees.

“Yes, so good,” she said, the warmth continuing to grow within her. She closed her eyes, letting her head roll back, another moan of pleasure emanating from her lips. She opened her eyes, gazing up at him once again with adoration. “I love pleasing you, Master.”

“Good girl,” he said. He reached out, taking her blonde hair in his hand. “When I finish, you will cum harder than you ever have before.”

He guided her by her hair, bringing her head back to his crotch. She opened her mouth to receive him. Her eyes closed as she savored his delicious taste. She bobbed her head on him again, her hands working up and down his shaft. He inhaled sharply. And then she felt it, the ropes of of his climax shooting into her mouth.

She came.

Diana woke, her breathing ragged. She could feel her night shirt clinging to her body, her bedsheets damp and twisted around her bare arms and legs. The warm feeling of the orgasm from her dream still permeated her body. She reached tentatively between her legs. Her fingers pushed aside her damp panties and swirled around her clit. She inhaled deeply as she thrust her fingers inside herself, trying to find that same release she had been dreaming of.

But it didn’t come.

She worked herself for several minutes, toying with her body in ways that had always brought her pleasure, but all she was able to do was build more tension. Her fingers growing tired, she sighed and lay back. It was probably best if she got dressed anyway. She still had a lot to unpack.

After a quick shower and breakfast, Diana got to work cutting open the boxes her friends and her new neighbor had helped her move into the apartment. Over the weekend they had assembled her new furniture. Now she just had to populate it with the things she had taken from her old house. It was surreal, having to furnish a new place. Not long ago, Diana had assumed she would never have to live by herself again, that she would grow old in the house that she and her husband shared. The discovery of his ongoing affair had shattered that future. Now Diana wasn’t really sure what she was going to do or what the future held, but being out on her own felt like a good start.

The doorbell chimed.

Diana opened it to find Kevin standing outside. Her breath caught as images from her dream flooded her head. Kevin wasn’t what she would call attractive. He was shorter than she was, pot bellied, and fighting a losing battle against a thinning hairline, even while he was clearly younger than Diana’s 45 years of age. But she still felt warmth spreading between her legs at the sight of him, the memories of the dream turning into a visceral rush.

“Um, hi, Kevin,” she said, feeling the heat of a blush creep across her pale skin.

“Hey, Diana,” he said, smiling at her. If he noticed anything off about her, he didn’t say anything. “I had the day off today, so I thought I’d ask if you needed any more help unpacking.”

“I…yeah, that would be great,” she said, stepping out of the doorway to let him inside. As he walked into the apartment, she took a couple of deep breaths to try and steady herself. Why was she reacting this way over some silly dream? A very hot dream for sure, but still.

“So, what can I do?”

Diana pointed him towards some of the boxes, explaining what she wanted unpacked and where it should go. While Kevin wasn’t much in the looks department, he was a very nice guy. When he had seen Diana and her friends moving in across the hall over the weekend, he immediately volunteered his help. He was easy going and got along well with her friends. Truth be told he had been a big help, and his company was enjoyable enough. His demeanor wasn’t particularly cocky or dominant, which was another thing that made the dream all of the more puzzling to Diana. She had never been into the idea of being dominated, but if she were, Kevin certainly wouldn’t be high on the list of people she would think to go to for that sort of experience.

She found herself surreptitiously glancing at him whenever she thought he wasn’t looking. The tingling warmth from her nether regions hummed through her body, and she could still visualize flashes of her dream. Eventually she went to work on tidying some things up in her bedroom, just to get away from his presence and the strange feelings that came along with it. Unfortunately for her, she hadn’t been working long before she heard a knock on her door.

“Is this your daughter?” Kevin asked, standing in the doorway of her bedroom and holding up a framed picture he had pulled from one of the boxes. It showed Diana, only a couple of years younger, standing next to her daughter Sarah. The pair shared the same bright blonde hair, tan skin, and dimpled smiles, but Sarah was thinner and more athletic than Diana who had always been on the curvier side. She also had her father’s deep blue eyes, not Diana’s hazel ones. It was the most prominent characteristic she had gotten from him.

“Yes,” Diana said, taking the picture from Kevin and looking it over. “We took this just before she left for college. She’s a senior now.”

“She’s a lovely girl,” Kevin said, smiling. “Almost as lovely as her mother.”

“Thank you,” Diana said, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks.

She placed the picture on the windowsill of her bedroom. It was one of the few photos she had of her daughter without her ex-husband present. It would be a nice thing to wake up to.

Kevin stayed a couple more hours, helping in whatever way Diana directed. She felt a bit of sadness when he left, like she was missing something. She spent the rest of the day distracting herself with more unpacking, and then whiled away the hours after dinner with wine and television, trying not to think too hard about the strange new attraction she had developed for her neighbor.

X-X-X

She was lying naked on the edge of her bed. Her legs were propped up on Kevin’s shoulders. He stood over her, his hairy chest and gut on display. He rocked his hips forward, and she could feel the length of his shaft run along her slick opening. She pushed forward, trying to get him inside her, but he pulled back.

“Please,” she moaned.

“You want this, slut?” he said, taking his meat in his hand and stroking it slowly.

“Yes,” she said.

“Show me,” he said. “Beg for it.”

“Please, Master, let me have your cock,” she said, running her hands over her tits, pressing them together as she looked up at him. “Please, Master, I need you inside me. I need to have your cock.”

He placed it at the entrance of her wet, hot cunt and thrust forward. Diana had never felt so full. She writhed in pleasure, moaning as Kevin began to establish a rhythm.

“That’s right, slut,” she heard him say. “You love this cock, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Say it,” he said.

“I love this cock!” she yelled. The pleasure built inside her. “Fuck me, Master! Make me cum!”

“That’s right,” Kevin grunted, thrusting deep inside her. “Cum for me, slut.”

Diana woke again to the flush of sexual excitement. Almost immediately her hands dove for her snatch. She quickly removed her panties, flinging them to the side of the bed, as she got to work on her pussy. She was determined to get off this time. Flashes of scenes from her dream filled her head as she worked herself, but it seemed no matter what she did, she couldn’t bring herself to orgasm.

The ring of her cell phone brought an end to her attempts.

She let out a frustrated yell before stopping, taking a couple of breaths, and then grabbing the cell. She saw her daughter’s face on the ID and answered before it went to voice mail.

“Hey, honey,” she said, summoning as much cheer as she could into her voice. “What’s going on?”

“Hey, mom, just calling to check and see if you’re doing okay.”

The two of them caught up for little while before Sarah had to run off to class. Diana told her about the move and reassured her that she was doing okay. She found herself talking about her great new neighbor Kevin in glowing terms, about how helpful he had been during the move and how nice he was. She wasn’t sure if she was telling her daughter about him to assure Sarah that she was in a good place or because thoughts from the dream were still circling her head.

“Well, spring break is in a couple of weeks,” Sarah said. “Why don’t I come up and see your new place and give you some company?”

“That sounds great,” Diana said. She hadn’t wanted her daughter to choose sides in the whole mess of the divorce, but she was happy to have her choose to spend time with her, especially since Diana was all alone. Her ex had his little mistress who he could spend his time with.

“Okay cool,” Sarah said. “I have to get to class, but I’ll talk to you again soon.”

After getting off the phone, Diana lay in bed for a few minutes. The hum of arousal still sang in her body. She was tempted to continue masturbating, but felt she should probably get on with her day.

She ran into Kevin in the afternoon as he was returning from work, and she was heading out to do some shopping.

“Hey, Diana,” he said, waving at her and giving her a smile.

“Hey, Kevin,” she said, his name coming out of her mouth almost breathlessly. Again she was assaulted by images from her dreams and a stirring of arousal through her body.

“How is the unpacking going?”

“It’s, um, good,” she said, unsure of what else to say. She felt like a teenager again somehow, feelings and thoughts all jumbled together. “I’m, uh, mostly finished.”

“That’s great,” he said.

They stood in silence for a moment, neither moving past the other to proceed down the hall. Diana felt like she should go, like the moment was stretching into awkwardness. But he didn’t seem to want to move on quite yet, and part of her hoped that he would keep speaking with her.

He cleared his throat.

“Hey, I don’t…” he started, lowering his gaze. “I don’t usually do this, but I was wondering if maybe you wanted to get a drink with me? Maybe this Friday?”

“Like a date?” Diana said. She wasn’t sure if she said the words hopefully or out of confusion.

“Yeah, a date,” he said, looking up to meet her eyes again.

“Yes, I would like that,” she said, the words falling quickly out of her mouth.

“Great,” he said, smiling. “I’ll come pick you up on Friday night then.”

“Yes, um, I’ll wait for your knock,” she said. She smiled, feeling herself blush, and offered a quick goodbye. Then she turned and hurried towards the elevator bank.

As she stood waiting for the elevator she wondered over what had just happened. Why was she falling for this man? Why had she just agreed to go on this date? He seemed nice but was hardly her type, despite what her dreams were telling her. On the flip side, she hadn’t been on a date with someone other than her ex in over two decades. If nothing else, she could probably use the practice. And it gave her something to look forward to other than staying in, watching Netflix, and trying not to think about her ex-husband.

The elevator bell dinged as it arrived, and Diana stepped into the car, humming happily to herself.

X-X-X

By the time Friday came around, Diana had turned into a flustered mess. Every night had been dominated by more of her sex dreams with Kevin. Even in her waking hours she could see visions of herself on her knees before him pleasuring him with her mouth or on her back receiving his wonderful manhood. She would call him Master and then cum, harder than she ever had in her life.

But the orgasms only ever happened in her dreams. It felt like no matter what she did, her body was blocking her from achieving them once she was awake. The recurring dreams and her now almost constant state of arousal made it difficult to focus on much of anything. She thought that maybe she should get a therapist. This probably had something to do with the divorce. Maybe it was some kind of subconscious reaction to what was happening in her life, her body responding to stress she didn’t even realize she had.

“What did you do before you moved here?”

“Oh, um, nothing really,” she said. The question from Kevin shook her from her reverie. “I was a housewife. My husband had a good deal of money, so I didn’t have to do much outside of raising Sarah.”

She shifted in her chair at the restaurant. She had managed to slink into her little, black cocktail dress, a form fitting number that hugged her curves and ran down to her mid-thigh. It was a bit out of place for the neighborhood Italian restaurant where they had ended up, but she hadn’t thought to ask Kevin where they were even going. She had just picked what she thought might most impress him.

“Well, that is a job in and of itself,” he said. “And I’m sure you’ve been a great mother.”

Diana squirmed a little, a flutter of warmth coursing through her body at the compliment. She smiled and pulled a few strands of loose hair over her ear.

“So what do you do?” she said.

“I’m the curator for rare books at our very own Springfield Museum,” he said. He smiled, but in an awkward, rueful kind of way. “Not a very interesting profession, I’m afraid.”

“No, um, that sounds fascinating!” Diana blurted. She didn’t want him to feel badly, like he as uninteresting. “What sort of books?”

“All kinds,” he said. “Recently I’ve come into possession of one from Ancient Greece, a book written by the priests of Morpheus the God of Dreams.”

“Dreams?” she said. An image of herself on her back as Kevin took her floated through her head. “I’ve had some weird dreams myself, recently.”

“Oh? What kind of dreams?” he said.

“Oh, um, nothing,” she said. She could feel her face heat up, turning a bright red. Her mind raced for something to say, something that would change the subject. Luckily, the waiter arrived with their food, and the momentary distraction broke the awkwardness of the moment.

“Well, enough about work,” Kevin said, when the waiter had left. “Tell me, what are your favorite shows?”

Diana smiled, relieved that he had let the dream topic drop.

The rest of the meal went smoothly. In fact, she found Kevin to be rather engaging. When they were done, they walked back to the apartment complex together. In her heels she was several inches taller than her date, but she somehow still felt small and nervous next to him. It felt good to be near him, the object of her dreams, but it had been too long since she dated, and she wasn’t sure how things were supposed to unfold. Her anxiety reached its peak when they found themselves standing in front of her door.

“I had a lovely evening,” he said, smiling at her.

“Yeah, um, me too,” she said. She had. And in that moment she knew she wasn’t quite ready to let the night end. The next words out of her mouth came out almost in a whisper.

“Would you like to come in?”

“I would,” he said, a glint in his eye.

She led him into the apartment, just like she had when he had come over to help her move. Only now it felt somehow much more significant, much more charged.

“It looks much better,” he said, his eyes scanning the living room. “Looks like you’re really settling in.”

“Yeah,” she said.

They stood awkwardly apart for a moment. Then Kevin stepped forward. He angled his face up towards hers, and Diana watched as he leaned in, his lips meeting hers. She closed her eyes and parted her lips, letting his tongue dart forward to meet hers.

He broke the kiss and placed one of his hands on the back of her neck. Gently, she felt him guide her down until she was on her knees, her eyes level with his crotch. He began to unzip his pants. Part of Diana’s mind knew that this was moving fast, maybe too fast. But it didn’t matter. She wanted it.

She watched his cock spring forward. She took it in her hands, and then leaned in, wrapping her lips around the head. She felt like she was back in the dream. The arousal that had haunted her all week intensified as she began to work him with her mouth and her hands.

“Oh, that feels good,” Kevin said, looking down at her. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasped, letting his cock fall from her mouth.

“Do you want this cock?”

“Oh God yes,” she moaned. And before he even said anything, she knew what to say, what would get him to take her the way she needed to be taken. “Please, Master, let me have your cock. I’ll be a good slut for you, Master. Just fuck me! Please!”

Kevin brought her to her feet, and led her to her couch. He pushed her over so she was bent over the arm, leaning on it with her stomach. She felt him push her dress up, felt him pull her panties aside. She bucked against his hand when she felt his fingers enter her. He pulled away and she mewled with disappointment.

Then she felt it, his cock head at the entrance of her pussy.

“Here it comes, slut,” he said.

“Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes!” she yelled as he drove into her. She had never felt anything so good. Her body spasmed with pleasure around his manhood. She could feel the orgasm building and building with every one of his thrusts.

“Cum for me!” he groaned.

Diana felt her body explode in pleasure. The release of a week’s worth of tension was almost overwhelming, and the feeling of him shooting inside her only heightened the experience. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. Her face contorted, mouth hanging open wordlessly. Wave after wave of joy rippled through her body.

She didn’t know how long she lay there, but slowly Diana came back down from the high of her orgasm. She was still bent over the couch, Kevin’s bulk lying on top of her. She pushed back against him. He stepped back to let her stand, his spent cock sliding out of her with a plop.

“Oh my God,” Kevin said, his breathing heavy. “I can’t believe that it worked. That was amazing.”

Diana turned to face him. Her eyes dropped almost immediately to his cock. She had never been so sexually satisfied in her whole life. Now she wanted more.

She unzipped her dress, pulling it over her head and tossing it onto the couch. She reached back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall away, her pendulous breasts falling free.

Kevin stared at her body now exposed body. He gasped as she stepped forward and took his cock in her hand. She leaned forward to whisper in his ear.

“Come to my bedroom, Master,” she said. “Let me show you how much more pleasure I can give you.”

She sauntered past him, a little smile spreading across her face as she heard the sounds of Kevin hurriedly shedding his shoes and the rest of his clothing.

X-X-X

Diana sat on her bed. Her Master was next to her, but he was taking another woman who moaned with every thrust of his hips into her. Diana felt a surge of pleasure in her pussy. Even if she wasn’t the one pleasing her Master, the fact that he was being satisfied made her happy. She brought a hand between her legs and started rubbing her clit.

“Fuck me! Fuck me harder! Do me harder, Daddy!”

The squealing voice of the woman was familiar. Diana turned her head and saw that her daughter was the woman Master was fucking. She squirmed beneath his body, her legs wrapped around him, inviting him further into her. She gazed intently up at him as he took her.

“Do you like being my good little girl?” he said.

“Yes, Daddy! Yes! It feels so gooood.”

A smile spread across his face. Then he turned and looked into Diana’s eyes. “You like seeing your daughter and I getting along, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, rubbing her clit harder.

“It makes you wet seeing your Master receive pleasure from her, doesn’t it?”

“Yesss,” she said, her breath growing ragged.

“Cum for me!” he yelled.

Diana felt the ecstasy of orgasm overtake her. She heard her daughter screaming in release at the same time.

She opened her eyes.

It had been a week since she had had one of her weird sex dreams. They had stopped the night of her first date with Kevin. He had been over at her place every night since, bringing her to orgasm after orgasm. She looked over to the other side of her bed and saw that it was empty, and her stomach tightened. She had almost forgotten her spell of being unable to cum, but waking up horny after another strange dream and her Master being gone made her feel anxious.

She hopped up, walking naked out into the living room. She let out a sigh when she saw him sitting at the dining room table. He wore a bathrobe and was reading over the text from an old, leather bound book.

“Good morning,” she said, walking up to him.

He looked up, smiling as his eyes roamed her naked body. She stopped a couple feet away from him, letting him take her in, feeling her pussy growing wetter under his lustful gaze. Her eyes wandered over to the book. It looked old and appeared to be written in a language she didn’t recognize.

“What’s that?”

“Just something from work,” he said, closing the tome. “Reading over that book on dreams I told you about.”

“You shouldn’t be working on a weekend,” she said, cozying up to him.

She opened his robe, and, finding his cock already hard, began to work him with her hands, as she leaned in to whisper into his ear.

“My daughter will be coming to visit in about a week,” she said. “I think it would be wonderful if you two met.”

“I think that’s a great idea,” he said. She felt his hand cup her mons and shivered as two of his fingers wiggled into her slick cunt. “I can’t wait to get to know her.”

Flashes from Diana’s dream raced through her mind, she and her daughter serving Master. She let out a low moan as the orgasm roiled through her.

End of Part 1


Thank you for reading!

The Morpheus Spell will continue in Part 2, Dreaming of Her Mother’s Master.

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…
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