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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.




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.




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.
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“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.”


 



Part Three: Dreaming of Her Girlfriend’s Daddy


 

 


Carmen fell back onto her bed with a sigh of contentment. She basked in the soft afterglow of her orgasm. She giggled as she felt the lips of her girlfriend kissing their way up her tummy, her hands tracing over her sides. Carmen weaved her fingers into her girlfriend’s blonde hair and guided her face up to meet hers.



“Sarah, baby, that was amazing,” she said, then with a smile and a laugh added, “as always.”



“I live to please,” Sarah said with a smile, leaning in.



Carmen closed her eyes and felt Sarah’s lips press against her own. She untangled her hand from Sarah’s hair and ran it tenderly down the side of her cheek, pulling her deeper into the kiss. She felt the warmth of their naked bodies pressing together. The two of them kissed and cuddled, enjoying the feel of each other’s bodies. Carmen was enjoying lying there, letting time pass by, when Sarah tentatively asked her a question.



“Do we have any plans this weekend?”



“No, I don’t think so,” Carmen replied.



“Well, I’ve been thinking about what you said, and I think we should visit my mom and step-dad for the weekend,” she said.



Carmen smiled. She and Sarah had been dating for almost a year, but she hadn’t actually spent any time with her mother or step-dad. This might not normally have bothered Carmen, but Sarah was very close with them, and she would go visit them every other weekend, often staying over. At first it hadn’t bothered Carmen, but as they started to date for a longer period of time, she felt like she was being left out of something. Sarah finally inviting her over felt like a step forward in their relationship. She kissed her girlfriend on the forehead.



“Yes, babe, I would love that.”
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Sarah’s parents lived in the suburbs on the outskirts of the city on one of the last stops for the metro. It was far enough away from their apartment in City Center that Carmen could see why Sarah would stay over when she came to visit. The neighborhood was quiet, a sleepy little area with houses rather than apartment buildings that had a lot less noise and traffic. Carmen could see it being a nice escape from the bustle of the city, though she wasn’t sure that she’d actually want to live in an area like it full time.



When the door to the house opened, Sarah almost flung herself into the arms of the man on the other side.



“Hi, Daddy!” she squealed, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him on the cheek.



It was a bit more girlish of an action than Carmen was used to seeing from her girlfriend. She also found it a little strange given that she knew Kevin, the step-father, had only married Sarah’s mother just after Sarah graduated college a couple of years ago. It wasn’t as if the two had known each other since she was young. But before Carmen could think on it too long, Diana, the mother, stepped out and wrapped her in a hug.



“It’s so good to finally meet you,” the elegant older woman said, smiling at her.



“You too!” Carmen said, returning the hug. “I’ve been trying to get Sarah to bring me out here for awhile.”



“Well it’s good to finally have you,” Kevin said, stepping forward and extending a hand.



Carmen smiled at him while she shook his hand. Her first thought was that he was an odd pairing for Diana, at least physically. He was shorter than his wife with a beer belly and a receding hairline. By contrast Diana had a curvy body and wore a low-cut top that showed off her assets and a short skirt that showcased her nice, shapely legs. Carmen was obviously into women, but she still felt the aesthetic difference between the two was striking, especially since they had met later in life.



But Kevin clearly had some type of magnetism. Diana looked at him adoringly as he spoke, and Sarah clearly had a lot of affection for him for not knowing him very long. Carmen was curious to learn more about the family dynamic. If nothing else, both her girlfriend’s parents seemed nice.



“Come on in,” Kevin said, stepping into the house and gesturing her to follow. “We’re just about ready to have dinner. And we have plenty of wine, which I think will be fine for you guys, since you’re planning on staying over.”



“That sounds great,” Carmen said with a laugh, following him inside and letting the door close behind her.
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Carmen felt her pussy being filled by something driving into her. Heat and pleasure radiated through her body with each thrust. She gripped the bedsheets tight in her fists and let out a long moan.



“You like that, baby?”



She looked up and saw Sarah in front of her. Her girlfriend was naked and sitting on a chair playing with herself. Her blonde hair was done up in pigtails, which, combined with her giggly smile, made her seem much younger. Carmen wasn’t sure why Sarah was there watching her, but another filling thrust drove any further thoughts from her head.



“Oh yes,” she moaned in response to Sarah’s question.



“You like how my Daddy gives it to you?”



Carmen looked over her shoulder. Kevin was behind her, naked potbelly shaking as he bucked his hips against her, driving his manhood deep inside. She registered somewhere that this wasn’t normal, but there was no way to fight it or anything she could do about it. And the pleasure was incredible.



“It’s okay to enjoy it, baby,” she heard Sarah whisper in her ear. “I love when Daddy takes me too.”



Carmen’s eyes shot open.



It took her a moment to remember that she wasn’t in her apartment. She was still at Sarah’s parent’s house. She looked over and saw Sarah lying next to her, still asleep, her back turned to her. Those words, “I love when Daddy takes me too,” ran through Carmen’s head. She knew it had come from a dream, but there was something unsettling about it. Stranger still, remembering her saying that and remembering the way her step-father had taken her made Carmen wet.



She let her hand wander down between her legs. Slowly, she began to dip her fingers into her pussy. The motion didn’t disturb her girlfriend, so she kept going. A small gasp escaped her lips as she drove deeper. She couldn’t believe how aroused she was, especially over a fantasy involving a man. She didn’t find men attractive, but somehow something about the dream with Kevin get her worked up. Her arousal intensified, but it felt like even as she worked herself harder release stayed just out of reach.



Then she felt the bed shift.



She stopped, pulling her hand away from her pussy. She turned her head and saw Sarah let out a yawn.



“Good morning,” she said groggily.



“Hey, baby,” Carmen replied, snuggling up to her girlfriend.



She kissed Sarah on the neck and traced her hands over Sarah’s naked body. One of her hands caressed Sarah’s breasts, circling delicately over her nipples, the other delving between her thighs. Sarah let out a little moan, turning her head to kiss Carmen.



“Mmmm…this is a nice way to wake up,” she murmured. Carmen felt Sarah’s hands begin to move against her own flesh.



Their bodies moved together writhing softly with pleasure. The room filled with the sound of moans. But while Sarah came against Carmen’s fingers and tongue, Carmen couldn’t reach a point of release. Eventually she pulled Sarah into a hug, breathing heavily.



“Is something wrong?” Sarah asked.



“No, I just…it’s not happening for me,” Carmen said, kissing Sarah on the forehead. “That was fun though.”



“Yes, we should definitely have more mornings like this,” Sarah said with a giggle. She pressed her lips to Carmen’s for a quick kiss, then gave her a wink. “Of course next time I’ll make sure you get off.”



The rest of the day passed without incident. Carmen spent time with Sarah and her family. They had a nice lunch, then went to a movie and walked around the neighborhood before going out to dinner. Carmen did her best to be present, but she found it difficult. Somehow she was still horny, thoughts of her dream running through her head. She caught herself staring at Kevin more than once, her pussy suddenly wet with thoughts of him taking her.



And she scrutinized his interactions with Sarah. Did they do things together? Was that why she acted like such a little darling girl when she was around him? Sometimes it felt like the way they held hands was a little too familiar or the hugs they shared felt like they lingered a little too long. But them again, maybe Carmen was just imagining it. She noticed that Diana didn’t seem to mind. After awhile, she resolved that she shouldn’t either, and that she should force herself to focus on something other than Kevin. Like how good her girlfriend’s pussy tasted.



At least, that was what Carmen focused on that night before the two of them went to bed.
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“Oh God Yes!”



Carmen yelled out as she felt her cunt spasm around Kevin’s cock. She looked up at him as he continued to thrust his hips, driving through her orgasm. Waves of pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt surged through her body. Moments later she lay there, feeling peaceful.



She felt lips press against her cheek and turned to see Sarah lying next to her.



“I knew you’d love Daddy’s cock,” she said. “It’s the best cock in the world, the only cock worth having.”



Carmen watched as Kevin pulled out of her, still hard, and lined himself up with Sarah. As he drove into Sarah let out lustful moan. Carmen felt her body responding as well. Watching her girlfriend take him felt almost as good as having him inside her himself. Every thrust he made into her girlfriend reverberated through her own body.



“Oh, yes! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your good girl!”



It took Carmen a moment to realize that what she was hearing wasn’t in her dream. She looked around the bedroom and found it empty, the door to the room left open. The sound of sex came from down the hallway.



Carmen climbed out of bed, not bothering to cover her naked form, and walked down the halls of the house. At the far end of the floor was Sarah’s parent’s bedroom. The door had been left open, and Carmen could hear the moaning coming from within. She walked up to the doorway and looked inside.



Sarah was riding Kevin, her hips moving up and down along his cock. Carmen watched mesmerized as her girlfriend fucked her own step-father right in front of her, moans and lurid language spewing from her mouth. She felt that she should’ve been angry, but that wasn’t the emotion that came to her. The scene was surreal, confusing. But also incredibly hot.



“It’s sexy, isn’t it?”



Carmen heard Diana’s voice in her ear. Then she felt Sarah’s mother’s hands on her body, one grabbing her breast from behind and cupping it, then other exploring the cleft between her legs. Her skin tingled as she felt the older woman’s naked breasts press against her back.



“You’re so wet,” Diana said, her fingers delving into Carmen.



“Oh yesss,” Carmen said, letting out a hoarse moan.



Like in the dream, she felt her body responding to seeing Sarah with Kevin. Bursts of pleasure shot through her every time Sarah impaled herself on his manhood, and Diana’s ministrations only heightened her lust.



“It turns me on too,” Diana said. She kissed Carmen’s neck. “Watching Master receive pleasure makes me so happy…and so horny.”



Carmen felt herself being pushed forward, as Diana directed her towards the bed. She spun around and was pushed down on her back, landing next to Kevin. But her gaze didn’t fall on him. Instead she looked up at her girlfriend and saw the straining pleasure etched across her face as she worked her step-father’s cock. Carmen felt a mix of elation for her and envy of her.



She felt Diana moving on top of her, mounting her. The older woman grabbed Carmen’s leg and began to grind her pussy into Carmen’s, building in rhythm until she matched her daughter’s pace. But even as the sensations from the scissoring built in their bodies, both women kept their eyes trained on Kevin and Sarah.



“Oh! Yeah! I’m gonna cum!” Kevin grunted, his sweat covered face tightening. He grabbed Sarah by the hips and let out a yell as he thrust upwards.



Sarah screamed out unintelligibly in pleasure. Then she fell forward across Kevin’s hairy chest, breathing heavily. She looked up, meeting Carmen’s eyes, and smiled.



“Did you like the show, baby?”



“Yes,” Carmen said, the word coming out as a whispered moan.



Sarah lifted herself from her step-father, his cock falling out of her body with a soft plop. She walked around the bed, positioning herself by Carmen’s head.



“Mommy, I want to spend some time with my girlfriend now,” she said.



Diana stopped tribbing Carmen and crawled across the bed. She knelt between Kevin’s legs and took his cock in her mouth, cleaning it off and starting to suck in back to life. Carmen watched her, fascinated, until Sarah pulled her up from the bed to reposition her.



Sarah laid back and beckoned for Carmen to eat her out. Carmen moved between her girlfriend’s legs and started going down on her, tongue driving into her. She tasted something salty and thick. A jolt of pleasure shot through her.



“You like Daddy’s cum, don’t you?” Sarah said, running a hand through Carmen’s hair.



Carmen didn’t answer, just kept lapping at Sarah’s pussy. She began rubbing fingers against her clit, trying to work herself to orgasm. Despite the crazed eroticism of everything that had happened, she still hadn’t been able to get off at all the whole day.



Lost in the action of trying to please her girlfriend and herself, she didn’t know how much time passed, but eventually Sarah laced her fingers into Carmen’s hair and pulled her gently away from her quim, guiding her lips up for a kiss. Then she leaned in to whisper in Carmen’s ear.



“I think Daddy’s ready for you now.”



Carmen looked over and saw that Kevin was hard again. Diana had sucked him back to arousal, and now she was gently stroking his cock, keeping him ready. Carmen felt her pussy get even wetter at the sight of it. But she felt a deep stab of hesitation.



“I haven’t been with a man since I realized I was — ”



“It’s okay, baby,” Sarah said, stroking her cheek. “Just enjoy it.”



She held Carmen’s hand, as Carmen threw her legs over Kevin, positioning herself above his rigid manhood. He looked up at her with lustful eyes, his hands gripping her thighs. She lowered herself slowly, feeling him open her up. Her head rolled back, and her eyes clamped shut, as she let out a long moan of pleasure. She trembled, feeling herself hit the bottom of his shaft.



“That’s it, baby, take it all,” she heard Sarah whisper in her ear.



Carmen began to move her hips. The friction and the fullness was driving her towards release. She could feel hands begin roaming her body, then lips pressed against her breasts. She opened her eyes and saw Diana and Sarah teasing her breasts with their mouths.



“Yes! That feels so good!”



Kevin began thrusting into her, driving the pace faster. Carmen let out grunts and yelps of pleasure with every thrust. She felt Sarah’s lips making their way up her body, kissing along her neck.



“You like that, don’t you baby,” Sarah whispered in her ear.



“Fuck yes!” Carmen cried out.



“It’s the greatest feeling in the world, and I wanted to share it with you,” Sarah said. Her fingers twirled around Carmen’s nipple. “I love you so much, baby, and I want to share my life with you. Especially this part of it.”



Carmen responded by turning her head and pressing her lips against her girlfriend’s. She stabbed her tongue into Sarah’s mouth, swirling it around sloppily as they made out. The kiss, Diana’s lips on her breasts, Kevin’s cock penetrating deep within her, it was all so amazing. And then she felt it.



Her pussy spasmed as she began to cum.



It was the best orgasm she’d ever had.
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Two years later…


 


Kevin delicately removed the old book from the shelf on his study and set it down on his desk. He opened it to the page of the spell that had changed his life, “The Spell of Dreamed Reality.” When he first translated it at work, he had the silly adolescent fantasy idea that it might actually work. But when the spell actually seemed to change Diana and make her want him, he had been truly surprised.



Then, of course, had come Sarah and Carmen. Taking Sarah had felt like a natural course of action. She was young and beautiful, but more than that it would ensure that she never though her mother’s relationship with him was strange or dangerous. Instilling in her the desire to love and marry a woman and bring her into the fold was just another safe way to expand his reach and help Sarah live a full life without drawing any unwanted attention. He had toyed with the idea of extending his influence to Carmen’s mother, but that seemed too greedy. And besides, he actually liked Carmen’s father.



Since Carmen and Sarah’s wedding, he hadn’t used the book much, certainly not to ensnare more women. He feared that if he kept going that someone would catch on to what he was doing eventually, and that would just lead to trouble. No, he had what he needed in his life.



The only times he had used the book were to make changes among his little harem. Like how he helped Diana decide to have her tits and ass enhanced, and how he made her relish anal and giving him boob jobs more than she even enjoyed regular sex. Or how he convinced Sarah to become enamored of piercings, which she proceeded to get in her tits and clit, as well as tattoos, his favorite being the one that said “Daddy’s Plaything” and was scrawled in cursive over her snatch. And finally how he opened Carmen up to her love of light bondage, like cuffs and ball gags, and her new love of latex body suits, some of which he had Diana keep in their home closet for when the girls came to visit.



He recited the incantation, saying the names and envisioning Carmen and Sarah. Then he began to build a picture in his mind of what he wanted them to see, what he wanted them to dream. When he was done, he closed the book and replaced it on the shelf.



The next day he got a call from Sarah.



“Hi, Daddy!” she said cheerily when he answered his cell. They exchanged pleasantries for a little bit before Sarah got down to business.



“So, Carmen and I were talking…and we think it’s time that we start a family.”



“That’s wonderful news!” Kevin said, smiling as he listened to his plan coming together.



“Well, we were also thinking that, since we already like having sex with you,” she said the last part in a hurried rush. “That maybe you could be the one to give us our child.”



“I like the way you think, dear,” Kevin said. “I’d be honored. Who will I be impregnating?”



“We both want a turn eventually, but we didn’t think it would be a good idea to both be pregnant at the same time,” Sarah said. “I thought I’d go first. Carmen has a better job, and I can more afford to take time off to be with the baby.



“Besides,” she said, and he could hear the sexual purr in her voice. “I’ve been such a good girl for you over the years, Daddy. I think I deserve a reward.”


 

 


The End
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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.”
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“Here she is, boss,” the enforcer said, shoving her towards him.



Rachel stumbled forward on her heels, coming to a stop in front of the sharply dressed man. He appraised her, brown eyes running quickly over her body, but mostly he was looking at her face.



“Do you know who I am?” he said, eventually.



“Um…no,” Rachel said, her voice trembling.



“My name’s Diego, and the Sirloin District is my district,” he said. He pointed the end of his cane at her. “I know all my girls, and you’re not one of them. So who are you?”



“I…um…”



“She calls herself Roxy,” the enforcer said, when Rachel didn’t answer quickly enough.



“Roxy?” he said. “That’s your name?”



“No, that’s just…,” she stuttered, fear jumbling her words before she could spit them out. “My name’s Rachel. Rachel Grisham.”



“Okay, Rachel Grisham,” Diego said. “What are you doing parading yourself around on my turf and trying to steal business from my girls?”



“I’m sorry, please, this is all just a big misunderstanding,” she said.



“Oh, really? A big misunderstanding?” he said, looking back and forth between his enforcers, amusement on his face.



“Yes, really!” Rachel yelled, her voice strained with fear. “I’m not a prostitute.”



“You aren’t?” he said with a laugh. “You had me fooled.”



“It’s just this silly fantasy,” she said, the words pouring out of her as she tried desperately to explain. “I just. It’s dumb. But I had this sex fantasy of being a prostitute. So my husband and I started role playing. I thought I’d just come out here and pretend, and he could pick me up, and…”



She trailed off, not sure if she had said too much or if she was explaining it well.



“A fantasy?” Diego said with a chuckle.



“Yeah,” Rachel squeaked. “Can I please go now?”



“Of course,” he said, giving her a smile. “Like you said, it’s just a misunderstanding.”



“Oh, thank you!”



“But first, I have a question for you,” he said, barring her way out of the alley.



“Okay,” she said, her heart sinking with worry. All she wanted to do was get out of that alley, back to her husband, and home away from this place so she could put this horrible mistake behind her. Now, as he blocked her path, she worried he wasn’t going to let her go after all, that he was going to try and take advantage of her somehow.



“Why does this fantasy excite you?” he asked.



“Um, what?” she said, the question catching her off guard.



“Why are you pretending to be a hooker?” he said. “Why does that turn you on?”



“I…”



Her eyes darted back and forth between him and the entrance to the alley. The pimp caught her gaze and smiled.



“Humor me,” he said. “And then you can go. I’ll even have my men escort you to your husband to make sure you’re safe.”



“Okay,” Rachel squeaked, not sure that she believed him, but not seeing any other choice. She cleared her throat and let it all spill out.



“I’ve been dating my husband since high school. I’ve never been with anyone else, and the idea of strange men finding me sexy enough to pay money to be with me…I thought it was hot. I know it’s not so glamorous in real life, but the fantasy of it turned me on, and I thought it would be fun to pretend to be someone who wasn’t at all like me.”



“Well,” Diego said, scratching his chin. “From what you’re telling me, it sounds like you’d enjoy the lifestyle.”



“No, I — ”



“Let’s recap what you said.”



He raised his cane so that the gem at its top was in line with Rachel’s eyes. She looked at it and saw colors swirling within. Her urge to rush out of the alley and back to her husband was suddenly replaced by a strange calm. She couldn’t seem to pull her eyes away from the gem, leaning towards it instead to soak in more of the shifting colors on its surface.
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