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I Found a Mistress For My Daughter and Me


I know some people are going to think I’m a pervert. And some people will be mad at me for being selfish. But I hope that you will appreciate my story and everything I tried to do for everybody.

I was a single mother raising my daughter. I worked my ass off. But I hardly spent anything on us. Having a lot of money saved up was part of my long-term plan.

I was always into females, but my passion for them kept getting more and more intense. I would compare it to being a drug addict, where young women were my drug. And like how anyone would need more and more of a drug to get the same effect, my fantasies of young women had become more and more intense.

I wanted to devote my life and serve at the foot of a beautiful, young Goddess. I thought someone in the age range of 18-21 would be ideal for me.

But I didn’t know what I was doing. I always thought it would be next to impossible to find the position that I was looking for, especially for an older, loser woman like me. And besides, I had to raise my daughter. Because of my daughter, serving anybody seemed unrealistic.

So I bided my time while raising my daughter. I did feel like because she was my daughter, I could raise her however I wanted to. And I did. I made damn sure that she grew up putting other girls on pedestals and thinking that they were beautiful princesses. I also tried to instill in her a submissive personality just like mine.

Why? Because I was hoping that I could eventually meet my Mistress through my daughter, once my daughter was old enough. I kept a very close eye on the other girls in her high school. And I tried to steer her towards certain girls who I thought were pretty princesses. I had no intention of getting her or myself involved sexually with anybody under 18. I just wanted my daughter to get used to liking girls.

My daughter really did adopt my submissive personality. She also wasn’t one of the prettier girls. So that did limit the friends she made, but there were some pretty cool girls who allowed my daughter the honor of hanging out with them sometimes. My daughter was willing to follow what they wanted to do and I always made sure she had some spending money to “buy their friendships.”

But these girls weren’t quite ready to have servants, for multiple reasons. They were too young and they lived with their parents! I admit I had my eye on one or two of these girls to possibly grow into beautiful, dominant young ladies, worthy of having servants.

After high school, a lot of these girls were moving on to the local community college. My daughter wanted to go and I thought this was perfect. Now I could get serious about trying to find a Mistress for myself and my daughter.

At college, other girls dominated my daughter and she was used for anything they could get out of her. I had taught her well. But there weren’t any obvious candidates to be our Mistress. And believe me, I was looking. Nobody was the total package of what I was looking for in a Mistress.

It was still time to have “the talk” though. I had been priming her for this day for basically her entire life. I said, “You’re friends are really beautiful... Do you think you’re ready to serve one of them as your Mistress?” This was supposed to be the easy part. She was like, “Mom, you WANT me to have a Mistress??” I told her, “Oh, I thought that’s what you always wanted. And I have always supported you. You know that.”

She said, “Yeah. Uh. I don’t have anybody in mind for that. Maybe one day.” I knew she was ready to agree to that. But I didn’t want to freak her out, so I didn’t say anything about this Mistress accepting me as her servant too. I still felt that my daughter and her friends were my chance to find my forever Mistress.

My daughter continued to have female friends. I encouraged that. One day, my daughter brought a girl home who she had gone to school with for years. She had been on my radar, but she used to be a little unattractive and really immature. She was only 18 now and still had a very long way to go to reach the status of Goddess.

I was impressed that this girl walked into my house like she owned the place. She walked in first with my daughter following behind. She barely acknowledged me with a “hey” and walked into the living room. She was wearing these platform boots for girls with flat soles and she planted her feet on the coffee table, completely ignoring everything on the cluttered table. I wanted to kiss those boots so bad! And that was the moment that I said, “Well, holy shit. I need to learn everything I can about this girl. Maybe she’s the one.”

I figured my well-trained daughter was about to ask her if she wanted anything to drink, but I took the initiative. I asked, “Can I get you anything?” She looked at me and asked, “What do you have?” I was very well stocked with drinks, waiting for the special days that I got to offer them to young ladies. I started explaining all the options, including the well-stocked alcohol, and she seemed amused and impressed. She chose a high-end flavored seltzer.

She took control of the TV remote without asking. She put on some reality show about popular girls her age. Then she started vaping without asking if it was OK. I didn’t think it even crossed her mind to ask. She vaped a lot and she made the house have a sweet, intoxicating scent.

I didn’t want to lurk around them like the freak that I was. And I totally fell for this girl. So I went and thought for a little while. I was just about to have this conversation in front of both of them when my daughter came to me. I said, “I really like this girl. Why don’t you take her to the mall and spoil her? It’s not too late in the day.” And I gave my daughter way too much spending money.

My daughter said, “Wait, she’s going to think I have a crush on her... Oh.” I said, “Well, try not to be too obvious about it. But show her that’s how you treat potential mistresses.” Of course my daughter bit. My suggestion combined several of her favorite things, including of course, doing favors for other girls.

They left in my car. The first thing I did was smell the seat cushion where this girl was sitting. I looked at the coffee table and the main damage was that she crushed a trinket that I liked. I thought, "Well, it shouldn’t have been there where a potential mistress may crush it.” I picked up the seltzer can, shut my eyes, and smelled where she had been drinking. I needed to go masturbate.

I was also still smelling the sweet vape smell. I went to the bathroom where I could make a mess masturbating. I savored every drop from the last part of her seltzer can, imagining it was pure backwash. I thought about her, her confidence, her boots, her face, and it was driving me crazy. I imagined her giving me a few direct orders and I couldn’t take it anymore. I hadn’t cum like that in years, maybe ever actually.

I examined every inch of her social media pages, and looked into the very limited stuff about her from an internet search. She had basically accomplished nothing and done nothing of note. I couldn’t find anything. Her social media pages were basically her being silly with her girlfriends. My daughter was in a few of the pictures.

This girl was really immature. But what was I expecting? A mature 18 year old? I made excuses for her behavior. This was what I should have expected if I wanted such a young Mistress. And that WAS what I always wanted. Mmmmmmm... We would patiently assist her development and help her become a thriving Goddess.

This girl appeared to be very single and that was a huge plus. If she had a boyfriend who I didn’t like, that may have been a dealbreaker for me.

I had saved every single picture of her that I could find, even the bad ones. I had looked carefully to identify her best friends, and I considered how they were going to act towards her, me, and my daughter. There was one girl in particular I was a little worried about. In real life and on that girl’s social media pages, she was kind of a mean person. I needed to consider that she would probably be around, while seeing my daughter and me as nothing but property.

I was obsessed with this girl. The big question was, “Is she the one, or should I wait and see who else my daughter meets?” As smitten as I was, I had come to my senses a little bit after I masturbated, and I did realize this girl may not turn out to be the ideal candidate. I tried to imagine her just three and five years down the road, and I couldn’t really picture it. I decided to think about whether or not she was the one until I felt sure of the answer.

My daughter got home that night and made things even more interesting. Apparently, the girls both had a great time, and it was basically a shopping spree for this girl crossed with some serious ass kissing, figuratively speaking. It sounded like both girls got what they wanted. This couldn’t have gone more perfectly. But I needed to keep thinking about this, and making sure that this was the girl I really wanted.

I asked my daughter about this girl’s dating history. My daughter said this girl had never had a boyfriend before, may be a virgin, and openly liked women. This girl just kept getting better. Serving my Mistress and her beautiful girlfriend was preferable over her way too lucky boyfriend.

The shopping spree had this girl coming back for more of my daughter in the coming days. I got the impression that she was leading my daughter around and my daughter was following her and acting as a sycophant. I was very responsible for this for several reasons. And I actually wasn’t sure I could break this up at this point if I wanted to. And I did continue to obsess over this girl all day and night.

I WAS a little bit desperate. I mean, I had devoted my life and my daughter’s life to getting us a mistress. I didn’t want to fail. Also, I was SO tired of waiting. I didn’t want to rush into anything with the wrong mistress, but I was dying to get started serving.

I thought, “Fuck it. She’s the one.” And from that moment on, I was determined to faithfully serve her.

The next day, I couldn’t focus because all I could think about was my potential new Mistress. On the way home from work, I picked up a case of the seltzer in the flavor that she liked. Were we making it too obvious that we had chosen her to be our queen? No. Not yet anyways.

My daughter was home by herself when I got home. I said to her, “She’s the one, right?” My daughter looked down and I could tell she was embarrassed. I sat down next to her and told her, “Don’t worry! She is a fantastic young lady! You two will make each other so happy.”

My daughter said, “What if she doesn’t want to be my Mistress?” I thought, “Good. That should be your only concern.” I said, “She might not realize that she wants to be your Mistress yet. But just give it some time. Treat her like she already is the girl you serve and I bet she will accept you.” She said, “OK. I basically already do. But I know what you’re saying.”

My daughter asked if she should invite her over right now. I said, “Of course you should invite her over. And make sure she feels comfortable to come here any time, for as much time as she wants to.” 

My daughter came back from calling our potential Mistress. It seemed to take a while. My daughter said that Mistress claimed she didn’t like coming to the house while I was home. The problem was that my daughter had started to really act like a servant towards Mistress, and Mistress didn’t want me to see it. My daughter said she explained that I was actually totally cool with it, and that I even thought that serving other girls was my daughter’s proper place.

I asked, “You told her that??” My daughter said, “Why, was that bad?” I said, “No, no
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