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[image: image]


A NONCON DAD/DAUGHTER Somnophilia Erotica Short Story with anal, squirting, restrained with rope, drugged (sleeping pills) and breeding.

WORD COUNT: 4000 words

I knew from the moment I pressed play that I should have made Casey stay away from Mark long ago. This is what I get for not listening to my instincts. My heart both breaks and beats rapid fire at the sight of my naked daughter on screen. I should look away, and chastise myself for having these sick thoughts, but no matter how many times I try to remind myself that I’m watching my daughter’s ass get split open, I can’t pull myself away from watching this filth. I’m glued to it, without shame, and it quickly dawns on me that a major reason for why I can’t turn away is because it’s Casey on the video. 

I’ve wanted to fuck my daughter’s holes since I accidentally walked in on her a couple of months ago. She was doing some kind of naked yoga in the privacy of her room. I should have looked away but I watched her for a couple of seconds. She hadn’t seen me. She’d been in a split on the ground and bent over the other side. Her asshole and pussy lips were visible and an insane thought jumped at me: it wouldn’t take much to squat over her ass and impale her. 

A sickness had settled in the pit of my stomach and hadn’t gone away since then. Now, it’s flaring up and shouting at me to stop being a sick perv and walk away. 

But it’s too late now. 

And the shame and guilt has turned to fervent hate for the man in the video gaping my Princess’s ass hole. 

“Oh God, Casey... your ass is so tight!” the voice on the phone says and I instantly want to choke the life out of the motherfucker. 

One of my hands grips the armrest of the only couch in my daughter’s room, the other holds her phone way too tight. But the numbness dulls to the rage coiling within me. I watch as my sweet girl spreads her legs for that neophyte college boyfriend of hers as he fucks her ass. A plop sound vibrates from the video as he thrusts himself inside her.

“Give it to me, just like that, Mark... ohh fuck! Split this ass open...” Casey groans out.

The camera moves from her ass, leaking, puffy pussy and snaps to her face. My baby girl crunches her face in ecstasy, and my blood boils. I look away for a second to avoid throwing the phone across the room and catch a glimpse of my Princess in her own bed, sleeping soundly. 

I can’t believe she gave this nitwit her precious ass. 

She’d promised me she wasn’t doing anything with anyone. My precious girl was keeping herself for the right man who deserved her. But when she broke curfew tonight and walked into the house a little funny, I knew something had happened. Her pink cheeks, tousled hair, and flushed chest, were all I needed to know that she’d been naughty tonight. Granted, I thought she’d lost her virginity, and it was a surprise when I unlocked her phone and found the video of them anal fucking, but still. Mark had made my Princess impure and the next time I see him, he’ll pay for it dearly.

“Don’t stop, Mark... I’m almost there... please...” she cries through the phone, snapping my attention to her onscreen version. I turn back down, her dainty fingers rubbing furiously at her soaked cunt. And that pisses me right off. Instead of holding the phone, this fucker should be teasing her clit, bringing her to heights of pleasure she’s never experienced. 

But what did I expect? College boys don’t know shit about what a woman needs, especially my Princess. They are more interested in keeping mementos than worshipping pussy like their life depended on it. They know nothing about the bottomless pits of pleasure you can bring to a woman and just how much you can be rewarded for it. 

But my sweet sleeping Princess doesn’t need to worry about anything tonight. 

Casey turns in bed and moans before snoring deeply. I check my watch. It’s been twenty minutes now. The sleeping pills I’d put in her water should be working now. She’ll be knocked out until morning. 

I stand and approach, watching her chest rise and fall. I look over her for a second, catching a glimpse of my hard cock under the moonlight. But most importantly, her brown hair splayed all around her like a halo. Her smooth, rose petal lips part slightly on the exhale, long eyelashes kissing her cheeks. I gently brush her cheek, trailing a finger to her lips and in her mouth. Her lips close around it, giving the gentlest of sucks. 

“Fuck, I’m gonnna cum, Casey...”

“Cum in my ass, Mark. Breed this asshole.”

I turn back to her phone and see Mark is fully seated in Casey’s ass, grunting as he releases in her. I imagine how tight she might feel. The suction from her lips adds to my imagination and the more I watch the video, the harder she seems to be sucking my finger. Her tiny, perfect mouth nearly makes me cream. 

When Mark pulls away, he focuses on her ass. My Casey’s ass gapes and winks at me before Mark puts an anal plug, which surprises me. 

“Keep all that cum in there for me, baby. That was so good... did you cum? I bet you did the way I fucked you hard...”

The camera fixes on my daughter’s face and the flicker of disappointment tells me all I needed to know. “Yeah, I came so hard...” she lies. “Maybe next time we can put a dildo in my pussy... feel how tight everything can be...” Then the camera cuts off.

The mix of desire and anger that was churning within me erupts, and I throw her phone across the room. It clunks to the ground. 

He got to fuck her and didn’t make her cum! But even more annoying, Casey lied to me. She’s no longer a virgin. My heart breaks some more. How could she?

I retrieve my finger rather roughly from her mouth and press two fingers to the bridge of my nose to stifle the headache that’s forming. I can’t believe this. 

“I have to fix this...” I mumble softly. But how? 

I start to pace, thinking. Irrational thoughts take up space in my mind but not a second longer is wasted on how sick and twisted they are. I mean, I practically drugged my own flesh and blood,  and that was the beginning of the end really. I’m not thinking straight. How could I, with this hard-on from hell and images of my daughter’s body fresh in my mind?

I turn and gaze at her, my knees buckling at how sweet and tender she looks. I can’t be mad at her for too long. Suppressing the hurt from finding out she’s no longer a virgin, there’s a far much more pressing matter. There’s no way my Princess is sleeping frustrated tonight. I didn’t know what exactly I was going to do when I put the sleeping pills inside her water. Partly, I had wanted to snoop through her phone without waking her to find out if she’d broken her promise to me. And after seeing that piss-poor performance, there’s no way I can leave this room without making sure that Casey at least got satisfied tonight. 

The mere thought of touching her that way disgusts and excites me at the same time. 

Casey turns and flips the covers the other way, revealing her prone body in a short, lace, nude teddy. My tiny Princess, barely 5”2, has a slender frame, a handful of breasts, and a pliable body. One of her legs had fallen to the side, revealing her pussy. Her nipples, firm and hard, poke through the night dress, calling out to me. And when she shifts her leg slightly, I see the anal plug glimmering in the moonlight. 

My body moves before I’ve thought this through. God, she’s beautiful like this. All spread open and innocent for me. Little by little, the image of her face contorting for Mark as he fucked her is replaced by this priceless imagery. 

“My angel...” She seems so ethereal as I kneel in front of her body and lay down, careful not to poke a hole in her bed with my hard cock. I can’t seem to rip my eyes away from her pussy. I want to see more. 

I pull her dress up and tuck it under her armpits. 

“Fuck!”  

She’s breathtaking. Her small hips, creamy skin and curvy waist remind me so much of her mother when we met in college. That first week, we’d fucked until I couldn’t cum anymore. And being an NFL player, I didn’t have any stamina issues with previous lovers and girlfriends. But Casey’s mother had a pussy so tight that no matter how many times we’d fucked, she still gripped me and held on. 

I wonder if Casey is the same way... I bet she is. 

I push my nose into her pussy and draw in a deep breath. Heat zips through me like heavy lead traveling through my blood and straight to my cock. I’m so fucking hard. 

I pull up my daughter’s leg, not stopping. Any moment to backtrack or regret doing this left the moment I smelled her sweet cunt. I have to have a taste. 

I let the leg fall to the other side. She’s open for me, hands resting on the outer part of her thighs. 

“Oh baby. Mark should have made you cum over and over again. He isn’t the right man for you...” I trace a whisper of a touch along her slit before another finger joins in, spreading both lips open for me. Her pretty pussy is so warm and inviting. Her clit is a small pebble resting between pink flesh and seems to be growing with each passing second. I move closer and run a tongue along her pussy lips. My body shudders at the contact. 

“Oh my God!” I’m not in control of myself as I eat her out. I can’t stop lapping at her pussy, grazing with my teeth, pulling at each lip. I’m ravenous for my daughter’s pussy, like a man who’ll die if he didn’t get more of her honey. I pull back and swipe at her pussy with my hand. Then I smack her.

Her body shakes and she groans. “Can you feel that baby?” I smack her again. “You’ve been so naughty giving those college boys your pussy and ass.” I smack her a couple more times, enjoying the small whines coming from her. “This is your punishment for lying to me.” Her pussy turns a sexy shade of red. 

I freeze when her body shifts. Her hands both go up to her head as if she’s doing a stretch while her legs stretch out like she’s doing a split. She lets out a long, drawn-out sigh as her body shudders. It goes on for a couple of seconds before she settles.

“Oh, Princess. Did you just cum?” I say in awe. “Such a good girl.”

I imagine if she was awake, she’d look down at me, her blue eyes all doe-eyed and blown out with desire, nodding softly in assent. 

“Don’t worry, hunny. Plenty more times before the night is over...” She keeps that position and goes back to snoring. 

It’s my cue to get back to business. 

I press my elbows on her thighs to widen her some more and grab her nipples between my forefinger and thumb. As I dig in, finding her clit and suckling on it, I twist her nipples. I watch her from below, seeing what she likes, watching her stomach tighten and relax, breaths getting ragged. Each breath draws in her perfect flowery scent and musk, each breath out makes her wetness flutter around my lips. 

I move my elbows back and forth, dragging my tongue lower into her dripping hole and back up. Back and forth, back and forth, folding her up, until I feel the jewel of the anal plug, then back up. 

I concentrate on her hole, tongue fucking, slurping on her cunt. Her pussy muscles clump down on me occasionally when my tongue pushes in. My PJ bottoms are becoming uncomfortably tight. I angle my body to give my cock some room to breathe. The slight shift causes my tongue to slip even deeper until I hear Casey groan in her sleep. I look up and see her face contorting, her mouth opened in an “o,” but her eyes are still closed. 

I release her pussy with a smack before kissing every inch and flicking my tongue back to her clit. “Don’t worry, baby, you’ll sleep very satisfied tonight. Something Mark should have done...” I push at her thighs, putting her cheerleading flexibility to work when I get an idea. I need my hands and I know the perfect compromise.

Letting her legs go for a minute, I head to my study across the hallway, opposite the master bedroom. I peek my head in and see that my wife is still asleep; a half bottle of wine and Xanax will knock her out until the morning. 

I enter my study, grab some rope and practically run back to my daughter’s room. She’s as I left her. The sight of her pussy juices and my spit pushes me to do what I want to do with the rope. I need my hands free if I want to make my Princess cum again and again tonight. She deserves to feel good. If you think about it, this is Mark’s fault. I’m sure if he had made her cum, I would have walked back to my room and relieved this hard-on with my hand. 

But Mark forced my hand. And Casey should have listened to me all those times I told her to wait. As a father, I know what’s best for her. This is all for her. 

Within minutes, I turn back and admire my handiwork. Gone is her night teddy that was barely covering anything. Her legs are wide open, closer to her ears, hands tied to them, with the rope then secured on the railing of the headboard. In this angle, her pussy and ass with a plug in it is exposed to me. 

I reach for the plug. “Won’t be needing that...” and pull it out with a pop. Casey’s ass pulses and winks before cum trails out. Casey moans slightly before going back to snoring. 

Seeing Mark’s cum seeping out of her angers me. How dare he mark her like that? A feral urge to replace his cum with mine takes over. All those times she’s let him cum in her... I see red, and before I know it, I’m buck naked, kneeling in front of my Princess, my cock lying on her stomach. 

My veiny cock pulses angrily on her flat stomach. Casey is so tiny. Mark is probably half my size and width. 

“It will fit... it has to.” My angel has always been an overachiever so I know we’ll find a way to make it fit. 

I pull back and fist my cock, toying with her wetness. The sight of our juices combined makes my knees turn to jelly. I drag the head of my cock up and down her slit, slow and gentle, to get it as moist as I can. The vein on the top side of my cock pulses painfully. I need to be inside her.

But when I try to enter, my cock juts upward. She’s too tight. Sweat starts to form in my brows when I try again and it juts upward roughly. I turn to my Princess. “Let Daddy in, baby.” 

I fist my cock with one hand and play with her pussy with the other to make her even wetter. Swiping and slapping her pussy does the trick. I push in one finger, then two and three, gently prying her open for me. I’m not sure I’ll fit. She’s just too damn tight. But I have to keep trying. As a father, I have to do my very best to make sure my daughter wants for nothing. I watch as liquid trickles and know she’s ready.  

I try again and her pussy nearly rejects me. Then I see her lips part open and she sighs as if she’s relaxing. When I try again, the tip enters. 

“Fuck!” She’s so tight and warm. The nerves around my mushroom head jump. I push in, slowly. The only way I can do this is to be gentle. I don’t want to hurt my sleeping angel. 

I place a soft hold on her small hips and watch my dick disappear, just the tip. The view blows my mind. I don’t want to cum too quickly and opt to lie on her and take her nipples in my mouth, bringing them both together as much as I can. “There we go, baby... nice and gentle. So perfect.” I swivel my hips in and out, inch by inch. Casey’s head turns to the other side and she lets out a groan. 

“Do you feel that, baby? That’s what a grown man’s cock should feel like.” 

I’m 5 inches in now, nearly halfway. I direct my attention back to her breasts, trying to suppress the urge to cum too soon. I did this for her, her pleasure. But she feels too good. I round out my hips and accidentally bite her right breast. 

“Ohh...” Casey whimpers and I pull back. I look at the bruise, a welt is already forming. 

“Ohh baby, look what you made your papa do?” I kiss the bruise but the thought of marking her makes me feral. My hips snap faster, I dig deeper and suck harder. Casey’s body starts to twist slightly, her head moving side to side and I wonder if she’ll wake up. But there’s no dialing it down now. When I manage to sink all the way to the hilt, balls deep, something unlocks inside me. 

I sit back on my haunches, grab her hips and rut like a man on fire. Her tummy bulges as I knock into her womb. My pelvis smacks into her hard and faster. Sweat starts to form along her chest and stomach from how hard I’m fucking into her; using her like my own personal sex toy. 

My nails dig into her soft flesh, undoubtedly leaving marks. 

“Fuck, Casey! Take that cock... your pussy feels so good baby.” I thrust in hard and stay seated, swiveling my hips from side to side. 

My head snaps back. I’m in heaven. It’s been years since I fucked a pussy this tight. Blood rushes into my ears. My core gets tight. I’m about to cum. 

“Cum with me, Princess. Can you do that? Do that for Daddy?” I press a thumb on her clit and massage it roughly while the other hand presses on her belly where my cock bulges and where I know her G-spot is. 

Casey’s face contorts, her fingers and toes curling. Her pussy turns into a vice and I’m having trouble thrusting. 

“Eeee eeee eee,” she whimpers before a stream of liquid splashes on my stomach. 

My Princess just squirted. And something about that releases the control I’d been holding onto. I thrust hard, hearing the bed squeak, our breaths so loud. I squat for a better angle and ram into her. She opens up for me like a flower, taking all I can give her. I watch her face pinch, hands clutching the sheets while her eyes move rapidly as if she’s having a dream. I can imagine the kind of dream she’s having; I hope it’s a sex dream with me in it. 

The imagery of us together in real life, of her begging to breed her, to resize her gorgeous pussy pushes me over the edge. My body tightens and springs open. My legs give out. I slump on her body as my back coils. Tingles rapture all along my spine. My daughter milks me dry, her walls taking every drop I can give. 

It takes me a second to realize I’ve put all my weight on my daughter. I realize I need to get off only when she gives these tiny gasps. 

I get back to my haunches, my muscles shaking, and take in my sleeping princess as I pull out slowly, my cock semi-flaccid but still hard enough to make her tummy bulge. Her walls refuse to let go, and I watch as my mushroom head pulls at her walls. Her pussy contracts one last time, sending shudders through me as the last of my cum sprays into her. 

When my cock is fully out, I watch with avid fascination as her puffy, red pussy leaks from my pounding. 

Casey is breathing hard and sweaty, and eyelids are still flicking wildly underneath closed lashes. Her hair is in a mess, and some of it is stuck to her face. But she’s never looked more beautiful. 

Her thigh muscles shake ever so often. I fist my cock wanting another round but I know I can’t push my luck. Her ass is there, practically winking at me and wet, primed and ready for my bull cock. 

But not tonight... it’s been a crazy night. I don’t want to think too much about how I just came in my daughter’s sweet cunt. 

So I kiss my daughter’s throbbing clit, trying to capture this imagery of her splayed open to memory. I’ll probably be recalling this memory from now on when taking matters into my own hands. I pull back and watch more cum flow to her asshole. 

My balls feel lighter after that pounding. 

“Next time, I’m fucking that ass. So be ready, baby.” 

I untie her, kiss her forehead and tuck her in bed, redress her and get the anal plug. I dip the plug in her squirt juices and push it back in, feeling the resistance. I can’t wait to impale her ass on my cock next time. And is the reason why everything needs to be the same before I walked in here—the wetness can always be self-explanatory from a sex dream. I grab her phone and place it on her nightstand, grateful that it didn’t break. 

Casey grabs at her blanket and moans, a satisfied look on her face. It feels me with warmth that my Princess is sleeping satisfied tonight. Something she should have been earlier in the night. But that’s okay. A father’s job is hard and I didn’t mind doing it one bit. 

I leave quietly, deposit the rope in the study, and enter my bed beside my wife. Settling in, dreams of stretching my daughter’s ass consume me, and I couldn’t ask for a better precursor to what I’ll do to her next. 

I’m sure Mark isn’t capable of satisfying my baby girl and if she insists on being with him, I have no choice but to make sure her needs are taken care of. 
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#2: Breeding My Daughter While She Sleeps
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A NONCON DAD/DAUGHTER Somnophilia Erotica Short Story with restraints (cuffs), sleeping pills (taken by Liana) and breeding.

WORD COUNT: 2700 words

I run a hand through my light brown curls before raising my hand to knock on Liana’s front door. My daughter hasn't been answering my calls for the past three hours and I'm worried. She usually gets back to me within the hour. 

The door swings open on my second knock, and I look from it to her empty home. The hall light is on, but that doesn’t make me feel any better. She knows better than to leave her door open. 

“Liana?” I ask as I shut the door behind me and move through the house. How could she be so careless? I try not to get angry but we've talked about this so many times. A girl like her always needs to be careful, especially on campus. She’d promised me. It was the only way I’d agreed for her to move out of the house last month. I grit my teeth. “Liana, if you’re here, I need you to say something!”

Still nothing so I continue checking the rooms. I open her bedroom door, since it’s off the main hallway, and find her bedside table light on and an open bottle of sleeping pills. I'm relieved that she's okay, but disappointment immediately replaces that feeling. She took sleeping pills and didn't lock the door: what if someone walked in and took advantage of her? 

She shifts in bed and throws the covers off, revealing nothing underneath. White, hot need spews into my blood at the sight of her firm body, flat belly, handful of tits and smooth pussy. My hand starts to itch to touch her delicate flower. 

I turn away quickly. What the fuck is wrong with me?  

I should cover her, get out of here, and maybe text to let her know I’ll drop by in the morning. But when I steal a glance at her side profile, hair flowing gently on her pillow and soft, pink lips slightly apart as she breathes, all those dirty feelings I've tried to suppress come rushing back up. 

They started three months ago when I accidentally walked in on her in the shower. I hadn't left fast enough. And now I can't stop thinking about bending her over and ramming into that beautiful cunt. Her pussy lips look delectable, soft flesh I want to pry open to find her pleasure point. 

This is so bad... so very bad. 

And yet, my sick mind won't let me leave her home before I have had a taste and feel of my daughter. I reach out and stroke through her hair as it fans across the pillow. I kiss her temple to test if she’s really out and only get a soft exhale in reply.

I slowly drag the covers away some more. Her skin glows under the soft lights in her bedroom. Something glints in my periphery on the bedside table and I find buttery leather cuffs for her wrists. I grab them and finger them, and look around her bed to see anchor points on her slated headboard. Knowing she’d used them before makes my center warm, not out of excitement but... jealousy. 

I shouldn’t be jealous of my daughter’s sex life. She's at the prime of her life, and yet, the image of her getting fucked by some college low life makes me angry for some reason. That anger boils over into the desire, and within seconds, my twisted plan comes to life. 

I watch her chest rise and fall softly, nipples pebbling at the slight nip in the air. It takes me a while to quell the loud part of my brain telling me not to do this. 

I lower myself beside her, lift one limp hand and put her wrist in place. I don’t need to tighten it much, but seeing the black leather around her wrist has my cock aching. I trace a whisper of a touch along her body, around her nipples, down her navel, across her smooth pelvis. I'm fighting with myself. Once I touch her precious jewel, there's no going back. It’s now or never. 

But I keep going. My mouth goes dry with anticipation. And when my finger gets to her pussy and flicks it side to side on her warm flesh, I give in to this feeling.

Liana makes a soft sound in her throat as I rub along her slit, her eyes moving below the lid, then tries to roll over. The restraints keep her in place. I straddle my daughter as she sleeps, totally out to the world.

I lean down and grip a handful of her hair, lifting her head. “You and I are going to have so much fun, Liana. I’m going to worship every inch of you before taking you exactly how I want.”

Brushing my lips across hers gently, I seal the promise with a soft kiss. Fuck she tastes like a cold beer in the desert heat. I nip at her lower lip and swipe my tongue along it before I take her other wrist and secure it a bit tighter. 

“This will keep you still.”

As I trail kisses along the inside of her arm, I trace the bottom curve of her breast with my hand. “You’re not going anywhere. You’re all mine to enjoy. And you want it, crave it.” I'm sinking deeper into the fantasy, trying to justify why I'm doing this. It’s sick, depraved and I feel like a monster. I contemplate stopping but after that kiss, I'm not sure I can.

Kissing her neck, I cup her B-cups. She’s shockingly delicate and little, with a figure that is more like a ballet dancer. Toned and sexy, but with curves that don’t show in winter under even two layers of clothes.

“I promise to make you feel good,” I say as I circle her nipples without touching them. She immediately arches, even in sleep, and her eyebrows knit as something too soft to be a moan leaves her throat. I nearly fear she’ll wake up, but she turns her head and goes back to snoring lightly. I return to worshiping her sleeping form.

“See how sensitive your nipples are? It’s a gift. In fact, I bet I could make you come from just sucking and pinching these perfect nipples.”

As I say it, I do it, leaning down to flatten my tongue over one nipple while pinching the other. She moans this time, and I lift my gaze to her face to make sure she’s still asleep. Her eyes move under her lids, but they don’t open.

“I hope those college boys make you cum, Liana. You must be making them crazy wanting you in their beds...”

I bite the top of her breast softly, causing her lips to part, a harsh breath leaves her throat as her eyes clench shut. I suck the spot while continuing to roll and pinch her other nipple. I groan as I flick and swirl my tongue around her hard peak.

Her legs part and hips lift to grind against me, showing exactly how desperate and eager she is, even in sleep.

“You are so beautiful,” I assure. “I want to see more, make it enjoyable for the both of us.”

I pull the covers completely off the bed when I notice she has restraints already tethered to her footboard too.  My daughter has been busy this college year. I tug one leg down, dragging her further down the bed, then kiss her ankle while watching her pussy start to leak.

Licking my lips, I move to the other restraint, pulling her leg wide to put it in place. She murmurs nonsense in her sleep as I kiss the inside of her calf. “You’re perfectly safe, Liana. It’s your dad. And I’m going to take very good care of you.”

Another hum leaves her throat as I stroke up the outside of her thighs, layering soft kisses and soothing licks across her skin.

“Oh, Liana, you have no idea what you do to me,” I say as I continue kissing up her belly. “But you will.” The idea of breeding her, marking her with my cum makes my cock rock hard. I don't even consider what she might think when she wakes up and has cum in her. Nothing about this fantasy coming true is rational. I stopped thinking logically the moment I looked at her naked body for too long. 

Her head rolls to the side and her lips part on another sharp exhale.

“You can do better than that. You’re going to moan for me,” I say before moving my mouth to her other breast. “And I’m going to punish you for not locking your door. Anyone could have come in to enjoy you like this.” 

I lick up her neck and suck her bottom lip as I palm her breasts, teasing her nipples with light, fleeting touches as she squirms and pants.

“I bet you’re dreaming of me buried inside you right now.” I play into the fantasy. “Dreaming of my cock filling your soaked pussy while you can’t tell me what to do, tell me what you want, or do a damn thing to stop me.”

I gently nibble her neck, listen to the throaty moan that spills from her lips, then suck the spot over her pulse, making sure I don’t leave a mark. I move lower and trace her belly button with my tongue as I stroke her thighs, spreading them wide until she sucks in a sharp breath.

Once I bite her hip, and she bucks, she finally rewards me with a moan loud enough that I open my eyes to check that she’s still asleep. When I see that the sleeping pills are still working, I run my tongue over the top of her shaved pussy.

Her perfect pussy is so wet. I spread her pussy lips with my thumb and ring finger, teasing her clit with my pointer finger. 

“Look how soaked you are for me, Liana... see how much you want me to take your pussy, even though you’re passed out?”

I sink two fingers into her then lean down and lick over her pussy. She makes a gasping sound, but I keep going, sliding my fingers in and out. She’s so wet my fingers glisten. I groan and feast on her, sucking her clit, lapping at her sweet pussy.

She whimpers in her sleep and tries to move her legs, but that’s not happening. She’s mine to use. I suck her clit hard, then flick my tongue over the bud until a whine leaves her throat.

Flattening my tongue, I lick from where my fingers are curling inside her to her clit, then spread my fingers wide, opening her up so I can slide my tongue into her pussy too. I lick back up to her clit as she writhes, her hips flexing against my face.

Drawing back, I lightly pat her pussy and huckle. “You’re so fucking naughty. If you weren’t so delicious, I’d already be inside you, but I’d have to be crazy not to taste your dripping pussy.”

I keep fingering her as I move up and layer kisses across her breasts. Her pussy squeezes when I focus on her nipples, and as much as I’m enjoying working her up, playing with her, especially when she can’t rush me, my dick is begging for attention.

Taking off my shirt, then lowering my pants, I guide my dick between her pussy lips. I use the head of my cock to tease her clit as she writhes and pants, whimpering for me.

“So eager even while asleep.“

Another whimper leaves her throat and I groan. I guide myself to her entrance. I give a shallow thrust and she gasps, her back arching. I soothe her with one hand on her breast, palming and squeezing.

I work my way deeper into her wet pussy, feeling the tight heat as her pussy muscles clump down on me. She pants, and her arms lightly pull at the restraints as I ease all the way into her. I stare at my dick buried in her. It’s such a tight fit.

“Liana, you’re so wet. It’s so easy to fill you just like this. Your pussy juices are rolling over my cock.”

Thrusting again, I go a bit harder. Her brow furrows and she whimpers before moaning as I fill her entirely. I press one hand to her lower belly to make it more intense for her. I choose a slow pace to tease us both, but I can hear how wet she is and savor the sound of our skin slapping as I steadily move faster, chasing my own orgasm.

“You take me so fucking well. Even asleep, my cock is a perfect fit for your tight, warm pussy. You can’t be quiet, can’t just take it. Your hips are trying to move with mine. Pure instinct and need. You’re just as naughty as I am,” I growl.

I tug and roll her perfect hard nipples as I slam into her again and again.

The little grunts and groans that leave her throat spur me on, just like the occasional way her pussy tightens. I gasp and focus my mouth on her breasts. I lick, suck, push her little tits together to make it easier to go from one nipple to the other as I groan and fuck her harder.

“Take it. Take my cock, take it all,” I growl.

She whimpers and squirms, getting more and more into it even though she has no idea what’s going on. Which only turns me on more. 

I undo one ankle restraint so I can spread her leg and press down on her inner thigh, burying myself deeper. I groan and feel my belly tighten. I’m so fucking close. Having her in this way feels like being on a drug. I don’t want to control myself. 

“Fuck, Liana. I’m so fucking close. You’re so good, my good girl.” I start to rub and pinch at her clit, needing her to come with me. “Come right now. Squeeze that perfect pussy around my cock.”

Her hips buck, and then her pussy clamps around my dick like a vice as pitiful mewling sounds leave her throat. Her thighs shake, pussy contracting and releasing as she cums. She shudders and squirms against me as her pussy milks my cock.

“You want my come, you’re going to get it,” I snarl. I release all my inhibitions and fuck her ruthlessly, freeing her other ankle so I can lift her the way I want. I slam into her, chasing my high until my thrusts get sloppy.

Once I’m buried as deep as I can possibly go, I let myself come, emptying every drop into her pussy as I grind it deeper into her. “Mine. You’re fucking mine, Liana. Your pussy, your tits, your body. You’re mine.” I growl out possessively. 

When the last spurt of cum leaves my cock, I pant and slowly ease out of her. I lift her legs so I can watch my cum leak from her perfect pussy. After a couple of seconds, I set her legs back down and undo her wrist restraints. The realization of what I did comes back to me. Talk about post-nut clarity. 

I gently massage her wrists, then kiss her softly. I run my fingers through her hair. 

“I hope it was good for you like it was for me,” I say as I stand and get myself dressed to head back home. I've crossed a line I can never turn back from. And I’m not sure how to feel about it.
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#3: My Sleepwalking Daughter Milks My Cock

[image: image]


A NONCON DAD/DAUGHTER Somnophilia Erotica Short Story with restrained (kitchen apron tie) and gagged (table cloth).

WORD COUNT: 3000 words

A loud sound yanks me out of my sleep. I bolt straight, weariness melting away from my body and quickly replaced by adrenaline. I’ve always been a light sleeper since college; even the tiniest sounds would wake me, especially if the source is close enough. I’m sure that sound is coming from somewhere in my house. I wait for a beat, holding my breath, shaking any remnants of sleep away. A second later, another crash sounds out from somewhere downstairs.  

I get to my feet and grab the bat that’s lying close to my bed. I tiptoe to the main bedroom door, eyes sweeping along the hallway before I take the stairs two at a time. I make sure not to step on the loose and noisy floorboards that would alert whoever is downstairs that I’m on my way. 

I’m not alone in the house. Though, I’d rather not wake my daughter up and worry her over nothing. I bet it’s a stray animal or something that has crawled in through an open window. 

I move cautiously, using the soft gray hue from the moon outside to guide me past my living room, then the dining room, and to the swinging doors into the kitchen. The lights are on, so it isn’t an animal. 

Then I wonder if it’s maybe my daughter...

I relax a bit but still keep my bat raised in case I’m wrong. 

I draw in a deep breath, then push the kitchen door open to reveal my daughter is the culprit of the sound. But I turn away quickly because she’s naked, and in the middle of the kitchen counter.

“Jenny, what the hell!” I avert my eyes lower so I’m not staring at my naked daughter. “What’s going on here?”

“Fuck yes... just like that. Please, please, please...”

I’m utterly confused by her reply. I place my hand where I’m sure it will cover her body and concentrate on her face, only to find that my daughter has spread her legs wide and is thrusting something into her. 

“Please, please... I want to cum so bad. Please, baby. Fuck this pussy...” 

Jenny props herself and looks straight at me. But her eyes are blank, looking right through me. And I know exactly what’s happening. This isn’t the first time I’ve found Jenny sleepwalking. Though it’s the first time she’s been naked and fucking herself with... is that a cucumber?

I try to piece together how to deal with this situation, but a surprising urge takes over. And curiously, I drop my hand and watch my daughter as she pleasures herself. Her pussy squelches as Jenny fucks herself so hard I wonder how many more times she’ll rut into herself before she breaks the thing in her pussy. Her puffy pussy lips are flushed pink, soaking wet, and jumping whenever she impales herself with the cucumber. 

This is so wrong. But my PJ pants stretching around my thickening cock tell a different story. I can’t look away. It’s like I’m under some kind of spell. Something about how feral she’s being, really giving her pussy a pounding, turns me all the fuck on. I’ve never harbored any attraction to my daughter so this should unnerve me. But it doesn’t. 

“I need more...” she groans out and attempts to stand, and nearly slips off the counter. I move quick to stop her from hurting herself. I end up scooping her into my arms as the wet cucumber rolls onto the floor. As I settle her into my arms, I notice the cucumber hitting something and see a fallen vase and realize where the sounds that woke me up came from. 

While I’m distracted by the mess Jenny has made, my daughter shifts her body and straddles me. Each of her legs wraps on either side of me before tightening her hold on me, and wrapping her hands around my neck. I’m shirtless, and the skin-to-skin contact nearly makes me cream. 

“Jenny, stop this,” I say with no conviction at all. “Let me take you to bed, okay?”

“Don’t you want me?” Her voice is so pitiful that I look into her eyes to see unshed tears balancing in them. “I need it. Please.”

Some sick part of me is ready to give in to her. But the logical side to me is screaming at me to do the right thing and carry my daughter to bed, pretend this didn’t happen and maybe book an appointment with her doctor to balance out her meds for her sleepwalking habit.

That’s what a good father would do. 

But when she starts to ride my abs like she’s riding a mechanical bull and biting my neck, marking her territory, that voice of reason becomes a whisper. Then drowned out by the white, hot need coursing through my body. 

“Okay, Jenny... remember you asked for this,” I tell my sleepwalking daughter, ignoring the fact that she’s actually not conscious. I’m a fucking monster for what I’m about to do and it has me questioning whether I’ve been secretly harboring an attraction on my 22-year-old daughter. 

Admitting that would put this moment into perspective. But I don’t go there and all but ignore that suppressed voice. One second, I’m her father, the next, her father who’s about to fuck her cunt so hard she’ll be wondering why she’s sore tomorrow morning.

I grab her ponytail and yank her head back to stop her from mauling me. I don’t need her mother or anyone else to ask me where I got the marks. I need something to restrain my daughter. So, as her feral body searches for release by grinding her body on mine, I grab a loose tie for a kitchen apron for her hands and a clean tablecloth to use as a gag.

Her pussy smears wetness all over my stomach as I set her back down on the kitchen island. She’s a tiny little thing and it doesn’t take me long to bind her hands behind her and wrap the gag around her mouth. 

“Nghh nyaah mmmngg.” She tries to communicate. 

I search my daughter’s features, making sure she’s still asleep. I trace her cheek, then her lips, and down her heaving body. Her body is clammy and sweaty from all the thrusting she’s been doing. 

Her body shudders when I rub at her nipple. 

“Who knew how much of a horny little slut you are... so desperate for cock that you dream about it even when you are sleepwalking. Don’t those college boys fuck you enough...” 

She’s breathing hard, eyes blinking rapidly. I can see the desperation in her face as she tries to get her legs on the counter and push herself towards my fingers dancing on her torso. I poke at her navel before dragging my finger to her shaved pubic area. 

“I told you time and time again, college boys don’t know jack shit about anything. Especially about how to make a woman cum...” I keep the same firm pressure until I reach where her bean is firm and stiff. 

Jenny’s eyes stutter as she moans into the gag. Her hips move up and down so fast as she uses my finger to masturbate. Fuck, she looks divine, using my finger to set her body even more on fire. With the way she’s intent on using my digit to make her cum, it makes me wonder just what she’ll do when her pussy sinks onto my cock. 

I pull back and her eyes snap open. 

“Nggghhh nggghhhh nggghhhh...”

I bring the tip of my finger to my lips and suck the digit, tasting the juices she’d managed to get on there. My heart nearly rips from my chest at how sweet she tastes. There’s no turning back now.

“Are you begging me to make you cum?” I ask, nearly dazed from her taste and scent and how she’s looking at me in reverence. 

She nods, her ponytail getting looser with each shake. She looks crazed, panting and sweating like a junky in need of their fix. 

“Do you want me to let you milk my cock?” 

Drool escapes her mouth as she blinks, moving her body closer to me. She’s managed to place her legs on the counter, the flexible little thing she is, and is getting into a squat. She shows me just how much she wants my cock by bouncing and rounding out her hips. Her pussy leaks right onto the kitchen counter and a wet sound emits from her ass slapping onto the marble. 

I step back, enjoying the show, while desperately trying to think through the line I’m about to cross. My rock hard cock is making it impossible to reconsider taking advantage of my sleepwalking daughter. It’s one thing to walk away now and never speak about this, it’s another to go through with it and have the guilt weighing down on me every time I see her. 

It’s wrong on so many levels. 

But as my daughter whines and fucks the air, pushing her chest out and showing me how she’ll ride my cock, the reasons why I shouldn’t do this get checked off one by one. Her breasts, pink nipples begging for my attention, her flat stomach tightening with every downward dip, pull me into this fantasy.  

And soon, I pick up my daughter, race off into the living room, and straight on the couch. As I sit on the couch, I remove my pants at the same time. My hard cock springs free in relief, smearing precum on my hand as I try to balance a squirming Jenny and getting undressed.

Once my pants are off, Jenny takes the initiative and places both feet on either side of my hips and finds purchase as my cock springs free.

The surprise at how tight she is is like a gut punch. I try to grip her hips to slow her down, but she slips through them. Even restrained, Jenny is a woman on a mission and I’m clearly not in control. 

Her warm cunt makes my toes curl. Jenny dips lower and doesn’t stop until I’m fully seated. I hold her hips again, this time a little more firmer as my vision clears up, and see the outline of my cock in her stomach. Her pussy clumps so tight around me, each ridge imprinting along my shaft. I’m surprised she can take all 10 inches of me.

“Fuck, Jenny...” 

Her lips pull as if she’s smiling, though the gag makes her look like a loon. She moves, using her legs as a pivot, until only the tip is left. Even in the low lighting from the moon, I watch in fascination at how wet my dick is. She tries to rise up some more, her pussy completely gripping my cock.

Then she slams back down on me, her ass meeting my thighs in a thunderclap. 

I literally rise off the couch. I decide to keep my hands to my side and let her do all the work. Not that she needs my help to completely destroy me. 

I soon find out how much of a whore my daughter has been. Moves like this are only gotten from practice. 

Jenny bounces on my cock, taking every thick inch. I fill up every space in her pussy, kissing her womb. She bounces hard and fast, all the while keeping her eyes on mine. Still blank and dazed. She reminds me so much of her mother when we were younger, but also ten times hotter. Something about fucking my own flesh and blood seems to be like Viagra to my system.

It’s been a while since I fucked a pussy this pliable; her mother and I stick to missionary or doggy because of her mother’s knee injury. But I’d forgotten how much I missed when a woman rode me this hard and fast. 

I need something to stave off the orgasm that’s quickly building, so I grab at her tits and bring a nipple into my mouth while squeezing the other. I pop the entire tit into my mouth then release. Tracing my tongue along her sweaty chest, I give her other tit the same treatment before bringing them together and flicking my tongue between them. 

“Onng, ongg, ongg...” Jenny‘s eyes roll, her hips pivoting up and down. The couch starts to make this squeaking noise the more my sleepwalking daughter fucks me. My balls grow dangerously tight. I’m about to cum... and nearly do when Jenny seats all the way and somehow maneuvers her tied hands to my balls. One squeeze has me jutting off the couch...

I lift us off the couch, dislodging her hold on my balls. Jenny’s lips turn down and the expression on her face shows me how disappointed she is that I didn’t let her make me cum. I’m not ready for this to end, not yet. I head towards the wall and push her up against it, my tongue leaving a trail of spit down between her tits, her navel until her pussy and my lips connect. 

She weighs like a leaf so I extend out one leg and lick at her sopping cunt. I trace a firm swipe from her gaping hole to her clit that sticks out from under the hood. I pop her clit into my mouth and suckle, grazing my teeth around it. 

Fuck she’s supple and sweet like honey. I devour her stretched-out cunt as she squeezes out her juices. Her thigh muscles start to quiver and I can feel she’s about to cum. Without any hands to use to push her over the edge—one holding her leg straight up and the other on her ass for support—I use my tongue. 

Her release springs out her cunt when I flick my tongue from side to side. Her body sags into me, a deep guttural groan coming from her. Her holes stretch as she squirts in my mouth. I lap it up, thirsty for more. I trace each pussy lip, giving her time to come back to the present moment. I nibble and suck at her flesh. 

When she rides my face, I pull her down. “What a fucking nympho you are, Jenny. Another orgasm so soon?” I don’t let her all the way down; instead, I look at my daughter’s face to check if she’s still asleep. As sick as it might be, I still need to make sure I’m in the all-clear. 

Jenny’s eyes sparkle with an odd mix of satisfaction and lust, like she isn’t done just yet. Even with her mouth gagged, she leans into my face and tries to lick at my wet mouth and chin to, I guess, taste herself on me. 

It makes me chuckle as I put her on all fours on the couch. 

I leave the gag on and the rope around her wrists. Pulling her hair back, I lean into her ear, “I’m going to make you cum again, Jenny. Then, be a good girl and milk this cock for me, will you?”

“Ngge aheeh.” She nods frantically before I snap her head back, tightening my hold on her hair. I imagine her saying yes, Daddy, as I line my cock with her pussy and watch it disappear. Her small ass smacks onto my pelvis. 

“Ahhh fuck...” I lean back, head tilted skyward, as I feel her pussy walls massage me. She squeezes, wanting more. She starts to pull away as if she’s about to fuck back but I yank her hair tighter. “Oh, no, no. I’m in control.”

She stays still like the obedient girl I know her to be as I thrust into her, slow at first, before I can’t hold back anymore. Seeing her ass ripple on my pelvis kicks up the flow of blood to my cock. Her ass and my pelvis soon become wet as our juices combine. 

With each thrust, Jenny’s chin shifts onto the leather of the couch. Her sweat and the leather make this squeaky sound on top of the sound of wet flesh slapping on wet flesh. 

I press my hand onto her lower back and make her arch some more. The angle change means I can pull at her hair until my chin rests on her forehead. I hold that position. Her eyes are closed, lips trembling. I rut away, legs planted firmly in front of the couch. 

And when Jenny locks eyes with me, something ethereal happens. I lose all control until I’m fucking too erratically into her. Her whole body convulses. I round out my hips and her eyes stutter, eyeballs rolling beneath her lids. 

I feel her cum again, a long, drawn-out orgasm that pulls her pussy walls tight around me. And even then, I push through until I’m fully seated, then nudge in with my pelvis. Jenny’s body juts around in response and there’s no controlling the orgasm as it drags out from my balls and straight into my daughter’s cunt. 

“Jenny, fuck, I’m cumming...” I announce, more like scream into the living room. I spray my seed into her pussy, balls pushing out so much cream. I haven’t cum like this in a long time.

And I don’t stop cumming even when my hold on her head loosens and she slumps forward. On shaky legs, I let her go and watch through the haze of post-orgasm as her vice of a pussy releases my cock with a pop. My legs give way and I tumble to the ground, using the couch to support myself. 

I try to catch my breath as I settle on the ground in front of my daughter, whose eyes are now closed, mesmerized by the cum seeping out of my daughter’s gaping cunt, her ass in the air. 

I take in her bound body, sweaty and lithe. I should be alarmed that I’ve just cum into my sleeping daughter, but it’s too late for that. 

I’ve crossed a line that I shouldn’t have. And I’m not too sure where to go from here. 
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#4: My Daughter Begs Me To Fuck Her When She’s Asleep
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A DAD/DAUGHTER SOMNOPHILIA Erotica Short Story with sleeping pills (taken by Zoey).

WORD COUNT: 3000 words

I’m sitting in my office, leaning over the papers spread on the desk in front of me. There’s still a lot of things to do today and I know there’s no point in trying to rush it. I won’t be home before midnight, that I know for sure. 

My wife and daughter are waiting for me at home, probably making dinner, but I won’t be there to share a meal with them. There’s simply too much work for me to finish and I try to focus on dealing with it instead of thinking about what might be waiting for me at home. I think I already know what will happen once I get there.

My wife will be in bed, sleeping, since it would be too late for her to be awake. And my daughter, Zoey... No, I shouldn’t think about her. She's been teasing me for too long already and it’s getting harder and harder to resist her the more time passes. I know it’s wrong to think about her in such a way. The desire I fight every time she tempts me, though, is only growing stronger each time she pulls something off.

The last stunt she pulled off was almost too much for me to handle. She walked out of her room fully naked and smiled at me as if she was waiting for me to do something about it. I ran back into my marital bedroom, but the image of her body—so lean, so tempting—is still burned in my mind and I can’t stop thinking about what I saw. 

I try to focus my attention on the papers in front of me again, but it’s close to impossible. Zoey fills my mind and I can’t get rid of her. And, as if she can read my mind, I receive a message from her. Even before I open it on my phone, I already know that it’s going to be something that will throw me off my feet.

It’s a video. I open it and the office instantly gets filled with moans. I turn the volume down but keep watching as Zoey, lying on her bed, fully naked, fingers herself while her legs are spread wide. She closes her eyes and locks her lips, looking into the camera as if she’s calling for me. I instantly feel my cock getting hard. This view is simply too tempting for me to be able to control the desire I instantly feel.

She laughs and looks at the camera again before she takes a glass of water and pills from her nightstand. I watch as she swallows the medicine and drinks. I recognize those—they are sleeping pills my wife uses. Why did Zoey take them?

“I know you want me,” Zoey says, looking at me through the camera. “Now, you don’t need to worry about anything. Come to me, and do anything you want, don’t be afraid. I just ask you to leave me something so I know you took my offer. I hope you’ll come to me, Dad.”

She lays back on her bed and waves at me before the video ends. I swallow hard, not sure what to do. I try to go back to my papers, but I can't stop thinking about Zoey’s offer. How long will her sleeping pills work? Would I even be able to sneak into her room without getting caught by my wife?

The letters on the papers in front of me turn into one dark blur and I know it’s time for me to face the truth—I can’t think about work. I can only think about Zoey and her sweet, soft, naked body lying on her bed, waiting to be touched by me. I put the papers aside and grab my keys. Work can wait until tomorrow.

When I return home, the house is dark. There is not a single light on, and I don’t turn one on either. I open the door as silently as I can before slipping inside and making my way upstairs.

I hold myself back and don’t go to Zoey’s room right away to check on her. I know there’s a chance she’s awake already, and maybe some small part of me hopes that she is. I don’t need this temptation. I don’t want to get a taste because I know I’ll get addicted, but my body still wants it to happen. Instead, I check on my wife.

She is in bed, motionless, sleeping. She probably got tired of waiting for me to get home, and here I am, only thinking about our daughter. This is bad, I know, but I just can’t deny myself. I wait for five more minutes—my wife is still asleep. That’s good. Now I can go to Zoey.

As I walk down the hall to my daughter’s room, I feel grateful for the fact that it’s far from my bedroom and her mother won’t hear us. I still try to pretend that I don’t know what will happen, that there’s a chance I’ll open the door, look at Zoey, and turn around, even though I know it won’t happen. All of me screams that once I look into her bedroom, once I see her lying there, naked, on the bed, I’ll have no other choice but to fuck her. She offered herself to me, how can I deny her?

I take a deep breath before I open the door to Zoey’s bedroom. Maybe it was just a joke, and she’s not offering her body to me?

I push the door and it silently opens, allowing me to look inside. It’s dark, but the streetlight beams through the window and I can see everything clearly. Zoey is where she promised she’d be, on her bed, motionless and silent. I look at her one final time before I take this leap. I walk into the room and close the door behind me, knowing there’s no turning back now.

I walk closer to the bed and take a better look at my naked daughter. In this light, she looks pretty as an angel and divine. Her hair is spread out around her head like a halo, then cascades over her shoulder. Her eyes are closed, her face relaxed, and there’s no worry written on it, just calmness. Her lips are just as full and pink, asking me to touch them. Maybe I will.

I can’t say that I thought about Zoey’s body much before I saw her naked, but since that moment, I couldn’t get myself to forget it. Now that I have more time to look at it and explore her curves, I feel grateful and blessed.

Her arms are lying against her sides, not covering her body even a little, allowing me to take a full look at her. Her breasts look soft and full, her nipples are pink and taut. Her stomach is flat, allowing my eyes to move lower, to the mound of her pussy. Her legs are spread wide, just for me, I think. I’m more than tempted to touch her and do even more, and this time around, I don’t fight it. I’ve wanted to do this for too long, and I can’t fight myself for longer unless I want to go crazy with this hot, twisting desire that I feel every moment I look at Zoey.

I step closer to her bed and gently, carefully, put my hand on her. I brush my thumb against her lower lip, pulling at it and making her open her mouth just a bit. Her hot breath touches my skin and I can only imagine feeling this heat around my cock.

“Why are you tempting me like this?” I sigh and ask Zoey, but, of course, she remains silent.

I move my hand lower to her breasts. I know I shouldn’t touch her like this, but my hands move on their own, and I can’t stop this need that I feel deep inside, can’t mute it. Her breasts are soft and warm against my palm, just as I imagined. I pinch her nipple and feel it harden under my fingers.

“You wanted it, right? That’s why you sent me that video,” I know that Zoey can’t answer me, but I have to talk myself through it, or I’ll start losing my mind. “You wanted me to find you like this. You wanted me to touch you, to take you...”

My hand moves lower, over her stomach, between her legs, to her pussy. Zoey is still calm and still and I know that I have a chance and her permission to do anything I want with her body, even if she won’t feel it. That still feels so very wrong, but it gets harder and harder to fight myself with every passing moment. I need it, and Zoey wanted it, so who am I to deny both of us this pleasure we can share?

I put my hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy, slowly caressing her slit. I can already feel wetness on the tips of my fingers and I know it’s a good sign. Even though Zoey is asleep, her body reacts to my touches. I push my fingers between her lips and rub her clit. Zoey lets out a quiet, soft sound, and I can’t help but like it. I want to hear it again and again as she experiences this pleasure.

“You do like it, right? You wanted my fingers on your pussy, and I’ll just give you what you want,” I say, trying to calm myself. I don’t want to do anything wrong, even though I’m already touching a sleeping girl’s pussy.

My cock is so hard in my pants that I can’t think about anything else. I need a release, I need to get inside one of Zoey’s holes, or I won’t ever forgive myself for missing this chance.

I leave her pussy alone, but only for a moment, so I can unzip my pants and push them down, revealing my hard cock. It’s almost painful to touch with the blood pulsing through the shaft, but I know that release is waiting for me just around the corner, and I’m willing to wait.

I take my cock in hand and move the tip over Zoey’s lips, hoping that, by some miracle, she will open her mouth wide enough for me to put my length inside. My hopes are fruitless. I have to pull at her lower jaw—gently, not to cause any discomfort—until her mouth is open wide enough to stick my cock inside. I still worry about the teeth, but decide to risk it.

I move her head to the side and get on the bed on my knees, trying to find the perfect position for what I want to do.

“That’s what you wanted, right?” I ask, slowly pushing my cock into the hot tightness of Zoey’s mouth. I groan because of how good it feels, but keep moving deeper into her. “You wanted me to use you. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have presented your body like this to me. It’s going to be good, I promise. Just give me a moment.”

Her soft lips rub against my cock, her mouth hot and wet, covering my length perfectly. My hand returns to her pussy, rubbing her once again, preparing her for what’s next. Her pussy needs to be wet and waiting for my cock.

I look down at Zoey’s face and can’t take my eyes off her. She’s so calm, so innocent in her sleep, and I feel dirty doing this to her, even though it was her offer in the first place. I keep moving my cock in her mouth and teasing her pussy, hoping that she’ll know that it felt good, for both of us.

“Your mouth is so perfect,” I groan, pushing my cock so deep it hits the back of Zoey’s mouth. She gags and I pull back a bit, hoping it’ll just pass. It does. “I wish I could feel you sucking me. Don’t get me wrong, it still feels good, it just feels even better when a hot girl closes her lips around your cock and actually sucks.”

I caress her hair, feeling my balls aching. Her pussy gets wetter against my fingers, and I know that if I want to try that hole, I have to hurry while it’s still warmed up for me.

I pull my cock out of Zoey’s mouth and look between her legs. That’s what she wanted, right? There’s no other interpretation of her message. I would hate to fuck her pussy just to learn later that it wasn’t what she wanted. She did finger herself for the video she sent me, so I should be good, right?

I fully take off my pants and shirt before I move between Zoey’s legs, looking at the glistening slit between them. She’s waiting for me to take her, and I’m more than ready for it.

“Thank you for this,” I say, moving closer, pulling her legs up to bend them. I move closer until I know I can reach her pussy with my cock, and look at my daughter again. “I must say now I’ve been dreaming about your pussy for a long time. A very long time. And I can’t believe I finally get to have it.”

I still feel doubt, even when I move closer, even when I feel her hot pussy, her wet hole, against the tip of my cock. Just this sensation alone drives me crazy, but I stop myself from trying to go fast, forgetting about Zoey’s pleasure. I force myself to go slow, as slowly as possible, so it takes me a few moments before I actually start to enter her tight, soaking hole.

Zoey whimpers in her sleep and moves her hands, but it only lasts a moment. I groan, feeling just how perfect she feels around my cock, how amazing. It drives me crazy—all I want is to finally be able to cum, but I know that I should continue moving on slow and steady to make it feel good, for both of us.

I put my hands on Zoey’s breasts, fondling them as I push my cock deeper into her pussy. She keeps letting out small moans, and it makes me feel good to know that at least her body is aware of what’s happening. I smile, moving deeper, until my cock is fully inside her, stretching her walls. Only then do I start to move.

My thrusts are slow and steady because I don’t want to make any sound that could wake up my wife. 

“This is what you wanted, sweet girl,” I say, rubbing Zoey’s clit, hoping that she’ll get to cum in her sleep. “You wanted my cock inside this sweet tight pussy. I hope you’re having the best dreams, thanks to me.”

She whimpers again and it drives me mad. I know that I’m going to cum. I question finishing on her stomach, but I don’t want to leave something this obvious behind in case her mother checks on Zoey. No, there’s a better way to let Zoey know that I came and did all these dirty things to her. I just need to cum inside her, right into that perfect pussy.

Once I make this decision, there’s no turning back. Still trying not to be too fast or too loud, I keep fucking her, chasing my pleasure. I’m so close, I just know it. I look at Zoey closely, at her open lips, at her jiggling breasts, at her hole that takes my length so well, and I know that I’m gone.

The pleasure twists in me, and I groan louder than I expected when I feel my cum spilling into my daughter’s pussy, making her feel so perfectly warm and wet. I keep moving inside her for a moment longer, hoping that last groan didn’t get me in trouble. Then I pull out and witness my seed leaking out of Zoey’s pussy.

“I gave you what you wanted,” I say, leaning down and kissing her cheek, still trying to catch my breath. “I hope that you got what you wanted.”

I quickly and quietly get off the bed and put my clothes back on. My heart beats loudly all the way to the bedroom, but once I see that my wife is still asleep, I feel calmer.

As I lay next to her, trying to fall asleep, there’s only one thought on my mind—when will Zoey give me another chance to enjoy her beautiful body?
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#5: Inspecting My Sleeping Daughter's Pussy After She Fucks The Gardener
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A NONCON DAD/DAUGHTER Somnophilia Erotica Short Story with breeding and voyeurism.

WORD COUNT: 4500 words

I step through the quiet villa, heading toward the pool, feeling a bit lighter than I have in months. The stillness wraps around me like a warm blanket, and I let myself breathe out all the tension from back home. This vacation in Marbella is supposed to be a family break—a chance to escape the chaos of my usual life and maybe rediscover some parts of myself that have been buried under work.

The open doors of the villa let in a soft afternoon breeze, and I catch a whiff of the ocean air mixed with the faintest hint of chlorine from the pool outside. I can feel the anticipation buzzing in my veins as I make my way through the house, ready to dive in and let the water wash away everything.

I’m halfway to the pool area when I hear a faint noise. It's distant, like a low murmur of voices or maybe someone laughing. I figure it's just someone from a neighboring villa, maybe having a good time by the pool. It’s nothing worth my attention; I’m here to relax, not to get involved in anyone else’s business. With a shrug, I head to my room to change.

Moments later, the towel slung over my shoulder, I make my way downstairs, ready for a long, quiet swim. I step outside and begin to turn toward the pool, a small smile on my lips.

But then I stop. My gaze lands on the poolside, and my smile freezes.

It takes me a second to register what I'm seeing. My daughter, my own daughter, is on her hands and knees at the pool’s edge. Her head is thrown back, her eyes shut in pleasure, and the gardener—the burly, muscular guy who barely speaks—has his hands firmly on her hips, moving against her with force and intensity that makes my stomach twist.

“Holy... what the...” I whisper, a shudder running through me as I stumble back a step. My breath catches, and I feel my hand fly up to cover my mouth as if it could somehow block out the scene in front of me.

A mix of emotions crashes over me—shock, disbelief, betrayal, and something darker that I can’t even name. I try to look away but find myself glued to the spot, unable to tear my eyes from the sight of them tangled together, oblivious to my presence.

My mind races. When did this happen? How long has this been going on? I can’t recall a single moment when I saw them even acknowledge each other. And yet here they are, right under my nose, wrapped up in something that’s both intensely raw and deeply wrong.

A sudden wave of anger surges through me, hot and sharp. My fists clench, and I feel my jaw tighten as I fight the urge to charge over there and rip them apart. But something holds me back, some twisted part of me that doesn’t want to interrupt, doesn’t want them to know I’m there.

As I watch, the gardener reaches out, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head back, forcing her to meet his gaze as she moans. My stomach flips, the sound ringing in my ears, drilling deeper and deeper into my skull. I feel sick—angry, betrayed, humiliated. But I’m also aware of a pulse of something else, something darker and deeply uncomfortable, stirring in the pit of my stomach.

The scene continues for another breathless moment, and then, just as I see them nearing the edge of their orgasms, something I can’t bear to witness, I spin around, heart pounding, and bolt back into the villa.

I race up the stairs, hardly aware of my own movements. My mind is a chaotic mess of rage and confusion. The door to my room slams shut behind me, and I lock it with trembling fingers before stumbling to the bed, my heart still hammering.

“What the hell?” I hiss, fingers digging into my hair as I pace the room. I fling my towel onto a nearby chair, breathing hard. Every fiber of me screams to confront them, to march back down there and demand answers. I want to scream, to ask my daughter how she could do this to me, to ask the gardener what the hell he was thinking.

But I can’t. The words die in my throat. The image of her looking up at me, devastated, ashamed—it stops me cold. I don’t want to be the reason she feels that way. I can’t bear the idea of watching her shatter like that, even if she deserves it.

“Damn it,” I curse, raking my hands down my face. My pacing comes to a halt as I look down, feeling the heat of my own anger twisting into something else, something I don’t want to acknowledge. I swear under my breath, feeling a throbbing pulse that shocks me even more than the sight I just witnessed.

Another string of curses escapes me as I flop onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling, trying to force the image out of my mind. I’m angry, seething with betrayal, but there’s no denying the fire in my veins, the way my heart won’t stop racing, and the way my erect cock won't go down.

For a long moment, I lie there, feeling torn in two—wanting to storm back to the pool, demand answers, maybe even take a swing at the gardener, yet also feeling the weight of my own twisted reaction holding me back. The anger simmers, coiling tight in my chest, mingling with that unwanted bulge in my pants, something that leaves me feeling ashamed and furious all at once.

Eventually, I let out a slow breath, closing my eyes. Tomorrow, maybe I’ll be able to confront her and ask the questions I can’t bring myself to ask now. But tonight, I’m left alone with the rage, the betrayal, and the confusion swirling inside me, the darkness pulling me deeper into a pit I don’t know how to escape.

I lie there, staring up at the ceiling, my thoughts tangled, anger gnawing at me with every breath. I feel trapped, as if the walls are closing in around me, and the longer I wait, the more it burns. No. No way I’m going to wait until tomorrow. This isn’t something that can sit, simmering in silence. I need answers tonight, and I need them from both of them.

I swing my legs off the bed with a frustrated huff, determination sparking in my gaze. I stand, fists clenched, heart hammering as I make my way out of the room. My footsteps echo through the villa as I head straight back to the pool, barely aware of anything around me but the simmering anger fueling me forward.

I slow as I approach the pool, bracing myself for whatever confrontation might come next. I’m ready to demand an explanation, to shout, to release all the rage boiling inside me. But when I step onto the pool deck, the sight that greets me steals the words from my mouth.

My daughter is lying there, sprawled across the floor, completely naked. Her body is looking so vulnerable, with faint marks on her skin from where the gardener must have held her. There’s an empty wine bottle lying beside her, and my eyes narrow as I realize she probably drank the whole thing with me. The anger flares hotter, but it’s accompanied by a strange, hollow ache that I can’t push away.

Cum spills from between her legs, a crude reminder of what I witnessed earlier. The sight both repulses and pulls at me, a mix of emotions that leaves me feeling off-balance and uncertain. I clench my jaw, my fists tightening, as I force myself to look away for a moment, to take a steadying breath. It’s all too much, too raw. And the emptiness left behind by the gardener’s absence leaves an itch that only fuels my frustration further.

I swallow, my gaze lingering on her, a mixture of anger and something else tightening my throat.

I step closer, my feet quiet against the tiles as I kneel beside her. I tell myself I’m just going to check on her, to make sure she’s okay, but my gaze doesn’t stray from her body.

My eyes trace her curves, the way her skin glows in the soft light, and I can’t help but notice the slight flush to her cheeks, the way her lips are parted, her face still faintly showing traces of the pleasure she experienced.

My breath catches, and I feel my own body react, a pulse of heat that I try to push down, to ignore. But I can’t stop myself from looking, from taking in every inch of her exposed form. My gaze trails from her shoulders down to her waist, my eyes lingering on the gentle curve of her hips and the softness of her thighs.

I reach out without thinking, my hand hovering just above her skin, hesitating. I don’t know what I’m doing, I don’t know why I feel this strange, twisted urge to touch her.

I need something. I need to remind myself that she's my daughter. I stop myself, clenching my hand into a fist, forcing myself to pull back to keep that distance.

As I kneel there, staring down at her, a mixture of emotions wash over me—anger, betrayal, desire, confusion. I can’t make sense of it all, can’t understand why I feel drawn to her after what I’ve seen, even knowing she's my own daughter. But the sight of her, lying there vulnerable and exposed, stirs something deep within me, something I don’t want to acknowledge.

I lean in closer, my gaze never leaving her as I allow myself a brief, stolen moment of weakness. My eyes roam over her face, down to the soft lines of her neck and the delicate rise and fall of her chest. I swallow, my pulse quickening, as I run my tongue over my lower lip, feeling a wave of conflicted emotions washing over me.

I hate myself for this, for the way my body responds despite everything, for the way I can’t pull myself away. A strange, almost magnetic attraction keeps me rooted to the spot. I gaze, tracing over every inch of her.

My hand hovers inches from her skin, hesitating, my mind caught in a whirlwind. Fingers brush against her warm skin, my palm flattening over her stomach. A shaky breath escapes me, and I feel the tension melt just slightly as I close my eyes, letting myself feel that simple, undeniable connection.

I know I should stop and pull back before I cross a line I can’t uncross. Yet here I am, my fingers trailing higher, resting at the edge of her ribcage. Each inch feels like a surrender. I touch, lingering longer than I should. I feel like I’m betraying my own values and letting my feelings get the best of me, and yet, I can’t bring myself to pull away. She’s beautiful, even now, especially now, and part of me is just selfish enough to want to feel her warmth.

As my hand slips higher, resting between her breasts, my pulse quickens. The desire to keep going fights with the echoing voice in my head, but I shut it out, letting my fingers roam just a bit further. When I cup her breast in my hand, I feel a sense of satisfaction, of closeness I haven’t felt in all the years I've been her father.

Leaning down, I press my lips softly against her skin, my mouth brushing over her nipple. My second hand moves, almost of its own accord, cupping her other breast, and I curse softly under my breath, fighting against the guilt that’s gnawing at me.

My hand drifts lower, my fingertips grazing the curve of her waist, the smoothness of her skin sending a shiver through me. I’m lost in the moment, every touch pulling me deeper into a tangled web of emotions. This isn’t right. My mind protests, the words sharp and accusing, piercing through the haze of desire. But my hand won’t stop; it moves with a will of its own, brushing over her hip, feeling the heat radiate from her body.

I lean down, my lips touching the tender skin along her collarbone. I breathe in her familiar scent, one that used to comfort me. My fingers press into her skin a little harder, my anger simmering just beneath the surface, but the warmth of her body soothes me, dulling the edges of my rage.

My hand slides further, tracing the line of her thigh. I curse under my breath, my jaw clenching as I slide one finger into her pussy, the cum my gardener left making penetration easy.

I know I’m letting my emotions get the better of me, letting my need for her override my better judgment. Yet, at this moment, I don’t care. I just want to feel close to her, to erase the pain, if only for a moment.

I bury my face in her neck as I push in a second finger, feeling the warmth of her insides on the two fingers now buried in her.

My thrusts are slow at first as I begin to run my tongue against the skin of her neck, savoring the salty taste and wanting nothing more than to dig my teeth into her skin. But I know I can't do that. I can't afford to let her wake up.

While I continue to kiss and lick around her neck, I add a third finger and increase my pace. A grunt escapes my lips as I push my fingers as deeply as possible, feeling her accept them so easily. The gardener's cock must have been so big to leave her still loose.

A sudden feeling rushes over me, and I suddenly want to feel her taste. I want to know if she tastes good, which I was sure of, or if I would just stick to using my fingers.

I pull the three fingers out of her before leaning up on my palm resting on the floor beside her head. Raising my fingers, I smile softly at how shiny and wet they look. Her pussy had made my fingers look that way. 

I bring the three fingers to my mouth and take one in. I let my eyes fall shut as I savor her taste. I want more. I'm desperate for more.

I immediately readjust myself, so I'm not kneeling between her thighs and resting my hands on them. I squeeze her skin, smiling at the thickness.

When I bring my face between her thighs, reality hits me. It's happening. It's truly happening. I'm about to eat my daughter out.

Am I a bad father? Will she wake up now? What would she do if she saw me? Would she tell her mother? Would my wife embarrass me and make me a laughingstock?

I shake my head at my desperation when I realize my mouth is now on her pussy. I place my hands further down her thighs, moving inwardly before grabbing tightly, making sure my hands won’t leave a mark.

I let my tongue play with her clit, flickering it like a switch while pausing every now and then to suck on it.

When my tongue slides into her hole, I grimace at the taste of the gardener's cum still inside her.

“Fuck,” I curse under my breath as I pull away for a few seconds, only to dive back in. I lick, suck her clit, and finger her hole until I decide I've done enough playing and want to take the real deal.

I reach behind and lower my shorts, releasing my hard cock, which is already spurting precum.

I decide I don't want to fuck her on the floor, so I lift her bridal style and walk over to the chair in the living room, placing her on it.

My heart races as I gaze down at her, asleep in the living room chair. The setting sun filters through the thin curtains, resting on her beautiful body, showing me all of her curves.

The same girl whom I used to carry as a child. My own daughter. 

I glance anxiously around the room, half-expecting someone to walk in at any moment. What if the gardener sees? What if my daughter wakes up? My mind is racing with the possibilities, a cold wave of dread washing over me. I swallow hard, weighing my options, feeling the pull of my desire, battling against the instinct to flee.

I can’t resist the urge to let my fingers graze her skin, tracing the softness of her curves, and each touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. My heart is pounding in my chest, loud and thunderous, as I went on my knees between her legs.

“Fuck,” I whisper softly as my eyes come in contact with her fucked out hole. I lean in closer, my lips brushing against her outer labia. The scent of her skin envelopes me again as I press my lips against her clit, her little hair caressing my jaw. Her body arches slightly beneath my touch, responding to me in a way that makes my pulse quicken.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur against her clit, the words slipping from my lips almost unconsciously. My fingers explore the delicate curve of her thigh, tracing the outline of her body as I bury my face in her pussy again, stifling my tongue and pushing into her.

Even though she's asleep, my touch elicits a reaction from her—she moans softly again, her back arching as if seeking more of my warmth. The primal instinct within me surges forward, urging me to claim her, to bridge the distance that had grown between us.

But the specter of guilt looms large in my mind. What if Claire walks in? I refuse to even picture Claire walking in on me fucking my daughter! Even worse, while the said daughter is asleep!

The thought sends a cold shiver down my spine, and I fight against the fear that threatens to choke me. The adrenaline coursing through my veins heightens my awareness of every creak in the house, every distant sound that echoes in the day. I am teetering on the edge of a precipice, and one wrong move can send me tumbling into chaos.

I thrust my tongue in and out of her, going faster now while massaging her thighs with my hands. My eyes close. I'm able to shut out my thoughts for a few minutes as I focus on letting my tongue get used to the taste of my daughter's pussy.

I can hear her soft breaths, and I get scared for a moment. Is she awake? Will she see me? I pause my actions for a second and look up. I heave a sigh of relief to see my daughter still asleep.

I return my face to where it belongs for the moment—between her thighs. My tongue returns to her insides, and it's only then I register I can still taste the gardener's cum inside.

I shut my eyes again, bringing one hand from her thigh to place my thumb right on her pussy. As my tongue fucks into her, I move my thumb in a circular motion against her clit.

I'm even more turned on by the sounds of her moans. It didn't take long before she started to tremble under my touch. I don't waste time increasing my pace and rubbing her clit even faster, one goal being to bring her to an 'asleep orgasm'.

It doesn't take too long before my daughter is trembling under me, her moans filling my ears. I lap up all of her juices shamelessly as she cums into my mouth.

I soon take my thumb away from her clit, and I tongue out of her hole, kissing my way up her body. As I lean in closer, I feel her breath hitch, her body instinctively responding to my presence. I brush my lips along her neck, feeling her pulse race beneath my touch.

“Please, don’t wake up,” I whisper, though I know it's futile. The raw, unfiltered need coursing through me is impossible to ignore, and with every second that passes, the boundaries I once held begin to blur.

Her body responds to me again, a soft grunt escaping her lips as I trace the curve of her waist. Each contact ignites a fire within me, a dangerous dance between desire and guilt that leaves me dizzy. I still want more. 

My hand slides lower, moving cautiously as if testing the waters again. The moment my fingers touch her entrance again, where my mouth had just been, a wave of sensation washed over me. She shifts again, arching her back slightly as if seeking me to touch even in her sleep, and I feel the heat pooling in my belly.

I lean in even closer, brushing my lips against her ear. “You have no idea how much I fucking want you,” I murmur, my breath warm against her skin.

I push my fingers inside of her, spreading and curling them, then bringing them out again, only to push them back in.

“You let him fold you like that. Fuck, how desperate were you, princess?” I ask in a whisper, moving my fingers at an even faster pace.

My daughter lets out a moan in her sleepy state at the feeling of her father's fingers brushing against the familiar bundle of nerves inside her.

“I'm always here for you. I'll fuck you as hard or slow as you want, baby. All you have to do is say the word. You don't have to let me do it while I'm here. I'll do it all for you. I wanna fuck you so badly now.”

The admission hangs in the air, heavy with implication, and I can feel her body react—a soft sigh escaping her lips, the kind that drives me wild. I can't tell whether she heard my words or she reacted as a result of the fingers I pulled out of her, but it's intoxicating, pulling me deeper into a spiral of desire and fear.

As I continue to inch closer, the room suddenly feels small, almost suffocating. I’m hyper-aware of the ticking clock on the wall, each second echoing in my ears like a countdown to disaster.

Yet, the primal part of me takes over, urging me to disregard the consequences. The push and pull of my emotions leaves me spinning, lost in a haze of confusion and need.

As I finally succumb to the moment, taking out my fingers and replacing them with my cock, a wave of sensation crashes over me. Our bodies connect in an explosion of warmth and urgency, igniting a spark that surges through me.

I'm very careful, acutely aware of the consequences that loom just beyond the edges of this moment. The heaviness of the room wraps around me, suffocating and intoxicating all at once.

Every instinct screams for me to retreat, to respect the boundaries that had been set, but my desires push all of that down, drowning out the voices.

The heat of the moment pulls me deeper, and as I thrust in and out of her, every sound she makes—each soft moan and sigh—sends ripples of pleasure coursing through me.

I cage her head with my hands pressed on either side of her head. My heart is pounding, and my lips tremble with each deep, powerful thrust I make.

“That's it, baby. You're taking Daddy so well. My good girl,” I praise, imagining she was awake to hear all of it.

I smile as I bring my index and middle fingers to her lips, parting them and pushing my fingers in to press them against her tongue.

My thrusts are slow at first, and the movement of my fingers is mirroring that of my hips as I fuck into her mouth and pussy.

She lets out a whine, and I take it as a cue to move faster. I bring my fingers out of her mouth and grab one of her legs, lifting it over my shoulder to penetrate even deeper, and a loud groan escapes my lips at the even better sensation.

I move my hips fast, thrusting as deep as I can in the position, and I know she loves it as she moans even more. I go at it for nearly three minutes, biting down on my tongue to swallow the loud moans until I can feel my orgasm approaching.

“Fuck! Baby. I'm gonna cum. Daddy's gonna cum in you. Fill you up with my cum. Do you want that, sweetheart?” I ask, knowing I won't get an answer, but I ask anyway.

And when I come, pushing my cock as deep as possible to fill her up with my load, I’m shocked to see her cry out of pleasure and her legs shaking before she slumps back down and continues to sleep.

I remain buried in her for a few seconds because I don't want my cream to be wasted. I want her to be full. Full of me.

When it's finally over, and I pull out, I find myself panting, chest heaving as I sit on the floor beside her head.

A wave of confusion washes over me, the enormity of what I have done crashing down like a raging wave. I glance at her, still sleeping, and the sight sends a rush of conflicting emotions through me. I should feel satisfied and content, but instead, a heaviness settles in my chest, an insatiable emptiness that gnaws at me.

What have I done? 

The question reverberates in my mind, relentless and unforgiving. I grab a nearby towel, carefully draping it over her, the gesture feeling both protective and profoundly wrong. I watch her for a moment, heart racing, grappling with the reality of the situation. The fear of being caught twists in my gut, a cold reminder of the boundary I have crossed.

END OF BUNDLE-



    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever T. A. BEAU publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-AKAKC-ZDWIF[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-AKAKC-ZDWIF

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Did you love Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection #1? Then you should read
              
                Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection #2 by T. A. BEAU!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection #2]
            
	    

	  
        A bundle of 4 Dad/Daughter NONCON Somnophilia Erotica Short Stories. If you prefer individual stories, you can find them here on Smashwords:
Gifting My Sleeping Daughter My Cock To Celebrate Her Graduation In The MaldivesBalls-Deep In My Drunk Daughter's HolesRutting Into My Drugged-Up Daughter's Holes While On TourMy Daughter Takes A Sleeping Pill So I Can Fuck Her Guilt-Free on Christmas Day

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at T. A. BEAU’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
	    
	      Also by T. A. BEAU

	    

      
	    
          
	      Creaming In My Sister's Holes While She's Unconscious/Sleeping Bundle

          
        
          
	          Double-Dipping My Nerdy Sister While She Sleeps

          
        
          
	          My Sleeping Sister Drains My Balls After Years in Prison

          
        
          
	          Sharing Our College Slut Triplet Sister When She’s Unconscious

          
        
          
	          Spit-Roasting My Knocked-Out Model Sister With Dad

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Cryptid Monster Claims My Womb (Monster Erotica Short Story Bundle)

          
        
          
	          My Bigfoot Boyfriend Hunts and Breeds Me In The Woods

          
        
          
	          Boss Daddy Yeti Breeds Me on Christmas Eve

          
        
          
	          Squat-Riding Professor Nessie Until He Breeds Me

          
        
          
	          Werewolf Shifter Brother's Best Friend Knots and Breeds Me

          
        
          
	          Cryptid Monster Hunts and Breeds Me Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dad And Others Leave A Mess In My Holes Collection

          
        
          
	          Dad Makes Football Players Gangbang and Breed Me To Prove I Want Him

          
        
          
	          Making Dad Take My Virginity Forcefully

          
        
          
	          Dad Peeps Then Breeds Me Before Christmas

          
        
          
	          Gaped by Dad On a Road Trip

          
        
          
	          Dad Fucks Me For The First Time in a Threesome

          
        
          
	          Jess and I are Gangbanged by Dad and His Biker Gang

          
        
          
	          Dad’s Special Pussy Gaping Appointment At The Clinic

          
        
          
	          Summoned to Dad’s Sex Dungeon in the Basement

          
        
          
	          Dad and Older Brother Stretch My Holes

          
        
          
	          Dad Pounds Me And My Girlfriend After Roleplaying

          
        
          
	          A Filthy Foursome With Dad and Older Brother After Performing

          
        
          
	          Threesome With Dad and A Model At His Studio

          
        
          
	          Dad And Others Leave A Mess In My Pussy 12 Story Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dad is a Brutal Monster Bundle

          
        
          
	          Hunted by Dad Then Raped and Bred as Punishment

          
        
          
	          Raped By Dad for Upsetting Mom At a Halloween Party

          
        
          
	          Dad Whips and Rapes Me To Teach Me a Lesson

          
        
          
	          Dad Punishes Me For Stalking Him To A Sex Club

          
        
          
	          Dad Hunts and Breeds Both My Virgin Holes on Halloween

          
        
          
	          Dad Reads My Filthy Diary Then Stretches My Holes

          
        
          
	          Dad Drugs, Fists Then Rapes Me At The Park

          
        
          
	          Dad’s Surprise Appearance While Live-Streaming For My OF Fans

          
        
          
	          Dad and Older Brother Correct My Attitude in Their Secret Sex Dungeon.

          
        
          
	          Professor Dad Gapes My Asshole For Being a Brat

          
        
          
	          Dad is a Brutal Monster 10 Story Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      From Sub to Love Series

          
        
          
	          Bratty By Nature Novel (Book 1)

          
        
          
	          Bound by the Bodyguard (Book 2)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Getting Freaky And Sticky With My Brother(s) Collection

          
        
          
	          Annual Check-Up With My Doctor Brothers Gets Sticky

          
        
          
	          Suckled and Holes Filled by My Brothers Before Christmas

          
        
          
	          Serviced by my Triplet Brothers During Our Father’s Wedding

          
        
          
	          Pounded in the Dirty Alleyway for Daring to Stand Up to My Thug Brother

          
        
          
	          My Twin Brother Stretches My Ass While Stuck In The Same Hotel Room on a Family Vacation

          
        
          
	          My Grinch Brother Fills My Pussy In My Office

          
        
          
	          Getting Freaky And Sticky With My Brother(s) 6-Story Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Keeping it in the Family Incest Collections (Bundles)

          
        
          
	          Begging Dad To Fuck My Aching Holes: A 3 Short Story Bundle

          
        
          
	          Taboo Fucking My Brother: A 3 Short Story Bundle

          
        
          
	          My Brother’s Willing Fucktoy: A 4 Short Story Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mafia Princess Free-Use Cunt Serial

          
        
          
	          My Brother Brutally Fucks Me As Punishment

          
        
          
	          Baiting My Brother With My Bestfriend

          
        
          
	          Halloween Gangbang With My Brother, Bestie and Cuck Fiancé

          
        
          
	          Dad and Older Brother Rape and Break Me For Messing With Cartel Business

          
        
          
	          New Year’s Eve Group Sex in the Catskills Mountains To Bring My Groove Back

          
        
          
	          Walking Down the Aisle With A Belly Full of My Brother's Cum

          
        
          
	          Mafia Princess Free-Use Cunt Serial (Stories 1-6) COMPLETE

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Making Dad Feral For My Holes Bundle

          
        
          
	          Baiting Special Agent Dad To Hunt and Rail Me At An Art Auction

          
        
          
	          Governor Dad Stalks and Punishes Me For Missing a Fundraiser

          
        
          
	          Dad Baits and Humiliates Me During A Public Debate

          
        
          
	          Riding Dad After A Wine Tasting Gets Steamy and Heated

          
        
          
	          Servicing Major Master Dad In Our Sex Dungeon

          
        
          
	          Dad’s Brutal Reminder of  My Place in the Mafia

          
        
          
	          Making Dad Feral For My Holes 6-Story Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      More Than One Love Series

          
        
          
	          The Heart Surgeons: A Reverse Harem Rockstar Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Mafia Dad Brutally Takes My Virginity Bundle

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Hunts and Rapes Me in the Woods to Prove a Point

          
        
          
	          Raped and Broken for Disrespecting my Mafia Dad

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Destroys My Holes For Messing With Mob Business

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Brutally Takes My Virginity After I Failed My Mission

          
        
          
	          My Mafia Dad Takes My Virginity Bundle #1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Squirts On Me While She Sleeps

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Daughter While She Sleeps

          
        
          
	          My Sleepwalking Daughter Milks My Cock

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Begs Me To Fuck When She’s Asleep

          
        
          
	          Inspecting My Sleeping Daughter's Pussy After She Fucks The Gardener

          
        
          
	          Gifting My Sleeping Daughter My Cock To Celebrate Her Graduation In The Maldives

          
        
          
	          Balls-Deep In My Drunk Daughter's Holes

          
        
          
	          Rutting Into My Drugged-Up Daughter’s Holes While On Tour

          
        
          
	          My Daughter Takes A Sleeping Pill So I Can Fuck Her Guilt-Free on Christmas Day

          
        
          
	          Suckling My Daughter’s Heavy Breasts While She Sleeps

          
        
          
	          Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection #1

          
        
          
	          Pussy Inspections While My Daughter Sleeps: A Somnophilia Collection #2

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Santa’s Naughty Incest Village Serial

          
        
          
	          Dad and My Older Brother Abuse My Holes After A Disagreement

          
        
          
	          Uncle Drew Breeds My Cunt in a Christmas-Themed Haunted House

          
        
          
	          My Son Breeds and Dominates Me at a Christmas-Themed Masquerade Ball

          
        
          
	          A Family Foursome With My Twin Sister Turns Into Messy Christmas-Themed Thanksgiving

          
        
          
	          Bound and Gagged At A Christmas Gangbang With My Husband and His Family

          
        
          
	          Making My Sisters Compete For My Cum After A Busy Christmas Day

          
        
          
	          Santa’s Naughty Incest Village Serial (Stories 1–6) COMPLETE

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Somnus Nox Series Mind-Control Erotica Bundle

          
        
          
	          Testing My Mind-Control App on My Ballerina Daughter #1

          
        
          
	          Making My Bookworm Daughter Sleep Then Fucking Her #2

          
        
          
	          Threesome With Twin Daughters Under Mind-Control #3 (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Using My Asleep Daughter to Teach My Son How To Please A Woman #4 (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Daddy’s Curvy Princess:  Erotica Short Stories Anthology

          
        
          
	          Naughty BDSM Hardcore StepDaddy Short Story MEGA BUNDLE

          
        
          
	          Kinky Hardcore MEGA Bundle Erotica Short Stories (21-Pack)

          
        
          
	          Fucking Our Daughters While They Sleep Squirting Challenge (Novella)

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at T. A. BEAU’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
    
	    
	      [image: T. A. BEAU]
	    

	  
	    About the Author

        
            I'm a taboo erotica writer. I love to create interesting plots and story worlds to bring my characters to life.
I primarily write dad/daughter and brother/sister taboo (sometimes all three in one scene/other times, other family members join [uncles, etc]). 
My works range from consensual through to nonconsensual and somnophilia. 
Sign up to my newsletter through the link below and get a free story today! 
By signing up to my newsletter, you'll get:
*A free erotica short story when you sign up
*Weekly updates of my latest releases
*A free themed-erotica short story loosely based around major holidays/seasons (next free book will be a Valentine's themed story: released in February)
*Advance and exclusive announcements when I reduce prices on some stories/bundles for a 24-hour sale
...and so much more!

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at T. A. BEAU’s site.
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