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“Fuck me, Tyler,” I say sleepily.

He only grunts.

And went at it. He fucks me harder and rougher than our first time together a couple nights ago. He thrusts his hips like the tip of his stiff dick is trying to hit a target, and it does every time he shoves back into me. The friction between us is freaking amazing, and he keeps riding me he wild abandon while the heat between us rises… hotter and hotter.

By now I’m wide awake and reaching out to grasp his strong arms which are wrapped around my legs, holding me in place while he pounds me.
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Chapter One

My name is Rylie, and my story is hardly a fairy tale about a beautiful princess who can snag any handsome man she desires. But, even though I’m not so drop dead gorgeous that no man can resist me, I do think that after what happened to me just a few weeks ago, I am undeniably a ‘sleeping beauty’.

For years I’ve been crushing on my best friend Kendra’s hot brother Tyler. What can I say? I just couldn’t help it. He always seemed like my perfect dream guy, cocky and self-assured. Dark closely cropped hair, an arrogant jawline and eyes that I could get lost in. Tall, built like he was chiseled perfectly from stone, each muscle etched to perfection. And, of course, he was out of reach, which as anyone knows only made me want him more!

I never thought I had a chance with him, though. I felt he was out of my league. Heck, even Kendra felt that way, and she said it on more than one occasion!

I could always count on good ole Kendra to tell me the truth–only this time she was wrong…

But she is my best friend and besides our differences and differing opinions, we do have a lot in common like our dry sense of humor that some say is almost nonexistent, our jet black hair and our voluptuous curvy bods that some men do find sexy.

I’ll never forget the spring after Kendra and I graduated from high school and were well into our first semester at community college. Just turned nineteen, it was our ‘coming of age’ period I like to think, a time we explored new, more adult events and ‘pleasures’. It’s the pleasures I like to remember. The first times especially…

Like when I had my first adult kiss. When I downed my first brewski. Yep, that was before I discovered wine. And like when I got the surprise of my young life after a night of partying… and it didn’t happen once. It happened twice.

Only the second time, I was left with a bit of a mystery to solve. 

Since starting college, my best friend Kendra and I almost never had a week go by that we didn't attend one party or several. That week the party was on us, and we were having it at Kendra's home since her parents were away overnight while her father attended a hardware convention for his business.

Anyways, Kendra and I did not have dates for the party. Neither of us was seeing anyone steady at that time. She joked that we'd be each other's plus one. It was a nice thought in a way, I guess, but I preferred to fantasize that her gorgeous brother Tyler was my date for the night, even though I was doubtful he'd even make a show.

So, the surprise was on me when Tyler not only showed up at our party, but he seemed to hang around me most of the night. We even danced, and that wasn’t even the best part.

I saw the other girls at the parry watching me with envy. For once I was the girl with the hottest guy at the party, and I was enjoying every freaking second of it. Believe me, I had to stop myself from taking selfies to post on my social media. I just reminded myself that if I did, it’d probably all blow up in my face faster than Cinderella’s pumpkin carriage!

I decided to just enjoy the moment and not shove anyone’s face in it.

Instead I clung to every second with Tyler giving me his undivided attention, and I didn’t make waves.

Later in the evening, when the party was starting to wind down and we’d both had a few drinks too many, Tyler leaned in and gave me a little kiss.

Even in my inebriated state, I couldn’t believe it. Wow! My best friend’s hot brother had kissed me. Right on the lips. My first real kiss. I felt a hot ripple wind its way through me, and it was all I could do to keep from crawling him right there.

Luckily I didn’t have to…

“Maybe later we could hook up,” he said in hushed tones.

“Yes, definitely,” I said, unable to believe what I was hearing.

“If you’re passed out, maybe I can play with you until you come around,” Tyler said, a twinkle in his icy blue eyes as if he had a devious plan in mind.

“Okay,” I agree, “but make sure you wake me. I want to enjoy it too.”

He gave me a cocky grin, but he didn’t respond.

Chapter Two

After the party ended, sometime around 2am, Kendra and I played strip poker in her bedroom before we turned in for the night. As we played, we each took off a piece of clothing when we lost a hand. Doing this we undressed for bed while we sipped wine we’d snagged from her mother’s private stock. We were giggling and carrying on, feeling the effects of the alcohol, which always made me giddy before it turned inward on me and made me incredibly sleepy. Kendra also said sipping wine before bedtime also made her sleepy, but I couldn’t swear to it.

Anyways, Kendra won at strip poker and while we dressed for bed in our skimpy, sheer little baby doll gowns, we carried on giggling. I giggled especially loud so her Tyler would hear me. I don’t know why. I just wanted him to hear me. Somehow I guess I figured it’d give him ideas about me and him. Maybe remind him about our plan for later just in case he decided to be forgetful. Seems silly now. But what can I say? I had it bad for him. Really bad. And this was my shot–and I wanted it.

Kendra still had twin beds in her room from when she was younger, put there for when she had a sleepover. Just there for a friend, usually me staying the night. I’d slept on that little twin bed so many times over the years, we’d even jokingly started referring to it as ‘my’ bed.

Kendra and I finally finished dressing for bed and finished our wine and scrambled under the covers. Lights out except for a little night light in the corner of the room that left us in semi-darkness after our eyes adjusted to the dimness.

I sat up, leaning on my elbow. “What do you make of Tyler?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he spent most of the night hanging around me.”

I could see her giving me a hard stare even in the semi-darkness. “You don’t think he’s into you?”

I shrugged. “Maybe.”

She gave a laugh that ended in an undeniable little snort. “Not likely, Ry. Trust me. He masturbates to the SI Swimsuit Edition!” 

“How do you know?”

“Trust me,” she said, giving me a knowing look. “He has every single issue in his bedroom, and I’ve found them open under his covers when Mom made me straighten his disgusting bed.”

“Oh,” was all I said. But I remembered what Tyler had told me, and I decided what his sister didn’t know wouldn’t cause us both stress later when she blabbed to her mother.

“I’d forget about my brother if I were you,” Kendra advised, sounding thoroughly disgusted by the whole idea. “Goodnight, Ry.”

“Goodnight,” I said through a yawn, feeling the effects of the alcohol I’d drank and feeling especially sleepy, even though a part of me wanted to stay awake and be totally alert when Tyler came calling… if he came calling, that is…

I glanced over at Kendra. She had already turned over on her side, facing the wall. I snuggled down into the soft, warm covers and soon drifted off to sleep.

Chapter Three

I don’t know what time it was when it happened, but at some point during the night, I heard the bedroom door squeak open and someone tiptoed in.

Tyler.

Even in my sleepy inebriated state, I’m sure it’s him.

My covers are pushed down and I’ve been tossing in my sleep, restless… needy. I’m lying half on my side, my waist twisted a little and my rounded ass sticking up just a bit. I’m wearing only my thin, short teddy–and no panties!

I feel Tyler draw closer. I can almost hear him breathing, deeply, and I feel his warm breath against my bare asscheeks. I can almost feel the heat emanating from him.

My pussy tingles and clenches like mad in anticipation of what he might do and a slow wetness forms at my tight slit.

The bed mattress gives way and the springs even squeak a little as he lowers himself onto the bed, straddling my legs and begins pleasuring himself above me.

A part of me can’t believe this is happening, but even in my cloudy state of mind, I know I don’t want it to stop. The truth is, I want it to go on and go as he takes it further and claims me while I lay there asleep.

He takes his time exploring my body, rubbing and massaging my shoulders as he makes his way down my back, getting a handful of side boob before venturing down and cupping my asscheeks in his big hands. At first he fondles my rear through the thin, silky material of my gown, then he pushes it up and kneads my fleshy ass, lifting and pulling my butt cheeks apart. Sometimes he lets his fingers trace my ass-slit, letting his fingers dip just inside my crack and trail down. Once or twice his fingertips grazed my puckered rosebud, and I thought he might insert a finger and move about inside me as if getting me ready for something much bigger, much harder.

I thought I felt the tip of his dick push against my ass. Just a gentle nudge.

I waited for more.

Since I didn’t wake up when he pushed against my rear, he apparently became braver and gave a hard shove, then another.

Soon he was inside my rear, thrusting into me, breathing harder… but he pulled out before he came.

I’m sure he didn’t want it to be over quite so soon.

And neither did I! Even though there was a little pain and a feeling of being overly stuffed, it was a first for me. I wanted to see how it’d feel to have him shoot his load deep inside my rear. That didn’t happen, but this was just the beginning.

And he isn’t finished yet. With slow, careful movements he turns me over onto my back and positions me face up, hands at my sides and legs spread wide apart.

He straddles me again.

Now his hands trace along my lips, then down my cheek to my chin before making me quiver slightly as his fingers brush down the side of my neck and come to rest atop my breasts. His hand comes to a stop center my breasts and pressed firmly until the material of my gown is nestled between my tits. It feels wonderful as he traces the outline of my boobs, then makes little circles around my hardening nipples.

But, even in my sleepy state, I want him to do more.

He does as he leans in. I can feel his warm breath just above my tits as he exhales and takes one of my breasts into his warm, wet mouth, suckling hungrily at the tit through the material of my gown. I swallow a moan and resist tossing in my sleep as he goes at my tits. He does this for a while, changing tits occasionally, and my pussy clenches as it never has before.

I suck in my breath but do not awaken as he catches the hem of my short gown and pushes it up, over my breasts, bunching it under my chin. Now he goes at my boobs again, suckling, nibbling the tips. He pushes my fleshy tits together, fondling and licking them. All the while his long, stiff cock is pushing against my entrance, and smearing my wetness.

He trails kisses down my stomach, and he hovers just above my pussy. I can feel his warm breath against the cool juices seeping from my slit. Mmmm. It feels so good, and I know it can feel even better.

He trails a thick finger along my mound, feeling my wetness, smearing it and dipping between my pussylips just slightly as his fingers move up and down my slit. I feel myself becoming wetter as he plays with me. Now he begins rubbing my engorged clit that throbs with my pulse, slowly penetrating deeper into my thick pussylips.

He leans in closer and uses his tongue, licking down the length of my soft, damp twat. With quick movements, he syncs the motion of his fingers with the quick flicking of his tongue as it darts at my little pleasure button.

Soon he brings me to the brink, but he doesn’t let me cum.

Instead he begins to back off.

I’m nearly awake now, just really drowsy, but I worry that if I move and let him know I’m not fully asleep, he’ll pull away and leave me hanging. Worse, if this happens, I’m afraid I’ll never get Tyler to fuck me with that big dick of his the way I’ve imagined.

When I feel him get off the bed, I panic, certain he’s leaving.

But then I feel him near the side of the bed, closer to my head. I feel him reach a hand out and turn my head to face him, then I feel something thick and hard pressing against my lips. I pretend I’m still deep in sleep as he pushes hard against my lips, and I slowly open my mouth and let his big dick slip between my lips. I feel him thrusting his hips, forcing his thickness into my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat.

He rocks his hips and shoves his cock in deeper to the point of gagging before pulling back out. Then he grasps a handful of my dark hair and starts to pull my mouth along his length as if I were giving him head.

He must find this incredibly exciting because I can taste a large amount of pre-cum seeping from the tip of his cock.

I suck on his dick as best I can without being too obvious, but he’s so damned thick. I end up mostly sucking the tip as he pulls out and shoves back in roughly, taking as much pleasure as he can.

While he face-fucks me, he plays with my body, tweaking and pinching my nipples. He also lets his hand drift down occasionally and finger my soppy snatch.

With the frenzy of movements and his fat cock filling my mouth, I’m fully awake now but feigning being asleep and the rush of excitement I feel sends shivers through me.

I hear his breathing deepening, almost labored, and I know he’s close to cumming. Now I know I can suck him to completion, and I’m ready to take his load deep in my throat when he yanks his cock free of my mouth.

Now in my foggy state, I’m afraid he’s going to leave without either of us reaching climax, and I slowly open my eyes and reach up and grasp at his forearm.

The sudden movement startles him and he takes a small step back.

“Don’t stop,” I plead in a soft voice. “I want you to fuck me.”

He only hesitates a few seconds, then he goes for it. He’s all in and moving faster, rougher and more aggressive than before.

With quick, deliberate movements, he pulls upwards on the taut flesh of my inner thigh, giving him open access to my wet pussy. He positions his massive cock at my slit, dips the tip in and smears my wetness before thrusting his hips firmly and shoving into me.

I cannot believe he’s in me, filling me up, and he’s not even all the way in.

Yet.

I do everything I can to contain my feelings, to keep from screaming out or squealing with relief and pleasure.

I’m soaking wet and ready, and he has managed to push his entire length into my snatch. Once there, his tip hits an erotic spot I’ve never felt before.

Deep inside of me.

I position myself to one side slightly so he can more easily pound me to orgasm. He pile drives into me, settling into a steady rhythm while he builds his momentum. He grunts and groans with every thrust.

I can feel my tight twat stretch to accommodate his considerable girth. It feels so damned good I want to rock my hips against him, bucking up off the bed to meet his force. I want to find his sexy lips and give him a blistering kiss while I clutch to him, raking my fingernails along his broad, hard muscled back.

I lift myself up slightly, but he pushes me back, stares down at me in the near pitch black darkness and shoves his cock into me once more, hard and balls deep.

Leaning in, his hard chest against my fleshy breasts, he lifts my knees upwards on either side of him. All the while he’s plowing me like something could interrupt us at any moment and kill his momentum.

And it could.

Because Kendra could wake up at any moment and catch us right there in the act.

I worry the noise will be too much even though Kendra is usually a sound sleeper and she had drank wine before bedtime as well.

But Tyler doesn’t seem to be bothered. He continues to pound me as he takes us both closer and closer to climax.

He’s banging me hard, striking my little pleasure center so precisely I know I’m close to orgasm, and I imagine he is too.

He’s making little grunting sounds, and I reach up and clamp a hand over his mouth to stifle the sound.

He continues riding me fast and furious until he can hold back no longer, suddenly he’s sputtering against my hand and shooting the first blast of his warm, creamy cum deep into my eager pussy.

Once the first spurt hits the target, I lose it. Everything unwinds as my sexual tension unfurles. My orgasm explodes, and I moan, trying to stay as quiet as I can while he continues to bang away at my pussy fucking me through my climax.

Once he’s finished unloading inside me, he rolls off and lays beside me, holding my body close to his.

“Enjoy it?” he asked, his lips against my ear.

“Uh-huh, you know it,” I whispered.

“It was fucking amazing,” he said, sounding pleased.

After giving me a little kiss on the lips, Tyler left, and I drifted off into a satisfied sleep sometime in the wee hours of the morning. When I awakened sunlight shone through the window and I threw an arm across my eyes to shield the light.

Kendra was already up and had just finished her shower, seeming none the wiser about what had happened between me and her brother during the night… and I wasn’t about to tell her.

***

Once we’d all showered and dressed, we met up in the kitchen for breakfast. After a few

The only appliance either of us knew how to use, we sat together at the breakfast bar eating awful boxed waffles and drinking shitty coffee that Kendra threw together. I sat beside Tyler, between him and his sister. He and I were laughing and cutting up.

Tyler and I played it cool, pretending like nothing had happened between us last night. Kendra was clueless, and I had a feeling Tyler wanted to keep it that way.

“There’s another party down the street tonight,” Kendra announced. “Liv just texted me.”

“Really?” Tyler sounded underwhelmed, but he looked directly at me and gave me a little cocky look.

I wondered if he was up for a second round of sleep sex tonight. I knew I was…

“So, are you going to the party?” I asked Tyler, already thinking of having his hands all over me.

He shrugged and smirked like a real dick. “I dunno,” he hedged. “I think I may have other plans.”

“Okay,” I tried to hide my disappointment. I turned to Kendra. “So what do you think? Are you up for it?”

“Mom and Dad’ll be back,” she worried, “but if they get back early, I’m all in.”

“Good,” I said, and leaned back, holding my mug of awful but steaming coffee between my hands, feeling the warmth and thinking of the warmth I felt between my legs last night with Tyler tonguing my pussy…

Tyler looked at me weirdly as I let my tongue lick along the handle of the mug. I smiled at him and didn’t say a word. I figured he’d get the hint.

But I’d just have to wait and see…

Chapter Four

After a night of heavy partying at a friend's house, Kendra and I staggered home to her folks place, which was, conveniently, just down the street from the house party. We staggered down the dimly lit street, leaving the noise of the party behind us as we made our way along the sidewalk.

Finally we reached Kendra's house, and made our way up the walk toward the front door.

We trudged up the steps, leaning on each other and giggling like naughty school girls and not the serious students of business economics we hoped to be when we started college.

We fumbled with the keys in the semi-darkness of the small stoop, each trying to get a hold of them, still giggling at our drunken antics. We carried on at this for a while, not caring that the noise we were making was echoing through the night, waking the neighbor's dog and sending him into a fit of barking at our nonsense.

We were sure we almost had the key in the lock when the door swung open and Kendra's brother stood there, half-asleep, hair tousled from sleep. He gave us a hard look, mumbled something under his breath, then suppressed a yawn as he stood there in his pajama bottoms, shirtless and looking like a sexy dessert I could eat right up!

I wanted to reach out and touch him and more, but I was too stinking drunk to do any of it.

Feeling the weight of my eyelids growing heavier with each passing second, I stumbled my way towards the living room just off the entryway. I bumped into something. Unfortunately, not Tyler, and I felt myself propelled forward, wondering briefly where I’d land. I suspected the hardwood floor with a nasty thud, but I landed on something soft instead.

And it wasn’t Tyler.

Not that he’s soft. Or that I’d want him to be. Truth is, that’s the last thing I’d want. The harder the better.

Nope, I landed on what felt like the sofa. I collapsed onto it, my body sinking into the soft comfort beneath me. With a contented sigh, I closed my eyes. I lay there for a split second, motionless, before I started to fade out towards complete unconsciousness.

While I was fading, I heard light, draggy footsteps going up the stairs. Kendra heading to her room. I didn’t hear a second set of steps on the stairs.

I wondered where Tyler had gone…

***

Sometime during the night, I heard heavy footsteps on the hardwood floor and felt someone closeby. Standing right over me. I figured it was Tyler wanting to go at it again, wanting another piece. I knew he got a huge turn on from me being asleep when he initiated things. Some guys, and even girls, find sleep sex hot. I know I do. Now that I’ve experienced it, especially with a guy so smoking hot I melt every time he touches me!

Anyways, even in my inebriated state, in a drowsy sleepy lull, I knew someone had entered the room and had come over to me and stood there.

All I had to do was wait.

It seemed to take forever before I felt two big hands pushing me over onto my back…

I vaguely remember my breathing going all funny as I felt someone's thick, rough fingers graze my skin as they trailed up my thigh. It felt thrilling, just being touched. I felt like I was caught in a deep dream state where I was aware that something was happening to me, but it felt like a dream. Motionless, I lay there and let the hands feel me up. In some sort of awareness, without actually thinking or remembering what he'd said earlier, I believe it is Tyler. 

He pulls my legs off the edge of the sofa and spreads them wide. His hands slide up my body, sending a shiver through me. He unbuttons my blouse and slips it off. Next he unfastens my shorts and slides them down, leaving me wearing nothing but my sports bra and pink panties.

He fingers me. First through the thin material of my silky panties. Then he slips a finger under the leg of my panties and makes direct contact with my pussy, discovering my wetness. He plays along my slit, smearing my pussy juice.

He pulls his fingers out suddenly, and I remember a sudden ripple of fear tearing through me, afraid he is going to stop. Then I hear him licking and sucking noisily on his fingers. “Mmm,” he hums.

Dirty. Just the thought of Tyler licking my pussy juices off his fingers made me want to cum for him.

He slips off my panties, slides them down my legs and off my legs. I hear him inhaling deeply. I imagine him sniffing my panties. My pussy clenches. I feel the wetness seeping even in my sleep.

Next I feel his hands on my bare shoulders, lightly caressing. Then his hands slip down and knead my tits through my bra. Oh, even in my dulled state, it feels amazing. I want him to touch my bare breasts, pinch and suckle my nipples.

As if he were reading my mind, he suddenly grabs the bottom of my sports bra and lifts it until he pulls it up, over my head and off. My full breasts give a little bounce as if begging for his attention.

And he goes right for them, giving them his full attention as he caresses them softly, then kneads them in his hands before finally taking a nipple in his mouth and suckling. He tongues my nipple softly at first then harder, even nibbling at the aroused tip with his teeth.

It feels so freaking good I moan in my sleep.

When that happens, he pulls back. But, then, as if realizing I’m still asleep, he swerves back at it and takes turns sucking one of my tits and then the other.

It feels heavenly, and I don’t want it to end.

But soon he is kissing my cheek before trailing kisses over and brushing his lips against mine in a soft but hungry kiss. Mmm. It’s nice. I want more, but I know there is time for that later… if Tyler sticks around after I wake up.

He pushes my thighs apart. I feel his warm breath, his mouth only inches above my mound. Mmm, so close.

He traces a finger around my mound, then along my slit, playing in my wetness. He lets his finger dip just inside, and even in my inebriated state, a part of me wishes he would shove it in and wiggle it about until I am so aroused I come and flood his hand with my juices.

But he just places his hands on either side of my mound and pushes my pussylips apart, giving me a few good licks of his warm, wet tongue up and down my aroused slit. Mmm. That’s so incredibly nice, and promises of things to come, bringing even sexier sensations surging through my body.

He fingers my pussy a bit longer while tweaking my excited little clit with his thumb. Oh, yeah. Then, when I least expect it is going to happen, he leans in and begins lapping at my pussy, smacking his lips at the taste of my flowing juices. The frenzied movements of his tongue and the excitement I feel almost bring me to orgasm.

But that’s when he pulls back, like he instinctively knows I’m about to explode…

He climbs onto the sofa, straddling me, one hard muscled thigh on either side of my body. Then he waggles his cock in my face, under my nose. I can smell the manly musk of him, and it makes me want to reach out and grab him and stuff his fat cock into my mouth… sucking it down my throat.

But I don’t. I know better. If I did that, I’d spoil the fantasy, and I can’t risk that. Not now. I want to cum. But more than that, I want him to cum inside me.

He holds his cock in his hand and drags it across my mouth, smearing my lips with his salty-sweet pre-cum. Yum. I part my lips slightly and let the tip of my tongue flick across his slit, and just as I did this…

He shoves his stiff, thick cock between my lips and pushes it into my mouth and down my throat while I am still someplace between fully asleep and nearly awake.

He thrusts his hips, fucking my mouth to get the pleasure he seeks. He keeps at this for a while, his breathing deepening. When he is making little grunts, he pulls out as if afraid he will lose his shit and shoot his wad right there.

I almost wish he had. Even in my sleepy state, I can feel my pussy clench like mad at having his cock in my mouth, his heavy balls bumping against my chin. The thought of having Tyler’s thick, warm cum flooding my mouth and throat thrilled me beyond belief.

The juices dripping from my pussy were proof of that.

He eases himself down off the sofa, and leans back on his haunches, taking deep, even breaths as if thinking the situation over. I wonder if he is thinking about not going any further, abandoning the whole idea right then and there.

But he doesn’t.

When his breathing quietens, he climbs back on the sofa with me and he lifts my legs, places them against his shoulders while positioning the tip of his cock against my wet slit, dipping in just a little at first. Then, with a guttural groan, he shoves inside me, filling my tight twat while stretching it even wider than before. It’s like he’s inside me for the first time.

“Fuck me, Tyler,” I say sleepily.

He only grunts.

And goes at it. He jackhammers into me like a well honed machine, slamming me back against the sofa. He’s like a man possessed, fucking me harder and rougher than our first time together a couple nights ago. He thrusts his hips like the tip of his stiff dick is trying to hit a target, and it does every time he shoves back into me. He hits my sweet spot again and again, driving me closer to orgasm. The friction between us is freaking amazing, and he keeps riding me he wild abandon while the heat between us rises… hotter and hotter.

By now I’m wide awake and reaching out to grasp his strong arms which are wrapped around my legs, holding me in place while he pounds me.

When he reaches a point where he’s grunting and panting, close to climaxing, he lets go of my legs and they slip down on either side of him. I wrap them around his waist and pull him into me deeper and deeper until he can’t stand it any longer and cums, sputtering streams of thick cum into my pussy, filling me up with his creamy, warm load.

He continues to bang me so hard that I finally lose it, too, and my orgasm erupts and then winds through me in a million directions as my juices flood, squeezing out around the incredible thickness of his rod. Our juices co-mingle and spurt out each time he rams into me.

When we finish coming, he pulls out of me. He lays against me, still breathing hard. After a while, his breathing calms as mine does and he leans in and gives me a deep, urgent kiss on the lips.

With that he gets off the couch. I reach for him, but he’s gone. Exhausted, I lay there enjoying the sensations still pulsing through my young body… until I drift back off to sleep…

Chapter Five

The next morning I awoke to find I was covered by a soft blanket, and under that blanket I was completely naked!

The smells of breakfast, toasting bread and bacon wafted in from the kitchen, and I was more than a bit relieved that no one was in this part of the house.

I raised up enough to see my clothes strewn on the floor in front of the sofa. I reached down and found my blouse, sports bra and my cutoff jean shorts.

But not my favorite pink panties.

I felt around and even leaned my head off the edge of the sofa, but my panties weren’t there. I ran my hand along the front of the sofa, under the edge, just in case my panties had gotten shoved beneath.

But I came up with nothing.

I lay back and dressed beneath the blanket, pushing it off to fasten my shorts and finish buttoning my blouse.

I stood and went into the hallway. Hmmm, I looked almost presentable. I raked a hand through my tousled hair and made my way into the kitchen.

Only Kendra’s dad was in there, and he was making breakfast.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Richard said with a wide smile on his handsome face.

I tried to smile even though I felt the effects of a hangover. “‘Morning,” I said, sounding sleepy and stifling a yawn.

“Looks like you’re ready for a good breakfast,” he commented.

I gave a half-shrug. I felt more like hurling, but I wasn’t about to say it. “Guess so.”

“Sit down, I’ll get you some juice, eggs, bacon and a couple pieces of toast.”

“Okay.” I slid onto one of the barstools in front of the island.

He took a plate from the island, turned back towards the stove and began plating my food.

That’s when I noticed something was out of place–or maybe I should say something was in a place it shouldn’t be.

Something pink.

My favorite pink panties peeked out the pocket of his jeans, just a sliver, but enough I could see that this was indeed my panties. I would know them anywhere, even in my best friend’s dad’s pocket.

I turned, holding the plate, saw my expression and immediately reached a hand to shove my panties deeper Into his pocket.

Our eyes met and locked.

His lips curved into a naughty little smile. Cocky asshole! Like father, like son.

A little ripple of excitement fluttered through my stomach. A secret thrill ran through me. He wanted me to know it had been him… and that he’d kept my soiled panties for a souvenir.

But I didn’t care. It had been an amazing night. I did feel a little stab of regret that my second encounter with sleep sex had not been with my hopeless crush Tyler. I thought we might have something special, but oh well, his loss. Truth be told, his dad is even hotter.

I’d had a huge crush on Kendra’s dad when I was younger, but I never dreamed I’d be with him or that it’d happen the way it did… and I had a feeling it wouldn’t be the last time he had his way with me.

At least, I hoped not!

the end

Thanks for Reading!

Also Read Book 1

In the Sleepy Series
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Sleepy For the Man of the House

Alternate Ending:

Chapter Five

The next morning I awoke to find I was covered by a soft blanket, and under that blanket I was completely naked!

The smells of breakfast, toasting bread and bacon wafted in from the kitchen, and I was more than a bit relieved that no one was in this part of the house.

I raised up enough to see my clothes strewn on the floor in front of the sofa. I reached down and found my blouse, sports bra and my cutoff jean shorts.

But not my favorite pink panties.

I felt around and even leaned my head off the edge of the sofa, but my panties weren’t there. I ran my hand along the front of the sofa, under the edge, just in case my panties had gotten shoved beneath.

But I came up with nothing.

I lay back and dressed beneath the blanket, pushing it off to fasten my shorts and finish buttoning my blouse.

I stood and went into the hallway. Hmmm, I looked almost presentable. I raked a hand through my tousled hair and made my way into the kitchen.

Only Kendra’s dad was in there, and he was making breakfast.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Richard said with a wide smile on his handsome face.

I tried to smile even though I felt the effects of a hangover. “‘Morning,” I said, sounding sleepy and stifling a yawn.

“Looks like you’re ready for a good breakfast,” he commented.

I gave a half-shrug. I felt more like hurling, but I wasn’t about to say it. “Guess so.”

“Sit down, I’ll get you some juice, eggs, bacon and a couple pieces of toast.”

“Okay.” I slid onto one of the barstools in front of the island.

He took a plate from the island, turned back towards the stove and began plating my food.

That’s when I noticed something was out of place–or maybe I should say something was in a place it shouldn’t be.

Something pink.

My favorite pink panties peeked out the pocket of his jeans, just a sliver, but enough I could see that this was indeed my panties. I would know them anywhere, even in my best friend’s dad’s pocket.

I turned, holding the plate, saw my expression and immediately reached a hand to shove my panties deeper Into his pocket.

Our eyes met and locked.

His lips curved into a naughty little smile. Cocky asshole! Like father, like son.

A little ripple of excitement fluttered through my stomach. A secret thrill ran through me. He wanted me to know it had been him… and that he’d kept my soiled panties for a souvenir.

But I didn’t care. It had been an amazing night. I did feel a little stab of regret that my second encounter with sleep sex had not been with my hopeless crush Tyler. I thought we might have something special, but oh well, his loss. Truth be told, his dad is even hotter.

I’d had a huge crush on Kendra’s dad when I was younger, but I never dreamed I’d be with him or that it’d happen the way it did… and I had a feeling it wouldn’t be the last time he had his way with me.

At least, I hoped not!

Turns out, that was the least of my worries.

Epilogue:

A few weeks later, I noticed I’ve missed my period. Oh shit!

I buy a couple of pregnancy tests. I spend my afternoon in the bathroom peeing on them, I get the news I’ve been half-expecting. I’m pregnant.

Hmmm, I wonder if mine is the first sleep sex pregnancy? Maybe.

But what really makes me wonder is who’s the baby daddy–father or son?

It’ll definitely take a DNA test to sort this out. Guess I’ll just cross my fingers and my legs and hope it’s Tyler’s!

the end

Thanks for Reading!
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