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A NONCON, Mind Control, DAD/Daughter Erotica Short Story.

WORD COUNT: 5800 words

BLURB

Somnus Nox App has been a success as a mind-control device for other purposes. Now, though, I wonder if it would work for my own personal project. Nina, my ballerina princess, consumes my every waking thought. Maybe my app will finally let me have her?

Somnus Nox Series Mind-Control Erotica #1
My office is my sanctuary—my safe place. When you’re a guy like me, with the... specific tastes I have, you need that.

My eyes track the gorgeous dancer flitting across my phone screen. With one upward swipe of my thumb, the video is transferred from my phone to the larger screen before me. Three monitors loom above me, all on platforms across my desk. The rest of the room is dark around me.

Everything is between me and the illumination of the screens.

Soon, it’ll be between me and the tiny ballerina.

Nina, nineteen years old, is the prima fucking ballerina in her freshman class where she studies dance, and I, as her devoted father, attend every one of her recitals. Of course, she doesn’t entirely know that the videos I take of her aren’t simply the actions of a proud dad.

No.

I’m watching those videos now and growing hard in my slacks. One of my monitors bounces a logo around: Somnus Nox, a blocky “S” in vibrant, neon blue with a slash-through that contains Nox in white cursive. I turn off the monitor. I don’t need any distractions, not even from the app that might actually make my plans a reality.

My erection grows as I track my eyes up her thin, muscled legs, leading up into that fucking tutu that barely conceals the leotard that hugs every part of her that I’ve yet to explore. Nina dances across the stage, the spotlights flooding her.

My daughter—my talented, gorgeous daughter. The pride of my life.

She lifts a leg elegantly and extends it, practically inviting everyone to look between her legs. I do—I do intently and hiss out a breath. Her eyes lock onto the camera, and I remember how she looked right at me at that moment last weekend during the recital. The world faded away—it always does when Nina looks at me.

Sometimes, it’s hard to goddamn breathe around her.

It’s like the moment she begins to perform, it’s for me—for her dad, whom she always boasts comes to every show and is always proud of her and sings her praises. I smirk at the screen, thinking of her friend from the ballet company telling Nina I was hot.

A total DILF, Nina’s friend had sniggered.

And Nina... she had looked back at me, and her gaze had landed a second too long before she cringed.

Had it been forced or not?

Either way, I didn’t care.

She had looked at me, and she hadn’t looked disgusted.

The bulge in my pants demands more attention, and I briefly palm myself. I catch a groan before it can slip past my teeth. I’ve held on for so long—I can go a little longer.

My desire for Nina has grown over the last couple of months. Her long, dark brown hair has been growing out in gorgeous curls down her back. She’d cut it all off last summer in a rebellious phase after we’d argued. Her breasts are small due to the ballerina figure she maintains, but I see how her nipples peak through her towel every time she runs from the bathroom to her room after a shower. I’m not a picky man with size; all that matters is that everything Nina has belongs to her.

I crave her. I crave my daughter, and I’ve come to terms with that through months of chasing this desire in the privacy of my office.

I’m fucking tired of keeping it a secret. Of stuffing my cock back into my pants every time she enters without fucking knocking. Of quickly swiping off a picture of her or a video of her latest performance.

No, it’s time.

She’s a big girl; she can handle this.

It’s time I actually do something about these goddamn endless hard-ons and raging desire. I don’t want the sweet dreams anymore; I want her body to be my reality. Pausing the video of Nina mid-pirouette, I switch to the Somnus Nox app on my phone. I clear through my three walls of passcodes and bring up the drop-down menu.

Nina’s Phone.

I click it.

Do you want to gain remote access? the app asks. Yes/No.

I overheard Nina on the phone before coming into my office. She mentioned something about checking out a dancer’s Instagram live who is supposedly doing some guided ballet thing, so I know she’s using her phone. Good. This won’t work otherwise.

The app buffers briefly before a green tick animates across my screen. I wait another minute before standing up. I pick up my earbuds case from my desk to block out the sound waves from hacking her phone and pick up a sleep-tracking watch for Nina.

After shutting down my monitors, I leave my office and go in search of my daughter.

I slip off my boots before I tread over the hall. Slowly, I go up the stairs, my palm gliding over the banister.

You can turn back, I tell myself. You can go back into your office and—

And what? Jerk off to Nina another few times, convincing myself I can fuck a woman I pick up at a bar and it’ll satisfy me? My tastes are dark. I won’t keep denying myself of them. No, I’m doing this.

I head upstairs and stand outside Nina’s door.

It’s open a crack, and I peek through. Nina had been at practice earlier today, having come straight home to shower, and she’s wearing the fluffy baby pink lounge suit I bought her for Christmas last year.

Her ass is raised, and her hands brace over her head in a downward dog position. Her hair hangs forward, loose and drying from her shower. I can’t help but smile. My hand clenches around the rubber band of the sleep tracker before I knock mockingly.

“Nina?” I call out, knowing she won’t answer me. “Can I come in?”

I laugh to myself, entering my daughter’s room. It’s wide, swathes of white and soft pink everywhere, like a goddamn candy cane. But pink looks good on her—fuck, it looks amazing on her.

She’s facing her bed, her hands and feet sinking into the plush white rug beneath her. I want her spread out on her bed, but the rug works, too. I move around her, adjusting myself in my pants, until I walk around to see her face. I crouch in front of her.

Her soft, brown eyes are open but not wide, and her lips part as if the workout has been slightly exerting.

“Hey, baby,” I say, brushing my knuckles over her cheek. My cock twitches at the lack of response. I brush her hair back from where it hangs over her shoulders. Nina does not even flinch—she remains placid with a vacant stare. Just in case, I glance at her phone on the floor next to her. There’s a flashing red coming through her camera lens that lets me know that Somnus Nox is connected. Her phone screen itself has turned black, and the simple words Somnus Activated flashes.

My daughter is utterly under mind control.

I look back at her.

I smile.

I don’t want to try the voice command yet; instead, I lean over to slip the watch around her tiny wrist. 

The tracker beeps to life, counting her heartbeats.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

Everything looks normal. Her heart beats at a standard sleeping pace, and I snap my fingers in front of her face just to check. Nina doesn’t even flinch.

“Good girl,” I tell her quietly, my voice shaking in the room. I clear my throat, laughing at my own nerves.

I’m not nervous—I’m not.

Somnus Nox is a mind-control app I’ve been working on for many years. I’ve already earned millions from licensing. And if I want to test it on a personal project...

There’s nobody to stop me.

Not even Nina herself.

Time to test this, I think to myself.

I sit back on the edge of her bed, my legs parted. At this angle, it looks like she’s looking directly at my erection. God, what I’ll give to have her mouth buried on it, desperate for my cock.

“Strip,” I command her, testing the compliance. “Strip, and then twirl for me like the pretty little ballerina you are.” My voice is almost mocking.

Nina’s body begins to move, and for a second, my own heartbeat spikes at the thought that she’s moving of her own accord, but her movements are robotic. I can’t help my satisfied smile as Nina begins to unzip the fluffy lounge jacket, revealing the strappy crop top beneath, baring her pale, small waist.

Her tits never press together, they’re too small, but her nipples perk with the cold air as soon as she tugs the crop top over her head. My cock jumps as I watch her, my mouth going dry.

“That’s it,” I encourage, as if she can understand me properly. “Now, the pants. Turn around, and show me that ass.”

Nina drops her jacket and crop top to the floor. I kick it out of the way, taking in every inch of freckled skin. Her hands fall to the waistband of her lounge pants, and she begins tugging them down. I’m fucking salivating when she finally reveals the pretty, black thong she’s wearing beneath.

I chuckle under my breath. “Fucking naughty,” I mutter. Beyond this day, I know that the knowledge that Nina wears thongs will never leave my mind.

The pants are kicked off, and she turns around to show me that perfect ass that barely jiggles as she tugs her thong off, dropping it without performance.

“Twirl,” I remind her.

Nina’s body immediately snaps up into a perfect line, her arms lifted above her head, her fingers meeting to form a circle. She rises up on her tiptoes and executes a perfect twirl, her hair splaying out around her.

Her body is utterly bare to me, and I can barely contain myself.

“Stop,” I command.

Nina does immediately, the front of her body facing me.

She’s fully shaved between her legs—a precaution, likely, given her skimpy ballerina outfits. I can’t help but reach out to trace my index finger over the smooth, shaved skin. It feels so smooth and fresh. I shudder, pulling my hand back.

I lean back, my hands braced behind me, as I look my daughter up and down.

Her eyes bore into mine—not seeing but rapt with attention, as her controller.

“Will you answer me, Nina?” I asked, cocking my head. “Will you say yes, Daddy, when I ask you to?”

Nina’s head bobs in agreeance, that vacant look still on her face.

I can’t help myself from smacking her thigh. “Good girl. I’ve been watching your videos, Nina. You’re pretty fucking impressive. No wonder they give you the goddamn leads in every performance. I like the videos. They’re my little personal...” My eyes rove over her. “Treasure trove.”

But nothing compares to her body, like this, right in front of me.

It’s wrong—I know it’s wrong—but I’ve already begun slipping into the dark hole of my desire. I want to ride it all out.

“You were doing that yoga pose, weren’t you?” I ask. “The downward dog. How about you do that now?”

Nina does, and I can’t help my astounded smile. This is working; it’s truly working. Her body easily folds back into the pose, her hands outstretched to enhance her balance. Her tits hang a little, and my eyes track over her spine, down to the pussy that’s facing me. I want to bury my face in it.

My stomach clenches.

Why am I depriving myself? I have her right here, at my mercy. I slide my hands up her waist, skimming the back of my knuckles over her hipbones before brushing her ribcage. I keep my eyes on her the entire time, watching her expression. I want to imagine how she might react if she was not under my control.

The pleasure contorting her face, the lip bite, the moans she would try to stop herself from making.

Her breasts fill my palm, and I roll her nipples between my fingers, letting them slip between the gaps between each finger. I imagine her breath catching, her trembling muscles as she holds herself perfectly still. I knead the small mounds before I drop my hands.

“Stand up.”

Nina does.

“Stretch out your leg. Lift it up towards your head.”

She does, flexing those ballet muscles, her feet perfectly arched. I look right up the lines of her body, catching another glimpse between her legs. I’m fully hard now.

“Look at that, Nina,” I tell her. “Look what you do to me. Aren’t you going to tend to it? Crouch down. Worship your father’s cock, Nina.”

The words spoken aloud have me aching with need, especially when she squats before me and gives me that empty-eyed, glassy stare. But her lips are full and plush, and I curse. Nina drops her face into my crotch, mouthing needily over the bulge in my slacks, passionately enough that my thighs tighten.

“That’s it,” I groan. “Rub yourself over me.”

And she does. Her lips pull back, smearing spit all over my pants, and I’m so hard it hurts. Seeing her get herself messy, get me messy, makes me want more. I press my thumb to her lower lip and push it past her lips, pressing down onto her tongue.

“Show me what you’ll do to my cock,” I say. She suckles on the tip of my thumb enthusiastically, her eyes staring up at me with a small smile. 

Beautiful, I think. Retracting my thumb, I replace it with my index and middle finger, and slide them into her mouth. I hit the back of her throat, feeling her tongue jerk beneath the pads of my fingers. I pull them out and back in.

“You’re doing so good for me,” I tell her. “Suck my fingers like you suck those boys’ cocks. Those useless college boys. They can never please you, can they?”

Around my fingers, she muffles a refusal, her head shaking.

“They’re so fucking pathetic. They can’t please you—not like I can, sweetheart. You need a real man. Yes?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she mumbles and looks at me as though she’s genuinely wrecked by the way I’m thrusting my fingers into her mouth. She tastes them, and the glisten of her spit on my digits only makes me wonder how her come will look on my cock.

Not yet, I discipline myself. I can’t rush this.

“Come sit on my lap,” I coo at her, patting my thigh once I settle on her bed. I need her weight on my cock, even if I won’t fuck her yet. “You can do the splits perfectly, baby, I’ve seen you do it a thousand times. How about you do that on me, right here?”

Nina nods, her vacant face twisting into a sort of hazy smile. Soon enough, she extends one leg over my lap before lowering her crotch right over my own. I groan as her groin meets mine, and the friction has me twitching. She stays perfectly still, which allows me to retain a semblance of control.

I’m heated, fucking almost gone. My own self control is holding on by a thread. I can have her do anything I ask. Something curls through my stomach, dark and demanding. Take it further.

I do.

The command is past my lips before I can think on it.

“Get that pretty mouth on my cock,” I command Nina. I slide out from between her split legs, moving deeper into her bed. My hands are already on the buttons of my slacks, undoing them quickly and tugging out my erection. It springs up, curving up against my stomach. Fuck—the way Nina just watches me, her eyes hazy with the mind control, her body still, waiting to enact her command. I grasp my cock in my fist.

“Stay like that,” I tell her. “Just lean right over and suck me off like a good girl. You know how to answer, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she says, her voice monotonous, but I don’t care. I care about the words, the fact that her body is mine to control. Nina leans down, and as she does, I guide her mouth to the tip of my cock, my hand grasped around her chin. My thumb drags over her lower lip a moment before she wraps those plump, full lips around me.

I have a perfect view right down the length of her back, taking in her shoulder blades that jut out. There’s something about this angle of her ass, the way it curves, and I nearly come right then, right as soon as her mouth touches me.

Months—months, I’d fucking dreamed of this, and now that it is here, I’m not about to waste my chance to fully indulge.

“Blow me,” I command. “Nice and fast, but don’t make me come. Pull off when I tell you.”

“Yes,” she says, her voice beautifully robotic, and I know she is truly hooked on my every word. I smile at her, almost tenderly, before I roughly push my cock past her lips, sliding right along her tongue with a long hiss.

Her movements are fast, enthusiastic in their pace.

“Keep your eyes open,” I tell her. “Look at me when I fuck your mouth.”

Her eyes flick up to me, her lashes framing that soft, brown color. She has my eyes, and something about that has me bucking up into her harder.

“Moan like a little bitch,” I tell her. “Moan like you want my come.”

And she does. An action is an action; I didn’t think Somnus Nox would fully allow me to have control over her pleasured noises, but a whimper and a broken moan in one slips out from Nina. The sound is utter heaven.

“Beg for it,” I tell her, my voice thinning the more she blows me.

She pulls off, gasping. “I want your come,” she begs, her voice high and desperate. “I want it so bad.”

“God, this app is fucking amazing,” I groan, jerking my hips faster, chasing the wet heat of her mouth, dragging the head along her tongue. She is a fleshlight, my own personal toy. I grasp her head, forcing it harder down onto my length. The tip of my dick hits the back of her throat, and she gags, but still, she bobs her head at her own pace, still that fast speed I had commanded at the start.

I almost fucking cream at how enthusiastic she is.

“All right, all right,” I moan out, looking down at Nina. Her hair tumbles forward, almost concealing her. I tuck the length of it behind her back, holding it in my hands. “Stop. Keep your mouth open.”

She does, and I slowly slide myself in and out, giving myself a few more minutes.

If I only get to do this once, I want to make the most out of it.

Who knew my own daughter could give blowjobs that felt like heaven itself?

“Stay in that position,” I order her, and she does—of course she does. I move up and off the bed. My chest heaves with short breaths, and I check Nina’s pulse on the app. It’s high but relatively normal; mostly as if she is having a vivid dream.

I circle her, taking in the expanse of her muscled back, those shoulder dips, her slender arms. Her legs effortlessly remain stretched out, and she is still leaning over, her mouth parted, just waiting for another cock to slide right in.

“You’re beautiful,” I mutter, crouching down behind her.

And there it is.

That pretty pussy I have dreamed about, fantasized about, never daring to let myself think I can have—but it’s right there. And whatever my mind control app had the limits of, it allows her body to react.

A sweet glisten coats her folds, and I take my time spreading her ass cheeks, looking at that puckering hole—but no, I want that wet heat. I want her orgasm—I want to claim her.

“Are you a virgin, Nina?” I ask darkly, laughing. I know she isn’t. I have heard her enough times when she thinks I haven’t. I’ve waited outside her room, lingering on my way to the office.

But now those noises are for me.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Don’t lie to me, now.”

“No, Daddy.”

I slap her ass, delighting in how she doesn’t even pull away—she can’t.

“Don’t lie to me again.”

She can’t react, anyway, but I pretend that I’ve cut off any protests when I lower my face, inhaling her scent. She smells of her raspberry and coconut shampoo—delicious. Her skin is heady with it, and I can’t help biting down on the flesh of her ass, groaning. Slowly, I stroke my cock as my lips press to her pussy.

I won’t drag this out. No goddamn way. I want to hear Nina scream—I’ll command her to scream.

“Fuck,” I mutter against her folds, feeling the arousal gathering on my tongue. It’s sweet, musky—everything I want. “You’re so wet. You know who you’re wet for, Nina?”

“You,” she answers.

“Say my name.”

“Alex.”

She has never called me anything other than my paternal title, but hearing my name spilling from her lips has me squeezing the base of my cock.

“Nina,” I moan, diving back in to taste her.

I part her folds with my fingers, spreading her pussy so it’s open and ready for my tongue to dip in. I slide it into her heat, my groan muffling against her skin. I feast on her, closing my eyes. Like this, she doesn’t have to be my daughter, and this dark, twisted desire doesn’t have to writhe because I already know that one go of this won’t satisfy me.

I eat her out with vigor, fully feasting myself on her. From behind, I keep her spread, my hands wandering over her ass cheeks, trailing down her thighs. God, what I would give to feel her shiver beneath my touch, out of mind control.

Yet this...

This power—being done when I say we’re done, even having this chance at all... It’s intoxicating.

Nina maintains her split position, and I wonder briefly if her legs will ache when I release her from the app’s control.

My tongue thrusts in and out of her pussy, swirling down to her clit, around her folds, and feel her arousal pooling at the base of her entrance. I swipe it between my fingers, spreading her further. I move my mouth, kissing her folds, and suckle on her clit.

“Moan for me,” I command her, and immediately a long, drawn-out moan escapes Nina. “Toss your head back. Make it real performative. You perform plenty on that stage. Show me some of that.”

And she does—her moans are perfect, like a goddamn pornstar I watch incessantly online, trying to jerk off my desires into oblivion. It never works, but now it doesn’t have to. I have the object of my desire, and she’s mine.

Nina throws back her head, her back arched.

God, she makes my cock ache.

“Count down from ten, and when you’re at zero, you’re going to come for me,” I tell her. “And you’re going to scream like a goddamn bitch in heat. You’re going to scream my name. You’re going to give me all the reactions your body usually has when you think of orgasming for all those douchebags in college that I warn you against dating. Yes?”

“Yes.” The acceptance comes out in a whine as if she truly wants it.

I feast on her, suckling her clit, licking my way up and down her folds. I bite the highest part of her thigh that leads towards her core. I can’t help palming myself, my heartbeat thrumming.

“Ten,” I begin. “Nine...”

“Eight,” Nina continues. Her voice is broken. “Seven...”

I close my eyes, lapping at her juices, still trying to fathom that I’m eating my daughter out. It’s wrong—fucking sick—but God, if that isn’t the damn allure.

I slide one finger into her. “Fuck, you’re so tight, Nina.” I laugh under my breath. “The amount of times I’ve heard you getting off, those delicious sounds I hear from this room... I’m surprised, baby.”

I go slow on her but add a second quickly. I curl them into her as she continues to count.

“Four,” she moans. “Three—”

I suck hard on her entrance, thrusting deeper with my tongue.

I add a third, and her muscles shake. I don’t know if it’s her impending orgasm or the position I have her locked in, but I can’t stop running my other hand over those trembling muscles. Her thighs quiver, her stomach tensing.

My fingers curl deep inside her, all three stretching out her pussy, and she hitches a breath.

“One.” She finishes with a cry, and I pair it with a hard dive into her heat, flicking her clit. Nina brokenly screams as her body shakes apart, her orgasm crashing through her. Every time I crept at her door, watching her with her hands slipped past her waistband. Every time I heard her secretly masturbate in the shower, thinking she was going unheard. Every time she sat an inch too close to me on the couch, and I had to adjust myself discreetly...

It all comes down to this perfect moment of her screaming my name.

I need to make a note that her body is reacting and that she feels all this pleasure. This tech is fucking incredible, I think.

I catch it all—every last drop that spills out of her as her orgasm continues to wrack her body. For so long, I have thought her climaxes are muted, small things, but now I know she has just concealed herself from me.

She isn’t quiet; her reactions aren’t small.

My daughter is a whole tornado, and I’m swept up, aching, my balls heavy with the need to empty myself after being in her.

But her tracker is beeping, her heart rate picking up insanely high. This isn’t a dream anymore—her stats are higher than I expected, and I blink at it for a moment, happily surprised. But then Nina’s body jerks of her own accord, without a command, and I realize the orgasm has nearly been strong enough to break the mind control.

Fuck.

I stroke down her back, relaxing her.

“Breathe,” I command her, testing the control. She does. Immediately, her body sags into deeper, relaxed breaths. So I need to tweak that on the app—it needs a stronger grip for intense orgasms.

And just one of Nina’s climaxes isn’t enough.

I need to bury myself in that tight heat.

“Arch your back some more, baby. Yeah, just like that,” I tell her.

Her body moves smoothly, almost too smooth for me to believe it’s not her own actions. For a second, I let myself fantasize. She’s willingly presenting herself to me. That girlish giggle would be for me, and she’d bite her lip, brown eyes gazing at me as she begs and begs for my cock.

I moan, stroking myself. For a moment, I catch myself in her vanity mirror. Me, more than twenty years older than her, braced over her with my slacks shucked down my legs. My daughter, my music box ballerina—pristine and perfect. 

I position myself against her entrance, sliding right into her. Her tight heat immediately envelopes me, clenching around my cock. I grip her hips, feeling the bones beneath her skin. I bottom out in her, fully sheathing myself in her.

My hips press to her ass, and I shudder.

“Moan for me again,” I tell her, and I’m rewarded with that same elongated noise as if I’m bestowing her the utmost ecstasy.

“Who’s making you feel good?” I ask her. “Say my name.”

As she does, I slam into her, my hips thrusting wildly, chasing the orgasm I know I deserve to be rewarded with.

“A-Alex,” she cries out, and it’s almost her normal voice, almost breaking the control again, and I grit my teeth, forcing myself to go slower. When the tracker stops beeping again, I fuck into Nina harder and faster.

“That’s it,” I gasp out. That hot, wet vise around my cock brings me closer to an orgasm already. “That’s it—so fucking good.”

I rut into her helplessly, my own moans mingling with hers. I don’t believe in being quiet with pleasure. Sex is a gift—it is divine, and I can’t get enough of it. I’m always loud, whether I have a partner or my own damn hand.

“Do you hear me at night, too?” I ask her, knowing she won’t answer. “Do you hear me moaning for you when I can’t control myself any longer?”

I imagine her gasping yes or even no, becoming more intrigued.

Fucking goddamn it.

I slam into her harder, my grip on her hips loosening. In my head, I’m punishing her for not coming to me herself, for making me make this sort of move without any certainty on her part.

I have the ultimate control.

Her back is spotted with freckles, her spine something I can trace my fingernails down. But I don’t. I slam into her, filling her with my cock.

“Don’t worry, baby,” I drawl. “If this works out, this won’t be the only time Daddy will fuck you. I know you want more, I know.” My voice is condescending, mocking her need for pleasure when her walls clench around my cock like a vise.

And fuck, I need her orgasming on my cock, but I can’t risk an even more powerful second orgasm waking her up completely. If Nina wakes up, it could risk my own climax. It could risk everything.

I grip her like a sex doll and bury myself in her, over and over, chasing that friction and heat. My cock jerks inside her, and I’m close—close—

So, so close that I can’t help running my fingers over her asshole. It puckers, fluttering around my touch. I spit harshly on her hole as I spear my cock in her pussy. My fingers get to work in her ass, just exploring, in time with my thrusts.

“That’s my girl,” I snarl out and hasten my ruts.

“Fuck!” I cry out, my stomach tightening as my orgasm punches out of me. I wrench myself out of her pussy, my cock pulling free of that vise, and I grasp my own length before stroking wildly. Nina has my precum already dripping out of her.

I fist myself a few more times before coming with a cry, spurting all over her back. I gasp out, bowing over her, bracing myself over her prone body with a hand splayed in the length of her hair. I keep her pressed to the bedsheets.

I smear my climax over her skin, admiring how well she wears it, vowing to one day try anal with her. This will not be a one-time thing—fuck no.

Then I pull away, tuck myself back into my slacks, and fasten up.

Moving away from her, I grab the towel she left on the floor after her shower and wipe her back. I don’t want to see the evidence go, but I can’t exactly leave it. I smooth my palm down her back in my wake once more before I toss the towel over my shoulder and pull back her sheets.

I maneuver her body beneath the sheets, tucking her in, almost sweetly. I place her phone on her bedside table, and lastly, I take off the tracker.

“Goodnight, Nina,” I whisper before leaving her room.

I make my way back to my office, pulling out my phone to deactivate the app. It’ll leave her in a state of slumber for a while, so I know I’m safe, and she won’t come knocking.

But still—I’m jittery, excited from the mind-blowing orgasm I just had in the most mind-blowing circumstance.

I want to go back there; I want to bury myself in her pussy all over again. I want her taste to never, ever leave my tongue.

I want her.

I begin pacing in my office, going back and forth, my mind reeling. I take proper note of the adjustments I need to tweak to consider fast heart rates and try to focus on that, but God, the possibilities are endless. She obeyed every command without hesitation. There wasn’t even a fight of freewill. No moment of conscious thought.

I feel like a god, limitless and powerful.

Having Nina so pliant and laid out like that for me...

My cock, limp now, aches in the reminder.

My phone begins to ring, startling me. “JORDAN,” the contact reads. I swipe my phone up, accepting the call. We’ve been in talks about expanding the market of Somnus Nox, and Jordan—well, he’s a dark guy like me.

His own daughter is gorgeous, and he’s not shy about voicing it. We confide in one another—if I drag him down, he takes me with him, and vice versa. We entrust each other with the same secret.

“Jordan, hey,” I say into the phone, and he laughs.

“Damn, Alex. What’ve you been doing? You sound rough.”

I laugh, wondering how to broach this.

“You know how we... enjoy our tastes?” I ask, knowing he’ll understand.

“Yeah?”

I pause. “I used Somnus Nox today, and it got me thinking. What if we branch into the sex market? Think about it. Time freeze porn—videos, real life, clients—whatever the fuck anyone wants. We can have ultimate power with this, man.”

“Alex, what’s going on?” Jordan asks, laughing. “I’m fucking into it, but what’s inspired the new direction?”

I stare at the video of Nina, paused on my screen monitor. “You won’t believe what just happened. Grab a cold one, Jord, because it’s about to be good.”
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A NONCON, Mind Control, DAD/Daughter Erotica Short Story with double penetration (toy), anal and SOMNO.

WORD COUNT: 6400 words

BLURB

When Alex tells me about his recent test, my mind can't rest. I'm rich, powerful and can have whatever and whoever I want. But there's one thing that has always eluded me. Sweet, sensitive, book-smart Layla is everything a father like me could ask for. And I want her. Bad. Something about Layla that makes me... primal. Maybe the app can finally give me what I want?

Somnus Nox Series Mind-Control Erotica #2
You won’t believe what just happened. Grab a cold one, Jord, because it’s about to be good.

I nurse my coffee as I think over my conversation with my friend and colleague, Alex, from several days ago. Alex has been my ride-or-die since Somnus Nox got up and running, and the longer we’ve known each other, the harder our loyalty to one another grows.

And that is only shown by what Alex told me over the phone—and God, he’d been right. It had been good.

I fucked Nina, I recall his confession. She was... Hell, Jord, she was so pliant. So good. She was begging for me, every command working as we always hoped it would.

He’s been brave to test it out, risky, but goddamn inspiring, and the thought of Somnus Nox’s abilities hasn’t left my head since. Yes, we could expand into porn—goddamn, those sorts of videos would rack in millions of views—but I want my own snatch at the prize.

If Alex can reap benefits, then why not me? After all, it’s my bank account pushing Somnus into every phase, every development, and every experiment. Without me, there would be no Somnus Nox. That thought buries in my chest, building my ego to the height I damn well deserve.

Is it possible? Does it work? Alex could have experienced a fluke, a one-off advantage of a glitch. Too many things could still go wrong. Did I dare even think about trying it, too?

If Alex can fuck his daughter, then who’s to say I can’t reap the same benefits?

I grin to myself as I pull out my phone and open the Somnus app. I tap through the homepage and navigate to the page that requests all the data of the person being put under the app’s command.

The tweaks have been programmed. Alex’s recount of his evening with Nina also included feedback for the app—that her heartbeat nearly brought her out of the sleeping state. It made sense when he told me that one app can’t control every different person’s internal biology and brain chemistry. I’d begun working with him immediately on a tweak where we added data input—weight, height, medical issues, and any other diagnosis that might make someone less susceptible.

I scroll through the list of required data, my thoughts churning. Everything I want is within reach, and now that I’m faced with it, I can’t help but feel a thrill.

I’m not the only one with my perverted thoughts. Mine and Alex’s secrets are tangled, intertwined with loyalty and trust between us. Hey, man, I want to talk to you about something, and I sure as shit don’t think I can tell anyone else. But you’ll get it, Alex, you’ll get it. I’d told him that at a bar in downtown Brooklyn months ago, just after Christmas.

I knew it then.

My daughter, Layla, had come trotting down the stairs in heels tall enough to break her ankles if she stumbled once, her lithe legs and muscled thighs shaped perfectly. She’d worn a pink elf-style dress with white fur lining the neckline and cuffs of her sleeves. The dress had been from the year before and had hugged her bustier figure. Her chest had pushed at the gaudy large red buttons decorating the front of the dress, and I’d gotten so drunk that year at Christmas that I couldn’t see straight—couldn’t see her.

But my daughter has remained in my mind ever since, the way her ass had bounced perkily as she spun in that damn Christmas dress.

It’d festered in my head ever since. Her name has been falling from my lips every time I jerk off.

I push a hand through my dark hair, messing it up before I hurriedly fix it.

Just one taste, I tell myself. Just one, and then I can go back to normal. I’ll go fuck my wife and tell myself I’m content.

I try to ignore the question in my head: will it be enough? Will just one taste of my own daughter be enough? She has burrowed into my dreams and my desires, and I can’t help but go feral at even the thought of seeing her every day.

I look up from my app to see the door ahead swinging open, and Layla’s face appears in my vision. My stomach clenches as I ease a grin onto my face and wave.

“Dad?” Layla asks when she gets into the car, throwing her bag to the floor in the front passenger seat. “I thought Mom was picking me up today.”

“Backseat,” I tell her as she goes to get in. “You know the rules. Mom’s busy with your brother.”

She rolls her eyes. “Whatever. You want to tell your twenty-year-old daughter to sit up in the back like a kid? Nah, Dad, c’mon.”

“When’d you get so backchatty?” I ask, laughing, as I pull away from the curb and drive towards my house—the Greene house, where we’re a normal family, and nobody knows the darkness that festers in my head.

“Since I picked up books,” Layla mutters. “Actually, since you taught me how to pick up a book and read.”

“That I did.”

She goes quiet for a moment, and I can’t help but glance sideways at her, taking in the short dress she wears for college, the very reason I usually delegate her to the backseat, so I can resist my urges. She has tons of these things—thin wool, collared clothes, that I’ve paid for her whole life. She wears tights beneath, and for a moment, all I can think of is ripping those pesky things to get to her skin.

The camel-colored dress hugs her figure as she puts her seatbelt on. I clear my throat and swallow.

“I got you into college, didn’t I?” I pick back up on the teasing. “My cleverest girl.”

“I got my dad’s brains.” She flashes me a grin, fixing her dark curls that tumble down her chest.

“Yeah, you did, baby.” I smile at her as I continue to our house, my thoughts drifting back to the app still open on my phone, face-down on my thigh. I can’t help but wonder if she’s gained a little weight lately with all the pizza-study sessions she’s been doing with her ‘fave gal pal’ or whatever name she pretends to call the boy she’s been seeing.

“I was just kidding at being surprised, by the way,” she said. “You know I love it when you pick me up. Before Mom’s... hecticness kicks in back at home, I like this alone time, just me and you. Thanks, Dad.”

I love the time we get, I think as I nod at her. And I’m sure I’ll love the sexy alone time we’re about to have.

“No problem, Layla. You wanna grab a burger or something on the way home?”

She snorts, a sound she thinks is ugly, but I love it. “Yeah, especially if you’re cooking tonight.”

“Hey.” My tone is sharp enough to have her quieten into obedience, biting her lip. The chastised look goes right to my cock, and I breathe deeply, trying to compose myself. “Anyway, how was college today?”

“It was good,” she answers. “And yeah, to burgers, for real. I have my thesis to start planning for.”

I notice her watching me as I turn the wheel with my palm, effortlessly sliding us into the lane to pull off for the burger joint I always take her to, our own place, away from everything else. Her eyes quickly avert when I catch her.

“What subject did you pick? I want to know what my smart girl is doing with her time.”

She loosens a laugh that has my dick jerking once again. “God, you’re so nosey. It’s like you think I’m not studying or something.”

I give her a long look, but she rolls her eyes. “Again, I’m twenty, Dad. I can do whatever I want.”

“You damn well can,” I agree, my voice softer.

And then Layla launches into a rundown of her thesis, and for a moment, I’m struck by my little girl, whom I took to the library on the weekend, grown into a woman set to graduate college in another year or so. For a second, I want to tear off her glasses, bend her right over the desk she works from home, and try the app.

But no, not yet.

Instead, I pull into the burger joint.

It’s all going to be okay, Layla. You’ll see what Dad can do for you.

***
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AFTER THE BURGERS ARE finished, Layla sucks grease off her fingers, and I can’t look away quick enough. We drop off the trash soon after on our way back to the car and head home.

“Wait, let me put my bag in the back,” she says, snatching up her bag before leaning to drop it into the back.

As her shoulder brushes mine, her scent envelopes me. Vanilla and caramel, a smooth mix of decadence that I can’t help my mouth watering at. I swallow back a groan and look skyward. I should have let her mom pick her up; if so, I could keep my composure for another hour or so.

Instead, my mind swerves to the app, even as guilt gnaws me.

I know there and then, when I feel her fingers grip my shoulder as she shifts to grab something from her bag before she leaves it in the backseat, that I’m going to use the app. Her dress shifts higher, and I get a flash of black panties.

How do I do this? I think. The app prompts either mind control of wakefulness or slumber. I want my girl’s eyes open on me when I pleasure her, but... having her sleeping will be less messy.

“Fuck, those burgers were filling.”

She groans, tugging at her dress.

“Language,” I tell her.

Layla laughs, her sweetness dropping for a moment as she looks at me. I take my eyes off the road for a second, and it’s enough to send me reeling. “Your mouth is dirtier than mine. Don’t play.”

I’m utterly undone by her statement.

I’ll show you how dirty it can be, I promise to her mentally.

As she rights herself in the front seat, I click the option for mind-control sleeping and slide the pair of earbuds I’d prepared for her out of my jeans pocket.

Layla misses nothing. Of course not. “Woah, are those the new model?”

“Yup,” I lie easily. “Want a go? We’re not releasing them yet, but you can be the first to try them.” Her eyes widen excitedly, and she eats my lie up so easily as she reaches for the earbuds. “Here, let me queue up this song for you to listen to and try them out.”

Her hand brushes mine as she takes them from me and places the earbuds into her ears. She settles back in her seat, a small smile on her lips. “All right, I’m good to go.”

“Yes, you are,” I whisper. I press play on the popular song I’ve prepared for her to listen to. The music sounds normal to unsuspecting ears, but it is embedded with Somnus’s mind control waves. Her brain signals will pick it up, and soon, she’ll be asleep in my passenger seat, utterly at my mercy.

I smirk, looking at the road as I get nearer to home.

“Woah, Dad, I know this song,” she laughs, her voice rising over the song in her ears. “I didn’t know you were hip.”

“There’s a lot you don’t know about me,” I mutter, knowing she can’t hear me. Louder, I say, “just enjoy it, baby.”

Gradually, her eyes begin to slip closed, getting heavier and heavier. I watch her at every red stoplight, the excitement in my gut growing and growing. Her hands drop to her sides, her body slumping in the seat as her entire being succumbs to the effect.

Alex told me that the effects of Somnus Nox’s control lasts for an hour. He’d conducted a whole experiment period with field tests, and then again since his involvement with Nina. However, that was only on sedentary targets, willing subjects wanting to be paid to undergo the control. Girls with bright eyes and nervous giggles, and men trying to contain erections—all of them, erotic at the thought, without even being there for sexual purposes.

But this...

The sound waves will end in forty-five minutes, and I’m already racing against the clock. The pop song plays dimly in the car, igniting my excitement as I try to focus on driving, knowing my daughter is going under only inches away.

My daughter, with those full breasts and gorgeous thighs, will be mine.

The streets race past me as I hurtle back towards our house. I need to put the watch on her—I can’t forget that. It’ll tell me when she’ll wake up. I’ve already texted Alex to let him know I was going to do this today. He’ll be watching, I know. He’d grab the data we need from my... experiment. Because that’s what I tell myself it only is as I drive home. My family’s home, where my wife and other children live with me and Layla. Where, to everyone, we are normal. We are happy.

Where, to my wife, we are normal; we are happy.

I swallow and place my hand on her thigh.

“I meant to grab the gearshift,” I mutter, already preparing my lie in case Layla wakes up. But she doesn’t. Her thigh quivers beneath my touch, and I release a shaky breath. I laugh; I don’t even have a gearshift.

“Gotta lie better, Jord,” I tell myself. God, so many things could go wrong.

But—I hesitate, looking at my daughter, slumped, asleep. So many things could go right.

I don’t have enough time to enjoy looking at her yet. I’ve already pulled into my own driveway, thankful that things were going according to plan, and my wife isn’t home yet.

“Hey, baby,” I murmur to Layla, coming around to her side of the car and scooping her up in my arms. We live in a gated estate—fuckin’ mansion, my wife loves to say—and no eyes are on us here, so I’m safe to carry my limp daughter into the house and straight up to her room. No staff are working, and the house echoes with a thrilling excitement.

As I lay her on her bed, I check my own watch. I have about an hour and a half before the rest of my family comes home for dinner.

I grin. Good job we ate burgers so Layla can rest after I’m finished with her.

I know this isn’t just an experiment, no. I can tell myself that if it helps me sleep at night, if it helps whatever shred of conscience I have left—will have left—but I’m only kidding myself.

I want her. I want my own fucking daughter so badly I can’t risk her being awake for me to take her.

I think of the lingering gaze on my hand when I turned the wheel. Is it possible...

I can’t let myself hope. I just have to move. God, my hands shake. Time’s of the essence, and I can’t afford another moment lost to my own doubts. I’m spiraling out of control, feeling too rush, utterly unprepared.

“Come on,” I mutter to myself. “You’ve waited for this for the better half of the year.”

I tear off my shirt. I want her hands on my bare skin. I want to feel her nails dig into me without any material separating us. But I’m about to unbuckle my belt when I remember the damn watch. Can’t forget that.

I dig into my pocket and pull out the watch I brought with me. In a moment of tenderness, I put the watch on her wrist. From there, I glide my hand up the inside of her arm, just feeling over the soft skin. I brush over her inner elbow, tap over creases in her skin, and push her dress sleeve over her shoulder.

“You think we still don’t know about this, huh?” I ask her even though she’s non-responsive. Exposed is the tattoo she thinks is her best-kept secret. It’s a book encased in a ring of fire, as if she knows that her smarts is her power in life.

I smile, tracing over the tattoo. Rebellious little bookworm.

My daughter has the smile and eyes of an angel, the heart of a librarian, and the soul of a rebel.

And I love her for it.

“Let’s get this off, shall we?” My fingers traced the color of her corduroy dress. I bought it for her birthday two months ago, watching her twirl in it and thanking me. I’d been thanking myself ever since that day. One by one, I undo the buttons that go right down the center of her dress, letting the material slide either side of her body to expose her fully.

Layla has her mother’s complexion: tanned skin, brown eyes, dark lashes, and freckles. Her body is a masterpiece of full curves and stretch marks that I want to lick and drive my tongue through the valleys.

My gaze lands distastefully on the shapewear she uses, and curl my lip. “None of this, baby. You’re beautiful as you are. You want to wear these tight little dresses that show your ass? Then show yourself off. You don’t need a flat stomach to wear them.”

I take off her front-clasping bra, my hands still shaking. I keep an eye on the time. Her breasts spill out from the bra, plush and inviting. Slowly, I bury myself in them, pushing them together so I can suckle either side of her cleavage. I move across to swirl my tongue around her left nipple, moaning quietly at the way it hardens so immediately beneath my attention.

With my other hand, I slide down her stomach, brushing her waist, grab the curves there, and feel the thicker skin around her hips. All the more for me to hold onto in the future should I get her to ride me. God, the thought of that has me hardening even more in my pants. They’re still only unbuckled, half sliding off.

I need my cock free. I need it pressed against her body, even if I don’t fuck her today.

I crave her—I have this... this possessive need to sink my fingers into her skin, drag my touch over her, mark her, claim her, let everybody know Layla Greene is mine. I rake my blunt nails over her torso, watching the pale pink lines appear. Her body twitches as if aware of me there, aware of what I’m doing, but I check her watch to find no signs of her waking up.

“I know it’s wrong,” I whisper to her, brushing my touches along the waistband of her shapewear. “But I just can’t help myself, baby. You’re too beautiful. You have your mother’s complexion, but everything else is from me. The perfect mixture of us both, my Layla. I took my time thinking about doing this. That makes it better, right?”

My words are muffled into her neck, and I’m growing so damn desperate to take her. I stand back for a minute, yanking down my pants and boxers, leaving myself naked. Harshly, I tug at the shapewear, growling my disproval.

“Listen to me when I tell you that you don’t need any of this bullshit. These are for rich assholes who feed into women’s insecurities.” I remove the garment, careful not to tear the spandex. Roaring desire swells in my head, building and building, demanding more from me—more from her.

“This body, baby,” I tell her, “it’s everything to me. Don’t be covering it up.”

I’ll make sure my daughter remains uncovered right here, in our secret moment.

I kiss up her navel, taking time to leave light bites littered all over her skin, not hard enough to mark but fuck, I want to. Instead, they’re pale things, here for my viewing, but they’ll be gone by dinnertime.

I lick along her collarbones, nosing along her shoulder, brushing a kiss over her knuckles, a twisted rendition of a lover’s worship. Beneath anything tender is something darker, hungrier. Something that wants to bite and never let go. I suck on her nipples, each one lavished with attention and then move my face lower. Nuzzling along her hips and thighs, I leave a harder bite, easily concealed, on her right, just where the skin starts to grow thinner on the inside.

And then I let myself look at the mound between her legs. I’ve seen it before—opening her bedroom door too fast before she covers up, but those flashes were brief. This time I get to shamelessly look at her, take more time to pull her folds apart, and find what will make my daughter tick.

Except when I move my hands over her pussy, I brush something back. My cock jumps; everything stills. My fingers slide further, finding the jeweled base of a butt plug. It’s hugged tightly in her hole, the puckered rim clenched around the shaft that’s nestled inside. My mouth dries, and I’m wild with desire looking at her.

A fire tears through my stomach as I simply look just a moment longer. Her open, slick folds, as if she’s already responding to my touches. And then the pink jewel in her ass. I tug it, finding the delicious resistance, her tight ass wanting to keep it in.

“Who knew?” I tease her. “Do your friends know how naughty you are, Layla? The quiet, sweet girl, liking butt plugs? Do you wear this most days? Those dresses are short, baby. Do you want everyone to see this hole?”

I look up at her, her slack face in slumber, so peaceful. My sleeping angel. I pull on the plug again, watching how the shaft pushes at her rim right before it slips out. But immediately, something drips out after it, and I frown. Who the hell was fucking my daughter and plugging her with his come?

I glare at Layla. “Who is he, hm? Who’s the man doing this to you?”

It should be me. I should be the only one allowed to do this. Fuck whoever claimed her here first.

A surge of jealous hatred sparks through me. Hatred for whatever nameless asshole has bent Layla over some disgusting bathroom counter, pinned her to a stall, and had her moans muffled. 

“You don’t deserve whatever treatment you think this guy gave you,” I mutter. “You deserve comfort. True, slow attention. You deserve what he did not give you.”

The jealousy overrides my guilt, blissfully wiping it out. It whispers to me. It whispers that my baby girl needs a man to properly show her how to be treated, how to be fucked in comfort, how to be indulged in pleasure.

I swipe away the come dripping out of her ass, not wanting any mixture of mine and his. No, my girl will be filled with me, and me only. Yet I can’t help but wonder: how long has the plug been there? Was she fucked only minutes before I picked her up? Did she think of me driving towards her as it happened? Did she tell the guy to be quick because I’d be there soon? The thought of me being in her head during sex thrills me, only to be replaced with the image of her ass being fucked by someone else.

With a snarl, I let my fingers explore her pussy again. I smooth my touch over her folds, spreading her own wetness.

“Did he even make you come, or did he just want a fleshlight to bury himself in?” I growl, slipping one finger into her and quickly adding another. She stretches easily for me, accommodating. “Did he even prepare you properly?”

The wet heat around my fingers has me groaning. It’s time I stop depriving myself. I curl my fingers deeper into Layla’s pussy, and gather some of her arousal on my other hand. I wrap my own fingers around my cock, aching and hard now, and start slowly stroking myself. I don’t want this to be over too quickly, but I know I can’t hold on for long.

Soon, Layla will wake up, and I want to try to complete what I want to do with her before that happens.

Fuck, she’s gorgeous. As I finger her, her breathing grows shallower, her stomach moving up and down with her labored breaths. Her mouth is open in sleep or pleasure, a little gasping sound coming out of her. It excites me—it’s like a subconscious part of her feels exactly what I’m doing, and for now, her reactions are subtle but there.

I slide my fingers slowly in and out of her, curling them inside, finding that spot most idiotic boys can’t find. If they did one minute of research, they would. I’d never leave Layla wanting, aching with an orgasm she never got to achieve.

“I’ll have you coming so hard, baby, I’ll ruin you for other men,” I promise. “You won’t know it’s been done, but they’ll leave you unsatisfied and wonder why. You’ll wonder why only your dreams satisfy you.”

I bite my lip as I palm over the head of my cock, and wonder: does she dream of this while asleep? Does she dream of what happens, thinking it’s purely a sleep-induced dream? Will she wake up wet? Will she think of it through dinner, blushing and avoiding my gaze so I can’t read her filthy thoughts?

“What would you think,” I drawl, “of your father fucking you?”

I flick my fingers inside her, stretching her out. I can’t help my own moan, remembering I don’t have to be quiet. Layla still has the earbuds in, and the house is still mercifully empty.

“I want you to come, Layla,” I tell her. “Come on Daddy’s fingers.”

I speed up my strokes, matching the fast thrusts I pound her pussy with, and soon, her hips are twitching and her mouth falls open as if genuinely reacting to her orgasm as it hits her. I almost cream myself at the sight of her orgasm face, reduced through the slumber. Alex had said something about commanding Nina to express how she was feeling at the moment, but that had been wakeful control. I wonder if I can do the same with Layla.

I clench the base of my cock as I slide my fingers out, swallowing at the sight of her own come collecting at the base of her pussy. I taste her on my fingers, groaning. I don’t have time to eat her out and do everything I want before I either climax or anyone comes home. I can’t ruin this.

“Let’s see what other naughty things you have in here,” I purr at her, pulling away only for a moment. The bedside table is convenient; it’s the first place I look. Inside is a pink dildo, some fantasy-looking thing, as if it was the cock of some creature from her books. I smirk, pulling it out and finding lube alongside it.

I think about lubing it up, but... her pussy is so creamy with her release that I’m hard-pressed not to use that.

Slowly, I push the dildo inside her pussy, watching as her folds accommodate the stretch. It’s wide, with a slightly flared base. Layla’s breath hitches as I bury it into the knot-like flared part, pushing even further. I know the ridges must feel good, and I can only wish I had her moaning freely, as freely as she may have moaned for the guy who fucked her ass.

As I thrust the toy into her in rhythmic circles, I quickly grow too antsy of time running out. I need to replace the toy. Pulling the dildo free, I press it to her puckered asshole, pushing in. The toy is shiny with her own wet pleasure and slides in with some resistance but not enough that makes me stop. The sight of her stretching rim has me going insane. A curling heat swirls through my stomach, and I lay Layla on her side so I can press my hips against her, her back to my chest. My hips keep the dildo in her ass, and I press my cock to her pussy.

“I’m going to make you feel so good,” I groan as I enter her. God, the heat is like nothing I’ve known. She’s so fucking wet, and I press my head to her shoulder, breathing shallowly for a minute. I need to stop myself from coming there and then, especially as her walls flutter around me, tightening like a vice.

I go slow, gentle, only letting my hips do slow circles into her, until soon, I’m building the pace, rutting into her fast. The rocking of my hips moves the dildo in her, pleasuring her in both holes. If she was awake, the pleasure she’d feel would be immense—so, so overwhelming, being filled in both ways. I can almost feel the dildo through the thin walls of her pussy.

“Fuck,” I curse. Everything is too hot, too tight, exactly as I need it—want it. “You’re doing so good, baby. You’re taking my cock so well.”

I go faster, panting as I fuck her, and think of filling her up—leaving her so utterly fucked out she’ll be confused when she wakes up. But no, I want her properly pleasured, not left like some whored-out mess.

Still, the thought has me moaning loudly as I find an angle that has me seeing heaven.

I clasp her neck with one hand, holding her to me, angling her head so I can look down at her. My mouth messily moves over her jaw, and I growl into her skin, my hips pistoning. My other hand goes to her clit, finding that little round bud that I know will drive her crazy. Her hips kick in response to the sudden, fast stimulation.

My ears ring, and I know I can’t hold on for much longer. My orgasm crests and I snap my hips hard to chase it. I continue assaulting Layla’s clit, unrelenting with my touch, and breathy gasps punch out of her over and over.

“That’s it,” I groan, tightening my touch on her neck. “Come for me again, baby.”

And she does.

A gush of wetness hits my hand where I’m rubbing her clit, and I gasp down at the sudden flood. She’s... fuck, she’s squirted, her body betraying her in slumber, knowing the reactions I crave. She’s helpless to the orgasm I lavish upon her.

“Fuck,” I moan brokenly, “you’re so fucking sexy.” I let out a breathless laugh. How am I meant to not claim her now? That roaring in my head and my ears grows louder. I’ll be ruined for anybody after this. My wife, anybody else I hook up with—I’ll be goddamn ruined. Her gushing arousal has me changing my mind about where to finish. I can’t just soil her chest or skin—I need to mark her from the inside.

No, I need to prove that I’m worth more than any bastard who fucks my daughter.

I pull out of her pussy and gently but quickly pull out the dildo, replacing it with my cock. I choke on a groan as soon as the walls of her ass suck me in.

She’s mine, I think with a snarl as I have enough restraint to manage a few short ruts into her ass. Within seconds, I can’t help but release into her ass. I gasp out, my eyes rolling back at the tight heat. Fuck—fuck, I can’t even think. Her ass clenches around me as if greedily keeping me all to herself. My thoughts grow foggy, my mind dizzy.

I sigh, pressing my face into the back of her neck, finding it sticky with sweat. She smells of sex. Of me.

I inhale her, closing my eyes as I catch my breath.

But a noise jolts me out of the bliss I’ve found. Layla’s watch is beeping, going off with wild alerts that drag my attention to Layla’s face. Her eyes shift beneath her lids, and her moaning is different. It’s not the soft, sleepy noises she’s been making all this time but moans that sound real, louder.

“Shit.” The orgasm we both had was too much, and she’s about to wake up.

I move myself quickly, releasing my cock from her ass. My come drips out of her like it had before—but this time it’s mine, it’s the evidence of me claiming her. I slide the plug in, satisfied. I smile to myself, knowing I’m plugging her with my own climax when she thinks it’s another guy’s.

Rolling off her bed, I grab the pajamas she took off that morning and dress her quickly. I throw on my own t-shirt, fasten my pants back up after hurriedly yanking them up my legs, and snatch up my belt without worrying about putting it on.

I go to leave Layla’s room quickly, but I spot the earbuds in her ears and the watch.

My chest clenches as I unclasp the watch then take out the earbuds. I’m putting them back in their case when Layla’s eyes open sleepily, only a squint of a look. She’s smiling, her head half turned to me, and my breath catches. My mind blanks, but I don’t need to think on my feet, for Layla turns and falls back asleep.

I don’t waste another second, seizing my chance to leave her room. As I go downstairs, I fix my disheveled hair and pour myself a heavy drink. I lean over the counter, groaning past the tightness in my body. There’s a clench of nerves, but the syrupy release from sex that I let myself bask in for another moment as I breathe.

God, I’ve done it.

I’ve fucked my daughter.

My mind flashes with the memory of sliding into her heat, and I shudder with desire.

I can’t think of anything but her squirting all over my hand, and regretfully wash my hands before I take my drink into the living room. I collapse onto the couch, tipping my head back, imagining Layla up there, dreaming.

That was the most exhilarating thing I’ve ever done. Fuck, I can’t stop replaying everything in my head. I can’t believe I went through it, and I can’t help my responding smile. Laughing disbelievingly, I shake my head and drink deeply. My phone rings and I pick it up.

“Yeah?”

“Jord, you dirty bastard.”

I snort and hear Alex laughing.

“I was watching the whole thing live,” he tells me. “Well, in terms of the data coming through in real-time.”

“Pervert.”

“Yeah, yeah, tell it to the next man who cares. Anyway, any tweaks need adjusting? I noticed her heart rate spiked too high a few times. You nearly got two wake-ups.”

“I only spotted one,” I tell him, wincing. “We gotta sort that out, man.”

“Already on it.”

“Alex,” I say, hesitating. “When she wakes up...”

“My Nina is none the wiser,” he says. “She was confused, sure, but she doesn’t know what happened. She probably thought she forgot about masturbating or something. Layla will be the same, Jord. Although... if you don’t want her to be, I’m sure we can—”

“No,” I say quickly. “No, I don’t.” Again, I think of her watching me drive. And then the way she’d smiled up at me moments ago as if she knew—as if it was our secret. I swallow and drink again. “Alex... it was—”

“Amazing?”

“Yeah,” I breathe out. “Fuckin’ amazing.”

I groan, letting my head fall forward, giving myself into the beer.

“I want to use the sleep feature after I make more tweaks,” Alex informs me. I can already hear the happiness in his voice. “No way is this a one-time thing, right?”

There’s a knowing tone to his voice.

“Right,” I agree, wholeheartedly knowing it can’t be one-time. “I want her again.”

“You’ll have her,” he promises. “I gotta go. Nina’s got a recital tonight.” He gives a dark laugh, and I grin.

“Have fun,” I mutter, and we hang up.

A voice in the doorway makes me jump as soon as I set my phone down. “So, you finally did it, huh, brother?” I jerk my head around, finding my younger brother, Kyle, leaning in the doorway, watching me. “You got the one thing you could never have.”

“Want a drink?” I ask instead, standing to move to the kitchen.

But as I pass him, Kyle presses a fist into my chest, his eyes meeting mine. We’ve both shared this sordid secret for years, and Kyle shares mine and Alex’s particular tastes. He looks half desperate as he asks, “Did it work, Jordan?”

I hesitate. “Yeah. Yeah, it did.”

Kyle grins at me and nods. “I’ll take that drink, then.”

“Good. You’ll want to because you won’t believe what happened.”
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A NONCON, Mind Control, DAD/Daughter Erotica Short Story with threesome, bisexual, FF action.

WORD COUNT: 6400 words

BLURB

I've had a taste of both my daughters when they were asleep, but I want to have them at the same time. A naughty little threesome with my mind-controlled twins, get them to play with each other and with me. So when my brother, Jordan, reveals the capabilities of the app he funded, I can finally make the threesome a reality... Alex also wants data from this session to continue tweaking the app, especially the intense aspect of a threesome. Maybe I can contribute to science while enjoying both of my girls at the same time?

Somnus Nox Series Mind-Control Erotica #3
The concert noise blares through the Downtown Academy Arena. Sweat hangs like a mist, and I laugh aloud as the crowd moves in tandem.

“I want to see you all get your lighters in the air!” the artist, an indie rock singer, yells. Her arms are decorated with tattoos, her brown hair long and free for her to bob her head back and forth when the guitar breakdowns come.

“Dad, I don’t have a lighter!”

Mauve, my twin daughter, catches my attention. She looks frustrated as she watches my other daughter, Lani, pull out her lighter that I pretend not to know she has or why. Lani thinks she’s smart, smoking out of her bedroom window at home. She snaps the flame on, illuminating the septum piercing she’s recently had done.

Lani flashes me a wicked smile—the sort that weirdly reminds me of my older brother, Jordan. The smile of someone who knows they go against the grain and don’t give a fuck.

I quickly dig out a lighter and hand it to Mauve.

“Thanks, Dad!” she shouts over the music, leaning on her tiptoes in those ridiculous pink-heeled Barbie-like shoes. After pressing a kiss to my cheek, Mauve turns back to the stage and snaps the lighter on.

It highlights the peachy gloss on her lips and the sparkling eyeshadow over her lids that match the subtle lashes she’d carefully applied back at the hotel. Her winged eyeliner is underlined by another line of sparkling pink, and my body tenses.

The artist fades into the background as I gaze at the two of them, their side profiles like goddamn yin and yang. I don’t even notice the song ending, or the lighter pressing back into my pocket.

For their nineteenth birthday last month, Lani asked to go to this concert in the sketchiest part of town and get her septum pierced. Mauve had asked for killer heels and a downpayment on the pink convertible she’d had her eye on since she learned to drive two years before.

I almost resisted; I like the duty of ferrying both of them to and from places. I’d thought the car would take Mauve further from me, but in fact, it hasn’t. If anything, she always invites me on late-night shopping trips and diner ‘dates’ that she names fondly, and I swallow the tease like nicotine.

Where Lani is a black aesthetic, oversized boxy shirts, and chains hanging from her cargo pants, Mauve is pink sparkles and short skirts that barely cover her ass. Even their hair is different. Lani sports a dark, wavy wolf cut hanging shaggily over her shoulders, a fringe falling in her eyes, with one side shaved. Mauve is her more girlie counterpart. Plastic clips slide into her blonde hair, and the rest are pulled into pin-straight pigtails.

My daughters are so very different, and I love every inch of them both.

The concert buzz washes over me again, tugging me away from my thoughts for a brief moment. For me—a former deadbeat until my brother, Jordan, dragged me out of the pit from adolescence to my early twenties and got me back on my feet as head of a construction company—having my two daughters at my side is a gift I have never stopped being grateful for. Back then, nobody would have looked twice at me. Now, pushing forty, I have Lani and Mauve, and I adore them.

Only...

I have a secret I can't tell anybody. Well, anybody but a select few.

I am an attentive father, yes, but I’ve become more so since two months ago.

Now, I notice everything, talk to my girls more, and have them stay at the dinner table longer. I’m taking them to concerts, the movies, friends’ houses, and restaurants. I’m living the life I always wanted, spoiling my girls.

And in more ways than one.

I swallow hard as I recollect only two nights ago, when I’d cursed into Lani’s pillow, having spilled myself all over her ass, my daughter with her jaw slack, eyes closed, asleep, and under my control. The night before, I’d eaten Mauve out while she had sprawled against her headboard, slumped and asleep.

Somnus Nox. What a glorious, beautiful fucking thing, I think.

But tonight...

Tonight, my girls and I will be in a hotel room. I can't get away with sending only one under without the other, so I know tonight I’ll have them together, pushing the limits of mind control.

Tonight will be the night I don’t just use them both, but I’ll use them under mind control while they are awake. I will see Mauve’s doll-like made-up eyes blinking up at me, her glossy lips pouting. I will see Lani’s sharp gaze soften in pleasure as she looks at me.

After I talked to Jordan, I knew this was what I wanted. It’s come at the right time. I’m growing more and more desperate every time I steal into one of their rooms, choosing between my two princesses. I don’t want to choose. I want them both at the same time.

“All right, I want y’all singing loud enough to blast this roof off, yeah?!” the singer cries, breaking me out of my thoughts.

I startle, and Lani laughs loudly, digging her elbow into my side. “Dad! Pay attention, damn!”

“I gotcha, baby,” I laugh. “Your old man’s tired, y’know.”

Lani tips her head back, exposing that gorgeously sharp jawline I know she obsesses over having, and laughs loudly. Mauve has a softer, rounder face, and I adore pinching it, but God, if Lani’s looks don’t grab me by the cock, too.

“Old,” Mauve giggles. “Dad, you’re younger than Uncle Jord!”

“You sayin’ I’m good-looking for my age, princess?” I tease.

“Shut up and listen!” Lani cries out, unable to keep laughing. She’s flushed and I can't look away for a second. Lani blinks at me as if wondering why I don’t look away before she turns back to the artist, her smile softening.

“Hey, she’s good, right?”

I look around at the male voice shouting over the music, interrupting their singing. A boy loiters near Mauve, crowding her. I wait for Mauve to ignore him and brush him off, but all I see are her cheeks flushing, her finger twirling in her hair as she nods at the question.

“What’s your favorite song so far?” Mauve asks, her voice rising.

“It had to be Everything. Yours?”

“Oh, for sure, mine is Lover!”

“You’re gorgeous,” the boy tells her, giving her a raise of his brows. “You staying around here after the show?”

“Hey.” I can't help the snap that comes out of me. “She’s enjoying the concert.”

The boy snorts, leaning in close to be heard. “What are you, her dad?”

“Yeah, actually.”

“Jeez, you get taken by Daddy to gigs?” The question is aimed at both girls. Lani steps forward, but I get there first.

“Right, because it’s better to be standing there alone. How about you fuck off and let my girls enjoy their night?”

“Dad, it’s fine!” Mauve squeaks, tugging on my hand, but I only glare at the boy coming onto my daughter. I won't stand here watching her be harassed like that, especially when I saw her eyes soften when the boy approached her. 

No, I think. I will not let her be taken from me like that. Not on my watch. Not today.

“I won’t tell you again,” I snarl, pushing closer to the boy. “She’s not interested.”

“Chill, man.” The boy raises his hands, backing off. Once he is gone, Mauve tugs again on my hand.

“Daddy!” she all but shouts, pouting.

“Just want you to have an uninterrupted experience,” I tell her, pressing a light kiss to her temple. Fatherly, I assure myself. That’s all. But the way she whined Daddy has gone right through me in a shudder.

“Dad’s right,” Lani says. “I’m not standing here watchin’ you flirt with some loner.” She snorts as the lights go down and the music lulls.

The crowd roars as the singer strums her guitar. The strobes go crazy as she delves into a riff, and her band begins to play behind her.

“New York, thank you so much for coming out to watch me play tonight! This is my last song, and this one is Catch Me Out. I want to feel the energy tonight, so put your arms around those close to you. Share the love, share the energy, everyone! Get those lights in the air!”

As one, we each dig out our phones and flick on the torches, raising our arms in the air.

I have one arm over Lani’s shoulders, and the other rests on Mauve as I sway with my phone in the air. They press in close to me, their perfumed scents colliding in a heavenly combination. Mauve’s fruity perfume, Lani’s jasmine and sandalwood. It’s heady, mouth-watering. They are mine.

I feel the lines of their bodies pressing against me. Mauve’s fingers curl into the back of my t-shirt, and Lani’s slight swaying has her ass pressing into my side. Their touches go right to my cock, hardening me.

I force myself to breathe and try to calm down. If they feel me like that, how will I explain it?

“Daddy,” Mauve purrs in my ear, and I bite back a groan. My stomach tightens with heat. “Thank you for tonight.”

She presses a messy kiss to my cheek, leaving a smudge of glittery gloss.

I can't even answer her, my throat constricting and my cock rock-hard.

Lani catches my gaze on my other side, her eyes flicking to Mauve nuzzling into me as if clinging to me. She grins, laughing, shaking her head.

Thank God it’s dark, I think, as both of their focuses turn back to the stage. Thank God they don’t know anything.

As they sway together, surrounded by the concert energy, I can't stop thinking about what will happen later on tonight.

***
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THE HOTEL IS ONLY A short drive from the concert venue, and throughout the whole drive, I have two excited daughters talking amongst themselves. I’m content to just listen, enjoying the difference in their voices. Mauve is jumpy and excited as she talks in long, fast sentences; Lani is more breathless, a subtle appreciation for her night.

I wind the windows down, watching the breeze toy with Lani’s waves out of the corner of my eye.

“Did you enjoy it, Dad?” Lani asks me, glancing to the side after they’ve discussed their favorite songs, what they thought of the supporting acts, and what other concerts they want to go to this year.

“It was amazing,” I tell her. “But the best part was getting to see it with my girls.”

“We’re nineteen now,” Mauve pointed out. “Practically women.”

“We are,” Lani deadpans, turning to look at her sister. “Which is why I don’t want to see you flirting with random guys.”

“I wasn’t flirting!”

“Damn right, you weren’t.” My voice comes out in a growl I don’t entirely control, and silence settles over the car. I cough, glancing out the window for a second before I press my foot harder on the accelerator. “Sorry. Protective Dad mode activated.”

Lani snorts.

If only you knew how protective I am of your body, Mauve. It doesn’t deserve dickheads like that guy back there. Men who only want one night with you before they discard your beautiful body.

“Loser,” Lani teases.

“Watch it.” I give her a stern look. She only returns one of no fucks given, that has me oddly aroused. Something about my girl speaking back to me turns me on. For a minute, I toy with the thought of her wanting me as much as I want her. Of her backchatting me during sex, of her begging for punishments.

Swallowing my thoughts back, I turn my focus back to the road and race to the hotel. I need them—now.

Soon, we’re pushing open the door to the hotel. It smells like perfume and makeup and the cologne I’d sprayed before leaving for the concert. Out the corner of my eye from the girls’ room within the suite, I spot a pair of black lace panties balled up next to a long sleep shirt. A pair of short pajamas, pink and satin, next to fluffy pink slippers, is on the other side of the bed. The difference in my twins stops me once more. Once, I thought they did it to differentiate stubbornly between themselves before realizing they just were different.

“All right,” I said, “anybody taking showers?”

“Nah,” Lani says, disappearing into their room. I hear the clink of a bottle. “I’ll deal with that tomorrow. For now, Mauve can enjoy my sweaty body.”

A jolt goes through me at her words, knowing she doesn’t mean it in the way I’m thinking.

“I’ll skip, too,” Mauve speaks up. “I’d prefer to freshen up before breakfast tomorrow instead.”

“How about shots then?” Lani appears in the doorway of their room, looking out at me and her sister in the living room of the hotel room. “Loosen up a bit before bed?”

I can definitely do with some loosening up. My stomach knots with nerves that I haven’t felt since...

Since I don’t know, really.

Jordan has always been the most confident between us. I’ve always been collected and sure, but not overly sure of myself.

Anything could go wrong. Jordan and Alex have tested Somnus Nox, but not on two girls at once. What if one wakes up? What if they both wake up? Alex assured me they won’t—that he’s tweaked the app, especially for me with them.

Greedy, Jordan had teased, leaning into me wickedly. Wanting both your kids.

I shoved him away with a scowl, but several days later, I received a text that said, "Enjoy, brother."

And I fully intend to.

“I’ll do shots,” I say, surprising them both. I’ve never been a strict dad, but I’ve always drawn lines with discipline if needed. I shrug. “As you both said, you’re adults. Let’s fucking do shots.”

“Yeah!” Mauve cheers, sitting cross-legged around the glass coffee table. Lani joins us, and when Mauve shifts, I see through her skirt to the white panties she’s wearing. Lani places three shot glasses and a bottle of vodka. Messily, she pours, and I watch her deft, ringed fingers as she pushes my glass towards me.

“Down in one,” she instructs. Together, we do, wincing and groaning at the burn.

“Christ, Lani,” I mutter. “Where’d you get that? It’s lethal.”

She shoots me a sly grin. “Strong, too.”

I know alcohol will only enhance the app’s control over their minds. I’ve already sussed that one out and reported it to Alex, so I encourage them to do another one.

We do a second shot together, and Lani laughs at Mauve, wincing at the burn. She pouts, and I can’t help noticing the remnants of the liquid glistening on her lips. I want to suck it right off. I want Lani to drink the vodka straight from my mouth.

“Another?” Lani asks.

“Hit me,” I tell her, slamming my shot glass back down, meeting her eyes. She eyes me back as if it’s a challenge. She pours another one. Mauve opts out.

“I take after Uncle Jord,” Lani tells me. “I can handle my alcohol.”

“Then you don’t know very much about him,” I snort, downing my shot. “He didn’t tell you about me back in college.”

That gets their attention, and I delight in it. “Yeah, I was drinking every night. It got pretty intense, actually. But I can hold my alcohol, darlin’. It’s your uncle with the weak tolerance.” I flash a grin, one that I see reflected in Mauve as she watches Lani and me.

“Were you a player, Dad?”

“Yeah.”

It’s a short, quick answer, and it surprises Lani, I can see. Even Mauve looks surprised.

“I’m not a romantic,” I tell them, laughing. “I was a fuck and run sort of guy. It’s why I’m protective of you both so much. Keep you away from men like me when I was younger.”

“And not anymore?” Lani pushes.

Well, if the game is playing you two, then yes, I think.

I smile mysteriously and stand up. “I’m going to freshen up if you two aren’t.”

I leave the room and hear their conversation continuing, switching back to talking about the show.

Instead of stripping off for my shower, I connect my phone to the Bluetooth speakers in the living room and click the playlist Alex sent me.

His message said this would activate the brain waves. Have them listen to this in earphones or out loud, and they’ll be goners. Don’t forget your own earbuds. The waves can be... annoying.

The music lasts an hour and a half. I don’t have as much time as I want, but it’s still something. Grabbing my own earbuds and a watch each for my girls, I walk back in. Their conversation has already fallen silent, and the only sound is the music I’ve already begun to play.

My two daughters are staring at each other, their mouths slightly slack in a way that tells me they’re under already.

It’s time to play.

I stand over them, taking in their differences once more. Lani’s oversized black shirt has fallen off one shoulder, exposing the strap of the black sports bra she wears beneath. I hold myself back from running my finger over her shoulder and sit back on the couch, facing them.

“How about you girls dance?” I ask aloud. “It’s pretty hot in here, right?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Mauve answers, almost a whine. “So hot.”

My pants tighten.

“Don’t stay clothed on my account. Have a little dance together, hm? Take off those pretty clothes while you do it.”

Mauve gets to her feet quickly, stumbling on those damn killer heels. She helps Lani up, and together, they start to take off their tops. Lani’s shirt comes off, and Mauve’s pretty bow-shaped cropped vest is quick to follow. She’s got no bra on at all, and my mouth goes dry. Mauve giggles, swinging her hips. Her skirt flicks up, exposing those panties I saw earlier.

“Lani, dance with your sister,” I order.

Lani drapes her arms over Mauve, pulling her sister’s hips to hers. Mauve’s back is pressed to Lani’s chest. Their dancing turns sultry, with Mauve dipping them low, swaying her hips hypnotically. Lani all but grinds into her, her upper body moving to the beat.

They both look drunk, with lazy smiles that match. Lani’s fingers grip Mauve’s hips, and the silver and black rings are stark against Mauve's frilly pink mini-skirt.

“Beautiful,” I mutter. “Keep stripping, girls.”

They do, but Lani is already tugging Mauve’s skirt down her legs, crouching to help her step out of it. Her fingers linger on her sister’s ankle as she undoes the shoes while she’s there. Next, Lani stands up and unbuttons her own pants, shimmying them down her toned body. I know she goes to the gym most mornings with my brother, but goddamn, she’s really working those muscles. They form a defined line down her torso, dipping into her black panties.

One of her thin but shaped legs slip between Mauve’s thick thighs, pulling her panties down to expose the pale mound of hair above Mauve’s pussy.

“While you’re there,” I say, “Finger Mauve, Lani. Kiss her while you do. Mouth, neck, jaw. Don’t you love your sister?”

“Yes, Dad,” she breathes, as if she’s turned on already.

And when she pulls Mauve’s panties down, she tosses them my way. I can’t help noticing the damp spot in them. I ball them in my fist, watching the show. I hear the moment that Lani slides her finger into Mauve, and I wonder how many times Lani’s fingered another girl. I know she’s bisexual, and part of me wonders if Mauve is as well, for how well she takes her sister’s touches.

Mauve’s head presses back to Lani’s chest, her mouth parting in a gasp.

“Tell her she’s a good girl,” I order Lani. “Compliment your sister. Praise her.”

Mauve whines and Lani slides another finger in and out. “You’re doing so good, Mauve,” she murmurs, her voice softer than I’ve ever heard. She kisses her sister’s neck, sucking loudly. I want to take myself in my hand so desperately. “Such a good girl for your sister, yeah? Look at you taking my fingers so good. You want another?”

Mauve whines.

“Take another, Mauve,” I taunt.

“Yes, please,” she cries out, bucking against Lani’s hand. Her bare body is writhing beneath Lani’s touch, and I can hear the wet noises as Lani speeds up, now spreading her sister on three fingers. They fit together so seamlessly.

“Turn into her, Mauve,” I command. “Press into her.”

Mauve slides her arm up around Lani’s neck, twisting her head to meet her sister in a kiss. They kiss messily yet deeply. Mauve’s tongue presses against Lani’s and her eyes seem to be closing, as if she’s succumbing to the natural pleasure of their actions. 

My legs are spread, and I’m trying to find relief from that without unbuttoning my pants. I want them first, not my own damn fist.

I enjoy watching Lani taking Mauve apart with her fingers for another few moments before I order them to stop.

“Lani, baby, eat your sister out over here on the couch,” I tell her. “Make sure she’s all nice and comfy, yeah?”

Lani looks at me, her eyes slightly vacant, but she nods as if she truly understands beyond a mind control order. Could it be? For a second, I imagine that neither of them succumbed to the control at all—that they want this so badly they have to pretend it’s mind control.

But I know that’s not the case.

I stand up to give them space, and Lani leads her sister over to the couch and pushes her down before she stands and removes her own black briefs. Mauve is on her back, her arms draped above her head, tangling in the ends of her hair. She’s a princess—an utter pillow princess, and I’ll have her ruined by the end of the night.

“Devour her,” I tell Lani as she kneels on the couch. I don’t tell her to kneel—I don’t tell her to arch her back the way she does either, but she does, and the sight is mesmerizing. “Mauve, baby, spread those gorgeous thighs for your sister.”

Mauve’s legs fall open, revealing her thick pussy, room enough for Lani to lean closer. Her face lowers to her sister’s heat, and the sounds of soft suckles and wet kisses works through the earbuds. The earbuds only block the waves. I can still hear everything else clearly.

Lani moans into her sister’s pussy, keeping her legs firmly spread with a hand on each thigh. I know her rings will leave some sort of imprint. Mauve’s hips circle gently, meeting Lani’s tongue in waves. Her stomach jumps as she’s eaten out, and pretty little soft moans fall from her lips. The lipgloss is smeared from kissing Lani, and I want to taste it on both of them.

Lani feasts on her sister like it’s the only sustenance she ever wants as if she’s done this a thousand times. I imagine she has splayed across girls, and some boys, even eating pussy like she was made to. I love watching them. The way Lani’s throat works, the way her lips move between suckling on Mauve’s clit, and parting for her tongue to delve between her folds. But soon, I can’t help myself from moving closer.

I want a taste, and I’m not holding myself back from this opportunity.

I’ve tasted each of them separately before, but both at the same time? Tasting Mauve on Lani’s tongue—tasting Lani while she eats her sister out...

The thought captures me, not letting go.

I kneel behind Lani, palming her ass cheeks. My hand slides up her spine, marveling at the thin waist and the sharp shoulder blades. She gives a soft moan as I lightly brush over the back of her thighs.

“Don’t stop what you’re doing,” I warn her—and then I dive into her pussy, my tongue lapping at her slit the second I yank off her panties.

I spread her with my thumbs before licking into her, tasting the sweet arousal that’s slickened in her pussy. She’s pure nectar—a pure, goddamn drug—and I’m hooked. I moan, burying my face deeper into her. Over the line of her body, I hear Mauve’s moans spilling out. Lani’s body moves beneath me, swaying with her sister’s hastened movements.

I’d do this all night if not for my aching cock, feeling their bodies moving in tandem, watching how Lani grips her sister’s skin, the way she pulls her closer onto her tongue. Quickly, I pull my cock out of my pants, stripping them off. I take my length in hand, bringing the head to her slit. Lani’s body reacts. She shudders, her back arching as her hips press back for more.

Yet I tease her. Even though I’ve been hard for hours, since the concert, I tease us both, gliding the head of my cock over her entrance. I don’t push in—I only let the silk folds of her pussy and the soft head of my cock meet, smearing her wet arousal.

But as I do, I hear harsher whimpers from the other end of the couch.

Mauve’s movements are more aborted and jerky, and I can tell from how her stomach and thighs quiver that she’s about to come.

“My beautiful girl,” I say to her, “come for Daddy. Give your sister all that come you know I love. I’ll always want to share my girls.”

“Yes, Daddy!” she cries out, her mouth open in pleasure. Her chest hitches as Lani sucks hard on her clit. “Da–Daddy!” she squeals as she clamps her thighs tightly around Lani’s head. As Mauve’s hips lift, she comes with a high-pitched shriek. Goddamn, she’s always so explosive.

I move my cock away from Lani’s pussy and step back, past the coffee table, to where the suite has more space. “Come here, princess,” I tell Mauve. Then I crook a finger at Lani. “You too, baby.”

Their eyes are vacant, yet small smiles play on their faces as they come towards me. Mauve is a little unsteady on her feet, and the sight delights me. I back away another step just to see Lani’s frustration—a peek of her character coming through the mind control.

“Kneel at Daddy’s feet, girls,” I drawl as I yank off my shirt, fully as naked as them. I don’t always get the chance to be like that with them so I’m not wasting a single second. They both fall to their knees, and the way they both look up at me is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. The heavy gazes fixed on me goes right to my cock. I know I won’t last long at all. Lani’s narrowed, harshly eye-lined eyes and Mauve’s glitter-decorated ones—both a lush, warm brown, blinking up at me, have me drowning.

“Suck me off,” I tell them, my voice almost soft, as I cup each of their faces. “Show Daddy how much you love him, hm?”

And before I can even finish, they’re already moving towards me. Lani’s mouth instantly suckles on the tip of my cock, taking the head between her lips, her moan muffled by her filled mouth. Mauve ducks beneath my length, mouthing at my balls. I groan deeply as I feel one being sucked between her lips, her tongue rolling over the heaviness in them.

“That’s it,” I groan. “Fuck, you’re both so, so good for me.”

God, this damn app is amazing. I barely have to do any work, not when I have my two girls kneeling at my feet, both of them sucking and licking like their lives depend on it—as if they want to win some sort of competition. Mauve delves deeper, cupping my balls in her palm while her tongue ventures further, laving along my taint. I moan deep in my throat, jerking my hips forward. I slide deeper into Lani’s mouth.

“Eyes on me,” I command them. “Both of you.”

And they do. I meet Lani’s gaze as she takes me deeper as if it’s a challenge, and she knows she’s winning. Stubborn streak—it runs right through her. I push myself deeper until she almost meets Mauve, who licks back over my balls. Mauve kisses her way around the base of my cock, her lips dragging over Lani’s, as I finally seat myself fully in Lani’s mouth. I’m nudging the back of her throat, and she does not back down.

Mauve sucks harshly, and I cry out, bucking against the back of Lani’s throat, which constricts around my cock. Then I’m rutting wildly into her mouth, gasping out my impending orgasm.

“Fuck,” I curse. “God—that’s it—fuck, I’m going to come.”

Lani groans, and the vibrations are what send me over the edge. I grip her hair, clenching dark strands in my fingers, as I press her almost to my torso as I come down her throat. I catch my breath like that, keeping her pressed there. I’m still hard when I pull out, and I catch a pout on Mauve’s lips as if some part of her is aware of her own disappointment to have not been given my come.

“Soon princess,” I promise her with a lingering kiss on her forehead. “Lani, baby, you want to ride me?”

She nods eagerly, and I move over to the couch. God, I feel like I could go for hours like this. My girls are turning me on too much. Their watches aren’t beeping, aren’t alerting to any issues, and I know I’m safe to lie flat on my back.

Before I can even reiterate my order, Lani’s swinging one leg over my hips, lowering herself to straddle me. Her ass meets my thighs, and I bite back another curse at the feel of her skin against mine. I barely get a command out for Mauve, who watches blankly, before Lani’s riding me like her orgasm is near and she needs it.

“Slow down, baby,” I tell her. “I don’t want the fun to end so soon. Mauve, come over here, darlin’. You want to play with your sister?”

She nods just as eagerly as Lani did moments before, practically skipping over. She’s like a damn Greek nymph, all legs, and wide hips, thick, bouncing breasts, and when she sinks down beside her sister, I can’t help but clench a hand in her blonde hair, unbound from her pigtails. Her mouth attaches to Lani’s right nipple, moaning around the peaked bud between her lips as if she can milk it. Lani’s chest heaves with a stutter as she embraces the suckling.

Her hips circle over mine, bucking in short but fast movements. I grip her hips, and she slows to a steady pace. I look at her tumble of dark hair, the shaved side, and the piercings, and just marvel at her for a second, my cock twitching inside of her. Between her legs is a fuzzy light mound of hair, matching her sister’s, the telltale of them both being blonde despite Lani’s dye.

Mauve’s hand drops between her sister’s legs, and I feel the brush of her pink finger as she begins to toy with Lani’s clit. Lani shudders on my lap, moans falling from her open mouth as she rides me. I slide my hand up her chest to toy with the nipple Mauve isn’t sucking on. She clings to Lani’s side, almost fully wrapped around her. Even Lani is playing with her hair, as if the two share some sort of connection even while I’m here.

It’s beautiful.

Lani’s ass meets my hips, over and over, and I swear that I can see stars. I buck up into her. I want nothing more than to have her crumpled over my chest, her hands clinging to me, but I can’t stop watching them together. I can’t tear myself away from the sight of Mauve clinging so dearly to Lani as she licks and touches her clit. Her hand speeds up, and Lani cries out, her shoulders drawing together. Around my cock, her pussy tightens, and I know she’s close.

“Faster, princess,” I command Mauve, who speeds up even more, her hand flying over her sister’s clit.

And all it takes is a few more seconds.

“Lani, come for Daddy, yeah?”

God, I’m fucking breathless, and sweat and sex hang in the air, but I can’t stop from thrusting hard into Lani even as she tenses with an orgasm as it crashes through her on command. Her chest arches, Mauve still attached with her mouth, relentless on her clit, and Lani comes with a shout, her hips jerking wildly over me. I feel a gush of wet heat flood my cock, and I cry out as if it’s enough to knock another orgasm out of me.

I gasp, fucking up one last time into her with rough force, gripping her hips to hold her down onto my cock. She squirms, fighting both Mauve and my stimulation. Her body must be going into overstimulation mode, but I don’t fucking care. The way her walls quiver around me is goddamn heaven.

“C’mere.” I grip Mauve’s hair tightly, pulling her closer to my cock as I slide it out of Lani. I barely feel the cold air against the tip before Mauve sinks her mouth onto me, with Lani collapsing at the foot of the couch. Mauve hollows her cheeks, and I buck up into her for a few thrusts before I shiver with overstimulation.

I spill into her mouth with a deep groan, letting myself ride out the waves of my orgasm. My cock head rubs over the inside of her cheeks, and her tongue, and pours down her throat. Mauve milks me enthusiastically, her lips tightening, her eyes fixed on me. But before she can utterly milk everything, I pull out quickly and shower the last of my come onto Lani’s and Mauve’s faces, the white drips catching on their mouths and noses.

My own masterpieces, in so many ways.

“Gorgeous,” I whisper, seconds before I collapse back. They both remain kneeling, and I look at them from my lowered eyelids.

“Go wash each other up,” I tell them. “Dry up and then head to bed, okay? I’ll come check on you both.”

“Yes, Daddy,” they both chorus and stand up. Both their legs tremble, but they can’t fight the command as they stumble on legs that must feel as boneless as mine.

“Wait,” I call out. “Come kiss me goodnight. And hand me those watches.”

They blink, looking for their watches, before Lani takes off Mauve’s and her own. Then they both come over to drop the watches onto my bare chest. Lani’s hand lingers—another command I didn’t deliver. I watch her intensely, but she kisses me deeply before standing up. Mauve does the same, cheekily dipping her tongue into my mouth before pulling away. They both smell like sex—like each other, like me.

I watch them as they walk out.

Guess they’ll have that shower tonight, after all, I think with a smirk.

Soon enough, my eyes close, and I don’t quite realize I’ve dozed off until I see a man standing over me, his face younger than mine by a few years, one brow raised.

“I was in the next room,” he reminds me. “And heard a whole lot, Kyle.” He grins. I shoot awake, scrambling for something to cover myself, but I’m stopped by my brain racing ahead of my sleepiness. How the hell did I fall asleep? And for how long?

My heart stops. What if my girls find out?

Are they asleep, too?

Tanner laughs, seeing my panic. “Relax, I checked on them. They’re curled up together like goddamn kittens, asleep. Never mind that, though. Put on some pants and tell me all about it.”

He tosses me the pants I shucked earlier, and I hurriedly yank them back on. I take out the earbuds, gather them, and the watches still on my chest, and toss them onto the coffee table. I see that it’s almost five-thirty.

“You have a conference call in half an hour,” Tanner reminds me. “Just in case you forgot with... everything.” He gestures between me and the doorway to my girls’ bedroom. “You’re meeting with the head of planning for Jord’s new testing facility, so he’ll be in on the meeting. But first, sir, you have to spill.”

Right. Tanner has worked as my assistant for my construction company, and I need to get my head in the game for the next leg of Jord’s plans for Somnus Nox.

I let out a laugh, shoving a hand through my hair. I stand up, heading to the suite’s kitchenette. As the coffee maker starts grinding, I turn to Tanner, leaning back against the counter.

“You won’t fuckin’ believe what happened.”
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A NONCON, Mind Control, DAD/Daughter Erotica Short Story with somnophilia, threesome, double penetration.

WORD COUNT: 6900 words

BLURB

I've been drugging and fucking Connie for the past year, but I need the app to help my son. Ian is a shy 20-year-old virgin, and teaching him how to please women is the next step in my plan to turn him into a stud. Connie will be asleep to give me the space to guide Ian through what he needs to do. Alex wants more data involving two men and one woman to further tweak the app for an intense situation. Maybe the app will build my son's confidence?

Somnus Nox Series Mind-Control Erotica #4
“That was good, huh?” I ask my son, Ian, as we leave the gym. I clap his shoulder, making sure to grasp him tightly. “You feelin’ the adrenaline?”

“Damn right,” he breathes, laughing. “That was pretty good.”

“Yeah?” I grin. “Tell me what’s going on. Any changes going on?”

At that, he starts to blush, swallowing. “I guess more testosterone,” he admits. “I’m more... like, I don’t know.” He laughs awkwardly. “I mean, the muscles are definitely coming along. I don’t have noodle legs anymore.”

I snort as we get into my car, all sleek leather seats and a black exterior. Fucking big, fucking expensive, a goddamn luxury. Just because my boss, Kyle, won’t fully indulge in the luxuries I do, doesn’t mean I won’t.

I drive off the gym lot and head home, which is less than 10 minutes away. I live in a gated house on the outskirts of the city. It’s a large area of land with a white-bricked mansion fronted by a large courtyard where five cars are already parked. It is all mine, all pristine and beautiful.

Ian chugs the last of his water. His dark hair is slicked back and shoved off his face. He has his mom’s features, all long dark lashes that make him look like a pretty boy.

“You found a way to blow off that steam?” I ask just as we turn into the driveway after a long bit of silence.

“I... I’m working on it,” Ian mutters. He brings a fight to the gym—always wanting one more rep, always going the extra mile on the treadmill, always fighting to impress me. As he should.

I smile, turning away from him to get out of my car. See, my son is special. My second born, my only son... God, the plans I have for him.

“Good,” I answer. “It’s the next phase of my goal for you.” When he doesn’t answer, I continue, “C’mon. Let’s go see what your sister’s up to.”

We get out of the car, and as soon as I hear the water from my outdoor pool, I don’t even bother going into the main house. I key in the back gate code and wait for the click. I let us both in through the gate, going straight for the beer cooler.

The back garden boasts a massive pool, sun lounging area, a barbecue pit, and a sitting area with lights wrapped around a pergola my wife built.

“Think fast,” I call out to Ian, tossing him a beer bottle.

“Have fun at the gym?” Connie realizes we’re there and comes to the edge of the pool, folding her arms on the edge. Ian cracks open the bottle as I sit with him.

“Sure,” Ian mutters. “Dad had me on twenty kilos.”

“Damn,” Connie whistles. “In no time at all, you’ll actually see an inch of muscle somewhere.”

“Shut up and swim,” he snaps, drawing his legs up to his chest. In his thin black gym shirt, I have to admit Connie’s right. I’ve started Ian slow and light on his workouts, and we go five days a week, but he’s really not seeing a whole load of progress.

He will, I remind myself.

Ian watches his sister as she swims laps in the pool, her ass lifting above the surface every now and then in a dolphin-like stroke. Her hair is a sleek sheet behind her as she cuts powerfully through the water. Her mom always loved swimming.

Ian sips his beer enthusiastically, gulping it down.

“Hot, son?” I tease.

“Yeah,” he mutters, not taking his gaze off Connie.

She splashes over to the edge of the pool, rising up like a damn siren. Water pours off her as she pushes up, easily hoisting herself onto the concrete edge before standing. Her eyes close, and she pushes her wet hair from her face. I take the opportunity to watch my son—my son who is watching my daughter.

It’s not like I haven’t noticed it before, the way his eyes track her whenever she comes down in something slightly revealing, or too short, or wears a shirt without a bra on. I notice him doing the same as me; we both watch her like she might be ours.

The only difference is that Connie is mine and has been mine for the past year. Only she doesn’t know it.

His thighs, pressed to his chest, can’t quite conceal the boner he’s popped, but I’ve noticed that before, too. I bite back a laugh. I can’t blame him; Connie’s gorgeous, only two years older than him, fresh out of college, and utterly living her most glamorous, gorgeous life with every beauty expense she demands covered by me. I’ve had more than a taste of her tight body, honed by her own workouts. Her skin, glowing with both false and a natural tan, complements her wide, round eyes that are the color of my morning coffee.

The bulge in Ian’s shorts only grows the more Connie toys with her hair now, her black bikini leaving nothing to the imagination. Her thong bottoms frame her hips, and the mound hidden beneath is visible through the flimsy fabric. Her nipples press against the bikini top that wraps around her neck, the tiny triangles covering... not a whole lot.

Her body is a row of muscle and gorgeous, unblemished skin, spotted with freckles.

“Hey, weirdo,” Connie calls, and Ian jumps, his gaze clearly gone too far south to notice her eyes opening. I watch Ian’s face flush. “Quit the staring. Don’t you get enough watching porn?”

“I...” He trails off, his hands falling into his lap to hide his boner. “Um—”

The blush on his face deepens, and Ian scrambles off his sun lounger, racing into the house. I growl as I glare after him. I’m trying to teach that out of my damn kid—this shyness, the hunching run, the lack of confidence. If he wants something, I want to teach him to take, not to run. I won’t have a son with low self-esteem, especially not when it concerns family.

Connie teasing him whenever she catches him staring doesn’t help.

“You know, you could be better about the teasing,” I tell her as she sets herself up on the sun lounger Ian just vacated, stretching like a cat in the sun. “Build him up a little, help his confidence. He doesn’t need you putting him down. He’s workin’ hard.”

Connie scoffs and gives me that look, the typical attitude-ridden one every father gets from his daughter when she’s of age enough to have her own mind. She shrugs, turning to face and look up at the sun, her eyes closed. I let myself indulge in the sight, fighting off my own arousal.

Her breasts push up with how she lets her arms rise above her head, and I can’t help but wish I could fold myself over here right there and lick up her stomach. I want to suck the soft skin that she slathers in coconut oil, and want to have her all to myself.

But an idea has been occurring to me lately.

Something in darker depths than I’ve already ventured.

I keep thinking of my boss, Kyle, and his words. My girls, side by side, loving on each other. There was no better feeling than that, not for a father.

I was hardly surprised when I learned that Kyle fucked around with his twins, and I’m definitely not one to judge. My eyes flicker over Connie, the curve of her breasts, the parting of her thick, muscled thighs, the dark suggestion of hair just visible on either side of her bikini panties.

What will Ian do if given the opportunity to have his taste of Connie?

If he can let out all those sexual frustrations on his sister, the very person who teased him endlessly?

My next step is for Ian to lose his virginity—and who better to help him through the process than his father and sister?

Tonight, my boy becomes a man.

I shoot a text to Alex, the programmer of Somnus Nox, the thing that will let my son and daughter bond tonight. 

You wanted that data on a woman and two men? You’ll get it tonight.

I smile to myself before relaxing further into the sun lounger.

***
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“HOW’S MOM GETTING ON with Grandpa and Nana?” Connie asks later that evening as she settles into her seat in the cinema room, burrito clutched in her hand.

“Good,” I tell her. “She said your grandparents are happy with the prices they’re getting.”

“I can’t believe they’re actually retiring to Florida,” Ian says. I shrug.

“They’ve worked hard enough for a good life out there. Your mom’s just making sure they get the best prices for what they own.”

I swallow, thinking of my wife out in New Hampshire with her parents. If I had any shred of decency left, I’d feel bad for only thinking of her absence as an opportunity. I’ve been sneakily indulging in my daughter behind my wife’s back for almost a year—for once, I won’t have to tiptoe around my own pleasure.

The movie begins with a blaze of music and narration. Ian’s focus immediately hones in on it. He’s always been a movie nerd, that sort of kid in college with Back to the Future posters on his walls. Connie was always different, more confident. 

I’m only half-watching the movie, more so keeping an eye on my children as we eat burritos and fries. Usually, I’ll cook for them a full gourmet meal, but tonight, my focus is elsewhere.

Halfway through the movie, I can’t help but spy on Connie, who’s spending more time on her phone than watching the movie. She doesn’t even look up at the shirtless scenes of the main guy as he zip wires over treetops.

I wish I knew what sort of brainless guys fills Connie’s thoughts.

“Hey,” I whisper to Ian. “Come over here a second.”

Connie’s too engrossed in her phone to notice us moving away. Confused, Ian follows me as I press a pair of earbuds into his hand. I’ve already come prepared.

“What—”

“Put them on,” I instruct my son. “And go back over there. Don’t sit down.”

There’s a moment where his confusion wins out, and he thinks about pressing further, but ultimately, I’m his father. He does as I tell him. He presses the buds into his ears while I pause the movie. Again, Connie’s unaware, completely focused on her typing.

I keep an eye on her as I connect my phone to the cinema room speakers and pull up Somnus Nox. I scroll through the function menu, hesitating before I select sleep mode. Seconds later, a soft sound filters into the room.

“Dad, what—”

“Shush,” I tell Ian, my eyes on Connie. She looks at us, confused for a moment, and then her body gives out. She slumps into her chair, her head lolling to the side. Her phone falls from her grasp. From beneath the control center where I paused the movie, I take out a blanket from the cupboard. It’s thick and fluffy, comfortable enough. I spread it over the floor in front of where Connie’s slumped.

From my pocket, I pull out a watch. I eye Ian as I fasten the watch onto my daughter’s wrist.

He’s speechless, slack-jawed in wonder, in confusion. His eyes still dance over his sister’s body.

“I—what the fuck just happened?” Ian asks in a rush. I’m too busy rearranging Connie onto the blanket, letting her body limply lay back. I kneel next to her, looking back at my son.

“You want to be a man, don’t you?” I ask him, cocking my head. He nods eagerly, his eyes unable to stay off Connie for too long. I already know what he’s thinking because my own thoughts used to linger there for so long. Except I did something about my desires, as perverted as they were.

“Why—why’s she asleep like that? And what was the music?”

“Magic,” I mutter sarcastically.

“Is it to do with your job?”

“Yes.”

I notice Ian moving closer to that confirmation as if he realizes that he's not alone if he pursues anything his wicked little brain is conjuring.

“And—and you’ve done this before?” Ian asks, sliding forward another inch. He looks almost okay in a baseball jersey and jeans, if not for the hunched shoulders and posture that reeks of insecurity. But he’s coming closer, he’s giving in, and it’s not proving to be as difficult as I thought.

“In a way,” I answer. My patience is growing thin. I don’t entirely have the time allowance for his hesitation, but the fact that he hasn’t run right out is something. It’s for his own good. “Ian, tonight you’re going to lose your virginity.”

His eyes widen. “I am?”

I nod. “Connie is asleep. Not a normal sort of sleep, though. It’s... carefully controlled. It’s a forced sleep. She can hear you and obey your commands, but beyond that, she has no comprehension or knowledge. And when she wakes up, she’ll still be none the wiser.”

Ian nods slowly, understanding. He’s asked me questions about my work on and off before but I haven’t been able to share the specific details until now.

“You’re going to fuck her,” I tell him. “And I’m going to guide you. Yes?”

Ian’s close enough now that he can kneel next to me. And he does. He hovers a hand over Connie’s face, the tremble visible. Suddenly, he cracks his hand right across her cheek, slapping her.

“Careful,” I hiss.

“She’s really asleep.” Ian’s eyes are wide and excited, and he lets loose an incredulous laugh.

I nod. “You must follow my instructions to make sure it stays that way, yes?”

“Yes,” he answers quickly.

“I’ll show you how to please a woman,” I continue, “starting with undressing Connie. Nice and slow, let her feel your kisses, Ian. Let her feel your love for her. Your need for her. I’ve seen it plenty—the way you want her. Think of those moments when she teases you, coming downstairs for breakfast in those slinky night shirts that don’t even go to her mid-thigh. Channel it all and hone it carefully into your worship of her. This is your chance.”

“This is my chance,” he repeats, almost to himself, as if he can’t quite believe it.

“Watch how I do it,” I tell him, “and then you copy.”

“Yes, sir,” Ian answers. I stiffen at the title before realizing it only heightens his sense of obedience in these moments. If this is what it takes the mentor my son I don’t mind it so much.

I lean down to kiss Connie’s neck on the right side, my fingers sliding over her cropped vest to slip the strap off. For once, she’s wearing a bra. Figures. It’s a black lacy thing, almost see-through.

“Now you,” I tell Ian.

His hands shake when he slips off her left vest strap, nodding.

“Kiss her,” I order. “Just like I did.”

Ian nods and leans in slowly. He presses a light, hesitant kiss to her neck. He doesn’t move for a moment, and I watch as his shoulders relax. As if he realizes she’ll truly not wake up—as if he can finally give in to his desires without any burden of feeling weird or watched.

At least by anyone but me, and I don’t judge his perversions.

I show him further. I kiss down to Connie’s clavicle, tugging down her vest beyond her breasts. Next to me, Ian does the same. His breaths are quick, and I smirk against my daughter’s right breast as I push her free from her bra.

“Let’s see how you handle a bra clasp,” I joke with Ian. I maneuver Connie so he can easily access the back of the flimsy lingerie. With more skill than I thought he’d have, Ian has the clasp undone, and his sister’s breasts spill out. They’re heavy, ever since she got a breast enlargement when she turned eighteen, and I palm the right one while Ian’s fingers cup over the left one after he throws her bra aside. He lets out a shaky breath, and I smile.

“Gonna blow your load already?”

“Fuck off,” he mutters, but he flushes. The way he looks at her... it’s like he’s been fucking blessed, and I know the feeling.

“Ever touched a girl’s tits before, son?” I laugh, framing Connie’s nipple with my index and middle finger, rolling the bud through my knuckles. A slight arch of her back shows her gratitude. That’s new—and I like it.

“No,” he admits. “Seen it in porn, though.”

“Focus on reality, Ian,” I instruct. “Play with her.”

Hesitantly, he rolls a thumb over Connie’s left nipple as if he’s worried she’ll feel it and know it’s him.

“Let yourself go.” My voice is sharp as I take Connie’s nipple into my mouth.

Ian follows my movements, eagerly wrapping his lips around her other peaked bud, his eyes closing. He sucks excitedly on her, and when I turn my head to look, I can see the boner tenting in his jeans. I wonder if my daughter is wet, knowing we’re doing this. I want to see, but I force myself to take it slower. It’s Ian’s first time—I can’t rush this for him.

“Keep going,” I encourage, licking Connie’s nipple now, my tongue flicking over it in a way I know she’s responded to before. “Look at how good your sister is being for us.”

Ian stutters on a groan before he blushes deeply, glancing at me as if he thinks it’s weird to audibly react to my words.

“Do whatever feels right,” I tell him. I’ve been where he is now; I just want him to feel comfortable, and want my daughter to experience all this pleasure we can give her. Ian’s sloppy with his sucking, too many hormones, and not enough finesse, but it’s okay. I can guide him.

I kiss my way up my daughter’s neck, sucking light marks into it that won’t be permanent but let me have the illusion of claiming her in such ways. Ian follows my actions again, ever so impressionable. Connie’s skin is smooth beneath my mouth, and I moan quietly, losing myself in the sensation of mouthing over her jaw, the column of her throat.

“Kiss her,” I tell him, drawing back, breathless. I’m hard in my pants, and all I want is relief to bury myself in Connie, but I have to wait for the sweetest reward. “Kiss her properly. Don’t you want to taste those lips?”

Ian nods quickly and all but shoves his mouth onto hers, and I can immediately see he’s awkward, unused to it.

“Hey,” I warn, “slow down. We have time to explore, all right? Less tongue.”

He cringes as if this is the last thing he ever wanted to be reprimanded for, but I nod encouragingly at him. Ian continues, his mouth slower over Connie’s now, and his tongue is less aggressive. He kisses her carefully, turning it deeper with time. He sucks her lower lip between his own, groaning.

“Bite her lip,” I tell him, and he does, nipping hesitantly at first before he bites harder. He delves into her mouth again, his tongue slipping inside her, and watching them kiss like this only serves to harden me. Heat rushes through my gut, and I know I can’t keep fighting off my own needs.

“Time to go lower,” I tell Ian once he’s kissed his sister enough. “You want to get her out of those jeans? Her and yourself.”

“Yeah,” Ian breathes. He pulls back, hands already unzipping his pants, but I grab his wrist, yanking on it.

“Ladies first,” I growl. “Sex isn’t the place to be selfish and choose yourself first.”

Ian blinks, glancing down at Connie as if he doesn’t understand, but he shakes himself off, nodding. “Of course. Yeah.” As I take off Connie’s vest from where it’s slipped down to her waist, Ian gets to work on her jeans fastenings. His hands slip, and he curses, not able to get the button undone at first. I want to help him, but I need to let him do these things alone. He needs to learn.

Soon, he flicks it open and glances at me for approval.

“Good,” I say. “Be gentle when you take them off her.”

Ian pulls them down, off her legs, freeing her.

“She’s not...” he swallows, looking at his sister’s pussy. “She’s not wearing panties.”

“Hardly does,” I grunt before I begin my next demonstration. “Watch.”

And then I finally claim my next prize of the night—my daughter’s cunt, and it’s as wet as I imagined. She always is when I finally let myself sink my fingers into her, except this time, I use my tongue straight away. Ian is breathless as he watches me begin to eat Connie out.

“Fuck,” he curses, and I hear the rustle of clothing. He’s ghosted his palm over his crotch, still in his jeans, granting himself some relief. I don’t tell him not to. I can barely think past my own erection, but I close my eyes, knowing my son watches everything I do. It’s about them—for now.

I use my thumb and index finger to spread Connie’s folds, licking right into her heat to collect the first bit of arousal pooling there. I groan at her taste, the juices already spilling out of her and coating my chin. She always leaves me messy. I lick her slowly and deeply and indulge myself as I eat her out.

“Does she... like it?” Ian asks.

I pull back, planting a kiss on her clit. It’s unhooded, just like her mother’s. I always loved that about my wife’s pussy. “Listen to her breathing. It’ll tell you everything. That’s how you detect intensity and how you know when you need to stop so she doesn’t wake up. Drugs, mind control—she can still snap out of the slumber.”

“Can I try?” Ian’s voice is thin, and his cheeks are almost as red as the cinema room’s carpet.

“So dirty,” I laugh. “So eager to eat out your sister’s cunt.”

Ian’s throat works around a swallow, and I wonder how affected he gets by words alone. It’s not something I particularly care to explore, but it’s interesting. I grasp the back of his neck and shove him down, letting him brace himself on his forearms, face inches away from Connie’s pretty pussy. She’s not fully shaved, but her hair isn’t too thick, trimmed enough to see every gorgeous part of her.

“It’s easier than you think,” I add, sitting back. Ian lies flat on his stomach and buries his face in the irresistible heat. He kisses her pussy like he does her mouth; too much energy, and not enough exploration. “Slower. Enjoy her, don’t maul her.”

“It’s my first fuckin’ time,” he almost snarls, a mere cub wanting to prove himself to the alpha of the pack. I chuckle and lean in to caress Connie's face. Her eyes move behind her eyelids, her breath faster than the drugs usually allow it to be. It’s like the app is letting her react to the pleasure more freely. And even more so when Ian begins to eat her out properly, laving his tongue over her folds. Her hips begin to move in small, sharp jerks, as if she’s not entirely aware of why she’s seeking more pleasure but follows the instincts to chase.

“That’s it, baby,” I coo at her. “Is your brother making you feel good? He’s learning well.”

A small moan slips past her lips as I hear a particularly loud suck from Ian, and I’m fully hard now. Needing relief, I yank my pants down my thighs and free my cock. I can’t help myself sliding my cock between Connie’s lips. Her mouth parts further, a way it’s never done before. I make a mental note to tell Alex that her nervous system reacts to this with genuine pleasure responses.

As her lips suction against my dick, I play with her nipples, gently sliding my tip in and out of her mouth. It’s brief relief, the only thing I need for now. Ian continues licking her pussy, the wet sounds like music to my ears. I turn to watch them, the way he has his hands grasping Connie’s thighs, and his head buried between them like he wants to belong there. How long has his crush existed? I can’t help wondering.

I watch my son eat my daughter out, heat rolling through me at the sight of them bonding like this.

His head bobs against her, eating her out enthusiastically. What he might lack in experience makes up for his willingness to learn—I’m damn proud of him, especially when he continues. Connie’s mouth tightens around my cock, and then she gasps, her lashes fluttering in the deep sleep.

Her hips lift harshly, and she comes. I know Connie’s signs, know this has been a particularly strong orgasm.

“Fuck,” Ian moans. “Oh, fuck.”

I look back at him, seeing a spray of wet on the floor, and I kiss Connie with as much lust that clouds my mouth as Ian groans, eating her out with more vigor after she squirted on him. That’ll be an experience he won’t forget anytime soon. I can almost picture him jerking off to it tonight and in all the days that’ll follow.

He shoves his face harder against her, his hands gripping her harder, losing himself to the lust of her come.

Soon, Connie squirms in overstimulation, and I clamp a hand on Ian’s shoulder. “Stop.”

He does, freezing immediately.

“You have to learn limits,” I tell him. “You can’t just keep going so freely. She’s overstimulated, and while that can normally be good, these circumstances are special. Overstimulating her can risk her waking up. Let’s give her a moment to come down from her orgasm.”

Ian nods, and I can see him shaking. His chin glistens with Connie’s squirt, and I have the roaring desire to taste it myself—but another time. I’ll feast on her to completion another night. For now, I pull Ian back for a moment.

“How does it feel? You just brought a girl to a climax for the first time.”

“Fucking amazing,” he gushes, laughing. “I want—fuck, this is messed up—but I want my cock in her.”

“I promised you you’ll lose your virginity, didn’t I?” I grin at him. “Unfasten yourself.”

He nods quickly, his hands quickly working his jeans off, leaving him in unflattering boxer shorts. 

Christ alive, I think. We’ll fix him soon. 

I have time to fix him before he gets too stuck in his ways.

“Get those off,” I tell him. He hesitates, clearly weary about baring himself in front of me, another man.

I scoff. “So you can eat out your sister’s cunt, but you can’t get your dick out in front of your dad? Grow a pair, Ian.”

He scowls at me, and I clap my hand against his cheek, laughing. He’s a good boy; he’ll do as he’s told. And he does, yanking off his boxers. I’ve seen him hard, and I had a decent idea of his size, but fully hard, with no barriers, I can actually appreciate that Ian’s taken after me.

So I tell him. “Like father, like son.” He laughs, surprising himself, but he bites back a smile. “You want that cock in your sister’s pussy, Ian? You want to feel her tighten around you? Have her squirting from that pretty little cunt all over your length?”

“Fuck,” he says shakily, nodding. “Yeah—God, yeah I do.”

“It won’t be fast,” I tell him. “I can speak all sorts of dirty about it, but in the end, you love her, don’t you?”

Ian swallows, nodding.

“She’s your protective big sister. You want to show her that love? Make that love to her?”

Ian nods faster.

“Fucking like a damn feral rabbit will come much later once you learn your way around a woman’s body,” I tell him. “This will be lovemaking. Slow, careful, enjoyable. You’ll keep your wits about you long enough to gauge her pleasure, not just the chase of an orgasm. Rabbits seek the destination, all hormones and crashing lust. What I’m going to teach you to do is learn her, to savor the journey as well as the destination.”

“I’m eager to learn,” he rushes to reply. “I want this.” He gazes at Connie’s prone form. “I want her.”

“‘Course you do,” I murmur, stroking her hair back. “She’s beautiful.”

For a second, we linger in the moment, admiring the wonder that is Connie.

And then I snap back into action.

“You’ve seen plenty of porn,” I tell him. “But when her pussy is there, in the flesh, you need to know where to go. See the hole, enter her, and be slow about it.”

I spread Connie’s folds, meeting Ian’s gaze. He grasps his cock and guides it, but as soon as I let go of her folds, the head of his cock slips. The tip slips into her asshole, and Connie lets out a broken moan. I laugh.

“She liked that,” I tell him. “Can I?”

I gesture at his cock. After a second, my son nods. I grip his cock, ignoring how it twitches at the touch, and slide it along Connie’s slick mess to her pussy.

“Push in,” I say then release him. With a long breath, Ian sinks into Connie and lets out a shuddering groan.

“Shit,” he almost sobs. “God—this is—oh, fuck. Fuck, fuck—fuck, Connie.”

“That’s it,” I encourage. “Take her cunt, son.”

Ian’s head tips back in pleasure. His hips slowly move until he’s pressed fully to the base inside of her. “It feels so good,” he moans. He thrusts once and again, but on the third, his hips stutter, and he comes with a loud cry, his body shuddering. He breathes heavily until the reality of what’s just happened hits him.

His head snaps to look at me, his brows pulling together. He pulls out of Connie, sitting back on his haunches. “I can’t help but feel a little disappointed.” He laughs almost nervously, his voice thick.

“It's understandable,” I tell him. “Don’t be hard on yourself. Her pussy is fucking good, and it’s your first time. It happens more than you think.” I look down, seeing his cock still erect against his stomach. Like father like son. It’s like one orgasm is never quite enough, and we have a refractory period to go with the mindset.

“See?” I say. “Your body already wants more of her. You want more?”

“Fuck yeah, I want more.”

“You already had your first experience of her ass.” I move closer to him, smirking. “You want to know how that tightness feels around your whole dick?”

“Yeah,” he stammers, flushing from the neck up.

“C’mere,” I tell him, pulling him closer. “Help me get her up.”

Together, we peel Connie’s limp body off the floor. I sit back on the chair she’d vacated, spreading my legs. Ian helps me get her on my lap, her thighs parted around my hips. Even just that simple skinship is enough to have my cock twitching. Ian’s watching how I slide myself between her legs, brushing over her clit with the head of my cock, teasing myself. Without warning, I shift, so my next thrust slides me deep into my daughter.

Ian lets out a moan as he watches Connie’s body grow taut.

“Better than your fuckin’ porn, huh?” I ask, already breathless with how damn good Connie’s cunt feels. She’s already loose from Ian’s meager turn, slick wet caressing my dick, both my son’s and my daughter’s come mingling with my own precum.

“So much better,” Ian groans.

“Fuck her ass,” I tell him, not wanting to waste any time. If we can all orgasm together, it’ll be the ultimate experience. “You watched much anal?”

“Loads,” he confesses, as he positions himself behind Connie, pressing his sweat-slicked chest to her back. He palms her breasts as I grasp Connie’s hips. He ruts against her, letting his cock find its natural way into her hole. I can tell when he enters because he curses harshly, and Connie’s body stiffens. I can’t imagine how full she must feel—two men stuffed in her holes.

I almost forget about my son as I piston my hips into her. “Best—fucking cunt around—here. God, Connie. You’re so good for me, baby. So, so good for Daddy.”

At first, I hadn’t been sure about using the word Daddy, but once the other guys had told me it did wonders for their pleasure, the fantasy only heightened by the perverse use of the title, I couldn’t help use it. And they were right.

Ian moans, shuddering. Connie bucks between us, cased between the two men who’ll love her harder than any asshole ever will. He thrusts into her, his ruts sharp and hard now that he’s already come once. When he pulls out, I time my own thrusts to seesaw with his, keeping her filled, no matter what. My breaths are labored as I cling onto my daughter, finding relief in her soaking cunt.

I could do this forever, lose myself in her body like this.

Ian’s snapping hips keep me grounded, and I clamp my hand around his wrist where he braces himself against the seat armrests. He fucks into Connie harder, his head falling onto her shoulder. He’s clearly on another planet, lost to his own pleasure that he finds buried deep in his sister. His jaw slack, he fucks her good and deep, and I hasten my own thrusts. I need to come—need to heighten this closeness I feel to both of them. Loving my daughter, bonding with my son.

“Dad, I’m gonna come,” Ian calls out a warning. “I can’t—can’t hold it back. God, she feels so good.”

“Come in here,” I tell him, nodding. “Let her feel you fill her up.”

“Yes, sir,” he gasps, snapping his hips against Connie’s ass. He shakes the chair with how hard he is fucking into his sister, and I let him carry our rhythm, surprised he’s learning so quickly and well. I rock into Connie, feeling my own orgasm crest.

“Connie!” Ian shouts, his hips slamming right up against her as he shivers around his second orgasm. His breathing is ragged as he slumps against her shoulder. And feeling Ian swelling inside her through his climax triggers mine. With a shout, I give into my own pleasure, falling freely into a place where my mind unravels for a minute, and all I know is my daughter’s pussy, a vice around my cock.

I spill into her with a jerk out of my hips, falling to rest my head between her breasts. Ian slumps back onto the blanket, and I push Connie forward, letting us both fall to the blanket next to him. I pull out of her, and Ian and I lie on either side of Connie.

“Christ,” Ian sighs. “That was—that was incredible. Better than incredible. Not even my damn wet dreams could conjure that.”

I laugh quietly. “Yeah? It’s not over, though. Go get a warm, wet towel, and prepare her bed. You’re going to clean her after we get her to bed. If I ever find out you sleep with a woman and don’t provide aftercare, I’ll disown you.” I give him a warning look. “And I’m serious. It’s important.”

“Porn doesn’t show that.”

“I don’t fucking care. You’re a man, and you fucking give aftercare. If you want to take her cunt, then you’ll treat her gently afterwards. She’s not just a toy to play with.”

“Sure, sure,” he agrees and stands on trembling legs. He yanks on his boxers, and then he’s gone, and during the minutes he’s gone from the cinema room, I caress Connie, knowing she’ll wake up soon, and this pliant version of her will be gone. I kiss her temple, tucking her hair behind her ear.

“You’re always amazing for me,” I tell her. “Thank you for this.”

She doesn’t wake up, but it’s a tender moment for me, at least. Pulling on my own underwear, I then stand up and pick Connie up bridal style, carrying her through the back staircase from the cinema room to the floor her bedroom is on. It’s a staircase the staff don’t know about, and it’s a way for me to get her down here without detection. It’s not the most ideal place to take her but I can have her cockwarm me often without being disturbed. The room automatically seals when it’s occupied.

I get her to her bed, where Ian is waiting with a warm towel, as I instructed. Both my kids are so good at following their orders.

I get Connie lying back on her bed, and Ian sets about cleaning her ass and pussy, her inner thighs, and her chest from the sweat and saliva. I dress her in a silky nightshirt before tucking her in. Together, Ian and I leave.

On the landing outside her room, I stop Ian. “Earbuds.”

He blinks as if he had forgotten about them before he slips them out and passes them back to me. “Go to sleep, and do not breathe a word of this to anyone. Not your little weird buddies online, not your college boys. No one. Not even to me unless I bring it up first.”

“I won’t,” he swears. “But... well, can we do it again?”

I hesitate. “Maybe. You’ve got a lot to learn.”

Ian smirks. “I’m an eager student.” Without waiting for me to reply, he heads into his own room at the other end of the hallway, and I shake my head, going into my office. I grab the sweatshirt and sweatpants I folded onto my office chair and quickly dress. I’ll shower later.

I sit down and pull up my messages on my tablet, quickly texting Alex about the results. He audio calls me.

“You got any tweaks?” he asks. “Y’all are fuckin’ greedy.”

“What can I say?” I laugh. “You enable it, don’t you?”

“Whatever. What’ve you got for me?”

“I’m thinking how the app will fare with more than two guys. Connie... she was more responsive. A part of her responded pleasurably.”

“More than two would be the next natural phase,” he agrees. “But getting more guys involved, especially with the one girl, poses its risks.”

I smile. “I'm one step ahead of you. I have an idea, but I’ll have to talk to a trusted mentor.”

“Yeah, you do that,” Alex laughs.

We hang up, and I immediately call my mentor, Brett Haven. When I started working for Kyle, he was my financial advisor, making sure I didn’t burn out too fast and bright. I’ve been hoping he’ll get on investing in the app if he only tries it. His investment could mean that Somnus Nox gets the new testing facility, allowing Jordan’s connection with an adult movie director to flourish. We could use it as a filming site.

Brett picks up immediately. “Yeah?”

“Hey,” I greet. “Remember that time you invited me to a sex club?”

“That’s one of my top weirdest opening lines of a phone call, but yeah,” he answers, laughing. He knows my secrets—fortunately, I know his, and we’re exactly the same with our daughters.

“Well,” I continue, “you ready to hear about that app I’ve been teasing you with? And before you say anything, I want you to consider your place in your sex club and your love of watching.”

“I’m listening.”

“Picture this,” I say, “Freya Haven, mind-controlled, your pretty daughter with all her holes filled, a dick in each hand, and more waiting.”

Silence is heavy on the other end. For a second, I think I’ve gone a touch too far. He might indulge in his daughter the same way I do, but that doesn’t mean he wants other men on her.

But then a long exhale sounds. When he answers, his voice is thick. “Tell me more.”
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A NONCON, Mind Control, DAD/Daughter Erotica Short Story with voyeurism, gangbang and double penetration.
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BLURB

A spa day in the morning, then an all-night fuck session. That's how it always goes when Freya visits me. But tonight, I won't need to drug her. Tanner tells me all about Somnus Nox and I jump at the chance to get to have Freya when she's "awake" but moreso watch her take cock in all her holes like the nympho I know she is. In exchange for potentially funding the expansion of the app, I get to test it in a gangbang setting. And I know how far I want to push my princess to get the data Alex needs to make the app better. Maybe the app will let me share my daughter?

Somnus Nox Series Mind-Control Erotica #5
Stepping into the blazing afternoon sun, I can’t help but jump, startled, when my daughter reaches for my elbow.

Freya, with her long, dark curls, looks up at me with a wide grin on her face. “I loved that. It was exactly what I needed.”

I can’t help but think she’s so right.

“I’ve told you,” I say, “we can do our spa days anytime.”

“And you know I would,” she insists, her fingers tightening on my arm. “It’s just hard to get the time off work, and then I have to travel from Maine. It’s annoying but always worth it for these monthly trips so I can feel like a new woman.”

She laughs, high and chiming, and I try to tear my focus away from that point of contact between us.

As we get into my car, I take note of how my body still feels limp after all the massaging and loosening of every tense knot the masseur worked out. And I had plenty. Perhaps the biggest knot of all, though, was one they couldn’t take away with hot oil and good hand work.

The guilt in my stomach stirs at how much I crave my daughter; even right now, with her glowing skin and shiny face, flushed from the hot towel treatment.

“So now I was seeing that guy, right? He just... ghosted. I don’t know what happened, but whatever.”

My hand clenched on the wheel before I even started the car. “The asshole?”

“You think they’re all assholes.”

“It sounds like I’m right, and I’m your father,” I tease. “That’s my job.”

She grins, leaning into me to put her head on my shoulder as she squeezes my bicep. Her hands linger. “That’s why I love you the most.”

I laugh, but it’s light and distant. I’m too distracted to notice as her nails lightly scrape over my arm muscle. I flex without quite meaning to, and her grip tightens.

“I feel so light,” she laughs, pulling away and buckling her seatbelt. “I love that feeling. It's so relaxing. Because, like, through the week, everything is just piled up, and it's heavy, you know? But here, I can relax, switch off, have some lovely people massage me. I feel floaty.”

She sighs, and it's a happy noise. As her father, I want to hear it a thousand times more. As a man who desires her, who often acts on those desires, I want to hear that bliss coming from sex. I can’t help thinking about how that floating feeling she says makes her all the more relaxed and lenient for the things I do to her.

“So,” she begins again, “are we going to go for frozen yogurt as usual?”

I tense, my foot slipping on the gas for a second. That’s our routine—she arrives at my place, I take her to the spa, we eat frozen yogurt, and then we head home. Except there are parts in there that Freya doesn’t know about. When we eat, I ask her to grab me a napkin, and while she’s away from the table, I slip the drugs into her dessert. By the time we’re finished, she’s already loose-limbed from the spa treatment and the drugs keep her under. All I then have to do is guide her back to the car.

Sometimes, I’m too eager to wait until we’re back at my house and eat her out in the backseat, watching how she splays bonelessly for me to devour her.

Sometimes I manage to wait but worry that the drugs in her system will wear off too quickly, and still take her with all the noise and intensity I crave.

But tonight...

It’s going to be different. No gambling on the force of the drugs. No backseat rushed fucking.

No, my Freya will be spoiled, splayed out for me like a goddamn buffet.

“Dad?” she prompts.

I clear my throat and go through the light when it's back on green. The car purrs softly beneath me. “I hate to break tradition, darlin’, but I don’t think I’m up for frozen yogurt today.”

“Don’t tell me you’re trying to cut back on sugar,” she teases. Once again, her hands wander, and instead of my arm, she pokes my thigh playfully. I clench the muscle, trying not to get aroused so quickly. God, she has me worked up easily. But I’d trained myself enough, especially for when she was extra excited and clingy, all outstretched limbs and hands that wandered a little more than innocently for my composure. “You’re, like, hench, Dad. When did you buff up?”

“Hench,” I mutter, laughing again. “I just like the gym, baby. You see when you invest in all these hotshot, big-and-upcoming companies, they want to give you the perks straight up. Sample to entice. Pretty often, a gym membership comes first. So, I figured I have enough free ones to last me a year. May as well make use of it.”

“Investing,” she says thoughtfully. “Do you like it?”

“Yeah,” I tell her, nearing tonight’s destination. I think of Tanner’s words from several days ago, enticing me to invest in Somnus Nox. And God, if I wasn’t going to ride this sample for all it was worth.

Picture this, Freya, mind-controlled, with all her holes filled, a dick in each hand, and more waiting.

I glance at her now, smiling.

“Yeah, I love my job. How about you? Work going good?”

“There’s this new project I’ve been working on,” she begins to gush. “It’s amazing, Dad, you should see what I’m doing over there. I’m managing the files, the transactions, everything and...”

She speaks on and on, and I lose myself to the sound of her pretty voice, thinking of how endless her moans would spill tonight. Freya—my gorgeous brunette, a doe-eyed woman whose prettiness had long been the subject of my desires and attention.

My mind wanders. My plan is already set for tonight, and there’s no turning back.

I glance at her quickly, flashing a smile. “That all sounds great, darlin’.”

“I knew you’d be happy for me.” She giggles, wiggling her shoulders in a happy dance, but I can only notice how her tits bounce with the movement. Her mother had tiny things—barely worth cupping. My daughter, however...

Freya turns to look at where I pull into the VIP parking space already prepared for me. She frowns. “Where are we? I thought we were headed straight to yours.”

“This is where one of my clients is based. I just have to go grab a contract from them. I’ll only be a minute.”

She peers at the building, which, from the back, looks nondescript.

There’s no telling that it’s Corruption, one of New York’s private sex clubs.

And that, already, it’s filled with men waiting for their first glimpse of the main attraction.

“You make me proud, you know?” I tell her, pausing halfway out of the car. My arms brace either side of me, and her eyes flick over the stance.

“I do?” she asks hopefully.

“You really do.” I reach out to brush my thumb over her cheek. “You’re my best girl.”

That breaks the soft moment as Freya giggles. “I’m your only girl.”

“Damn right, baby.”

With that, I close the door and push off from the car. I smile at Freya as I pass her side, but she’s already looking down at her phone. She doesn’t notice that I don’t enter the building, but stand off to one side instead. I pull out my own phone, bringing up the Somnus Nox app Tanner had sent me a beta link for. I scroll through the options of mind control—wakefulness, slumber, and various others that haven’t been put into action yet—and press wakefulness. I want my girl looking right at me when tonight unfolds.

I’m still navigating through the process, and I remember Tanner’s warning that the earbuds must be worn. Freya needs the sound waves to remain under. In a club, with all the action I have planned for her, I’ll have to monitor that.

I’ll have three hours—three hours of divulging my wildest fantasies on my daughter.

For now, I double-check my Bluetooth connection to my car speakers and begin the soundwaves. I take out a case of earbuds and put them on, then make sure I have the other pair in my pocket, along with the watch Tanner told me to put on Freya as soon as she’s under control.

As I head back to the car a few minutes later, I notice Freya sitting straight up, but she looks zoned out. Has it worked that quickly?

I brace myself in the doorway on her side of the car.

“Are you Freya Haven?” I ask.

“Yes,” she answers, and it’s not quite the natural lilt of her pretty voice but it’s close—a more submissive version, a voice forced to answer.

I think of Tanner’s words from our conversation the other day. The tech is getting better. Alex is tweaking and tweaking because we’re trying to tap into the girls’ central nervous system. They feel things, Brett. They’re feeling some of what we do to them without knowing it’s us. It’s just pleasure to them, like a damn wet dream they respond to. Isn’t that fucking amazing?

“You have a big night ahead,” I tell her, laughing under my breath. “Nervous, baby?”

She shakes her head. “I only want to make my dad happy.”

“And you will,” I promise her. “Are you going to be good for me and do as I tell you?”

She nods at that, a small smile on her lips.

“I want to see you whore yourself out tonight,” I tell her as I press the earbuds into her ears after connecting them to my phone, so the car and her earbuds play the same thing. I speak as I fasten the watch on her wrist. “That’s what you’ll do for me. Yes?”

“Yes,” she breathes, and her cheeks flush, as if she wants it.

“Good. Wait for me in the backseat.” As she follows my order, I remove my own earbuds and tuck them away. Then I head to the trunk of my car and grab a store bag before I climb into the backseat alongside her.

“I’m going to take these off, okay?” I ask her, already slipping off the green-colored lounge suit she’d worn to the gym. She’s wearing no bra beneath the sweater, and I can’t help but ghost over her tits, full and heavy and goddamn waiting to be fondled. I lick over her nipple, moaning into her, before reaching for the bag.

The lingerie I’ve prepared for her is a flattering forest-green piece that criss-crossed over her clavicle like a harness before lacy cups nestle her breasts. The straps are thin, flimsy things. I half want this lingerie torn off her by the end of the night.

I tug her pants and underwear off her in one go, bearing her pussy for me. I can’t help myself spreading her thighs, letting them fall open. Freya shivers at the cool air. I thumb over her clit, drawing it down to her folds. She’s not wet, not yet, but I know from experience that she will be soon.

“Do you like these, baby?” I ask as I hold up the matching green thong, the garment hanging off my index finger as I continue to swirl my thumb over her entrance.

“Yes, Dad,” she says, smiling prettily.

“Only ‘Dad’, huh?” I tease. “Tonight, baby, I’m your master. You obey my commands, and you perform for me.”

“Yes, master,” she breathes, and I’m already getting hard. “I want this, master.”

I tuck the thong onto her. It frames her hips perfectly. Without denying myself, I press a kiss to the triangle of green mesh, right over her clit. She gives a sharp gasp in response, and I smirk.

Pulling away, I get out of the backseat and crouch down in the doorway, pulling a pair of heels out of the bag. They’re velvet, with a chunky sole, tall heel, and strap over her feet, framing her perfectly. I brush her ankle as I finish, kissing the inside of her knee. The last thing I take out is a mask. It’s a pretty deer-shaped one, one that won’t make her look garish but like she’s a princess out of some fairytale—my pretty fawn.

“Come with me,” I tell her, holding out my hand. Following my command, she takes it, and I lead her towards the club.

***
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AS SOON AS WE ENTER the dark club, all eyes are on Freya.

A burst of ego shoots through me at the way the men gathered to look at her, then at me, and their eyes go wide.

When you’re the fucking top dog, you get respect. You get envy. You get men insane with jealousy—so much so they’ll be frothing to get a bite of Freya within moments.

Corruption is a place I’ve frequented many times but tonight is more exhilarating. The lights that flicker over Freya’s face excite me. The marble floor reflects the spotlights above that dancefloor over the men packed into the room, and I watch as it all plays out on Freya’s face. A bar is set up at the back, making the most room right here for the many orgies that get organized. Nothing happens in Corruption without it being planned.

Bids, offers, showcases—it’s all done meticulously.

I notice some clients of mine lingering nearer the center of the floor, and the aisle that the men make as we walk through. Freya is showcased, and it makes me wish I had her on a leash with a collar on all fours, as I’ve led some subs through here.

I walk her through, and although Freya’s eyes remain straight ahead, unseeing without a command or touch, her face flushes. Her back, where I guide her, is warm, and I’m pulled further into Corruption with the thought that soon, that warmth will be indulged upon by many men.

Freya is my own art—my masterpiece and my muse in one. And the men watch her like the artwork she is. I see money passed around, slips of paper being handed to workers who collect the bids they make to be part of tonight’s event.

“Stop here,” I tell Freya. She does, and the group gathered—more than fifty men, but not all there for her—murmur their appreciation.

“Kneel,” I say.

Freya sinks to her knees without hesitation, clumsily getting her feet underneath her.

I slide my fingers into her hair, yanking her head back. A soft gasp leaves her lips.

“Damn, Haven,” one man calls out, whistling. “You got this one all trained up well.”

“She’s new and very willing to please me,” I tell him. Nobody here is to know that Freya is my daughter. These men are depraved and careful—but I don’t trust a single one of them with my secret. “Aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes, master,” she murmurs.

The men crowd closer, eyes zeroing in on her, realizing the true potential of their night. More bids come forth.

“You see that nice man over there?” I tell her, pointing at one of my clients, Jack. “Go take that slip of paper from him. Hand it to the woman waiting right over here. Crawl, Freya. Show me how good you look on your knees.”

Freya does as she’s told. This fucking app is already far better than the drugs. Tanner had told me as much, but I’d been dubious. Now, the proof is right in front of me in the flesh, and I can’t wait to invest.

“So obedient,” Jack praises. He gives me a slow smile, fixing a look at me as he places the slip of paper right between Freya’s lips. She takes it and crawls over to the female worker, a woman dressed in a corset and very little else. Her eyes are dark, pleasing, as she takes the bid.

Freya’s pussy has all but swallowed the thin string of thong, leaving only the strip above her ass cheeks. Like this, she looks delectable.

More eyes slide over Freya as she returns to my side. She sits back on her heels.

“I’ve already got my name in.” A man who got pegged right in this room only last week by a dominatrix, his moans sounding whorish as the woman had reduced him to whimpers, eyes Freya up as if it’s his turn to have dominance over someone now. “But Hell, if the sight of her doesn’t make me want to pay double.”

A hand placed on my shoulder has me turning. I don’t let up my grip on Freya’s hair.

I meet the gaze of the club’s owner, an older man in a pristine, all-black suit. Golden triangular cuffs cap his collar, connecting them with a chain. His dark hair is slicked back, and his eyes watch me. We’ve met a handful of times, mostly when I have specific requests within his club that needed to be seen to with the utmost confidentiality.

“Johnson,” I say, smiling, shaking his hand.

“Your private room is ready for you, Mr. Haven. We have received all of the bids.”

I jerk a sharp nod. “Good.”

He hands me a key card, and then I watch as he discreetly tucks similar cards into the waiting hands of the other men around the room. I wait for them to go ahead and get set up in the room before I finally help her to her feet right in the doorway, letting the men get a full view of the expanse of her long body. Urging her forward, we descend into the neon pink room, the walls black, and spotlights pressed into the ceiling. A velvet armchair has been set up for me, and a large, circle-shaped bed is against the opposite wall. It's big enough to fit ten people.

I notice Jack, and we share a nod of secrecy. The other men are well-practiced, standing back until I call the scene.

“Look at her,” Jack murmurs, talking to one of the other men. I’ve seen him before. Damien, I think his name is. “It’s like she’s stood there, waiting to be told what to do.”

She is, I think, with a smirk.

I run a possessive hand down Freya’s waist. She trembles beneath the gazes of ten men, not including my own.

“You train a sub well, Jack,” I drawl, “and she’ll please you as soon as you snap your fingers.” I meet his gaze. “And I train mine very well.”

It’s a clear sign as any. Jack grins and snaps his fingers.

“Baby,” I coo to Freya, “why don’t you go and show Jack just how hungry you are? You want to suck him off?” She watches me, her eyes glimmering behind her mask. Eyes roam hungrily over her body, the thong that covers barely anything, and the bra that keeps her tits supported and rounded. “Tell him how excited you are to suck his cock, how much you love to suck mine. Make his night worthwhile.”

A few curses go through the group as they reach for buttons and zippers. Jackets and shirts are coming off.

Freya looks over at Jack as if he’s the only man in the room. “I really love sucking my master off,” she tells him, walking over, and her ass sways for my viewing. Freya sensually lowers herself to her knees, her ass pushed out, and her tits pressed together. It’s as if she knows exactly what she’s doing. “Can I suck you off, sir?”

“Sir,” he mutters under his breath, glancing at me. “You trying to kill me with this sub, Brett?”

“How about you just shut up and put your cock in her mouth?” I nod at Freya. “She’s waiting.”

And she is. Her head is tipped back. Having ten cocks tonight... she’ll be the most spoiled girl around.

Jack finally has his pants off, tossed somewhere behind him, as the other men follow suit.

“Baby,” I say to Freya, “show the other men how good you can be for them, too, yeah?”

“Yes, master,” she murmurs, already breathless.

And then she is yanked by Jack by her hair, her mouth delving onto his waiting cock. A choked moan comes out of both of them as her tongue no doubt meets his shaft, and in a few moments, he’s steadily rocking his hips against her. Freya’s hands come up to grasp two cocks, blindly reaching. Three of them are moaning her name, hips thrusting, and I can’t help but notice how Freya’s asshole flutters.

“You,” I call to one of the men who’s waiting, “taste her cunt. I promise you it’s the best thing you’ll ever have. She’ll fuckin’ ruin you for any other woman.”

“Damn right she already has,” he mutters, laughing breathlessly. He kneels behind Freya, hooking a finger under her thong. He tugs the offending article down and turns. I nod silently. He throws the thong at me, and I wrap it around my hand.

In my pants, my own cock is hard, but I’m letting myself wait. I want to savor the show.

And damn does Freya put on a show. The wet gurgle of her sucking fills the room, and I watch, both enjoying what I see and wishing she was sucking me off.

“What’s your name?” I ask him.

He glances over at me, grinning. “She can call me Atlas.”

I snort, nodding. Many men in here have nicknames—those keeping their dirty fantasies a secret. Me, I didn’t care so much. There were men who could pay for Corruption’s services, and then there was men like me and Jack—men who could buy their way out of those fantasies should they ever get leaked.

“Fawn,” I call out to Freya. I’d already had Alex program the name into her soundwaves to understand. I could use my own name; I couldn’t have anyone link Freya to me. “You want to let Atlas make you feel good?”

From her knees, Freya moans around Jack’s cock.

“Words, baby.”

“Yes, master,” she gasps, wrenching off Jack long enough before she’s tugged back down with a high whine. Moments later, one of the men receiving a handjob yanks on her hair, pulling her mouth to his own cock, letting Jack feel her deft hands. Her throat is immediately fucked roughly by this other man, but I see the flutter of her eyes as she tips her head further back. Already, saliva and precum smear over her face, and tears fall from her eyes. She loves this. Even if she doesn’t know what’s happening, even if this is related to a dream, she loves it.

Atlas’s face is buried in Freya’s cunt, his groans deep, his fingers gripping her hard enough to leave bruises. I like that thought—taking her home tonight, possessing the bruises of these men, all gathered to worship her.

“Fuck, she’s so easy,” Atlas groans as he licks her, spreading her pussy to expose the pretty pink of her. She’s wet, dripping, and he licks up every drop. Freya’s moans are muffled on the cocks that take turns sliding down her throat. At one point, two men press themselves together against her mouth, poking her cheeks, both of them trying to fit into her mouth at the same time. Seeing her cheeks bunch with them makes my vision blur.

I stand up, sauntering over, hands in my stomach, as if I’m not sporting my own erection.

Her eyes catch mine behind the mask for a moment, and I give her a small smile and a nod.

Atlas pulls away from eating her out and lines his cock up.

“Gonna be the first tonight to take this tight little cunt,” he announces, sliding right in. Freya all but chokes back on Jack’s cock. Her face is pressed to his groin, her cheeks flushed, tears streaming down her face from the force. She gurgles, choking. When he yanks off, she gasps for breath, only to be quickly filled by another man’s cock.

“Move that head, baby,” I tell her. “Perform for these men the way you do for your master, yeah?”

She nods as well as she can with her mouth full, her eyes wide and fixed on me.

The sound of Atlas’s hips slapping against Freya’s ass turns me on so much I half want to jerk off over the whole scene—but no. Tonight is special. I deserve a goddamn special orgasm.

“Fuck, move,” the last man of this round groans, falling to his knees behind Freya, lowering his mouth immediately to her asshole.

“I’ve never taken her ass,” I tell him, grinning darkly. Her g-spot is in that cute cunt; I’ve always aimed directly for it, and prefer the slide of it. “You going to do my girl the honor of taking her virginity?”

“Oh, shit,” he mutters, thrusting his tongue beyond the tight rim of her puckered hole. Seeing her crowded by those five men does insane things to me. She’s positively glowing like this—all on show.

“You’re so good, Fawn,” I tell her. “Daddy’s so fucking proud of you. I told you that you make me proud, didn’t I?”

Jack meets my eyes, his face flushed, his mouth slack with pleasure. “Didn’t peg you to have a daddy kink.”

I wink at him, grinning. Oh, if only he knew. “Who wouldn’t want this girl on their knees calling them Daddy?”

“True,” he moans as Freya’s fist speeds up on him.

Freya’s moans spill out into the room, and they get more broken with each thrust. I know she’ll scream tonight. I’ve gotten her there with my whole fist pushed into her pussy—surely five cocks can satisfy my greedy little fawn.

Soon, the last man is slicking up his cock and sliding into her asshole.

“Pull off,” I order Freya. She inhales deeply when her mouth is free, and I nod at the man who has waited to fuck her. And then he slams into her, and Freya’s mouth falls open, her eyes squeezing closed. Her chest is rising and falling raggedly, her breathing mere squeaks. The sheer desperation in her as she arches, her body accommodating the two cocks filling her pussy and ass...

It's gorgeous.

Heavenly.

“Get your mouth filled, Fawn,” I tell her softly, and she immediately reaches for two cocks that are positioned and waiting for her. She’s still jerking off another one, and then she’s stuffed—utterly, and by the end of the night, she’ll have so much come in her, I’ll be washing it out of her holes for days.

The men thrust, none of them in time with one another, and I can only imagine how much of a constant pressure it must be. Her body constantly stimulated and pleasured, cocks of different lengths and widths, all pumping into her. And she’s caught between them, upheld by my own will.

She’s gargling through her messy blowjobs, and her stomach is extending and sucking in a pant that can’t come out as she’s overwhelmed.

“Gorgeous,” I tell her before stepping back. “You want to take Jack’s come first?”

“Yes, master,” she gasps out when her mouth becomes free for her to answer. She nods eagerly, her body jolted by Atlas and the other man fucking her holes from behind. She looks perfect—made to be filled like this.

“Be a good girl.”

Then she’s yanked back, and his cock is almost visible in her throat. He chases his orgasm in her mouth roughly, and I go to her backside, unable to help myself from watching the way her asshole stretches to accommodate the cock. It's so pink; I’m starting to see the appeal of anal.

“Fuck!” Jack cries out, gripping Freya’s head so hard he leaves white prints on her skin. “Fuck, like that! God, yes—just a fucking cocksleeve.”

Freya moans loudly at that, her eyes rolling back behind her mask. Moments later, Jack spills down her throat, his chest heaving. He’s quickly batted aside by one of the other men who takes her mouth. I’m too focused on Atlas, who’s thrusting into her like he’s right on top of his orgasm.

“God, she’s so tight,” he groans, gripping her hip. The other man grips Freya’s left hip. Both of them find a rhythm, entering her on alternative thrusts. She bucks and writhes, as if not sure where to go. It’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen in my life.

“Take that cunt,” I encourage Atlas. “She’s not yours, but I’ll let you pretend tonight.”

He moans deeply at that, fucking Freya faster. Soon, she’s jerking around his cock, a spasm that clearly tips him over the edge as he quickly pulls out and shoots all over her ass.

“Fuck, she’s clenching so hard,” the other man gasps out, chasing his orgasm. He comes seconds after Atlas, pulling out to mix his own come with Atlas’s over Freya’s skin. The drops smear over her, running down her hips. I can’t help ghosting a hand over my erection.

“You’re taking everyone so well, baby,” I tell her, drawing a line down her spine. She shudders, hollowing her cheeks. She retches on a cock jamming too far down her throat, and the man comes, the final one of this round joining as she fists him to his orgasm. Come dribbles down the corner of her mouth, and the other climax is painted across her cheeks.

“Sit back,” I tell her. She does, free of any man for the moment, and slumps. Her eyes are vacant, her jaw slack. I massage my hands into her shoulders and jaw. “You’re doing so well for me. You’re taking this so beautifully—just like you were made to.”

“Yes, master.” Her voice is hoarse, and I want to kiss her. If I didn’t have a room of freshly excited men waiting for their turn, and the others no doubt recovering for another go, I’d kiss her properly. Good and deep.

“Do you want more?” I ask her pointedly.

“Yes,” she breathes.

“Ask nicely.”

“Please can I have more cock, master?”

“Good girl. Of course, you can.”

I slap her face lightly, and she doesn’t even flinch. Her cheek blooms red. The men are talking amongst themselves, Atlas telling someone else how tight Freya’s cunt is, and Jack is raving about her blowjob skills, and the next five step forward, bulges in underwear or erections out and ready.

Freya’s maneuvered on the bed, this round of men not waiting for any direction. She’s splayed out, her legs parted. I can see her whole pussy, dripping with come, her curled pubic hair almost preventing me from seeing her clit. But it's right there, hooded and pretty, sensitive and waiting for me at the end of the night.

One man hoists her foot into his hands, lifting her leg. He spreads her for his own pleasure and to allow another man to slide right into her. Freya cries out brokenly, her hips bucking.

“Good girl,” I encourage her. “Take that cock. You know you want it more than anything.”

“I do!” she mewls. “I’m so full, Dadd—”

Her cries are cut off by a cock jamming between her lips, as one man pulls her head to the side to push down on himself. Her eyes roll back again, and the first man wraps his lips around her feet, licking up to her toes and kissing the soles of her arched feet. Another man has his cock sliding over the arch of the other foot, the divots and heel providing friction. One of Freya’s hands is placed on a fourth man’s cock, while the last, fifth man of this round shifts under her, sliding to take her loosened asshole.

My baby is spread-eagled across the sheets, and she looks like a sex goddess, created and existing for pleasure.

As the sounds of sucking and slapping fill the room, I take my seat once again, checking the Somnus Nox app on my phone. As I do, I palm my cock free, slowly jerking off. Not to climax, not yet. I want to watch my daughter climax twice before I come. I want her coming on my cock before I let myself release.

Her heart rate is high, but she’s still under. Alex warned me about a dangerous level of her heart rate, giving me an average number when his own daughter, Nina, threatened to come out of her mind control. Freya’s past that, but she remains steadily under. According to Tanner, the app has been tweaked since Nina’s experience.

The man in Freya’s pussy has his hand flitting over her clit, and the man fucking her ass has his thumb tucked against the rim, as if he’s wondering how much more he can spread her. I grin, watching, as Freya’s hips begin to lift quickly, almost spasming.

Her breasts are lavished in kisses by the man who’s rutting against her foot, and the other man has his mouth occupied still on her toes, sucking them into his mouth, his eyes closed. They all use her for different reasons with one destination. They want her body for their pleasure.

But hers exists, too, and I want her spoiled not only with their come but with her own climaxes.

And that’s when I notice that her body has that telltale close-to-orgasm motion, where she jerks sharply, her thighs trembling.

“She’s close,” I say. “Come for me, Fawn.”

And she does—with a scream muffled around a cock, she comes. Her body tenses, all taut and strung out, as she shudders through her orgasm. It's beautiful. I’ve never got to see it from the outside looking in. I’ve never noticed just how hard her thighs shake, how her pussy flutters around whatever’s filling her.

“Don’t stop,” I order the man fucking her cunt. “None of you stop. Let her pleasure you. Don’t you see how she craves being taken like this?”

The men groan, continuing their thrusting, sucking, licking—all of them devouring pieces of my daughter for themselves. It's a sight that’ll live in my dreams for a long, long time. I never want this night to end. Freya’s body is limp, taking everything given to her—so limp that I almost don’t notice when she comes with a loud scream, the man fucking her throat having pulled back to come over her face at the same time. Her back arches beautifully, and the bra is quickly torn off her so the man in her pussy can climax over them. He spills over her tits, while another comes on her feet, another on her stomach. Then more come is dripping out of her asshole, joining the previous load.

One by one, after the men blow their loads, they pull away from Freya, leaving her as mine for the taking.

Her third orgasm is mine.

“Come over here, my pretty fawn,” I call out, my voice gentle, betraying my wicked intentions.

On shaking legs, Freya stumbles over. When she sees me, she all but collapses onto my lap. I have my cock out and ready, and enter her wet heat immediately. She’s so fucking shiny, painted with come, slippery when I try to grasp hold of her. I’ve always loved that about taking her to the spa—one of the reasons I fuck her after it. There’s something about seeing her body shiny with oil that gets me going. Now, covered in come, she’s exactly the same.

Breathtaking.

I clasp her to my chest, my hand fisting in her hair. I hold her close—my entire world, my girl.

“My Freya,” I whisper, so only she will hear me. The other men know to stay back as I rock myself up into her. She clenches so hard around my cock, and my breath leaves me. “Do you know how hard you got me, watching them all please you? You belong on your knees, baby.”

She stutters on a moan, pressing her face into my neck. Her hips circle over me, seeking a faster pace despite the fucking she’s already endured. How could I deprive her of her needs? I slap my hips up faster, slamming into her. Despite the other cocks, she’s still tight, and I let myself be enveloped in that heat until I’m close.

“You want Daddy’s come, Freya?” I murmur, again, only for her ears. “Beg for it. Real nice and loud. Let these men know who you belong to.”

“Yes, Daddy!” she cries out. “Give me your come. Please, please—Master. I’ve been so, so good for you, haven’t I?”

“The best,” I tell her.

“Then let me take you. Spill into me, fill me up so all I know is your pleasure. Fuck me, Daddy.”

I moan into her mouth, my hand clasping her throat as I grip her slippery hips to slam myself right into my orgasm.

“Come with me, baby,” I order. “Let that cunt milk me for everything I have to give you.”

She all but screeches when she orgasms, climaxing on command as her body wracks with shudders. She gushes out, squirting all over my lap as I pinch and thumb over her clit. She jerks, her walls clenching around me, and I spill into her, giving her exactly what she begged for.

I’m gasping with my own sensitivity after having waited so long to come, and, with a signal of a crook of my fingers, I beckon Jack and another man forward.

“You want your turns in her holes?” I ask them. Freya clings to me, looking up at them, her back arched so she almost peers at them upside down. She giggles as if drunk on lust.

“Fuck, yeah,” Jack murmurs. “I’ll never see another sub this good for a while.” He wastes no time in pulling her away like she weighs nothing. She slumps like a marionette. They don’t even bother getting her to the bed before they each slip into her, cramming in either side of her body. One in the cunt that still spills with my climax, and her ass. Freya jostles, her hands already reaching out for more cocks to jerk.

More men fill the space as her head falls back against Jack’s bare chest, her mouth open in pants of pleasure. Her hips twitch in oversensitivity, and God, she’s gorgeous like this. She was made for pleasure.

And I will give it to her, over and over, tonight and every night I ever can.

Checking my phone, I realize that an hour and a half has passed already. I’ll keep her like this, fucked dumb on ten cocks, over and over, for another hour, but not a minute before I come several more times myself.

I want that ass before the end of the night.

***
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LATER THAT NIGHT, I slump onto the couch, back in my house in uptown New York, and laugh. I run a hand through my short hair.

My legs are completely boneless, my adrenaline long banked. But tonight made it so worth it. In the end, I had five orgasms after my first one with Freya seated on me. I lost count of hers. One climax had run into another, leaving her a gasping mess of desperation and overstimulation.

As soon as I got back, I used the last of my energy to carry Freya into the large jacuzzi tub upstairs and showered her down. Tomorrow, I’ll fill that tub with bubbles and muscle relaxants. She won’t know why she aches, but I’ll take care of her.

For now, she has water, a power candy bar, and a bag of salty crisps to replenish her when she wakes up. When I carried her back, she had already been coming out of the mind control in the car, her wakefulness coming in a fog of confusion. I assured her she was okay; she’d just fainted in the heat of the car, and I was getting her to bed.

She’s fallen asleep upstairs, changed into her fluffiest pajamas, none the wiser about what’s happened in the last few hours.

I smile to myself, checking my phone emails.

There’s one waiting for me from Alex. 

Data was great. Thank you for your contribution to our experiments.

I start to type back. 

I’ll contribute any time. How about you and me sit down very soon to discuss more funding for Somnus Nox? I’ll need tomorrow to recover, so, say in two days? Alex, I am very keen.

I set down my phone, line up the two earbud cases, and watch.

After the night I’ve had, there is no way I can miss out on being part of this venture. I’m all-out planning to write a blank cheque for them. Nothing compares to this. Ecstasy shrouded my night and let me see my darkest fantasies of my daughter being used and filled for hours on end, lost in her own strange pleasure she wouldn’t be truly aware of.

No more drugging—Somnus Nox is the way of my future.

––––––––
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	    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 Summer-themed story: released in June)
*Advance and exclusive announcements when I reduce prices on some stories/bundles for a 24-hour sale
...and so much more!
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