My Sleeping Princess Chap 5
There were realisations afterwards, things seemed to drop into place, things she’d said and done that morning. There was a puzzling awareness too that somehow, during my deep sleep she’d come and untied me, she must have, oh I don’t know, there was confusion, inaccuracies in my brain, perhaps I was still in a half conscious mode between dream and reality.

Her kissing and invading tongue didn’t help, I still felt somewhere else, a world away and my brain was even trying to work out what day it was. I was still on the bed; she was still on the bed, hovering above me, her lips pulling on my lips and below me teasing the remnants of my erection with the pink slippy crotch of her leotard.

Was it still all a dream did my open eyes deceive me was there still the ballerina before me. She rocked on her knees; her body delightfully presented the nubile form of an adolescent gymnast. There was a moment of recognition, a replay of the last evening when I was in the company of my pretend ‘niece’. It was her again, a few years older perhaps but all the same my little ballerina was a picture of innocence, was there a theme going on here, one that I was being led into and subconsciously becoming more comfortable with. I was coming round; thoughts in my head were making me amenable to her little games. My cock was having ambitions to be the other side of that teasing slippery lycra, I wanted to fuck her again and this time watch myself do it.

Forward I moved and without objection, a hand helping my eager erection press home onto the hidden labia, I knew she couldn’t resist. It gave nicely, the hooking leg band allowing a probing digit to find the softness on the other side. She had been busy, innovatively snipping at the crotch of those virgin white tights to allow easy access to her sweet little innocent pussy and now a digit was swimming the sexual soup that we had made earlier.

I was moving, suggesting she progress to a nearby arm chair. Fingers teased one another on our travel and I had my idea on just how copulation would take place. She wouldn’t mind, it would follow her theme of, if you like being the innocent! I had her kneel whilst fingers still persevered with the lycra and the crotch less tights but I had other ideas. She got the idea too, making it easier; I released her arms from the clinging fabric and rolled the top half down over her flattened chest.

I loved those little tits, swinging my head under her modest torso to suckle whilst fingers still fucked her cunt. The ballerina loved it too, pushing her demanding hips backward in an attempt to find my cock. She wanted it in her too but not yet my darling little niece, not before we had released some tensions and as much as I liked it, this time I didn’t want to be fucking up the leg band of her costume.

It was stripped down her back, exposing the virgin white tights and the very boyish slim hips. It held her thighs, gave a resistance to her spreading her legs but I liked that, it gave a false pretence that this was all an innocent little game between ‘uncle’ and ‘niece’. It faked uncertainty, the need for an expanding teenage mind to be cautious under the pressures of adulthood. We understood these things; it’s what made us so compatible as we journeyed on a discovery of fantasy.

He was awkwardly probing, trying to get his willing erection in between her barely open buttocks, fighting with lycra to be in the vicinity of his teasing fingers and at the entrance to her sweet little naïve cunt. That was the fun of it, it was deliciously adolescent and made my big uncle’s head determined that we would achieve copulation. My balls were hooked again, over the capsulating folds of pink, trapped too by the engrossing leg elastic of the full briefs I was still wearing. It was a mind boggling feeling to be so captive, it somehow enhanced my desires, gave impressions that I was somehow partially already enveloped!

Wriggles and shuffles had us chasing the exciting premature juvenile fumbling. A mere nudge and promise had us both gasping in the exhilerating excitement of uncertainty. A slip inward and across her wetted labia gave groans of expectation from both sides only to be frustratingly disappointed when he slipped forward to the other side. The innocence facing away from me gave a whoop of delight as I guessed he’d glanced a slippery smudge into her engorged little clit.

He was back again, knees painfully straining and thigh muscles taut as he joined my fingers at her entrance. Slowly does it was an excruciating tease in itself before he finally slipped inward and began his own journey of exploration. ‘Careful’, I muttered the little minx eagerly sought to accommodate ‘uncles’ game of discovery. In so slowly and aided by the restrictions of unforgiving lycra we moved to find each other. A moment deep and a shuffle to get some comfort my fingers scissored around her engorged labia and held him in there for what seemed like an edge. A moment passed and they were off and upward to find her little button of love.
There were dangers here, dangers of not reading the signs, the mind chasing the ecstasy of pleasure that my loins were radiating. Neither of us would want to orgasm too soon and in a moment I found a less intense path of pleasure. I viewed her, a head to toe examination of what had danced into my life a while or so before. The little cues of sweetness and innocence, her bunched hair tidily revealing the soft down below her hair line, the sweet perfume that belied her true age and carried me back to an age of youthful frustrations. 

I marvelled at her back supplely smooth but intersected by the tightest of virgin white crop tops that I guessed flatten her already small breasts at the front. I watched my hands hold her narrow waist and felt somewhere below my penis revel in the tightness of her vagina. And to behold the bubble of her perfect bottom gently meeting my own knickered covered tummy. I imagined too somewhere between her legs that thoughtfully constructed gap that had been introduced to the purity of those tights.
She was indeed another ‘niece’, supposed I suspect to be a little older than our last encounter but never the less one that I was evermore becoming adoringly attached to. What a lover she was in creating such a fantasy land of character and downright pleasure. Where had it all come from and at the moment did I even care, she could keep rolling them out, I would never complain but somewhere deep I did wonder, it wasn’t for now, sometime we would need to fill in the spaces!
My little ‘niece’ was groaning now, a verbal journey of her impending desire to have an orgasm. An arm around her tummy brought her ever closer and I buried my cock ever deeper in her sweet little gripping cunt. She could have what she wanted, my other hand helping her along the way with fingers swarming all over her button of no return. She thrashed around gorging on our engagement and for a moment I thought that I too would join her but nature didn’t take its course, I stood there holding her wasted body and wondered why? 

It came to me when finally I had limply slipped from her, the knickers I was wearing were now having the opposite effect, they were stemming my ability to cum. Yes they kept me erect and yes they had not stopped my orgasm whilst I was comatose but now it was a different picture, maybe it was something that could work to my advantage.
She was off and away and no doubt stepping into the shower for a refreshing wake up. I thought that maybe I should join her and share a delicious wet petting session but maybe she just needed some space and maybe somewhere to contrive yet another fantasy. Besides I was still looking at an erection neatly supported by being ceremoniously stood to attention by being hooked around two pairs of deliciously pretty full briefs. I sat in the arm chair that we had just used but not before I had retrieved the panties that she had been wearing all morning and had used as a teasing prop before my sleep.
I played, warily listening to the distant sound of splashing water, my foreskin being tantalised by my own petting fingers whilst my head imagined the pretty little things coveting her body. The gusset was so deliciously soft; a furry nap of cotton that endlessly teased my glans and bulb end. I examined them, looking for the smudges of excitement that must have been simmering in her head as she whizzed around the shops this morning. There was an empty cleanness that intrigued me, I knew her too well, she would have been excited and extremely turned on gathering her props for another fantasy. Still teasing my foreskin I brought them to my nose and found I was right.

I was aching now and with a determination could have probably spunked despite the holding restriction of my own briefs. There was a myriad of reminders just flowing through my head, everything we’d played this weekend and yet the prospect of more. I was engrossed, the pleasing tickles of her desirable gusset swimming over my glans and cum hole. What she hadn’t made, then I now was as little blobs of pre-cum just matted into the so soft crotch. I teased myself into near oblivion and only snapped out of it when I saw her standing in the doorway.

I’d been caught red handed but did it matter, she damn well knew what I got up to and pleasingly encouraged it. There was no point stopping, she’d curse me for not being open and honest and besides I knew that it would fuel her own twisted little mind. We stared at each other, me watching her facial expressions as I frigged myself in the intimacy of her gusset. I think she marvelled that so much pleasure could be had from her redundant castoffs. She knew too how much of a prop they were in the fantasy land of our play but still should stood fascinated that what she thought was so little that could give so much pleasure.

It wasn’t until she moved towards me that I even noticed that she was again wearing the Mickey Mouse nightdress. It wasn’t until then that I stopped my own play in the expectation that her hand would replace mine and indeed it did. She swept it away and it had to decide what it was to do with itself. For a moment it hung useless from my arm whilst I watched her gather her own panties up and swish them into the play zone. I gave a huge groan as she administered them in a way that I could only dream of. Maybe it was all the trickery of my brain and the very thought that she was intimately touching me with her own gusset.
It was the swell of her body under the nightdress that woke me up from my selfishness, the sweet whiff of the clean and perfumed body that had my hand moving. There again was the familiar soft nap of Mickey’s territory; I watched one of his little smiles crumple away as I caressed that soft cotton up her creamy thigh. A finger pressed cotton into my spunk hole and the rippled ribby back seam of her gusset was manipulated into a fold that pressed inward and into my glans, I was consumed but at the same time had to know! What panties did she have on? 

I was pleased the little teddy surrounded by lilac smiled at me, I loved it when she appreciated my thoughtful choosings. It fulfilled my fantasies that I had in the shop when I stood there nervously fumbling through the intimates of the opposite sex. They were unique at the moment, their feel was excitingly new, soft but then held in a stiffness that would I knew disappear with their washing. It made me think too that even touching her was a first opportunity, like I’d never touched or been intimate with her before.
My fingers too were investigating now just like hers were with me. It was strange how we were both exploring how the sensuous manipulation of such an intimate piece of material could bring so much pleasure. I followed her every contour as though my finger was trekking there for the very first time, feeling but knowing what lay beneath and by now just how ready she was below. They had to be christened too, ensuring that her bodily preparation in parted its signature to the soft virgin cotton of the crotch. It needed to be there, not just for the foreplay of the moment but very much for my delightful pleasure latter.
But it was all just a flirtatious promise for later, something stirred but not consumed, something to come back too after sustenance had fuelled a tummy and satisfied hunger. We were in that kitchen family room again, her suggesting what I should fix us for a snack whilst she posed in front of that television. Of course it was all planned that she should sit where she sat, the angles of the facing mirror allowing her to provocatively expose her cute little underwear to my gaze. She knew too that as I had bought them, then it would arouse my interest even more when it hugged the nubile contours of her body.

It made the meal preparation so difficult, trying to intersperse my activity with snatches of watching for signs of teddy that hovered above her crotch. I found myself forgetting to add ingredients to the sandwiches I was making, having to recheck that they were edible and to her liking. But I didn’t want it any other way, surreal as it was, making a meal whilst having a hard on and the constant surveillance of just what that Mickey Mouse nightie was attempting to hide. There was too that fixed notion in my head that she was my niece, somewhat older now than the sweet little apparition of last evening but none the less she was still gilding innocence and that was becoming a turn on in itself.

It was hard concentrating on eating and sharing a settee with a fantasy that you just wanted to be exploring. Feigning interest in the television too when you perhaps were more interested in being up close and intimate with teddy. I had a vision, an up and coming fantasy to have a learned niece above me, nightdress up with legs akimbo whilst uncle suckled the sweet innocent crotch of her new panties. I wanted her play acting too, her pretence of discovering the pleasure I was giving her as I dared mouth her panty covered cunt.

It was her who dispensed with the half eaten meal first, shoving it behind us and onto the counter and naturally I had to follow suit. I was the pretend little snuggle into, that had my head immediately on track with the fantasies that were logged in my brain. The heady perfume of her freshly groomed body had me almost imagining that here sat beside me was a besotted adolescent that just maybe was asking uncle just for a tiny initiation into big boyfriend and girlfriend games. Of course I was going to oblige immediately accepting her head on my chest whilst she was agreeable with my toying fingers around her Mickey covered thigh.

Another fantasy floated by, just what it would be like to have a comatose niece, a sleeping beauty of innocence found in her bed and just waiting to be bodily explored. He throbbed in the track suit bottoms I’d slipped into, leaked too into the now solitary full briefs she had bought me. It was all bizarre, so many combinations of fetish fantasy that it was hard to imagine happening outside of our world. Would little niece be forthcoming with uncles erection or would I have to endure the sheer pleasure of pretending to coax her little hand to stray into an imagination of uncharted territory.

I loved the little whisper of encouragement I had to give her, a teasing invitation just to put her hand inside the awkward tenting sportswear. She of course ignored the fact that I too was wearing panties and just played the childlike fumble on the stiffness she found there. I had a huge sigh of satisfaction as my brain played around in the pretence of it all. I of course played it a little more cool, allowing her alone to explore the confines under the tracksuit bottoms. It was all part of the game, her supposedly being young and inexperienced and whilst her fingers gingerly skimmed around my skimpy nylon, mine were casually shuffling around on her Mickey covered hip.

We snogged too, cloyingly naïve at first as though this whole experience was a very exploring first. It epitomised our games and the mindset of our sexual makeup, a groping enactment of fumbled youth, conjured to make the mind travel through the innocent past. It was stimulating, thrilling and made just plain sex seem just so boring.

My fingers toyed with Mickey, whilst every now and then I crumpled or distorted his face. Then he went altogether, disappearing completely to be replaced by a copy further down the nightie. It was riding upward now, exposing the smooth athletic skin of her thighs, a silken soft path to the temptations of what lay between her virgin legs. Then that first glimpse again of the attractive hue of lilac, the enticing but innocent lacy frill That had yet to be carefully orchestrated to the side. We were reunited again from our brief encounters, except now my imagination was not needed to perform visions of exhilaration; it was all here in three dimensions of sinuous flesh and blood.

A finger crept as it always should, a poke under the guarding elastic of chastity, a darting intrusion to the warmth underneath. My other hand encouraged, went in a schoolboy prompt for the gates of her thighs and to open and expose. Teddy smiled at me looking across from her tummy; I acknowledged his innocence with a sigh of expectation. It was soft and warm there, somewhere to dwell and indulge, below the swirling fingers and lilac was her little piece of heaven.

I’d touched here for what had seemed a lifetime of familiarity but all the same every single encounter always felt something new, an adventure of fantasy with someone completely new. My head spun with imagination as below my fingers introduced themselves to another panty covered Mons, another niece, another character in her expanding repertoire of fantasy. I loved them all and we adulterated ourselves in a never ending supply of lovers.

Another sigh and a gasp, a promiscuous hand had explored and found my erection, my balls and stiffy were now divided by the excruciating pleasure of hanging over my own panty elastic. A moan now as those delicate fingers introduced a cautious rolling of ‘uncles’ foreskin, it was time I was moving too. I had to find a looser spot, somewhere around on her outer thigh where the elastic gave more consideration to slipping underneath and to track her warm and soft skin. Soon he was edging towards her heavenly innocence, around and downward for a fantasy of unvisited territory.

My head was playing with the idea that this was a first, that this probable teenage ‘niece’ hadn’t had such a pleasure before now. It had to be an exciting journey for her, I couldn’t just probe inward, her head too would I knew be playing out a fancy of unknown. Petting like this was our signature, a teasing pleasing foray into what could be a long evening of indulgence. The ultimate end of intercourse was far from our minds; sex had to have the epic proportions of a never ending story and here and now was no different.

It seemed a lifetime before we moved and my sodden fingers exited from her delicious little cunt. She was steering, leading and proposing another little scenario of supposed teenage frolicking. She was insisting on ridding me of the sports bottoms that acted as a prop of our little game of innocence and I was only too willing to comply. Soon I was exposed in my own panties and catching a glimpse of myself in that mirror had me realising how vulnerable I was.
Then she was persuading me, pushing me back onto the settee before a promiscuous ‘niece’ climbed aboard my lap. Her knees shuffled forward, her hands held high her nightie and I watched the lilac and teddy ease themselves forward to make contact with my own panties. The first encounter, the heat and grind of panty on panty and the excruciating pleasure of opposing genitalia was heaven on earth. Those first humping moves wriggling and ensuring her placement was just so swiped the innocence from my mind that this was just a teenage fantasy and yet in a contradiction the whole act was so bloody furtively fumbled.

There were little sways and rocks from her body now as she humped my lower torso. I felt my foreskin marvellously roll as her panties pressed on and passed mine in a frictional dance of blissful pleasure. We were snogging again, desperately trying to hold lips together as our rocking and pushing desperately chased a frotted pleasure. I had that nightie up too, scrunched upward and onto her shoulders, exposing her small breasts that now even more fuelled the uncle and niece fantasy. They too became the centre of attention of my lips, suckling one and then the other like they had been exposed for the very first time.

Time and again my stomach muscles would erupt upward, pushing outward in a greed for her crotch. It was hot and damp between us and I decided that an intruding finger should find out just how much excitement was to be found down there. Willingly she raised her knees to allow a probing digit to interfere with the security of her panties. He practically swam inward in the slosh of her wetness to find easily her sopping little gorge of a minge. I felt my own fluids seep and flow as now I teased her shaking body with my schoolboy fingering.
My eyes were closed and her lips were chasing mine and all the while my head was playing out the uncle fantasy as fingers investigated a supposed virgin cunt. Frequently she moaned into my mouth as my exploration hauled her soddeness around and around before smothering it all over her little button. It was inevitable; her fingers entwined around my now exposed erection would mean now a journey towards copulation. We were ready for it and navigating towards it meant that no words were needed or necessary.

She teased him, holding him against her crotch, feeding the fantasy of our juvenile game. It had my head swimming with lurid thoughts of how right and wrong such desires were. Never the less they were played out in my imagination and now below I was being encouraged once again to slip my manhood up the side of those infantile panties. She helped him, held him, directed him in, shuffled on her knees to ensure that natures mating game was on its way.

I gasped as he found the surety of the moistness of her little minge. Sighs elapsed from my mouth as she fidgeted and eased him into the unseen labia below and then came the depths of pleasure that had my swirling imagination telling myself that she was indeed my niece. Oh that sweet little cunt, so readily willing and yet so convincingly naïve, swallow me up, consume my knob end and tease my glans.

It was her riding me, me playing the nonchalant uncle, letting her experiment with her first cock. It was a game in my head too, not to participate, play the innocent defence that unbelievably she had done all the running. She could do what she wanted, undoubtedly working through her own fancy of frequented seduction. She’d find her own orgasm too, riding on her imagination to chase her favourite spasms of ecstasy, and, when she did ‘uncle would too, his sub conscious delivering all the little cues of a forbidden love. 
Latter in bed we frolicked again, stirring the memories with whispered recollection of what had gone through our heads. We enjoyed these sessions of recall, gilding thoughts and prospecting our imaginations. It was petting without the chase, a fingering, a wanking play that would have us lovingly embracing sleep when nature had exhausted thought.

It must have been early but then it was light, that I had imagined or dreamt that she had slipped from our bed. It seemed like an age that I had been lying there in a half sleep wondering what was a delusion of slumber or what was reality? Perhaps she would be back, a slip out to relieve a nocturnal bladder but would she? My senses were strangely distracted, she must be still near, was that a perfume I could smell, or was it a whiff of sexual appeal that was bringing me round? It was stronger now, intruding on my dozing spectrum of fancy until I began to realise that there on the pillow next to me were the lilac panties and the smiling face of teddy.

I reached out for them and brought them to my nostrils and was captured by the heavenly scent of her excited pussy. I could have been distracted by them, ordinarily at home and alone I would already be detained by the enticement of that perfumed crotch. But, they were telling me something, trying to get my attention that I wanted her but she was no longer there. I scrabbled around the bed, an ever stiffening erection demanding that I find an answer or even a clue. And, there it was on her side of the bed, a note clearly intended for me to find, she had another game planned. It read:

It’s 7 am and I have gone to find a sleeping Rose, we will both be in my old bedroom. Please come and join us!
Rules today, no intercourse and please don’t steal my panties!

It was short and sweet and clearly the time added to the note was an indication of when my little princess had taken her little knock out pill. I looked at my watch, 20 minutes had passed an in another 10 she would be ripe for a little intrusion. And, those rules, clearly they were dictated with the view that she really wanted me to ignore them and besides I would be going home after lunch so both she and I knew that this little game was the finale to our weekend.
I was still sniffing at her gusset as I made my way along to her old room. Robed in a borrowed dressing gown I was also working away with my free hand at my ever excited cock. I crept stealthily, my head also resurrecting my little intruder character, cautiously I ventured along the landing until I came to that open door. I peered inward, into the grotto of our perverted world and liked what I saw.

There was Rose, arranged by herself on the bed. Carefully she had constructed a little scene of domestic innocence, here again was the harmless servant girl supposedly resting in slumber or taken by her fiend narcolepsy to create a deeply sexual fantasy. I was up for it, already in my head playing out my role as the deviant intruder. I scanned that room and felt my erection step up a gear as his potential was being realised. I noted the chest of drawers with two drawers partially open and the careless disarrangement that spilled over and declared their contents. Panties, lovely panties that she had already surreptitiously announced were mine.

I stepped inward with a thousand lewd thoughts transversing my brain, she looked so tempting and inviting clearly covered by just a sheet. Her eyes were closed and close now I could hear her shallow breathing, a quick distraction too, a glance into the open drawer of wankable panty temptations and then back to her. He was throbbing now fuelled by the many possibilities of fun and pleasure to be had in this surreal pervert’s lair. Of course it would quench her lurid desires too, stimulate her brain to capture and recall her explicit dream, perhaps in her own quiet moment of self gratification. I would be there too, later in the solitude of my flat reliving it next week or perhaps in the months to come, our little exploits.

I was torn between the lure of her panties or her. Greedily I wanted them both, to explore the frillies or the morbid intrusion of her limp body. I’d have both but first it would be a quick invasion between her legs, a tempter to ascertain just how far she was under the spell of her little pill. I lifted the sheet that covered her and stole her privacy as I gazed down upon her creamy legs. Her night shirt was old fashioned, cotton and lace, virginal white and so persuasively in keeping with her pretence. I lifted that too, skimming upward to reveal the virgin white of some very 50’s full briefs. I just loved the way that she put a heart and soul into her characters.

Then a hand between her legs and up to find the pouting mound that hid her sex. It was gorgeously warm, hot even, telling me that what was beneath was so ready for action. But if I started now then there would be no going back, I’d be mesmerised and drawn into a never ending assault on her defenceless minge. The panty drawers were calling, besides she had forbade my interference with them but I was never going to do as I was told. They were pretty and I had seen and was familiar with many of their gussets. Some brought back memories and joined my cock in a reunion of past encounters, the soft crotches teasing him into a frenzy of masturbation.

But it was the second drawer that caught my attention, a place until now I had never visited. The contents spilled of innocence, little briefs that were once clearly hers but were now no longer needed. I lifted a pair and was taken by their purity, a little jumbo grinned sweetly below a curling trunk. They were hers I guessed, ten or so years back when she frolicked in her school uniform and was divided by the attentions of her puberty. How sweet they were, how desirable they had just become and how I turned to thoughts of our little uncle and nice game.

I would have some from here, stolen to be resurrected in the lonely weeks ahead. You pervert I thought, you’ve crossed that moral divide, she’s taken you there on a fantasy journey, for God’s sake just keep it where she has laid it. I’ll be back for them I promised; perhaps she will encourage and help. But, for now I had another appointment, behind me, lying on the bed in her medicated slumber, another wonderful fancy she introduced to me.

I knelt at the foot of the bed looking upward and under the sheet. Peering inward toward the temptation of her inner thighs, trying to focus, make out the distant place I wanted to be. I pulled that sheet out of the way to marvel at the contours of nylon and the little hub that I was interested in. My fingers were there again, skimming the fluid surface that now was a radiating more heat that only meant one thing, she was ready her head hopefully fully transfixed in her little world of deviation. 
I traced her private place and she moaned, shuddered and then parted her legs, she was fragrantly excited and it stirred me into a sigh of delight. My head played out the role of burglar, retracing in my thoughts of a pretend journey of stairs and landings to get here. She would know I promised myself, this sleeping servant of the house that she had been interfered with; I slipped my finger under the protective elastic and into her wetness.

I was pulling it to one side, wanting and needing to know just what this fair maiden’s cunt looked like. Today it was still innocent, smooth almost hairless and virginal, my finger tested all over it. My thumb joined him, working together to open and pry. It was audible today, little swops of suction permeating the silence. I was fingering her now whilst my other hand pacified my own desires. Urges were being set; the teasing note would be ignored as that is what she really meant that I should fuck her.

My head was already playing deep into her fantasy, she was already the unguarded servant girl vulnerably comatose and I was the wicked intruder violating her innocent body. Well that is how it looked but somewhere deep in her brain the sub-conscious was allowing her natural reactions to perform, little Rose’s cunt was now a squelching participate. It fuelled me, fed the intrusive fancy I was having and had me pondering just what fun could be had next.

I had to stop playing with myself, the dangerous signs of a spunky eruption challenged my willpower and I just had to stop for a moment my indulgent fingering. So I was lifting her, moving her down the bed just so her legs would dangle over the edge. She moaned as I continued to move her, the friction of the bed pulling those full briefs upward and moulding into her cunt. God how fucking desirable she was, the unsuspecting innocent just waiting to be taken.

I arranged her more, spreading her legs to the sides and invoking a fight between her labia and the enticing gusset. I touched the drum tight surface and felt every contour of her sweet desirable minge. I had her torso to the bottom of the bed now, her pouting nylon covered Mons was now the most prominent feature in my landscape. I was down on my knees and up close and personal with the nature it provided. Her heady excitement filled my nostrils and my nose went in for the kill and ended up consumed by her wetness.

I had to manipulate her, release the tension the full briefs were having on her little cunt box. There was almost a groan of disappointment from the sleeping princess as the normality of comfort was restored. The pressure off, it gave me intruding opportunities to have that securing crotch any which way I wanted it. First I snogged it invoking more murmurs of delight from somewhere above. I pulled the soaked nylon into my moth and let my tongue savour the sweetness she had delivered. It drove me wild and again I was at my poor aching cock.

Then I was up and away, raiding the panty drawer for a pacifier to rumble my foreskin. Back on my knees I positioned him deep into the unspoilt gusset to wet them immediately. They were teasing my glans to perfection, a wanker’s delight and soon I had to stop before I lost control. I was just holding him now just pressing home with a finger and thumb as I refocused on the snogging of the sopping nylon. I pulled it into my mouth and sucked the nectar from clammy weave. My tongue found the dexterity to intrude into the soft and sodden crotch beneath and now I really had the taste of Rose.

A hand had to intervene, I had to taste her cunt, suckle her cunt lips and find the source of her excitement. She groaned again as I struggled to keep the tip of my tongue on her button of destruction. Her hips thrashed on the bed and I knew that her readiness and my temptation would soon have my cock deep inside her but, just one last play, something for the memory bank, a wankers dream; I just had to have my panty covered cock just being a bloody irritating nuisance at her entrance.
It was me moaning now, watching panties prod and probe into the slippery abyss and come out soaking in her excited mucus. These for sure would be coming home with me and give me whiffy reminders of this very moment. But the urges were strong now, I sought the carnal pleasure of that super tight cunt, whilst my head played with the idea that this was also a game forbidden desires, an enacted rape without the punishment that it deserved, I had to have her now.

I stood and watched him bounce so eagerly proud, watched the panties twitch and fall to the floor. I grabbed her thighs and brought myself forward watching him inch forward ready for that pleasurable moment of docking. Those sweet cunt lips welcomed me inward, almost grabbing and pulling at my glans. These sensations were out of this world, only hers or whoever she played, deeply consuming and had me grunting at the sheer ecstasy.

We were fucking, or was it me just fucking her? It felt just like I had imposed myself on a complete stranger. For moments there was no life, no discernible communicating response that had us connected with mutual intercourse. It was wildly fun and so daringly stimulating and then there were little tremors, not mine but hers, somewhere very deep in her brain there was somewhere that wasn’t sleeping and orchestrating an orgasm.

I was still thinking about this on my way home after we had said our long goodbyes and promises to be faithfully one. How could I not be with her, who else out there could give as much as she did, love affection and sex without her was just a sham unplanned moments? A relationship with her was an adventure by the minute, what else in this world could there be.

It was difficult driving on a constant recall of distraction that had my head playing out every moment of our wonderful weekend. It was imbedded deep in my brain a diversion that thankfully wouldn’t go away. Besides I had all the props, a bag full of her panties, used and abused from Rose and my nieces. There would much wankable pleasure in the weeks ahead.
