My Sleeping Princess 2

The teasing dialogue had been going all week. First there was the call to invite down to her parents place at the weekend. Then when we saw each other later over an evening meal it became apparent that we would be alone in their house. Away for the weekend she said, a chance to chill out and relax in their rambling home. What did that mean I wondered, was it going to be one of those weekends, an indulgence in her passion for ‘sleeping fun’!

I had been to her parents house before, a rather large country house built in the 1800’s. It had servants at one time I had been told, not many but enough to give the place a name and be the envy of some of the locals who ended up providing some of its labour. Today it was supported by new money, her father’s wealth created by a job in the City, some shrewd investments in the right place at the right time.

The teasing continued and as usual it was the often random text just at a moment during the day when my mind could venture and dwell in her imaginative games. The first had me thinking, what the fuck was she talking about before my slow male mind had worked it out.

‘Possibly won’t be there when you arrive, but Rose the parlour maid will look after you’. 
How dumb of me of course Rose was her, there were no bloody servants.

‘Treat her kindly, came a later text, ‘the poor girl has such problems’.
Here we go, what was she up to, I could guess, something around her little fantasy fetish. She was such a tease, it interrupted my thinking moments with flashes of past encounters, so much so that in the quieter moments alone it gave me a raging hard on.
Travelling down on late Friday afternoon was a torturous business, getting away from the suburbs and the City was what everyone else was doing. Traffic just halted or snaked its way along to the next junction where everyone joined yet another line of slow moving vehicles, it was exasperating, sitting waiting and then thinking what would be in the offing for me at the other end.

So how would I find Rose, one of her little inventions, she liked the theatrical, dressing up, pretending, being somebody else. I had always thought that was part of her little fantasy, to play a character, be someone else and bury this  away for her ‘special occasions’. In a way it suited me too, admirably I’d say, something naughty clicked inside, something daring, almost like I was some sexual maniac that just had this perversion for a promiscuous relationships with many. There was too this question of consent, the comatose find that was there for the taking, the pretence of an assault, a rape but without nuisance of the law.

I had a hard on, I always did, it made concentration and driving difficult. My cock made his presence felt in my underwear, a sweet sensation that he was now lubricated with leaking pre-cum had me wanting a quiet road where a hand in my fly could explore. But I was nervous about doing it, in broad day light too and what if I should be passed by someone who could look in and downward at my actions. I thought better of it, tried to focus but my memory banks teased me with scenes of previous encounters my little sleeping princess. I had visions too of scenes in her parent’s house, just of the layout and rooms and tried to remember if we had had any form of sexual activity there at all.

Just a long and winding ‘B’ road to connect myself with her and the character Rose, it wouldn’t be long before I met her. My balls were aching now, sensually telling me that the sacks were loaded and already waiting impatiently to spill their contents but that would be a time off yet, an exciting journey of play would have to happen first.

Into the driveway, the understated gateway with a cattle grid gave the impression it could be a farm entrance and also deterred those with nosey dispositions to cross it! The gravel crunched as the track twisted and turned just enough for its trees to hide the house. Then there it was, large but understated, it could be a farmhouse, adornments had been kept to a minimum, wealth was not important outside it was what was inside that mattered. 

I pulled up outside and then my phone went, it was her, what was she up to, she could probably see my arrival.

‘Sorry I can’t be there yet but Rose will look after you x’.

What was her little game, yes I could see the makings of how she wanted it played but what were the rules. There was only one way to find out.

The bell sounded somewhere behind the large front door and after a few moments locks could be heard turning on the other side. The handle turned and the waif like figure of a maid appeared. Her uniform was immaculate, she’d obviously done her homework, neatly starched apron and pressed black dress made her look more foreboding than she actually was. A neat white cap was pinned to her head and her face cleanly scrubbed and without even a hint of makeup made her look innocent and angelic.

Nothing was said, just an inviting wave inward and towards the large sitting room. The layout came back to me but today it was almost as if I had returned some fifty plus years to the time when the last of the servants had provided for another generation.

‘Tea’, she asked showing to a place where I should sit.

It was time to participate in her little play. ‘Yes please’, I responded.

‘My mistress has left you this’, she acted out.
I was handed a note whilst Rose disappeared into the back of the house. It read.

‘Sorry I wasn’t here to meet you but I will be along in a couple of hours. Please amuse yourself as you wish but please excuse Rose. The poor girl has narcolepsy and may have to take to her room to recover. If she does, if you wouldn’t mind keeping an eye on her just so she doesn’t come to any harm’. Love and Kisses.
It was a lovely ruse and she was brilliant actress. I smiled to myself, yes I will keep an eye on her, just as you wish my dear.
Rose reappeared in the doorway, tray in hand. Tea was indeed served just as one would expect, a fancy tray, teapot and an expensive cup and saucer and all the accompaniments that any respectable house would provide to a visitor.

‘I’m sorry,’ Rose said, ‘I’m going to have to leave you, I feel a little weak and tired and will have to go and lie down’.
Gosh how could she keep such a straight face, her little play was obviously important today and I must take my role as serious as she did. I watched her turn and exit the room, she looked deliciously inviting, my little petite parlour maid. What was under that uniform I wondered, what delights of her underwear world would be on offer today.

I sipped my tea and waited, she’d needed time, time for her little knock out to work, time for me to find her in her dream state, her fantasy world of sub-conscious perversion, a world where we both benefitted. I was getting hard again, he bounced back at the very thought of another of our little sessions, memories of our previous encounters again sieved through my brain and played all the naughty moments, I couldn’t wait.

But wait I did, 20 minutes I thought, just time enough for the drug to start taking its effect and then time for me to amble along and find her. I crept about, almost playing an intruder, I liked that, it gave me those unlawful thoughts that I was about to commit a crime, a sexual deviation where at the very least I would assault in pretence. My footfall attacked the creaking old staircase and every step upward gave a trouser movement that had my cock shift in my pants.

Where was she I wondered looking upward and pondering which of 6 bedrooms to choose first. Of course it had to be her old room, the habitat of her youth or would it be the guest room that we had once used and presumed would be for this weekend too. Her old room was empty, just a spick and span reminder of her teenage years and where I imagined those fantasies had formulated and grown. I stood and stared for a moment just wondering how innocence of such a room could breed and grow such a demand for fantasy.

The guest room was empty too, although it was where we were sleeping, it had been prepared and I could see the evidence of her having changed in here. Her weekend bag was here too bulging with contents that gave the impression that she may stay a week. She’d changed in here, clothing was in disarray on the bed and her perfume enticed me inward.

‘Gosh’, I breathed as I came across her discarded panties, freshly removed and I suspect a clear indication that her transformation into Rose the parlour maid was completely in character. They dangled between my thumb and forefinger as I lifted them upward to inspect them. They hung like a trophy, swaying and pouting in provocation. I twirled them around in my fingers, thoughtfully they were inside out, their inviting white gusset drawing my attention to the state of readiness of their owner. The streaky smudge of excitement on them had me fishing in my fly to have him out.

He was very wet and very ready as my wrong hand attempted to control him and have his foreskin nicely drawn back. ‘God’, I expelled at I lifted them upward to my nose to whiff her turned on fragrance. They danced over my wet and expectant bulb too, my stringy discharge joining hers in a jubilant celebration of our twisted little fantasies. But it was no good standing here, time was moving on, somewhere out there was a sleeping maid who was waiting for intrusion, violation and play.

I had a cautionary look in the other bedrooms on this floor and Rose was nowhere to be seen. Then I remembered the attic space was in fact the bygone quarters of the few servants that had served this fine house. There was a back staircase that would reach them and it was here that I now trod. Rose was up here for definite the landing light above illuminating a less inspiring environment. At the top, a landing ran the full length of the house, blandly decorated all down one side the space had been divided into rooms of thin tongue and groove and cheaply made doors. Up here was now a dumping ground for the less than useful from downstairs.

A door halfway along was open and the dim light from this room gave a much needed brightness to the sombre passageway. Rose was here I could sense it and as I crept ever closer the smell of old furnishings gave way to a spring like woodland whiff of lavender. At the door I peered, I could see a glass of water, the evidence of her pill taking. Through the crack I spied just part of the bed and a slither of black from her uniform. He was rising again, swimming in a pool of pre-cum that signalled that soon I would be there for her.
I pondered, I always did, part of me said it was an induced tease and then there was the stream of wonders that traversed my brain of what to expect when I entered. I pushed at the door, it creaked and groaned and I stopped to check it not wanting the sleeping beauty to awake. There were my thoughts too, my fantasy world, my intrusion on hers, the surge of lust to have this unsuspecting innocent, to do my perverted routines and interfere with her. We had such a tangled web of mutual pleasures.
I was in behind the door and staring down on her, my victim of interference. She lay on her tummy, her head lolled to one side and supported by her arm. I called it her sunbathing position, except today here lay a maid, dressed in black from a period long gone. She had gone to such trouble and lengths, the room was bare but clean, the little jug of flowers on the chest did indeed have a bunch of fresh cut lavender. The ambience was there it could be a scene of past years.

I studied her form, familiar but today intriguing, a flaunt of fashion maybe but then a contradiction of utility from a bygone age, I wanted to explore it. It looked so guarded too, saying don’t touch, all beneath is forbidden and reserved for the appropriateness of rightful teaching. But that meant nothing to me, opportunity was here and I was going to take it. My cock was out again and in my hand as I eyed her up and down. Black stockings, well I hoped they were, the black dress or skirt, it narrowed at the waist and was covered by a belt, maybe a bodice above to match.

My fingers lifted the starchy hem to peer beneath, whiteness and a virginal light beamed out in a chastity barrier from under. There were two layers of flouncy frothy cotton petticoats hiding her slim black legs. Upward I pulled, feeling the warmth of her body and a sweet fragrance consume me. The gossamer shine of her calves were enticing as were the backs of her knees and the thickening of her legs as they travelled upward. It began to get difficult, the skirt of her uniform was becoming less willing to share its hidden secrets. I had to drop to my knees to intruded and violate the privacy of her underskirts. Black and white gave the whole game an air of another era until the flash of red fixed my focus.

Red panties encapsulated the cheeks of her bottom and then there was the realisation that they were stockings and that white suspenders held them up. I masturbated and took the scene into my head. Forward I leant, my head entering the tunnel of her skirt, yes it was a skirt with a waist that narrowed and hid what I wanted to see. I cursed under my breath that it would for the moment hinder my exploration of her panties but then a skirt could be undone, removed altogether there were pro’s and con’s.

It was intoxicating under there, the heat of her body, the fragrance of clean clothing and the perfume of an excited pussy was drowning me in delirious desires. Outside my appreciation of where I was had my hand wanking him furiously for a moment before I had to stop through lack of oxygen. Out came my head, flustered and yet excited by my little find. Here again I found gratitude in the admiration of her theatrical bent, I’d never had a maid before.

I stood over her, poised and in pretence of a new fantasy with my comatosed servant girl. She’d hardly complain, a lustful guest had been about her person whilst she was out for the count, she’d never know except for perhaps a luscious dream. There were rules of course, her rules, ‘never a penis thou shall enter’, and at least not on this occasion or a note would have said. There was of interest though, I spied, there on the dresser ‘her’ finger slim vibrator, now was that to be used on the maid?
I slipped out of my trousers and pants and knelt behind her. My cock bouncing and eager again to see those red panties, silky and inviting I hadn’t seen them all. Upward I pulled the skirt, out from under knees, legs and thighs, loosening the hold it had. Exposing and her groaning in contentment it started to reveal red and more red, even scallops of red, heavy in frill, upward they continued not to end across her buttocks but on and on to her red waist. Full briefs, not singly desirable but here and now how very appropriate, they were growing on me along with my attention.

My fingers poured over them, skimming and slipping on the tactile sheen that encased and seemingly enhanced that desirable bottom. I was smitten, taken in by them, sending my imagination on a wonderful journey of masters having their wicked way with their serving wenches. She was canny, thinking of them setting the scene and my cock thought so too. He was ready to be adventurous, traversing that vast expanse of red, frotting in the little valley of her bottom.

‘Gosh, how wonderful’, I expelled as he snailed across their tactile slippery red surface, leaving a slimy trail of my pre-cum in upward strokes. She moaned with pleasure deep within her generated sleep. I was in love, in love with them, their skiddy pulling surface that wrinkled and rippled my foreskin at my every move. I had to stop, the twinges of a premature spunking fizzled through my balls.
It was too a moment to move her, on her tummy, here it restricted my little game of exploration, a game of hide and seek that was so exciting to me especially if the pretence like today was one of complete strangers. I was going to roll her petite little frame over onto her back, spread her legs and prop them behind the knees with those thoughtful little cushions she had provided. Of course in my head it was a new start to the adventure, a new journey again to get to that all important red triangle.

She was a dead weight but I always thought that in her sub conscious state there was a little help, allowing a limb to become fluid, perhaps some muscle intervention that helped things along the way for the benefit of us both! I tidied things up, placing her arms alongside her torso, moving her hair from across her face so that I could check an expression voluntary or otherwise, look at her innocence and today fantasise that here we had a stranger.
I had a tunnel, a tunnel of contrast, formed by black stocking walls, a roof of white starchy petticoats and at the end somewhere to travel too, creamy thighs and the red triangle. I prepared the entrance, widening her legs, letting the light inward and feeling her fragrant body heat envelope my senses. It was a journey of touches and kisses, tactile teasing whist in my other hand I masturbated him into a promised state.

Half way along I widened the lifeless limbs, the petticoats tickled my neck and the perfumed intoxication of her wet pussy filled my head. It was my nose that reached there first as I shuffled ever closer, skimming the damp red nylon pushing it into the crevice of her cunt. Somewhere up there she moaned and those legs found an ever wider posture. The red gusset stretched and became ever tighter across her delicate little Mons. My fingers joined my inhaling nose, playing and traversing the soft contours of the receptive little vagina beneath. 

Already in my head I could feel how those amenable muscles would grip them, pull my digits inward for a squelchy adventure right to her cervix. I teased her and myself playing and fingering the large matching frill that framed it all, pulling on its forgiving elastic, sliding under and slipping into the excited film that coated her inner thighs. Temptation was there, just to dive in and find her sopping entrance but what fun would that be when you could wank yourself and dream of being there later. Enjoy her panties I told myself, let them reap and soak her own excited waiting, you never know later they might reward and ride your face.

I exited my little love tunnel momentarily, the vibrator needed to join in the game. I tested him, switched him to her favourite slow number and washed him over my wet foreskin. Gosh, much more of this and I would cum and spoil the moment, besides he could wait, my sleeper would see to his needs later! Down again I went, traversing inward like some potholer to reach the inviting red wall.

The damp nylon vibrated like a drum as the finger of vibration bounced across its surface. Her hips rode upward to meet it, somewhere in her sub-conscious she must be having a wonderful dream. The finger pushed at her pantied crotch, tracing the delicate little folds of her cunt lips, I watched it ever darken as nylon pressed inward to meet the river of her sleeping excitement.

Meanwhile my hand was keeping my own desires just on the edge and for a moment I’d wished that I brought those discarded panties with me. My fingers were being tempted now, just itching so pull that expanse of crotch to one side and spy the neatly formed little cunt that lay below. It was a contradiction to know what it already looked like, wasn’t my head trying to pretend that this was the sleeping stranger of a house maid. Either way it would be perfection, hers was and therefore every character she played would be the same, flawless and a cunt lover’s dream.

I stared at it, breathed in her fragrant excitement, watched the glistening spectacle and gently manipulated those red panties to the side with the vibrating finger. Elastic quivered and the big wide frill fluttered as slowly the buzzing finger slipped into her sexual mucus. The pinkie frill of her labia gave up easily as the intruder slipped inward and along opening flesh. Upward on the pillow there were moans and gasps as he travelled inward. Thighs shuddered too as the creamy pencil of pleasure slipped now inward and outward in a slow fuck.
It was another intruder I was now thinking of, me the visitor, me who sought the fantasy of believing this was indeed a poor servant girl whose body I was molesting. It was difficult to chase these tantalising thoughts, keep them there and obscure the knowledge that this was in fact my girlfriend, a willing participant herself. Perhaps it was the uniform and the surroundings that was making it believable. Yes watching me penetrate her sweet little pussy with that pencil thin toy hindered but besides that I was visually enjoying the red and full panties, the black stockings and the tunnelled petticoats that I was so physically close to.

My own masturbation too saw me chasing the Rose fantasy, my head imaging the goings on in days past of such antics with submissive servant girls and the master of the house. Here and now this was one of them, a debauched scene that perhaps no proper lady would have ever allowed and one that could only have been satisfied by the defiling of one such as Rose. I had to stop wanking, such imaginings were bringing the sensations of travelling sperm and that was all too soon.

A respite of sorts, I stood and looked down on her for a while, the switched off the finger of pleasure still protruding from Rose’s cunt and the pulled aside panties. Another flash of ambiguous fantasy, it looked like some surreal sexually motivated murder, a scene from some Victorian thriller. Aberration and disgust fizzed through my brain, how dare such morbid thoughts intrude on our fantasy, I needed to change tact and quickly.

The buttons on her black tunic were fiddly, but what did a little servant girl wear underneath. It wasn’t a great find I told myself, already surmising that the wench was quite flat chested.   But my head was already chasing the master and servant scene again, this time picturing the employment of one of a tender age, say fourteen and the man of the house enforcing yet another intrusion on her innocent body. Underneath she had thought of it all, a chemise of embroidered cotton and more little buttons to contend with, then finally a flimsy vest that could be manipulated upward.

She was indeed underdeveloped, I wanked again whilst thoughts about her tender age circled and gave me wicked ideas of taking such her virginity. I bent and kissed her barely visible mounds, sucking their flesh alternately in my mouth. I watched her face contort in sleeping satisfaction and hoped the dream she was having was a wet one. I needed now to finger her as well, remove the slender vibrator and feel the slippery folds of her labia. Delve into her tight virgin honey pot and imagine my cock taking such a cherry.

She was fucking wet, she always was and such a coincidence that this young wench was too! I gorged on her little tits swirling my saliva around her pouting nipples and slid my hand back up the tunnel to the red wet panties. I watched her face it was one of those moments where her sleep and reality always produced a slight ray of recognition. Expectation was written all over her face as I twiddled with the sopping gusset and sought those tell tale signs. Her little breast heaved upward in a sigh of contentment and a moan pursed her lips.

Somewhere down there hidden from my view I pulled the panty elastic to one side and swished my fingers through the torrents of excitement and thought she was nearly ready. The near silent squelch as I slipped a finger inside told me we were going to be on the journey. Her face was showing it again too, her lips parted to draw breath almost in unison as her legs found an ever wider gape.

More fingers found her, inside and out, I knew where she liked it, her little bud thrusting itself forward for my upmost attention. So Rose was just like her too, laugh, they were all the same but it didn’t stop me imagining the Lord and Master having his wicked way with the servant girl. I wondered too, how many of these rooms had witnessed such a scene or for that matter the rest of the house and the quiet little corners of the grounds.

It was Rose here for the moment, groaning her pleasures as fingers fucked her and my thumb diddled her clit. It would be Rose too later that I would fuck when she was fully aware of the pleasures I had given her. There would be other games too, games that me and her played.

Oh did my little maid cum!       
