My Sleeping Princess 3
I was insistent on helping Rose down the stairs. I was terrified that in her state of grogginess that she would slip on those steep steps and we’d have an unexplainable accident on our hands, at the very worst some broken bones and the character of Rose to explain. 

I helped her along that top landing trying as I steadied her to put the idea of a fall completely out of my head. There were distractions, her feigned capability to walk or for that matter stand up properly and her insistence to behave like some rag doll. Of course I could see through it, her state of consciousness was party an act to induce a little play along the way and who was I to ignore such random requests.
I played at steadying her, leaning her against a doorway whilst I tried prop her up. Of course that’s exactly what she wanted and the fact that my hands in the process would stray from being of assistance to an intrusion within her clothing.

‘What are you doing’, came sobering complaints as she acted out a lucid moment almost as if she was in some dramatic scene.
‘Nothing’ I would reply, as she slumped into my shoulder and I made intrusions under her skirt.

She groaned in a contradiction of objection and pleasure as my hand frigged around in the gusset of those wet and soggy red panties. Then there was alertness again and we’d ramble onward towards those stairs and my hand would be flung and thrown from the near penetration of a finger in her cunt. But at the next door post I was there again whilst she feigned a moment of collapse and had me pinned in the door way. I held her up by her buttocks and her little pretence let me do it. The skirt was hoisted and holding hands skirmished all over the silky red bottom. I was lifting her too, just trying to hoist her upward, to get my cock out and nuzzled between the wetness of crotch and thighs.
She was having none of it. I knew that would happen, a teasing moment in her repertoire of practiced taunts that in a second could be turned and I’d end up having my wicked way with her. Sometimes I’d just take it and she’d enjoy that too, a struggle and then an overwhelming relent when I got my cock into her cunt. Not now though and in a way I argued with myself that I  didn’t want it and for me planted the thought in her head for later. Besides there was a plan, there always was and always had to be with her, it made the whole game and the little fantasy so exciting.
We were at the top of the stairs now and I had to be careful, in reality I just didn’t know just how aware she was. I held her there for a few moments, gripped her and gave her the words, ‘stairs’, I said trying to make her alert to the danger. It seemed to work and for our descent I seemed to have her co-operation. I counted everyone and only relaxed when we got to the bottom.
She flopped again resting her weight on me, either her game was continuing or she was indeed still gripped by the little tablet she’d taken. Over her shoulder was a window seat that looked out to the side of the house and its tree lined boundaries. It was big and wide and a favourite spot for all the family who fought over the coveted spot for a quiet read, a relaxing sleep or just to listen to the rustle of the breeze as it swayed the branches all around.

I was going to fuck her there, have my wicked way, revenge for the teasing and pleasurable afternoon. Besides I was frustrated now, my cock just ached to feel that tight little pussy manipulating his every sinew. She’d like it too and Rose, the master of the house takes advantage of the taunting servant girl. A good ‘rogering’ they called it didn’t they, a hundred years back.

I heaved her backward into the cushioned recess of the large bay. They had thought of everything here the velvet seating was the quality of a mattress, even a backboard as far as the window allowed and plenty of soft furnishing to make yourself comfortable. I had her down and arranged her, this was going to be a sordid scene from times past, the poor little servant girl would give in to her master’s wishes. 

Her legs flopped over the edge and she groaned as I humped and lifted her into position. Deep in her head she’d be loving this, loving the fact that Rose’s virtues would be violated and of course it had the same effect on me. That fantasy was on board again and now I was going to chase it to the end, no more messing, a fuck the maid would have.

I parted her legs, gave myself a view of up the tunnel of her skirt and petticoats again and on to the wonderful full red panties. I had him out and wanking as I pictured where he was going to be. She groaned again as I lifted her legs onto my hips and pushed her clothing upward. The ache in my balls told me it was time, no more pissing about, the serving wench was going to have some cock.
I was hooking those red and full panties to ones side. What an excellent choice they were and fitted the little theatrical scene very nicely. Rose was out of it again, clearly a sign that the drug was still being effective. Her pussy was so smoothly inviting, nicely blitzed of the normal fluffy down that could be found there, in fact you could say as innocent as the day it was born. Innocent it was not though, her inviting little Mons glistened with expectancy and she would have it.
He swam and slithered in the peachy mound and the little servant beneath groaned in anticipation. I swear I could feel her legs trying to gather me up behind my back, draw me in and trap me. She moaned again when the hooking finger to her panties was there to help, fishing and dipping, worming and wriggling its way in so as the hard muscle could follow.

I groaned too as he sat there waiting, teasing himself before his plummeting fall into that tight and gripping little cunt. I stood there holding her legs and imagined the sensuous descent that would have the little shrills of delight sparking around my balls. Then there would be the journey of my foreskin and the way her sweet little cunt walls would simultaneously lubricate and yet roll it to the hilt of my glans.

That deep sigh of satisfaction told me I had journeyed and now I pleasured myself deep, pushing and nudging her cervix as I waited for my repertoire to begin. There was a temptation to give her that masterly ‘rogering’, the punishment for a teasing afternoon but it was not us, the slow fuck was the gambit of us both, the signature of our compatibility. 

Those legs did grip, coming around my back and scissoring me inward as my sleeping princess fought to keep me locked and firmly buried in her. She was probably having a little sub-conscious moment, a dream of reoccurring fantasy. There was a give, a relaxation, perhaps the brain had her playing the next scene. Now we fucked, so slow that every moment of subtle movement provided a gasping daydream of sweet sensation. I pulsed backward and dawdled inward just hovering and waiting for the sensuous eclipse to rise again and then let in spectacular sunlight.
It broke the rules, I know, to cum in her was usually a written forbidden, but we sometimes made them up, changed the game and let us marvel at the brain working it all out. I wanted to cum in her and I would and my balls would have it no other way but along the way I would make it last and if she had an orgasm too then Shangri-La had been reached. And I stood there and watched it appear, distant at first, a speck on the horizon and with each subtle move ever larger until I stood there just admiring the view and letting my seed pump its way upward and into her spasming cunt.
Such moments were rare, my head trying to make comparisons, place them, score them and wish that I could live it all again. Perhaps we would latter. Perhaps she might recall it, with the help of Rose. She was coming around again, staring up at me in a half sleep. I was still inside her and she knew it, would she be annoyed, I hoped not, her vaginal muscles said not, giving my cock a good squeeze of approval.

We had to move we couldn’t stay here in this position forever, the weight of even her legs hanging on my hips were already producing discomfort. I pushed her skirt upwards and watched him as he exited her cunt and then those lovely red panties flip and hide it. I wanted those panties, wanted them as a memory, a cherished memento of the weekend and something to comfort our parting in the week ahead.

She stared up at me with understanding; she loved having her panties pulled down and her bottom lifted and gave them to me. Her legs flopped to the floor and I knew for the moment that was the end of our little session.

‘I need a tissue and a wee’, she said

Sperm would be running out of her little pot and the thoughtful household had placed a box on a nearby table. Play and fantasy was over, or was it for me, I loved cleaning her up as I often had to when she was still partly out of it. I wiped and dabbed her, a pleasurable pastime that had for me become a bit of fascinating game. It was still part of being in control and I loved watching the tissue opening her up and wiping her pink little labia.

We had to move, her bladder was next and I still had to help her for fear she would stumble and do some damage. Along the landing to the guest room she was now a little more cooperative and able to walk with a little of my assistance. We made for the on suite and I hoisted her skirt and petticoats and sat her down. Again it was one of those intimate moments we shared and I was beginning to enjoy. I watched her flood from a kneeling position in front of her and although by know she was capable of drying herself I was there and willing to help.

‘I need a shower’, she said.
I was there again, helping her up, wondering just who was the servant in all this. It made me smile but also brought back an erection again as I helped Rose out of maids outfit. I unfastened the skirt and tossed it to one side that blouse came next and as I fiddled with the buttons and she looked on with some feigned helplessness we kissed and found each other’s tongues. Her fingers fiddle as well, my open fly made it easy for her to be in and fondling as I continued her disrobing. 

Her breasts really were small and some would say inadequate and pubescent but I loved them, they suited my obsession and concentration to be always at her cunt. I played with the smoothness of her bottom whilst un-hooking her suspenders and rolling down her stockings and now I had her naked and she was Rose no longer.
I helped her into the shower and started to shampoo her hair and soap her body. She loved it; it struck a chord deep in her head and said it made her feel like a helpless child. I could see that, all her fantasises revolved around being vulnerable and here and now was no exception. I stared at her waif and boyish figure, in my head the subtle curves gave her an innocent femininity, it really turned me on. Of course I focused on her lower torso, sliding the bar of soap into the most intimate of places. It all had to be clean, fingers slipped into her little ‘vag’ and then skimmed the puckering of her anus, she loved it all.

All to soon I was drying her off, another excuse to be at her body and by now the shower had woken her up enough to be able to do it herself, but she insisted and I wasn’t about to refuse. She started talking about hunger and if I wouldn’t mind fixing us something to eat. I was given my instructions as to where everything was and left her to fix her hair and get some clothes on.

That big old kitchen was typical of a country house, the servants now long gone it had become the main family room in the house. It was warm and cosy in there, the stove saw to that, it was neatly divided too, across from the central work units it had been furnished with comfy sofa’s and television just to ensure that it was the gathering point for family and the more intimate guests.

I began to wonder as I prepared our all day breakfast just what she was doing up there. It wasn’t too long before I heard her make an entrance and saw her make straight for the cosy settee. It shocked me that glimpse of her and I had to capture the facts in the mirror that was off to the side of the television. It all seemed so contrived, planned and almost as if I was just part of the audience in some farcical play. On came the DVD and with it came cartoons, sat over the other side of the work unit was a sweet little girl dressed only in a Disney nightie, even her hair had now been arranged in two bunches!

Here we go again, oh god, my head tumbled into this consciousness of guilt that relived the first and last time I had met my supposed ‘niece’. I needed a slug of something and along with the coffee in the cupboard I found a small bottle of whisky. Secretively I poured a shot and downed it just as Tom whizzed by a hidden Jerry on the screen. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to touch her; she had under her child like disguise the most wonderful desiring body that any man could wish for. I could even, when we were close throw mental blocks at ‘Mickey and Minnie’ smiling up at me but the every utterance of the word ‘uncle’ had me squirming and waiting for the police to arrive.

She liked it, as with all her character plots, insistent as well reassuring that for all the world she didn’t see me as some child molester any more than the intruding rapist when she was asleep! Being honest I could cope with that, it was primeval but for the moment this little play still had me racked with guilt.
She was teasing now as well and probably knew damn well I had a frontal view of her in the offset mirror opposite her. Her knees scrunched up under her chin gave me such a wonderful view of her little pantied crotch with what I could barely make out was a motif of Miss Minnie Mouse. I tried to fight off the stirring that was becoming apparent in my pants, tried to concentrate on those red panties that were now in my possession, lie to myself that his erectness was all to do with them and then I’d catch myself glancing at them again.

God this was difficult, trying to manage making the meal, fighting my mind with something more acceptable but only to keep coming back to the very first time I’d tickled Miss Minnie’s nose! You don’t, I kept telling myself, knowing full well my supposed little niece would not be disappearing anytime soon and that I had an evening of babysitting to endure and enjoy.

I sat down next to her providing her with a tray from which to eat with. Had her promise me she wouldn’t drip her egg all down the front of Mickey’s nightie. Telling myself that I didn’t want to see or smell yolk all evening as I sought out the baby oil she had used all over her body. Realising that under my own tray he was now looking forward to her child like play and silly unformed comments and questions that had me in belief that I was sharing an evening with a niece. Oh well there was no way out except acceptance.

Tom was still chasing Jerry even after I’d washed up and joined her back on the sofa. She sidled in as Spike got ever closer to Tom and was about to tear him apart, only to be rescued by ‘Mammy Two Shoes’ and her beating broom. Still peace was restored on screen but she stayed, holding my arm in fear until I had to put it round her.

Her hair, nicely shampooed then became a focus as I watched the cartoon almost through the two bunches and breathed in the delicate baby shampoo we had used in the shower. I wondered for a moment if I was responsible for this creation! Slowly she began to cuddle in, her head more on my chest and I responded by placing my arm around her and hand onto her hip.
I could feel her breath warming my shirt and chest, her breathing shallow and relaxed. She was still sleepy from her earlier excursion as Rose and most probably the sustenance that now filled her stomach. After a while I realised it was just me watching Tom and Jerry, she was for the moment out for the count.

My hand started to play, a little wandering and at first toying with the softness that her nightie provided. Her delicate perfume had my head believing that here was a ‘little niece’, cuddling up to ‘uncle’, whilst at least one of us enjoyed the antics on screen. I suppose they added to it, took me back to my own youth where I recalled such confusion, to be sitting here watching Tom and Jerry and yet part of my day had been taken up by more adult thoughts. It was the part of my life where there was contrasting awakening, the wonder of girls during our playtimes and then to be in the evening watching cat and mouse cartoons!

I remembered those times with some fondness, a time of innocence and also a time where inclinations gave you thoughts and ideas that life would become something different. I remembered those moments of capture and how I was becoming interested in girls and watching them play. They were so different to us boy’s, their games seemed to be all fun whilst ours were a serious mimic of having great battles and fighting wars. I remembered watching them, carefree playing on swings and coming down slides, I remembered watching for their panties!

My niece had those panties on, here underneath the nightie that I aimlessly fumbled with. I could feel them now, at least the ridge of elastic that kept them neatly on her waist. Minnie was there too, guarding another Minnie, or at least that’s what she began to call it at the last time we played this game. Those inhibitions of mine were fading, besides, it was a game, a harmless game and she’d introduced it so who did have the perverted mind?

She was a sleep and it was expected I’m sure for me to have a fondle. It was in her sub-conscious and that had to be satisfied and besides wasn’t it just another form of ‘intrusions’ on my part, wasn’t the ‘interfering uncle’ and the ‘innocent niece’ just the same as, the ‘burglar’ and the ‘sleeping princess’. My hand began to ruck upward ‘Mickey’s nightie. Her creamy thigh came into view, so delicately innocent, where smoothness led upward to a forbidden land. I gathered it up, fold by fold watching the curvature of the beginnings of her bottom appear and then the delightful rewarding glimpse of the minute scallops of lacy frill that was the beginning of ‘Minnie’ land.
He throbbed in my pants, teasing movement confined him and made him feel eager but that would be far off before ‘Uncle’s willy’ made an appearance, he’d have to suffer. I watched that frill of elastic curve in both directions. It disappeared around her sweet little bottom and low and behold I had no option but to watch it all appear as it dived towards our little cartoon friend. I couldn’t see all of her, ‘Minnie’, she just simply disappeared, somewhere between her legs, two thighs hiding the temptation.

I’d reached a turning point, fingers would only go as far as ‘Minnie’s ears and they needed to be much lower, meeting her smiling face and beyond. It was no use, ‘uncle’ would simply have to move the sleeping beauty, besides my arm was becoming numb. She helped she always did, her light and petite frame seemed to move as I did and sleep still seemed to keep her in her desired state.  I had her up and on to my lap, her back to me, the nightie nicely and accidently riding upward as she ‘spooned’ onto my body. I had to adjust him and thought about having him out but not yet, that was moving the game onto too quickly. Instead he had to be satisfied with being trapped in my trousers and being teased by her bottom. I’m sure she could feel him as I arranged us both, heaving her into just the right place, ensuring ‘Minnie’ could gape at Tom and Jerry. Finally her legs could flop over my two thighs.

‘Minnie’ was smiling at me, I could see her in that mirror. I could see my fingers too, stroking above her head as I tickled the cotton on her tummy. It was gloriously soft, inviting and warm and my niece groaned at my little dance around the tummy of her panties. It could be so easy, to be upward and into the waist band and then further downward until I found reward but that was no fun, besides I’m sure my little niece wanted this strung out for as long as possible.

The cartoon was playing aimlessly to its self but all the same it was central to the plot of this little seduction. It was I’m sure an event that rightly or wrongly had been played out many times before but here and now I was thankful that we two were consenting adults and only the suggestive props made it very naughty. It put my mind at rest after all it was her fantasy and now one that I was beginning to enjoy sharing with her.

Fingers danced over Minnie’s soft cotton face, I watched them again and again in that mirror. Downward too where it became taut and warm, where flatness gave way to a bump of roundness and then a little peachy depression. A lone finger followed it downward and then back upward and in the mirror my little niece’s legs gave a quivering. It was warm there too, getting warmer and I knew that between her hidden sweet pouting innocent labia, a little gush of excitement would be forming.

She wriggled on my lap, her hair nicely perfumed and the two tied bunches teased under my chin. I looked down over her body, Mickey dotted about in some random pattern of fun until the rucked up nightie made him disappear, then came some baby soft bare skin of her slim and very boyish hips that gave way to the high waistband of her Minnie panties. The rest had to be viewed from the mirror.

I toyed with the elasticated leg holes of her panties, fumbling, running a finger just under and feeling the heat of her smooth Mons. They were tight and protective; keeping her chastity and again making sure I played along with the supposed rules of her uncle and niece fantasy. Nothing needed to be too soon, spoiling a very teasing but exciting atmosphere of electric expectancy. Indeed when the time came, it would have to be an entry down into her panty waistband and that too might be a little restrictive.

Beneath my swirling testing fingers, those that I watched surreally in the mirror, I could feel that her excitement was starting to dampen her crotch. Every little pass over the peachy cotton brought out more and more until even above the Tom and Jerry soundtrack I would swear I could hear the squidges of her readiness. She’d moan and fidgeted, squirming in her slumber and all the more adding pressing excitement into my groin.

I would have loved to have had him out, a little manoeuvring on her part and I could have him sat between her legs nudging into her gusset, pushing, prompting intrusion and adding my own wetness to her Minnie panties. Instead I decided it was time to take things just one step further. They were restrictive, I had to move with caution and care, to preserve the panties and mimic what if this was real would be a daring, testing little game. How far would she let uncle go, would she let fingers touch the real Minnie?

Her skin was smooth, baby soft, distortion of ‘Cotton Minnie’ could be seen in the mirror as my fingers and then knuckles pushed out her mousey face. Then on just a little further until I reached the little hood and I could go searching for the bump. A finger was swimming now in a gooey slick of readiness, a whimper came from somewhere on my chest as I swirled and teased her little bud. More pushing downward, tracing the rivulet of excitement up and down until I could feel slippage inward.

As usual she managed to find a way of evermore stretching and opening her legs but that wasn’t helping, her panties only got tighter over my hand and held exploring fingers in check. She fidgeted almost sub-consciously knowing what the problem was and I had to bring her legs back in again. If she was ready to move on then we both had to rearrange ourselves. She seemed to wake, maybe an instinct but she was up on her feet and ready.

In an instant, one handed I had rid myself of my trousers and had my cock out over the top of my pants. She yawned, almost a signal that she wanted to be back on my lap but this time I had her face me and she climbed aboard. I had him there immediately, between her legs, probing at Minnie mouse’s face before finally settling between her legs pushing at the panty covered real Minnie.
A deep sigh of fulfilment whooshed from my lips and my head lolled backward and my eyes closed. She handled my cock placing it just where she wanted it and I needed it. The notion that she was my niece was fast disappearing, her actions were clearly that of my girlfriend and a girlfriend that was now chasing foreplay. She began humping me, bringing our genitals into a frenzy of eager riding. My foreskin rolled into Minnie’s gusset, much more of this and I would cum and I didn’t want that.

New urges were entering my head with every frustrating manipulation her crotch ran across my glans. I wanted to fuck her, not a sleepy fuck, not a lecherous uncle deflowering his niece but lovers, the lovers that we so often were. I had to fight it, an orgasm from that delicious frotting gusset and the fantasy that still lurked every time Minnie pressed home. Soon I thought, we’ll have to move, upstairs to the huge double bed and make love the way that we always finished these sessions.

I had to interrupt her, forcing my tongue into her mouth and bringing on our boyfriend girlfriend kiss, the one that in the end resumed the normality of just wanting one another’s bodies. She got the message and started to move, climbing off and almost taking the lead but I grabbed her wrist and spoke in oft tones.

‘Fun along the way’, I asked and giving her a knowing wink.

Just a smile was returned, we never needed anything else. Fun was up to the proposer and the other would have to wait and see. It was one last chase from me, running with her fantasy, a little play along the way. I made her lead, pointing her in the direction I wanted her to go. On the stairs I stopped her for an embracing fumble from my niece. My hand whizzed up and under her nightie finding again the two Minnie’s. Fingers swooned over her crotch manipulating the damp patch and making her gasp.

Further up I was pushing her not toward the guest room and that big double bed but along and into her old bedroom. It was girly, pink and hadn’t changed from her innocent years. It was probably here as a teenager that those bizarre fetishes had infiltrated a naïve mind. It was here that I would transformer back to my girlfriend lover. I pushed her to the bed and lecherously looked down on her like a wicked depraved uncle.

‘Uncle is going to take your panties down’.

She looked at me and crawled backward on the bed feigning fear.

‘Yes’, I said, ‘uncle is going to see little Minnie’.

She was a good actress, horror flashed across her face.

‘You’ve teased too much and now uncle is going to touch Minnie’.

I pinned her down and she put up a wonderful play of struggle. She had to give in, it was part of the game and we didn’t want ripped clothing. I had her nightie up and exposing the pouting Minnie. Fingers probed at her gusset and although impossible I tried to insert some under the leg elastic. Then it was on to the waistband where I tugged and she feigned resistance. Her legs closed it was a slow struggle to have them down but persevere I would. The bare little Mons excited me, so pubescent and childlike. Then her Minnie as she’d nicknamed it, naked as the day it was born, labia that was so invitingly immature.

The panties were off and went straight to my nose. She looked at me in disgust, how horrid was her thoughts at me whiffing her little cunt juice.  A finger traced between those sweet lips. I was down on my knees pulling her without resistance; my girlfriend knew what was coming next. I was on them, my lips engaging with those between her legs. In a wild abandonment of our little game her legs bent and spread and now revealed her womanhood. I gorged on the place that my cock so wanted to be.
Her moaning was an obvious indication that she was now fully aware and awake. We were now outside of her fantasy land, no sleeping beauty, no uncle and niece game, we were just boyfriend and girlfriend just having normal fun. But perhaps it was more than that, the games brought us together, there was nearly always a shared element of desire, something that worked for us both and strengthened our normal relationship and made us special.

She was begging me now to have her and of course I wanted that just as much, but there was one more disconnect that we needed to take from our games, we had to move from her girly bedroom. We snogged along the landing, frigged and petted in the doorways and finally tumbled onto the bed in the guest room. Hurriedly we had to clear a space, Rose’s uniform and my girlfriends discarded clothes, all that remained was Mickey Mouse and his adopted nightie. Then we were both naked, between the sheets, kissing, petting again before we both demanded, the fuck, the fuck that was the culmination of all the rest of the evenings play.
