My Sleeping Princess 4
I lay there for what seemed an age listening to the sweet shallow breathing of my little princess. My head played out again the scenes from yesterday with Rose and later my ‘niece’. An erection was steadily bouncing on my tummy and there were half thoughts about just how he’d like to be inside that sweet little pussy of hers right now. Of course these were against the rules, her rules and there was a marked difference she said between her needing her natural sleep and her induced slumber that fed our games.

I had to get out of bed, leave the warmth of our bodies and attend to the functions of requiring a piss. On the way back I grabbed them from their secret hiding place, not Rose’s full and deep red briefs that had kept the chastity of the servant girl or ‘Minnie Mouse’, the teasing salacious exposure that I had witnessed in the mirror. No these were her panties from before all that, the ones I had snatched from the bed, the ones that had coveted her scheming thoughts until my arrival, the ones that had captured her anticipated excitement and I had them now.
I climbed back in beside her visually taking in her petite little frame that was still declaring its innocence with the Mickey nightie, then one last glimpse of her small back, her slim hips and beautiful bubble of her bottom before I closed the bedclothes back over us. They went straight to my nose where I escaped on the subtle whiff of her excited day. I inhaled and simultaneously rolled back my already lubricated foreskin and wondered what did she have planned for today?
I had to stop myself from ejaculation, urges demanded the feel of the rucking sensations that her soft gusset would bring to my glans and foreskin. But what would be left then for my solitary existence for next week, nothing, memories, whilst if I preserved them there would be tactile moments of heady fragrance before a final fucking of that gusset.

I breathed inward the sweetness of her crotch and wondered what today would bring. There were bound to have been thoughts, little plans scheming away in her head, new adventures or a resurrection of some fantasy, some twist in the tail that made up her fetish bound world. To be honest it was mine too, perhaps not so pronounced and maybe it was her that had whetted my appetite but I was there now, comfortably letting her take us on some wonderful journeys.
I tried to envisage just where she would be taking us, a physical adventure yes but also a mental one, a teasing expectation that had me so close to wanting an orgasm now. She had such a vivid imagination, fuelled from the past or even enlightened by something that she had seen, we could be going on so many kinky journeys. After a while I must have dosed, fantasy evolved into a dream and it was her stirring that had me awake. And then there was a giggle as she spotted her panties still covering my nose and energising my desires to have her in one way or another.

It was no use snatching them away, she knew what I was like and anyway it suited her too. Her hand had my erection and she quietly lay there and masturbated me. I knew already she wouldn’t have me cuming, it was a teasing play, a recognition without comment that she knew just how my mind worked. Then after a while she stopped and took her hand away, removed the panties too from my face and stuffed them under the pillow. She came in close, snugly and romantic, we kissed and cuddled but again I knew that there was no lead to this, no all consuming fuck that would have us rolling and gorging on each other’s bodies. No, such occasions were rare, previous to when we had first really got to know each other or kept for what she called a quick fix, no, thereafter fucks were saved for the end of a consuming fantasy.

Her tongue wormed its way into my mouth and I knew immediately I had to open my eyes. It was her thing she introduced, why close your eyes when you need to be loving with them she said and I must admit from then on that’s what we did whenever our tongues engaged then our eyes did too. And she was right, it was powerful, such a build on our relationship to be seeing as well as feeling each other’s love. And in between there was too was always a soft dialogue, a little romantic but then too a conversation around the events of our special play.

She wanted to share and wanted to tell all the thoughts and feelings around my activity with Rose. Sometimes she played it like she was interrogating an unfaithful lover but today she was asking me if I enjoyed finding Rose and what I did to her. I had to relay it all; every detail from my thoughts about reading the note to my feelings when creeping along the landing, her eyes widened when I whispered how I felt that I was an intruder in the house and was looking to have my wicked way with the serving wench.

She bit her lip and I saw her distraction of thought as she was obviously trying to search her own sub-conscious for her own feelings about the sordid little fantasy. She got off on it I know she did, even here and now she’d be wet between her legs, waiting for my explanation. She’d be waiting for the moment when relived that first moment of intrusion to her body, the moment of touch when I lifted her skirt and peeked upward at the red panties.
She tried to explain the feeling she had in the moments where I had actually touched her. It was difficult; they weren’t moments of physical recognition, more a premonition in her sub conscious that she had had an encounter, almost like she had dreamt it. Then she likened it to having a wet dream and then I began to understand.

We went on to discuss my feelings towards her little niece fantasy and I had to admit it tore me in two. I told her that I had a huge guilt to be acting out such a scene and that in reality for me it would have never of happened. But then it also triggered a memory of my youth and my first recollections of attraction to the opposite sex and the first moments of interest in looking up a class mate’s skirt. She said that she had similar recollections of boys and men staring and looking for opportunities for sneaky looks at her panties. I saw in her eyes that searching recall that had her trying to connect with past experiences; I also saw the look of a schemer ready to plan her next fantasy.

We showered together, another game that set her apart from my previous girlfriends; she had no hang-ups about her body or her sexuality. She loved every sharing moment of cleansing our bodies together, sharing soap and ensuring the intimacies were attended to. She loved the water torrenting into her intimate places, the sensations of warmth and the little petting moments we shared.

Dressed and a quick cup of coffee and we were out on the road, down to the coast and a shopping trip into Brighton. She had ideas, had everything planned I could tell, insisting we had brunch and then split up for some retail therapy. We sat in her favourite café enjoying the sustenance of a full English and I knew full well that this would probably the last prepared meal we would eat today. It was another of her traits, a sign that she wanted to get food out of the way and any bloating that might occur, she wanted her body relaxed for later she was planning all right. Then it was confirmed, she was telling me that when we parted for shopping what shops I was not to go in, so it didn’t spoil her purchasing.

It was moments like this that had my cock stirring, just wondering what she was up to and what sexual adventures we would be having later. She hinted that I might like to go off into other shops for a little exploration of the underwear departments. She knew I liked that, off and choosing panties for her, choosing them for myself and those moments of slumber when I could dress and undress her in all manner of sexy pretties.

I did insist that we also did some of the underwear departments together and she chose her favourite shops so that I could avoid them. I loved wandering round the panties with her, intimately selecting those which we both liked and whispering teases to one another about the exploits we would have with them. She liked watching me finger the crotches, testing the softness and the fact that her little cunt would be excited and guarded there. She teased too that at some time she would wank me in them or that I would take them away for my own games.
Then she was off and I was left strict instructions not to follow her and if I saw her I was to put distance between us and not watch where she went. She had plans alright and my cock reckoned it was something new, a game we hadn’t played before. She needn’t of worried it was at least ten minutes in the café before I could move to pay the bill, I couldn’t hide the stiffy that I had.
I did as I was told, stuck to the shops that she had thoughtfully left me. I was used to shopping for underwear, it held no bounds other than if I had a female with me then I could ponder and really get to touch and feel. I wandered up and down the aisles, I knew what I wanted but then there was always something that struck a chord or gave me preferences over others. Panties for her had to be feminine and pretty, not raunchy and shouting a gaudy Valentine’s Day gift, they had to have an air of sexual mystic and yet provide an innocence that matched her petite and waif like body, I reckon somewhere in me I chased a Lolita!

There were three pairs that caught my eye, a frilly little purple gingham with scallops of pinky lace, a midi brief in a pastel blue that had an endearing little teddy motif on the hip and a pretty mini brief that had minute rosebuds patterned all over them. I touched them all, the ginghams a slippery slidey nylon, little teddy was an oh so soft cotton that would complement her smooth and satin skin and lastly the rosebuds I guessed were a mix of tactile microfibre that just might allow a little elastication for wandering fingers.

Gosh I loved panties and which to choose? Buying them all was pointless we already had amassed quite a collection and despite me accumulating lots of her desirables at home and she was still overflowing with underwear at her flat. I visualised them on her body, watched my fingers play in the gussets and gazed with imagination that my fingers were just gathering them to one side and fingering her little snatch. I saw myself masturbating in them as well, a fresh from my pilfer and alive with her perfume and excitement, my foreskin just frotting in her delicate smudge of exertion.

Gingham and Teddy I told myself, my stirring erection just imagining a teasing pass over my glans, or my mouth just snogging at the crotch of them both as she modelled them appreciatively for me. Such decisions but I was there now, in a queue of feminine perfume and for a moment feeling like an alien from another planet. Shuffling along and waiting to be served, trying to look not too conspicuous, holding them both with neither compassion or interest.

She looked at me, the assistant, a pretty girl in her late teens, glanced me up and down and in a nano second dismissed her thoughts that I was a pervert. Well I had news for her, I was and will forever be a grubby little panty lover and maybe one day she should realise that might not be a bad thing and that we perv’s just might be in touch with our feminine side. I handed her the money, such things never went on credit cards where the world analysed your spending habits. They were in the bag, along with the receipt and I gratefully got out of the hue of sickly fragrances.

I met her an hour later, waited in the doorway of M&S and watched her bouncing along the street on the other side. She had a smile on her face, a confidence of a young woman that knew just what she wanted from life. I knew in her head she had it all planned out, just how she wanted the rest of our weekend to fall into place. She kissed me on the cheek as she reached me and I tried to follow it through with and embrace but she was having none of it. Instead she was steering me through the doors and up one floor where the two of us knew that lingerie was going to be a feature.

On the escalator up she was in front of me and I watched her presence being recognised especially by older males with wives that had probably long lost interest in sex. It excited me that they were interested in her, the small and deliciously formed vision of female perfection. Some of them saw what I saw, beauty without makeup, an air of innocence, that vestal virgin that just needed a little tuition on the finer points of sex. But she didn’t did she, she could teach them a thing or two and smarten up their disappearing ardour like they would have never experienced before. But she was all mine and I had a stirring erection to prove it.

I loved M&S, the draw of their lingerie was powerful to me, pretty, quality and sexually subtle and now I was shopping for it with her. She grabbed my hand, another indication that she had a plan, leading me into what was perhaps another nucleus of a fantasy. Then leading me between the aisles where rows of pretties drew my attention and I began to let my imagination see her in some of them. My erection stirred again as she homed in and her other hand titillated and floated over some silky panel and teased them into life.

Then I got her signal, her hand let go of mine and found it again only this time her grasp caught intentionally only my forefinger, my erection bounced with excitement. It was her sign, her fist clamping my finger like it was her sweet pussy holding my cock, sex was on her mind and a game or two, I was sure.

‘Do you like these’, she asked teasingly fondling the gusset of some very attractive full and frilly briefs. 

‘Yes I do very much’. I tried to imagine her in them, another Rose moment and stood alongside her flicking the little hangers for her size. 

‘Not for me silly’, she whispered, ‘for you’.
I looked at her, strangely at first, watching her fumbling at the back for what would be a larger size for me. I’d never worn panties although they held my attention immensely and being with her had increased my interest a hundred fold and now with her fingering and flipping through the sizes, a new dimension was grabbing my imagination.
She found the size that she thought would fit me and as she pulled out the hanger and was about to hold them against my body. I stepped backward in shock and horror that here in this large department store she was sizing them against me. It was a natural instinct, something that females did to themselves and to their friends but not to boyfriends and especially with panties. She giggled like a little school girl at her own silliness and I wasn’t at all sure that nobody had spotted her.

‘Don’t be mad at me’, she said, ‘I just forgot you were a boy’.

I suppose it was easily done, it was a habit she was obviously used to doing but not here in a crowded store and with a male as a model. She lay them over the rail, their subtle shade of peach emblazoned by their fullness of size, the high waist boldly stating a new dimension of femininity to me. Her fingers ran through the nylon inside the leg holes feeling the sheerness of their silky surface. They stopped inside the gusset and held there just as I felt the ooze of pre-cum seep into my own pants.

‘Ooh’, she exclaimed, ‘a nice open pocket of gusset’.

I knew to what she was referring too. We had explored this little wonder of sanitation before and already discover that when adequate enough it would nicely accommodate an appreciative erect penis. Another feeling of wetness made its presence felt below as I watched her finger explore the depths between the cotton crotch and the skimmy nylon.

‘You like them’, she asked, pulling another identical pair out in a pale lilac.

I did like them but words were failing to pass my lips. Thoughts of them now sheaving my manhood were distracting my response. My imagination began to run wild, I wanted to be back at the house playing her games and anything she had in mind. For a moment I was in a fantasy world of her fun and games. I was in a tizzy, weak at the knees and enslaving myself  to anything that she proposed.

‘Very much’, was all I could answer.

‘We will buy them both’, I heard her say.

I was in a daze as she led me away with our purchases. My head was all over the place just wondering what she had in mind. I followed her back to my own car like a little lamb following its mother, my dreamy state just working me into a frenzy of just wishing we were behind closed doors. In the car and out of the sight of peering eyes she kissed me, that tongue stirring my emotions and sending more lubrication into my pants. She knew I was butter in her hands and would just melt and flow now with anything she suggested or did. 

She had a quick glance around the car park and spotting the coast was clear had me unzipped and out at such speed that my dreamy state hadn’t realised what was happening. Her finger was at my lubrication deliciously rolling it around my knob end and foreskin. She had me panting and wishing for a moment that I could unzip her and have my hand in her panties and a finger up her wet cunt. I made a move but she stopped me, putting me away she insisted we drive back.
I had to be cautious with my driving, my thoughts were elsewhere, back at the house and trying to visualise our arrival and the scenes that might follow. It didn’t help that her hand lay over my thigh and was sensually tickling me through my trousers. There were moments where her teasing fingers would dance upward towards my groin and at any moment I expected to be fondled. There were thoughts too of just what she had in mind for later and wishful desires that they would include the panties she had bought me.

We crossed the small cattle grid and entered the drive to my relief and her hand was there immediately. My zip was violated down ward and fingers attacked once more my underpants. She had him out again, rolling my foreskin backward to reveal my wet and excited state. I had a job to steer the car and parked it lazily across the drive as she now played my foreskin up and down. I wanted to be at her too, I wanted her jeans down to expose her own panties but she wasn’t for having it and crudely tucked me back in whilst she made for the house.

Eagerly I followed half exposed and was glad that this scene could not be viewed from the road. I caught up with her in that huge kitchen and pounced with a grab and forced my tongue into her mouth. It stopped her with her shopping and she just had to respond. I would have just dragged her to the settee where last evening I had played with Minnie but she was having none of it. Pushing me away she hid her purchases from my sight and insisted that if I continued I’d miss out on the fun.

I relented and she grabbed my hand and the bag containing the panties she had bought for me. In the guest room she had it all worked out, fetching from her overnight bag some cord and zip ties. I let her do it, what was happening was unexpected but then all her games were and I never came to any harm and was never disappointed. My wrists were zip tied and then the cord was attached to each behind my back. My hands could sit on my thighs and no further clearly she had a plan and it wasn’t spontaneous, this was something she had conjured in her mind long before today.

My trousers were lowered and I stood looking at my covered stiffy. Pre-cum had soaked the front of my pants and all she could muster was a comment that I was a dirty boy and they would need to come off. But first I had to endure her preparing the full panties she had bought, removing the tags and holding them in front of me in a teasing admiration.

‘Peach or lilac first’, she asked.

I didn’t understand what she was offering. ‘Well peach I suppose’.

‘So, lilac on top then’, she questioned.

I caught on, I wasn’t just going to have to wear just one pair, my initiation into wearing female underwear was to be two pairs at once. I shook with an excitement, why oh why had I not entered this world before, clearly my responding cock was up for it. She removed my ungainly male pants and I stood erect and very excited. Without prompting I lifted first one leg and then the other and with her assistance stepped into the unknown world of wearing panties. My head was questioning my stupidity of never being here before as she skimmed them up my calves to start my transformation.

Weird and wonderful sensations, visual, touch and even sound sensualised and indoctrinated me immediately into the femininity of partially becoming one of them. Was this how it felt all day long to be cosseted by such soft and tender sensations? Anticipation ran before me like a sixth sense, almost as if an instinct told me my balls would enjoy the fulfilment of being encapsulated in the very crotch that had been sculpted for the treasure of the female form. It was wonderful to be held by them, comforting and yet so outrageously sexual.

I watched him bounce with pleasure and felt him sluice outward my sticky excited lubrication. She saw but never commented on the desecration that I had already started but instead prepared the lilacs for their accompanying journey upward. Things got tighter up there, I felt bound and chastised as nylon and nylon kept me firmly in check. For a moment I feared that quite the opposite would happen, that my cock would shrink and shrivel in the confines and that this was indeed for her some weird punishment for keeping me off the boil.

Then she began to manipulate, just like her intrusions into my Y fronts, pulling aside the femininity of frothy frill and elastic, first from one leg and then the other opposite to extract my erect penis. God heaven had arrived, he stood proud and snared, deliciously poking himself out of each leg opening and taught elastic made sure his attention was caught. Gosh how did she think of these things, this should have been the invention of the male mind, that ever inquisitive desire to find him pleasure. But she had given it to me, saving my simple brain cells a million years of working out!

It kept my foreskin back, how wonderfully intuitive, frothy frilly elastication could be, how wonderfully horny did he look, masculine and feminine all at the same time. She fingered the goo, kneeling before him in a wonderment as if it were some new discovery. I had a vision of her face covered in my spurting seed if she carried on, I had hope that she may suckle him and that I might orgasm around her swirling tongue but it was not to be. Instead I was led backward to the bed, encouraged to lie on my back, my corded, shackled arms now had less movement and not prevented but hindered me getting up.

I lay there and took it all, knowing full well that this was just a start and that I must be patient with her plans that eventually would bring us fulfilment and gratification. She disappeared but that was all part of it, leaving my mind with intrigue and an erection that could only wait. My mind ran a riot of expectation, this must have been on the cards since her waking moments this morning. Her shopping had a purpose but then it always did, what was to be expected in the open doorway anytime soon. I could hear her, probably in her own childhood bedroom, subtle sounds of movement, perhaps preparation.

I heard her exit and expected to see her in that doorway but down she must have gone, down stairs and still scheming. In the distance I could hear the far sounds of her moving around that large kitchen, the bangs of closure on cupboard doors of somebody who was preparing for something. Thoughts and wonderment whizzed through my head and fuelled my still engorged erection. He sat proudly poking skyward through the frilly openings that had been constructed around him. He looked surreal, throbbing and declaring masculinity when all that surrounded him and held him erect was so was so wonderfully sexy and female.

She was coming, there was soft footfall on the stairs. Even her dainty feet and petite frame had the treads creaking from a hundred plus years of use. She was coming back to me and I eagerly awaited her presence in the doorway. Then shock but not horror stood in that entrance. A ballerina, a gymnast, a dancer of which it didn’t matter, pink immediately filled my vision, a leotard and a tutu and then the virginal white of tights all the way down those slender legs.

She stepped towards me in a practiced performance as though she was about to perform some routine of nimble agility. I watched her move, the elfin body that so enthralled me, held the attention of my mind and body. He spewed a spillage of excitement of the prospect of what might happen. Her hair was in bunches again, borrowed from my little ‘niece’, and, closer still some endearing fake freckles adorned her face.

She carried a tray with a glass of milk, a plate and some biscuits and when she got nearer I saw a little pill in the corner. Her angelic smile hid the decisiveness of her actions, it was all for me, that I was sure. My concentration lapsed I was eyeing her body now, her sweet innocent flat chest and the way the pinky leotard puckered around the swelling of her groin. A hint of her vulva now as she got closer still and laid the tray on the bedside table. She swung round, the tutu delightfully modelling her perfect bottom, so pink and enticing.

I sighed in lustful satisfaction, engrossed by her innocence and yet excited by her provocation. I had a concentration now between her bottom cheeks and the whiteness of her inner thighs. I saw my penis there, sat throbbing against the tactile nylon of both leotard and tights. He wanted to be there, throbbing, nudging and generally demanding a closer presence to her cunt. But she was calling the shots, it was her turn to I guess prey on the unsuspecting.

‘It would be nice’, she said for you to have a sleep’.

She watched for my reaction. This was new, the tables turned, we’d never been here before, a role reversal that had me as the sleeping prince and her indulging in unsolicited intrusion. I was worried, intrigued and bewildered all at the same time, the tablet was for me. Fearfully I wanted to do it, wanted to see the other side, experience what she felt, see if it was true and that awakening reality could control sub-conscious dreams. I wanted orgasms in my slumber, wet dreams, the sweet dreams of sexual fulfilment that my fascinating little lover had.

‘I’m a bit scared’, I declared, ‘but at the same time I want what you have’.

‘Don’t be’, she reassured, ‘I’m only going to give you half a tablet, an hour only at the most you’ll be sweet dreaming’. ‘Please I want to know what you feel’.

‘Ok’, was a quick decision, my cock had already decided at the first sight of the pill and now I had a vision of a sweet ballerina invading my body whilst I dreamt of it. She helped me with the milk but I declined the biscuit and then half way through she introduced the carefully cut half tablet. It was down and gone with the rest of the milk and I had that inevitable feeling of no turning back. It was like being on a train and knowing that ahead lay a dark tunnel, the countryside would rush you ever near until features closed in on you, the enclosure of a cutting and then blackness.
My cock was still throbbing and eager, although my toes felt vaguely tingly as though something was happening with my body. She stood for a moment holding my hand, sweet and innocent and yet at the same time provoking a lust in me that saw myself fucking that pubescent little frame. Then she moved to walk away and I watched her across to the door and wondered when I saw her again it would be perhaps me that was being taken advantage of, clearly she had it all worked out.

Then she was back, a spring in her step as though her every move was a stage performance. From her fingers swung skimpy silky panties that swished around like some silken theatrical prop. Straight away I knew they were today’s panties, the very ones that had cosseted her all morning whilst she planned and schemed around the shops. They would have course have endured her excited hunt as she gathered together her little costume and were no doubt humming with her stimulation.
They were wafted in front of my nose, turned inside out to reveal the smudge of anticipation and then back again in one big tease. I wanted them, needed them and it was apparent that she would give them to me. If only I had hands that were free I would have snatched them from her teasing motions, skimming slowly over my exposed glans and enticing him to bounce with eagerness. Then she was placing them, covering him, ensuring he sat rightly in her gusset to join the dampness that still existed. She was tucking them too, covering his poking existence and pushing all the surplus into each leg band of the pretty frillies that I wore.
I could do nothing but except it and my futile attempts to hump into that little piece of sacred cotton were largely in vain. What I would have given for me to have been able to have thumb and forefinger enveloped whilst I chased ecstasy was beyond reason. To have her do the same crossed my mind but to ask would I knew only end in a teasing decline. Instead she did her impression of a pirouette and exited centre stage through the door. She was waiting of course, in much the same way as I waited for Rose, for the moment when I it was safe to return. I wondered too whether she would creep with stealth and act out the intruder as I did.
I watched him throb in the excitement of the crotch that I couldn’t reach and then felt the woozy sensations of forced sleep. There was no time to wait for the grand entrance to the tunnel it just came unexpectedly.

I watched her doing her routines, at the bars stretching those smooth lycra and nylon clad muscles. It was tantalising, her exposures ever changing from one move to the next and when they came my focus had to be reset. Not that I marvelled at her dexterity or the poise of her movements but hideously chasing the ever changing disclosures of her intimate parts. Her bottom, crotch and thighs held my particular attention and I marvelled their inventativeness to show me near teasing displays of her hidden secrets. Rippled lycra had my imagination running wild and yet at the same time the scenes that I so wanted were always elusive, always an angle away and in my repetitive dream just turned and turned or the little ballerina just changed her routine and all was gone.

Then I sensed I was not alone, a wild notion somewhere in my sub-conscious that there was a presence, someone staring down on me, watching and waiting. Did I sink in my dream, did my platform give or was someone now kneeling beside me? Was that a scratch, a finger nail that scrolled across the robed statue of my penis? Did I throb and leak sticky ooze, did I hump upward to chase something that I wasn’t sure was there? 

It was there again, enclosing lightly, soft cotton pressed and stimulated my glans. I groaned, murmured and tummy muscles spasmed upward to catch what was now not there. Then the ballerina came back, a fleeting dance that had my focus as she pirouetted again and again and my focus chased the curvaceous perfection of her pink bottom. Another figment of desires traversed my dream, would she come and sit, sit here over my face, smother me with the pink slippy lycra and feed the air that I breathed with the sweet scents of her innocence .

It was back, accompanied by another, holding, tidying, arranging. Then gently a stimulation, upward and downward, cotton clung and sensated all that it had enclosed. Tingles, shrills and trickles filled my scrotum, seed moved but did not surge. The finger and thumb manipulated, rearranged and then found the rhythm of masturbation. This in a dream was unknown, chased but never achieved but now it was happening. The gusset enveloped, stayed, held and teased the foreskin, sending messages of desire to the scrotum. He wanted release but forces outside his control wouldn’t let it happen, it was like a dream where nothing ever came true.

On they went, stopping, starting and disappearing. Then something changed, a warm wind descended, breath swirled around the pantied statue. He leaked, throbbed and threw out his wetness in frustrated expectancy. Something big was round the corner, in my head the ballerina entered stage left again but was soon off with only a teasing glimpse of her pubic mound. Then wetness descended, a swirling tongue manipulated its own nylon. I dreamt I would cum as I humped upward to chase its tantalising swoops of my enclosed foreskin. It was her tongue, the ballerinas, gorging on the gusset of her own panties, endlessly sucking through nylon and cotton to taste the weeping offerings below. Now I was fighting, groaning, moaning and wishing if only I could awake from this forced slumber. It was like another dream only this time the elusive action was real, this time the brain didn’t tease and loose it because it was something more than just a sleeping vision.
I saw the ballerina in her concentration, her sweet lips slipping over my pantied manhood. I saw that freckled face and those endearing bunches bob around as she eagerly sought the pleasures of her adult lollipop. I felt her tongue too, probing, pushing and driving the sopping crotch deep into my glans. My balls I sensed, tried to give up, sub-consciously I could feel the rivers running and that soon there would be a raging surge that would thump at the wall of cotton and nylon. The brain recalled such moments, the vision when spunk pounded at the weave of feminine protection and forced splodges to push and seep through their defences. I imagined her tongue too, like a thumb over a burst pipe trying hopelessly to hold back the flow.

But she had the sense, the experience, to recognise the persuasive thrusts of an eager penis and what needed to be done to stave its selfish greed. Even in a dream I could feel the pressure she brought to bear, an excruciating presence of fingers gripping the base of my manhood, stemming and forcing it to retract such actions. It was mean, almost an interruption to my sweet sleeping thoughts, just to get her way, to orchestrate but wasn’t that something I would do as well.

Then in my slumber I felt the sense of movement, a spongy sinking that almost felt as if I would fall. There was motion around me, again an ever nearer presence and more administration to my manhood. A coolness of exposure floated through my senses, my cock felt unprotected, the female encapsulation had disappeared and he stood in anticipation of what was happening. Touch was there again, directed manipulations, warmth too as my thighs became aware of the heat of another.

The fingers were there again, moving, persuading and then I knew what was happening. The fingers slid away and in my head I had the vision of a cunt. Its slippy slimey presence engrossed my manhood, it gripped, sucked and dropped on a journey downward. It was her, my girlfriend, the ballerina and perhaps my niece, the sinews, bumps and little nodules that could only describe her. That tight little honey pot that I so loved fingering and fucking was now live in my dream. Dreams were never like this, never fulfilling only teasing diversions but not today.

Slowly she rode me out, upwards and downwards, delivered at an ambling pace that she knew would last and last. We never had demanding sex, no eagerness to chase down the rush to orgasm, more a slow and contented stroll, like walking in the countryside smelling and seeing all that was around you, a journey of mutual appreciation that was a never ending thrill of the senses. In my head I felt her stopping, Stopping to make it last, stopping to take in some view together, a vista that sent tingles throughout the body and an expectation of what was round the corner.

Then she was moving again, with me following wherever she led. Soon my thoughts could no longer hold on to the beauty that was around me, soon I was beginning to picture her. Just glimpses at first, hues of pink and then the nubile slenderness of her white thighs and the movements they were making. I was I realised coming round, exiting the short induced sleep that I had been placed in.

It was her bottom that my focus alighted to, that perfection of beauty that had so deliciously been sculpted. It was down the tunnel of my concentration now as I watched it rise and fall on to my waiting erection. I shed a gasp as it settled firmly and deeply into my body and stayed awhile to let hidden muscles contort, squeeze and milk me out of my half consciousness. I closed my eyes in the succulence of delight and let him gently thrust upward to meet her gripping, sopping cunt and when I opened them again she was there, turning and smiling.

I could see more now, my lubricated cock as she raised herself upward, the base of my erection sheaved by the girly frill of the panties she had bought me. I could hear to the squelch of wetted sex, as the mucus between us fought against flesh and sinew. I could smell it to, sex released into the air at every moment where glistening lubrication exposed itself. Then it registered just what she had done, I was delightfully imprisoned in her, my cock trapped and secured up the side of the leg hole of her leotard. It gripped him, stood him erect and had her undivided attention. And how had he penetrated the tights that she was wearing, no doubt some conjured snipping long before she got here.

She had it all planned, she always did but would I have it any other way, in short no. She could do whatever she wanted, sex was with her was another planet a world of delight beyond the boundaries of this mortal earth. An orgasm with her was a million dimensions away from the simple figments I had known and she was taking me there again.

The tutu scratched and tickled at my tummy, teasing my skin with expectation. I waited for it to go up and come back down, knowing the sensuous trickles in my balls would shoot everywhere when she downed and manipulated me. Now I held a hip, now on the up we stopped whilst I forwarded her pleasure, a fingering of her sopping clit, before she would come grinding down to chase another galaxy.

Then that relentless tease over came us both, the taunting desire to chase those little sensations, the ones that led you onward and onward in a greed for more. To beat temptation was painful and in the end we always lost, that milking sensuous cunt always had its way and sent us flying towards the stars.

