My Sleeping Princess
Here is something different, something that I have never experienced but only watched on the net. I have used the word panties too, that perhaps it might appeal to a wider audience. I welcome feedback. 

I always got hints of when it would happen and was able to prepare myself and clear my day. It was usually a Saturday afternoon when my girlfriend called and said, ‘Ready when you are’.
It was the sign that she’d taken a little pill, something she got from a friend of a friend to knock her out and put her in a deep un-wakeable sleep that would last for hours. It was my signal that I had to rush to her flat and indulge her in her sub conscious desires. A playtime of fantasy that she said imbedded itself deep in her head, giving her flash backs when she least expected it and fuelled a fiery fetish.
It did things for me too; I’d spend half the morning wondering when I would get that call, half a morning of teasing thoughts about letting myself into her flat and finding her helpless body, a body so willing and receptive to anything I did. It let me indulge myself in her panties and spend and pleasant hour or so up close and intimate with her pussy.

I wondered at times how two people like us could get together, how secret desires so off the wall could show themselves without words and how we could inter twine with complete compatibility. I wondered too what showed from the outside and whether it struck a chord and who had realised first. But it was here now and I wouldn’t swap her or it for the world and couldn’t ever imagine a relationship without it.

It was a text today, beeping me out of my daydream and bringing a reality of movement. I hurried excitedly, grabbing keys and the little thoughtful gift that I had sought out and was on my way. The traffic was heavy and endlessly slowing my progress from a mere 10 minute journey into 20. In my underwear he constantly reminded me of the need to be there and when progress was slow my mind envisaged what I find at the other end.

I slipped into my usual parking space reserved for visitors at the flats where she lived. Consciously I hurried across to the entrance and up one flight of stairs to her door and fumbled for the key. The slip of the lock let me into silence and a stillness that otherwise would have indicated that no one was home. But she was here; I could hear her breathing, shallow and smooth. My cock stood rigid now full of excited expectation.

I peered around the bedroom door and froze at the delicious sight on the bed, my favourite little skirt, so flouncy and short. It hid as usual nothing, a mere decoration that covered her hips and tummy and left little to the imagination. My eyes were drawn to the middle, the pouting crotch in wonderful frilly Lilac with the luscious scallops of dusky pink that framed her ripened Mons.

‘Oh God’, I whispered to myself as I looked down on her.

I loved these first moments of expectation, entering her room and finding her as though I stumbled up on something I shouldn’t have. Or that I had stealthily broken in here and found a sleeping beauty that was for me was more treasure than a ring or a watch to steal.

That angelic face of sleeping innocence, the creamy unblemished skin that needed no makeup, the short cropping of blonde hair that hid no neck and afforded a place to kiss and succulent on her perfume. Then the little T shirt, its soft cotton contouring such a perfect petite frame, where I watched the rise and fall of her ideal breasts, the two tennis balls of firmness and delight.

That skirt again sculptured against the slim waist and billowed in folds downward making a picture frame of delight and shot those creamy thighs straight from underneath. I was focusing again, in the middle, those panties that drew me in and teased me relentlessly. I studied that mound as I removed my trousers and gave him a moment of teasing, stroking around my underwear. Momentarily he was out and I played intensely with my foreskin, giving him a promise that soon he might see action.

The dresser drawer was open, our special drawer where those special panties were kept, panties chosen for these occasions. I stepped towards it peering in to remind myself of all those delicious contents, special panties that were most suitable for days like these, a tie side of ribbon that allowed such easy access, a panty that needed little help from its occupier for removal.
I stared at them, recalling them individually and reminding myself of their use. Fond memories came flooding back and I picked a pair aloft and let them dangle whilst I remembered our last encounter. I fondled them, tossing them one handed between finger and thumb finding their most intimate places, the soft crotch of cotton that was that I recalled was so wet with her juices.

There were no new ones, nothing added by her, nothing novel to tempt me, but there was of course my thoughtful little gift, a real treasure and so unique to make them so special amongst the others. I was excited about using them and had since acquiring them thought about nothing else. I watched them fall from their bag, their ribbons that connected them and best of all the frilly split and open crotch that I was dying to get to know.

She gave a sigh behind me, a deep contented waiting sigh that if I didn’t know better was calling me along and advising me of her impatience, I wondered in her sub-conscious if she knew I was there. I looked down once again on the delicious body and decided that now was the time to move into play. She called it play to, just touching and petting, kissing too but not her mouth, no my lips would only be on the succulence of her sex.
Thoughtfully she had positioned herself quite nicely today and had not moved at all. It was enough for me to start on our indulgence and I knelt beside her. I could smell her body perfume fresh and bathed, sweetly enticing me to touch her. A finger touched the softness of her inner thigh and I waited for a reaction, there was none. Her skin was baby soft and now my thumb joined it to caress between them the silky surface that nature had endowed.

My eyes were at her exposed crotch again bearing down on the Lilac of silken pout. There was a ripple there now, rising up in the satin nylon, it wasn’t there before I’m sure. My nail ran into it, spreading it and watching it dissipate into tiny creases and then the finger added weight.

There was warmth there, a heat and I pushed further to where her Mons rose and fell. It was there ready and waiting to be followed, my tracing following the contours to the little furrowed valley below. There was a moan from her, there sometimes was, her lips fluttered as though she was to speak but nothing came. Inward the finger travelled pressing into the heat of her gusset, finding her and realising that underneath the skin of Lilac her sex was moist and receptive.
It wasn’t just her fetish it was now mine too, I stalled and was unhurried because I liked it that way and I knew she did too. It was too easy to get there too soon and in return it would give us nothing. She had always said that somewhere from her sub conscious she knew how excitingly slow I had been and that was something that later in her daydreaming awakening was played out over and over again. I never wanted it to end anyway, I was my element to be playing with panties and occasionally manipulating my foreskin in a teasing appreciation.

Her dampness flooded the Lilac, its heat and fragrance intoxicating the air. I moved it manipulating it to start to darken the sweet shade that now set off a change of colour. I tugged too and fingered the dusky pink scallops of frill that framed the perfection of her body. Upward I teased just enough to catch a haze of fine downy and blonde pubic hair and then I covered it again.

I probed now, pushing a little inward at her panty covered crotch. A deep guttural grunt erupted and I watched her hips and tummy thrust forward in my pushing direction. But it was instinct, maybe something deep within her sleeping brain for a moment dreamt of being touched there but it did not wake her. Upward and downward I traced her panty covered pussy feeling my fingers get damper by the second. I could imagine how slippery and wet she was underneath but the temptation was held back, time was not as important as pleasure.

I held my fingers there whilst for a few moments I masturbated left handed and enjoyed my own satisfaction. A peek I must have I told myself, just a sneaky preview of what was to come. Still wanking I pulled at the dusky pink scallops aside and exposed her beautiful little cunt. The fine downy blonde curls were covered in a dew of honey, her cunt lips wavered wet and inviting. I rolled my foreskin upward and downward and promised him that later he would enjoy the inviting wetness.
I covered her up again this wasn’t going to be just five minutes of sexual play, my sleeping beauty would be out for a few hours yet. I wanted to move her, pick up her light frame and place her down, arrange her for us both. I began to cradle her, under her arms and knees and slid her to a position where I could properly have and indulge in that little pussy. To the edge of the bed I manoeuvred her torso letting her legs just dangle over the edge. Carefully I opened her thighs and unbuttoned her skirt and took it away.

Her panties dominated the picture, I surveyed every inch of her sweet body that they covered. I wanted to devour them, sniff them, kiss them suck the crotch into my mouth before removing them and starting all over again. I wanted to undress her, dress her, suck on those little tits whilst a finger fucked the little wet honey pot. I wanked him, nearly bringing him to an orgasm as I stood over her.

Down I went and onto them, pushing my nose deep into the crease of her gusset. One of those guttural moans slipped from her mouth again and I hoped my little sleeper was enjoying it. That sweet fresh fragrance filled my every breathing moment. I mouthed the wet nylon swirling my tongue around them and tasting her. I was eager now, the pre-cum erupting from my cock uncontrollably in spasms that could only push me in one direction. 
I tugged at the little tied bow on her hip and watched the ribbon unravel itself and fall to uncover her modesty. It was exposed again and so inviting and a tug at the other side dropped the beautiful Lilac away. My knees shuffled in and my lips descended in on the little downy bank and I gorged. A moan came from somewhere above and a shudder of involuntary spasm rippled through her body as for the first time today I tasted her.

My tongue pushed outward, opening her up for an exploring. I loved that pussy and all it meant to me, I loved these occasions probably more than just sex, I consumed her and she gave me life. One handed again I masturbated until I had to stop and stem. It would have been so easy to rise up and take her but that was never an agreement and besides I knew that would come much later and be all the more pleasurable for it.

I examined it, stroked it, petted it and slipped a finger between slippery folds. In it went, into and up to knuckle where in stayed and wriggled in a squelch of her sexual mucus. I pulled the sticky, slimy sweetness outward and took it into my mouth and tasted her. My fingers opened her up, peering into the pink abyss and watching the wetness break like a strand of honey. My tongue followed inward to capture and savour on it. My throat tingled on the taste of her and wanted more.

Just once I told myself, just to pacify him and give him his promise that he would have her later and then I told myself the distraction would set up a new game of dressing and undressing. I stood, crouched, bent my knees and wavered him forward, forward and near, floating around in the warm sticky air above her cunt. I shuffled and gasped as he slid along the pink and tried to nudge himself inward. Just a little I told myself but then argued it around in my head, just a little wouldn’t be enough, don’t lie to yourself you will just end up deep inside and then it will be at a point of no return.

The temptation gone I was back at the dresser, fumbling for the little gift I had bought her, a gift that I would enjoy before she even clapped eyes on them. The little baby blue dangled between my fingers with innocence. The contrasting pink frills and ribbon adding a purity that was a complete contradiction as my eyes studied the pink a frilly split crotch. I nibbled at those open frills where underneath and soon to be her sex would lie. I had nibbled at them many times in the days previous, tantalising and telling myself where I would eventually have them, today was the day.

I was back between her nakedness again, whiffing her readiness and hovering over her. She lay like some lifeless doll, out of this world but real true and living flesh. I untied them and slipped them on her, the helpless sleeping baby. I had to lift and place, manipulate and smooth, place them alter them and then finally tie them in place as though they had been slipped on by her.

They were gorgeous, edible, pretty, sexy, desirable and now gracing my sleeping lover. They were innocence and lust all at the same time and on her body the most perfect place in the world. I worked at the split crotch, positioning, aligning and tidying them into the most wonderful visual display. The lofty frills around the legs and the crotch rose up like wavy hills and hid a secret valley but delving inward to the centre led to a rich place of promise and opportunity.

My fingers travelled skimming the silky contours of blue and pink until they feathered down and into the sparse blonde down that lay just beneath the surface, there the rivulet ran a trickle and then to a flood of wetness. Down they went again into finger land, the sopping crevice that had my brain in raptures and my hand tossing myself off again, in and searching, wanting to learn again every sweet slippery crevice, bump and muscle. I just loved fingering her and even more so in her state of comatose.

Little grunts and sighs involuntarily slipped from her sweet mouth, a mouth I longed to kiss but feared it would stimulate an awakening that neither of us wanted at this moment. That would come later with gratefulness with a swirling grabbing tongue and manipulating sucking pussy. For now there was much to enjoy from this funny little game of much pretence, much of which held in my mind and I knew in hers for longer than an eternity.

I fingered, simulating a long slow intercourse and wondered how many of us in this world shared this wonderful game, this fetish fantasy land that bizarrely seemed so one sided that was nothing that it appeared to be. Later I would marvel at her recall of every moment of touch and penetration of her unconscious body, hear her recount the orgasm that my fingers were now leading up to.
My thumb now joined in finding through her light pubic down the little button and the trigger to her journey. I wanted to be part of it as well, with a teasing masturbation that would keep me going until her awakening. My free hand single handed went to my cock, feeling my own stickiness and then finding the Lilac panties that had so deliciously adorned her body. A sniff at their gusset and then they were with my foreskin, rolling him around in the dampness that, she, we, had both made.

There was careful orchestration, for her, for me, a slow mind blowing experience of enjoying her body and panties without any concerted effort from her. Fantasising thoughts roamed my head of doing this with others, females that I was attracted to, acquaintances, strangers even, a little tablet that would render them obediently mine, mine to explore, mine to visit their body without objection, mine to do what I like with. 

I was kneeling now, going down on her, spreading the split crotch and eating her pussy, feasting on her clit, fingering her and finding her ‘G’. My hand too still ensuring that my cock greedily fed into her panty gusset of lilac. She was on her journey, involuntary thrusts pushed into her dream world, recording in her head every sensuously pleasing manipulation. Her muscles joined in now, spasming uncontrollably without the rule of a wakened state.

I let her come down from her orgasm without any further involvement. I didn’t want her awake and an end to our game. I stood and looked down on her, playing with my aching erection and watching for signs of her coming around. There were none except that her breathing was still a little exerted and waited for it to become shallow again.

I marvelled at her body, perfection personified natures finest and one that certainly appealed to me. There were urges kicking in, my head questioned our unwritten rules, I wanted my cock in her regardless of our agreements. I tried to divert myself; I hadn’t played with her tits. Carefully I lifted her T shirt to expose her soft white cotton bra. She looked so innocent, just like and adolescent in her first bra, her breasts flattened by the way she was positioned. There was naivety too, a thoughtful clip that showed the bra fastened from the front giving her a youthful appearance.

Her skin was warm and very inviting. I got one of those flash moments in my head where I began to imagine I had just broken in here and found this beautiful young girl sleeping deeply, she was mine to do what I liked with and now I was at her breasts. Her bra was unfastened to reveal to little mounds of flesh that were so adolescent. I pawed them, running fingers all over the firm little mounds and circling her growing nipples.

She stirred and stretched in her sleep, pushing her chest upward and offering me their succulence. It was hard to resist and I just had to have them in my mouth.  My tongue swirled around each one taking it inward whilst my fingers strayed back to that entrance to her panties.  I gorged on her breasts whilst I danced through the fine downy pubic hair and into her wetness.

Desires built up in my head, strong enough to consider breaking our rules again, he just had to be near those delicate little cunt lips. I stopped and grabbed a pillow from the other side of her bed. Gently I lifted the floppy doll around her waist and pushed it under the small of her back. She stirred again and I had to let her settle before completing her positioning. I waited and watched her, stared down at my handiwork and thought of improvements, that little pubic mound needed to grow from a hillock to a mountain of pout.

Satisfied that she was still deeply under I shuffled her again, helping those hips upward. I spread her legs too and watched the open gusset widen to reveal her ripened peach. Pleased with my work I went back to her tits for more pleasurable sucking whilst my fingers again explored the now open gash of her cunt.

He was demanding now, tired of his mean wanks, he wanted action, forbidden action between her legs, between the lofty frills and play slippy slidey between her fleshy folds. I started to move forward bringing him nearer and nearer to heaven, I watched every moment like it was in slow motion and anticipated the feelings that would soon entertain him. He had wept his seminal fluid since receiving her text but now I could feel every runny leak as it copiously travelled my tubes. I rolled back my foreskin once again to catch sight of the sticky transparent goo that soon would be mingling with slippery wetness of my sleeping beauty’s pussy.

‘Oh my God’, expelled involuntarily from my lips as his first touch and pass traversed through the wavy frills of her split crotch. Greedily and gently rocking on my knees I let him glide up and down the lacy rows feeling it tantalise my exposed glans and foreskin. I sighed deeply as over and over again he frotted away just above her wet and exposed cunt. I watched him, controlled him and finally could not resist anymore.

Again I gave a deep sigh as he hit the warmth of her body and ran through her own sticky oozing lubrication. A little squelch powerfully and audibly permeated the air as my cock pushed through her spill of sexual mucus Her sleeping face contorted for just a millisecond and then bit a lip but she continued to be out of it.

This was a world of my wildest dreams, dreams that I had many times before and since my little lover had introduced me to her secret desires. A fantasy played in my head again that here below me was a sleeping un-conscious stranger, someone just placed here, a place I’d broken into, a poor unfortunate soul who I had found, out of it in the bedroom. I could have my wicked way with her and she’d be none the wiser.
He sat throbbing at the edge of penetration and so needed to be inside her. But I argued with myself, it wasn’t our agreement and besides this wonderful game and fantasy would be over all too soon, if he wanted it he’d have to wait for that awakening invitation. For now I would be content with just being close to it.

I teased him relentlessly, bringing him back into the wavy frills that framed her sweet pussy. Up and down he glided through the curly tops of lace tickling my glans and producing yet more wetness. My head played out fantasies from past games and sought variations for something new. Thoughts turned the Lilac tie sides I had removed from my lover and I needed to be involved with them again, I dragged them from where they had fallen.

Her heavenly scent still filled the crotch, my sleeping beauty had excited herself in them probably as she was dropping into her slumber. Maybe her fingers had played a filmy game of masturbation just before dropping off. I picked up her floppy hand up and sniffed them one at a time. It was there, the pungency of her cunt coating each and every one, I sucked them clean.

I hid him in the Lilac gusset letting them drape and cover him up. Immediately his pre-cum wetted them with a darkening spot and I knew I wanted fun with them once more. Loosely I tied them baggily around my waist, the strings barely joined together and holding my bulb of wetness nicely in her pussy patch. Every time I minutely moved they rewarded me with an embracing stroke up and down my glans and erupted moans of silent satisfaction.

Now I had more plans, the bulging Lilac now needed to be rolling along the wavy frills, skimming their surface, parting them like a torpedo tracking towards its target. I watched him cutting through it, reversing and letting them close behind him only to be spread apart to reveal the depths of her cunt below. He had to sit there pondering as to where he would get his pleasure from next, twitching in her confined and binding gusset, spilling his liquid ever more into the soft and gripping crotch.

Then he’d push his luck again, dropping down and into the forbidden fruit, slipping and sliding in her glistening gash, driving and missing a penetration and nudging back to entertain another run. Menacingly he sat in her entrance, throbbing and bouncing ever nearer a nudge into heaven. The seed ran involuntarily in my balls, whirling me into pretences of daring, daring to go, arguing to stop.
For moments I just knelt with him so close, my knees failing to recognise pain. I watched her sleeping form yield sighs as though she was having some wonderful dream. I watched her tummy and the pretty crotchless panties heave, push and sneakily capture the monster that was so troubling her.

Her eyes flickered, a sign I knew so well. I looked at my watch, two hours had passed, she was possibly in the waking zone. I hoped and prayed and naughtily pushed him forward to be greeted by more flickers and a minute flash of blue as she partially came to.
‘Please’, she whispered before seemingly dropping back into her sleep again.

It was all that I needed, we’d been here before, the half light she called it where she wanted it and be a sleep. Well it was hers and he certainly was ready for it, I loved it to, my head playing with the continuing fantasy of fucking a sleeping stranger. To be inside a sleeping cunt that had so many contradictions of movement, so many wonderful greeting spasms that would thrust and then grab.

He went inward, panties and all and then was hindered by the bounce of a gusset holding him back. I slipped the ties to the Lilacs and slowly followed them in. My sleeping beauty was wet, I was wet and now the panties were taking on another soaking. Slowly I buried them into her pussy, feeling them drag and ripple against my glans and foreskin. It had me sighing and groaning at the sheer naughtiness of fucking my sleeping beauty like this. My head saw her as that stranger again, taking liberty and stealing intercourse from someone so out of it.
The sleeping body below me gave encouragement with a myriad of released groans and whimpers and I hoped she too was dreaming fantasies of intrusion and interference. I watched from my haunches, the panties fuck her along with my cock, slowly squelching their way into her receptive cunt. How did two people like us get together?
