Dave & Janet – Chapter 4 – by Coleen
Janet listened as her Mum prattled on the phone about rules and regulations. Have the pizza in the fridge. Make sure Margaret behaved. Make sure they went to bed early. No loud music and no long phone calls.

Blah, Blah! 

Janet stood in the hall saying: “Yes, Mum. No, Mum. Yes, Mum.”

Her feet were cold; she’d left her sandals in the bedroom. But her crotch was warm and squelchy. Her knickers were so wet she could put them through a mangle.

She hung up, went into the kitchen and switched on the oven to cook a pizza.

Upstairs, Dave was still lying on top of the bed, looking exhausted.

“You should get up, lazy bones, and help me make a pizza. Mum and Gary are staying away for the night and I’m supposed to get Margaret here for a sleep-over.”

Dave raised himself on one elbow. He looked strange in her navy knickers. His thing had gone down, but there was still a damp patch at the front. Janet felt that creepy feeling again. The warm wetness between her legs and the pins and needles in her nipples reminded her of the recent delicious fun with him. She wanted more.

“Is Margaret coming over?”

“Not if I don’t ask her,” said Janet. “Will you keep me company? You can say you slept over with my brother Gary.”

He stood up, stretching as though waking from a sleep.

He held out his arms. She crossed the room and kissed him lightly on the lips before flopping on the bed beside him, avoiding his embrace. 

“Does it really excite you to smell my knickers? She asked, still unsure of all that had  appened.

He reached a hand between her leg, touching the warm, damp cotton of her gusset, pressing it between her legs. Janet shuddered, and wriggled away. She could easily lose control if she wasn’t careful.

“But please, Dave, tell me. Do you really get excited when you smell my knickers?”

“Of course, Janet. What do you think,” he said, lifting her hand over to rest on his thing.

She felt it stir, swelling through the dampness. She stroked it, like it was a pussy cat.

She kissed his ear and whispered: “Would you like to smell them when I had them on?”

“How could I do that?” 

“Would you like to try? Said Janet, scarcely believing what she was saying. 

Dave knelt beside the bed, resting his face in her groin. 

A hundred violins began to play in her head. She needed this. She needed to feel his head down there, down where she was burning with desire.

Janet parted her legs, raising her knees to allow his head to slip between her thighs. She could feel his sharp intake of breath as he sniffed deeply at her knickers stained with love juice.

She placed her hands above his ears and pressed him into her. He sniffed again and, struggling to be free of her grip, he slipped a finger up the leg of he knickers.

She felt the elastic tighten on her thigh as his hand pushed further up – and then the fabulous sensation as the finger touched her lips, parting them gently and to touch her hood.

She opened her legs wider and wider still – gasping as he frigged her love bud, moving the cover up to expose it with an expert finger. She pushed his head up, looking into his eyes.

“You’ve done this before, haven’t you? With Janice?”

“Yeah,” he said distractedly, his finger massaging her inner lips, into spasms of joy.

“And who else?” she asked.

“Mildred,” he said, without pausing.

“And who else?

“Margaret,” he said, as if her questions were unnecessary.

“Margaret and Mildred my friends!” exclaimed Janet.

“You pig. You dirty pig! How could you?”

“Because they wanted me to,” Dave said without expression.

Janet lay there, wallowing in the flood of sensation flowing from his finger, surging into every part of her body. Her nipples were crying for attention.

If she wasn’t so far gone in her hazy excitement she

would stop him - right now! She pushed his hand away. His wet finger trailed across her warm thigh.

“Not inside,” she said, “I don’t like a finger inside!” - pulling the leg of her knickers back into

place.

Dave looked up, uncertain what to do next. He knew he had said the wrong thing. There was a long silence. And then Janet grabbed his head roughly, almost angrily.

“You like to sniff, don’t you? Well, sniff me now!”

She thrust his head downwards - between her open legs until it came to rest on her crotch. He sniffed loudly.

“Kiss me,” she hissed in a commanding whisper which sounded more fierce than she intended. “Kiss me there.”

She pushed her groin towards him, pulling his head against it.

His mouth was warm. Despite her own wetness, she felt his saliva flow into her gusset, combining with her juice to trickle soaking the cuffed leg of her knickers.  She arched her back, whimpering as she tried to stuff her mound far down his throat.

Then she was shivering uncontrollably - shaking as if naked was in an arctic gale. But all the time her body was burning, seared by this awful need to have his mouth stay there forever, sucking her secret fluid through the interlock of her knickers.

She collapsed exhausted as he lifted his head.

“Your knickers really do smell great – and they taste great - when you are wearing them.”

She watched with detached interest as he pumped at his swollen penis which he had taken out of the leg of his knickers. In a few seconds he ejaculated. Slipping it back up the  leg to allow his white stuff to gush into the knickers, spreading a large damp stain near the waist.

Janet jumped to her feet. “The pizza. It’ll be burned,” she cried,  as she fled from the room.

End 

