Special Arrangements Chap 5

For a while we sat cuddling on the settee and just aimlessly watching whatever was on the TV. I suppose up to that point Janice was pretty satisfied for five minutes, having just had her second orgasm but I knew it wouldn’t last; her appetite was as insatiable as mine.

It was me that usually started things on these occasions and this evening it was no different. I always wanted to do something to fuel my hunger and especially to make use of the weekend in full. It started by me fondling those delicious pink and stripy knickers, god they looked so perfect and sexy on the bit of curved hip and bottom that I could see. My fingers swooned over their surface delighting in the soft feminine feel that they eluded and enticed me to go forever further. I was soon hooking my fingers under the elastics to test and feel all of them and the super soft baby like skin underneath.

Janice was always appreciative of what I did, her old man was never this attentive and she responded with little kisses of encouragement that soon had our tongues mashing again. Naturally this set off the stirrings in my cock and Janice was soon reciprocating stroking and fondling it through my own pink and stripy knicks. Soon my own fingers were hooking back her elastic and caressing the sweet petals of her cunt with all the willingness of her spreading legs.

It was easy for us both, we were insatiable when it came to the satisfaction of our sexual needs and it would have been all too easy to finger fuck her again and lead to another fuck. But I wanted more fun than that, I wanted some knicker fun, I’d been winding myself up for that all week, so I slipped from partially under her and onto the floor. It was like being a director in the making of some movie with an actress that was so naturally falling into the next scene, I beckoned her downward and so she slipped down ward from the settee.

She knew what the script was straight away and straddled my face with her parted thighs. I looked upward at the knickered peachy mound that was hovering there and indicated that I wanted it on my face. Her sweet perfume filled my head and permeated every part of my body and told me I was a prisoner to that desirable cunt. She gently rocked on me whilst I willing struggled for oxygen letting her willing body spill its lubrication over my nose and lips. I could feel myself getting warm and heated, stifled by her heavenly sex that was draining my breath away, this for me would be my chosen way for affixation and passing to the afterlife. 

However I wanted more than just a face sitting, it had to be two way not just her ending up with the bulk of the enjoyment no matter how much I loved being smothered by her cunt. I turned her round and at the same time grabbed the red and black knickers from the floor and handed them to her. Janice knew just what to do and dropped neatly into the beginnings of a lovely 69. Straight away I was back at her crotch, pulling it to one side and tonguing her ever wetter little hot spot.

I could feel her pulling at the waist band of my own knickers, releasing my aching erection skyward. He cooled in the air and waited expectedly for what I knew would come. And then they were there, cool and wet from our previous sex, the gusset of the red and blacks comforting my foreskin and glans. Then came her touch, finding just where to hold me and wank me into the little panel where her sex had sat. I was in heaven, sometimes to me this was better than a fuck, all women, well most would fuck but how many understood and were happy with the twisted requirements of a knicker fetishist?

I feasted on her too, the very pink stripey’s that I had picked off the internet, fantasised about, bought and now was enjoying her cunt through. I heard her moan again above or maybe below me and then her mouth close over the red and blacks. The nylon gusset closed around, as her lips held it captive and she sucked upward and downward. That feeling there and then was quite unique, hard to describe to anyone but a knicker fetishist, better to me than a plain old blow job, where else could you have the garment that covered her sex and her mouth performing at the same time. Her teeth gently scratched too, pulling and trapping the crotch material in all my secret little places whilst her thumb and forefinger held him just where she wanted him.

My nose and face were now covered by her lubrication. The sweet fragrance of her cunt filled my head like an aphrodisiac sending me into a delirium of lust; I could have eaten her all night. I pushed the knicks to one side now, leaving my nose to contend with the leg elastic, holding it off from covering her horny box, just as expertly as a finger. My tongue played its tricks just like hers, giving as good as she was giving. I stuck it inward, deep into her furrow of love to lap up the elixir that seemed to be pouring now from nowhere.

I cupped her ass, greedily bringing her in closer, closer too for yet another orgasm that she was eager and sure to have. She shuddered once and then some more and started to try and get her cunt to consume me, well it least it felt like that as she pushed onto my face, forever hoping her cunt would swallow me up. She mewed like a cat and lay half helpless as her orgasm played out its crescendo of lust. Janice had to rest too, still with my knickered cover cock buried in her mouth, her breath rushing past it as she strove to gain composure.

Then she was back, little sucks at first, pulling and pushing the nylon into my glans knowing the effect it would have on me. The very thought that these red and blacks had dressed her cunt, kept her simmering whilst she had waited for me to arrive, sent me wild with the expectation that I would be spunking them soon. I fantasised too that she had touched herself in them, her fingers working herself into a lather just thinking about our weekend.

Whilst she was still there partially smothering my face I continued to plant little kisses all around her sweet cunt in thanks for the wonderful blow job she was now giving me. It would also mean that the new stripy knicks would also be impregnated with her wonderful juices and provide yet another gusset to tempt me later.

Janice knew how to do this, it was practised on her part and now my balls began to tingle and signify that my journey had also begun. Spunk had started its travel but with her patient practice it would last some delicious minutes as she purposely slowed her pace to ensure I had a hurricane of an orgasm. There were moments when I thought that the whirlwind would begin and then she go and slow it down some more. Now her lips hovered over my glans and sort of vibrated sending the nylon crotch deep between the folds.

I was as usual in heaven, I’d learnt not to tense my body on such occasions and let her sweet mouth administer what always turned out to be a mind blowing spunking. All I could do was moan and have thoughts about how lucky we both were to find such understanding and compatibility, thoughts too of the moment of splash, wondering just when it would come and how Janice would deal with it today.

The waiting was going; here I was at the delicious point of no return, my seed erupting upward in a crescendo that today had her tongue trying to hold it back. My hand thumped the floor as my body grunted and groaned away. I was floating now and involuntarily feeling every spasm of release. Spunk filled the crotch and was contained by Janice’s clenching lips, my cock head swam in a sea of sperm that was of my own making.

I lay there for what seemed an age whilst her mouth held it all in place. Then fingers came into play, manipulating and holding, trying to contain the white sea within. Skilfully she was doing it and I’d worked out what she was up to. She was off of me now, allowing me to get up on my haunches and then rest my back on the settee. Then, proudly she was there, showing the gusset fully of my creamy spunk just floating on the red cotton panel.

She just stared at me, words were not exchanged or needed, it was if she was trying to get recognition of her perfection, showing me that her little knicker boy had been truly satisfied. I took them from her, acknowledging her skilful capture. I held them aloft and pushed a finger in the gooey mess, it was tactile and produced a gloop as I pulled my finger away. We watched the strand break and me go back and collect another and then another. I smiled at her in praise, it was praise too, getting my spunk out, after all I had spent a week releasing it and had already fucked her this evening and yet skilfully Janice could conjure up more.

We had another session of cuddling on the settee and sipping wine. After a while the wine started getting to me, it had been a long day. Friday’s were usually the same, a long drive back, snatched breaks and snacks on the motorway and now this evening snacking type meals again. I suggested we went up to bed and continued our cuddling and snogging there, I said the colder atmosphere of the bedroom might revive me, wake me up, it was also an area that Janice would have control of the sex. She had toys up there, toys for us both but most of all she liked and I liked her masturbating in front of me.

I was right it was cooler up there, the bed inviting for two people to jump in and snuggle and although we didn’t have that sort of relationship it was nice to be close and acknowledge how close we were. I spooned into the back of her enveloping her in my arms giving her something that her ex never could. My cock nudged at her knickered bottom and pretty soon he was between the cheeks of her perfect ass.

Janice wriggled back onto it and for a while my erection warmed from the heat of her cunt. Every now and then she’d wriggle, stirring him into a lustful titillation of pressing home against a knicker covered labia. I loved these moments knowing that at sometime she was sure to take the lead and would be making moves to have her body satisfied again.

I wasn’t far wrong; her stretching out for her bedside drawer to retrieve the vibrating rabbit she had hid there. I felt her slip from me only to have her grasping again between her legs to find him and place him rightfully between her legs again. She pushed him home gripping him between her thighs, squeezing and encouraging him to frot against her and lubricate her little box.

I moaned like I always did in this heavenly place, my cock pressing home against her knickers to find the right spot that fixed it for us both. Occasionally we would fuck like this, me contorting myself downward and her propping one leg to give me space to hook her underwear to one side and make many attempts to enter her sweet little pussy.

But that’s not what we were about tonight, the whirl and buzz of Janice’s vibrator kicked in and I felt its administrations pulsate through my own body as she placed it near the top of her mound. Another gasp of expectation from me and an acknowledging kiss to the back of her neck and I stretched my body like a cat knowing that her little toy was on a journey. It whirled away teasingly, sweeping across her knickers to swirl and provacate her little bump.

I heard her moan with pleasure as it found the right spot. Her legs widened in response as the raring rabbit got ever closer to where my cock sat. Then it touched me, almost by accident at first catching me around my foreskin. There was a glorious ripple of sensation that spasmed through my cock and sent a shock wave into my balls. And then it was gone, playing back on her and leaving my cock throbbing against her gusset. 

I nudged him forward into the dampness and let him throb in the valley of her labia. It was my turn to gasp now and with a renewed eagerness that saw in an instance my tiredness disappear. Urges multiplied in my brain, desires to be inside her again, perhaps a slow fuck encouraged by a participating rabbit.

Janice was up with one leg now, tenting it in the bed in desperation to spread herself for the hungry little friend. Then she was back again running the vibrator up and down my shaft in an encouragement for me to hump into her. Her hand intervened too holding me in the V of her pussy so that I reacted. He pushed at her gusset indenting it inward attempting to get her crotch slipping into her cunt so he could greedily follow.

Still she held him there, teasing him and knowing full well that his satisfaction would lead to hers. And then there was movement, she had others ideas, clearly her sexual imagination was on the run, a direction that would introduce new dimensions. Life was never dull with Janice.

The covers were thrown and I watched as she climbed over my hip and bodily suggested I should lie on my back. She helped he upward, propping pillows behind my neck and encouraging me to position myself for yet more fun. Then she sat across my thighs, her be-knickered pubic mound inches from my stiff and waiting cock. She bit her lip in anticipation and then teased me with a peep show and demonstration of the little mammal’s ability to dance all around her covered and puffy mound.

I was fascinated, although I was witness many times before, to see her in the froes of stimulation and self pleasure gave me material for my own masturbation on the lonely nights away. Her rabbit friend bounced around burrowing itself into her and then darting away to nibble at the little engorged button that lay beneath the pink stripes. Her contorted face was a picture of ecstasy, a pure turn on for me and a manipulation on her part to gain my interest for another fuck. I even had guessed how she wanted that too.

Sure enough Janice edged forward up my thighs and teasingly ever nearer my waiting and willing cock. It was her game and her rules, we both understood this and all part of the compatible relationship, she had her needs and I had mine. She opened her eyes and looked down on me, winking and suggesting that I should help and participate with a position she had manipulated many times before.

My fingers ran across that well worked gusset, first a stroke of acknowledgement before I was neatly pulling it to one side. The juicy cunt behind pulsated with sweat and the lubrication of her activity, if I didn’t want to be inside her now then I never would. But, it was as before, her call to make a move, which she did immediately, raising herself upward where her labia hovered directly above him.

With the flick of a switch the rabbit was back in on the action and now rolling naked over her swollen clit. Her fingers went down too, opening herself up in a readiness. She gasped again and bit her lip in the expectation of what she was orchestrating. It was for me a slow motion of illusion as she carefully lowered herself on to his waiting and willing stiffness. That first touch took my foreskin by surprise, her wet lips meeting it just like a kiss. Then it took me, swallowing me like some hungry predator eager for a long awaited meal. I watched Janice slide and ride, the rabbit in unison with the slow piston like movement.

I held the knickers obediently to one side, my only allowance in her game. But that didn’t matter to me, it was the way we used each other and all part of the understanding, here and now I was just a passenger in her own gratification.

Our sexual mucus glistened in the part lit room. I watched it appear and disappear as she rode and impaled herself on my flesh. I watched her contorted enjoyment too as I was deep inside her and the rabbit whirled away on her clit and for me that manipulation whilst out of my control was worked for me too.

I knew when she would cum too, watching her holding herself off when she reached the up stroke in a desperate attempt to control, only to be greedily clench those wonderful cunt muscles and start her journey down again.

Little slaps and slurps of our wetness interrupted her moans and she would impale herself for moments squeezing and manipulating at the bottom. Tingles would shoot through my balls as she milked me and I knew that I too would orgasm and enjoy this one sided game.

‘Fucking delicious’, involuntary came from her mouth, ‘my cock’, came as another expletive that signalled her verbal orgasm was about to be followed through by her vagina.

Her knees and legs now quivered and she found it harder to sit and wait at each stroke. Then she was off like a rocket going into orbit, there was an explosion and acceleration, a race to get to heaven where stars would burst in a wondrous light. She shook her head in disbelief, biting her lip and closing her eyes as she gorged on the spectacular that projected into her brain.

Those spasming muscles of hers held me vice like, squeezing and manipulating. I couldn’t move, not a thrust, just and exciting loss of control where my spunk pumped effortlessly towards her womb.

Janice felt it too as she floated in space. It must have been a wake up, like a meteorite whizzing and spinning her in void of stillness. It was if as well, that she tried to catch it, go after it be part of it and then she was slumped again, the rabbit hanging limply vibrating and buzzing against the knicker elastic I was holding back.

Everything felt loose and calm; I watched and felt my sperm dribble from her whilst she seemed to be coming around from her trance. I was losing my erection too, there were feelings that it was slipping from her. A pool of sexual fluids formed on my stomach and began to run into my pubic hair. I had to nudge her, bring her out of her sexual high otherwise it would be more than myself to be cleaning up and nobody would want to sleep in the wet patch.

Lifting her was like trying to engage with an automaton, she was willing but you could see that I was disturbing some inner processes of her robotic brain. She got the message though and flopped on the bed almost mimicking a drunken stupor. I tried to move her again, get it so that we could both get into bed. Her ass and those pretty but now oh so soiled knickers stared at me, enticing me and sending a stirring again in my loins.

It was pointless though the way she was, half awake and half asleep like some child that you had disturbed from slumber. They had to come off though, those knicks, they’d wet the bed; make it a gooey and nasty. Besides that, I wanted them, I was wide awake now and had the tiniest of urges to wank into the sweet wet gusset where we both had been so concentrating sexual gratification.

Like a rag doll she let me pull her around, soon I had her sort of on her back and was staring at the openness of her crotch whilst she was partially away with the fairies. I made a meal of pulling her knickers down; slowly I rolled them over her hips exposing that delicious cunt of hers. I touched it, fingered it although my helpless little lover was only partially aware of my intrusions. In her head she must dreaming about the self same thing, her legs willing parting to make it easier for me.

My fingers were up her, feeling every lump, bump and nodule of her cunt walls. They squelched too in the sexual elixir evenings fucking and masturbation. I brought some out too, marvelling at what two concentrated lovers could achieve for one nights work.

But there was no point to this Janice was beginning to grunt and snore, something else that would keep me a wake for a while. So I had them down, the trophy of our work, I wanted their cool wetness on my cock, teasing my glans and foreskin whilst I remembered every eventful minute of our wonderful evening.

They hung on my cock like a flag whilst I cleaned her up like some innocent infant. I even fished around in her underwear drawer, picking out something clean that would collect any more of little leaks. The drawer looked enticing too, Janice always had something new in there to excite me but maybe not for now I still fancied that wank in the cum filled knicks.

I pushed and pulled her around again, making room for me to climb in beside her, I covered her over too. I stood for a moment getting him big, standing there wanking into the sweet wet gusset panel and feeling all the excitements of our session. The soaking cotton and mixed fibres of her little cunt patch rucked and rolled up and down the glans and foreskin sending little rushes of memory everywhere. They bounced wildly against the hooked down version of the very same that I was wearing as I stood there.

My knees began to bend as the onslaught of yet another spunking rushed in to join the creamy froth that already lay there. Lastly I slipped in beside her content that we had such special arrangements.

