Special Arrangements Chap 7
Back in Janice’s kitchen we stood waiting for the kettle to boil. It had been an exhausting day trudging around the shops and a beverage of some kind would be most welcome.

Janice drew the blind to the kitchen window, it was a sort of a signal, closing off the outside, not that anyone could really look in but they might. No it was a signal that she had ideas, the kitchen on many occasions was a place of play. It was a place where I would usually enter the house, where we would greet each other perhaps after a long absence.

Today of course that wasn’t true but those times were exciting, filled with mutual snogging, adolescent petting and sometimes serious foreplay and even sex. She had that twinkle in her eye as she poured us two mugs of tea and I leant back against the work top watching her.

I watched her lithe body move in the pretty black trousers she had worn today; it excited me as it usually did with her alluring hips, bottom and thighs. The two mugs went down by the side of me and I knew we were in for a little session of play. The little wooden step up box that she and her kids used to get to the awkward cupboards came out of its hiding place in the corner. We’d used it before to orchestrate all sorts of positions and it looked like Janice had plans today.

It was kicked in front of me and she climbed aboard, her back to me and that cute bum pushing into my own crotch. My arms wrapped around her pulling and steadying her backward so I could kiss her neck and take in her sweet fragrance. She sighed deeply almost as if t was the start of a journey. I cupped her breasts through her T shirt and felt her tense with anticipation; her bottom manipulated itself on to my waiting covered erection.

I was pulling at the T now; it was what she wanted, me hooking it out of her loose fitting trousers and exposing her flat tummy. My fingers explored the soft velvet of her skin, enjoying the perfection of her physique. She moaned again in expectation as they travelled upward seeking and finding her pert little tits. Thoughtfully Janice had decided on a front fastening today and I made easy work dispensing the clasp.

I loved her little tits, perfect little globes that could stand on their own with nipples that were easily teased under my tongue. Today was no exception, I bent, contorted myself and took her right breast to my stretching mouth and as I did a free hand sought access to my fly as was soon fumbling it downward seeking its prize.

I was my turn to moan, her delicate fingers hooking him outward into the cooling air. I could already feel it’s wetness as she rolled my foreskin backward in the first manipulations of masturbation. I couldn’t be out done, she’d moved the game so quickly, clearly she had ideas.

I played the zipper game too, sliding it downward and feeling the heat escape from her waiting sex. My fingers ran over the little V of cotton that covered her lower tummy and dived into the heat that was between her legs. I too hooked and found wetness, her lubrication covering my finger pads with the slick wantonness of sex. Her feet shuffled on the wooden box allowing me access to the wet furrow and the entrance to her waiting cunt. Her hand was wanking me now slowly up and down and interrupting the silence of the kitchen with the sticky slurps of my own willingness.
My fingers were inside her now, feeling every bump and ridge of the little cunt that could so easily manipulate my cock into a good spunking. My thumb found her bump too, slipping all over it in an attempt to have her gasping and collapsing onto me. Janice retaliated, her thumb found my glands and began smear my pre-cum all over it too.

We had to stop, it couldn’t go on and that wasn’t the plan. This was a game, a tease and a build up to a fuel a fun filled evening of sex and neither of us wanted the fulfilment of an orgasm yet.

It was surreal, one minute we are working each other up and in the next instance stood holding a mug of tea each, with our clothing in disarray and my cock softening on the outside of my pants. Surreal too was the covering of her sexual mucus all over two of my fingers and the awkwardness of me holding a slipping mug and the fact that every time it went to my lips so I picked up the pungent aroma of her sex.

‘I’m going to get changed, have a freshen up and put on those pretty little knickers you bought me’, Janice declared. ‘And don’t go away unless you intend to be back here in your own knicks’, she instructed.

I didn’t need to answer her, we both knew the score, clearly she had a little fantasy scene in her head of continuing our game right here in the kitchen. It suited me fine, I loved petting and sex in an unusual setting, we both did and today seemed to be no exception.

I heard her in the bathroom having a quick shower. I stood playing with my cock unusually without the support of a pair of knicks to stimulate him. For a few moments I betrayed Janice and thought about Alise again, running her perfect body through my mind just to keep it fresh in my memory. I wanted her, of that there was no doubt, not just her underwear but her too; I wanted to fuck and play just like I did with Janice.

How could all this be arranged I asked myself, how the hell could I manipulate these introductions through Janice. Whilst I knew and she knew we were both free agents there was still something not quite right with me trying to get my end away with one of her friends?
When she had vacated the bathroom I followed her in to conduct the same ritual and for a moment I wondered why we hadn’t showered and soaped each other together as we had done many times before. Perhaps that was something for the morning!

Back in the bedroom Janice had kindly laid out my purchases, having neatly removed the tags. I heard her below busying herself in the kitchen and so I dispensed with the pleasurable ritual of gracing my ladies underwear and pulled them on in a hurry to join her.

She was stood at the sink in the little short skirt that we had had games in yesterday. I approached from behind and sneakily lifted the hem to reveal the same slinky little number that I too wore beneath my track bottoms. On her they were gorgeous; many times I had told her she had the perfect body to model underwear and today’s viewing was no exception. Her bottom, hips and thighs poured into every contour of those oh so sexy knickers.
My fingers caressed her bottom, circling as I looked over her shoulder. There in the bowl were several pairs of knicks being hand washed to perfection. Her fingers and palms rubbed and scrubbed first the red and blacks from Friday night ridding them of the tell tale signs of our indulgences. Then lifting from the suds cam the tiny pair that belonged to Alise, Janice administered the removal of my spunk.

Just watching her had me hard in my own knicks, seeing those delicate little frillies that belonged to the little and perfect Alise had me leaking profusely. My fingers wandered too, down between Janice hot cheeks, seeking the pleasure spot that I knew would already be so fucking wet. Her slickness coated my fingers yet again as I followed the little trickle to the source. She sighed, spreading her legs to make it easy and carried on with the laundry.

She seemed to take longer on Alise’s, ensuring the crotch bore no sign of the sperm I had laid in there. Maybe she was prolonging it for me as my finger slipped inside her juicy went cunt. I kissed her neck and whispered in her ear, ‘Janice I just love fingering you, I could do it forever’.

At that moment I think she wanted me to, her legs ever parting, willing me and perhaps suggesting I get more fingers inside her. The new knicks although hooked conveniently to one side were now damp from the floodgates I had opened up, two fingers and a thumb now worked her up as she feigned concentration on the washing.
They were all there as she emptied the suds away and began to rinse, hers and mine swirling around in a colourful maze of sexiness. One, two and three rinses were managed despite the intensity of my finger fucking before she finally gave up and turned to face me. Her tongue was immediately in my mouth in payment for the excitement I was giving her. Her hand as usual making a bee line for my own knicks and the hard on that displayed there.

We snogged and at the same time manoeuvred back towards the little step up, after all Janice still had a plan. I was pushed backward against the counter and she stepped upward to tower above me. This little scene had been so well practised in the past, you could say one of our preferences, usually starting with foreplay and then with my cock slipping into her cunt.

The step up positioned us just right and Janice started the proceedings by having my track bottoms lowered. She looked downward admiring the self same underwear that she had on.

‘Twins’, she teased hoisting her skirt to show how uniform we were.

I gasped in expectation as she lifted her prize outward and studied my wetness. That delicious finger and thumb worked its magic again smearing everything I had to offer around my now exposed glans. My fingers were back too hoicking at her knickers and finding the wet little love box, for moments we just petted, played and snogged.

Desires came from us both moved the game on, Janice was pulling him forward to between her legs. Anatomically we were right and proper to play, my cock just sitting at her entrance. We snogged and teased each other with little movements that had me slip sliding all around her labia. My thumb teased her little man bump too, trying to encourage what we both knew what was inevitable. A quick lower and a lift by me and he was now in just sat in the entrance of a lovely wet love tunnel. Janice squeezed and then relaxed and he was sucked inward.

That squelch was the most beautiful sound in the world, me entering at that moment the most perfect cunt in the world. Little acrobatics had to be carried out just to keep us together but for us both that was all part of the fun. At that moment it wasn’t proper intercourse and neither would it be, the whole idea was just one teasing game to excite and prolong.

I cupped he bottom holding her delicious knickered globes in both palms. It gave me power, to be able to manipulate her pelvic movements and feed little sensations that would be absent from a straight fuck. We’d stop and rest too, concentrating on the most wonderful French kissing imaginable and all the time we were joined and slowly sensating from each other’s sexual organs
We both expelled deep sighs and groans of satisfaction and a great relaxation overcame us weakening our strength to stand there. We’d try to recover it, adjusting our balance to ensure we both stayed locked in the blissful position and then find our movement had generated yet more gratifying little surges of pleasure.

Of course we couldn’t stay like this forever, it created what we had always described a sexual stupor where we hallucinated on the sensations of our interlocked body’s. From here in the kitchen it usually led to only one thing and that it was my turn to stand on the box.

I watched between our legs as I shifted downward and she tip toed to exit from one another. I loved witnessing this, seeing my cock glisten with our wetness and listen out more the sexual plops and sucks as we came apart. One last snog and Janice stepped down from the box and we proceeded to arrange things for the next little adventure. 

I helped lift her lithe body onto the kitchen counter sliding her forward so her knickered mound sat on the edge. It was tantalising just looking at that with her skirt flipped backward for maximum exposure. Then it was my turn to stand on the box and bring myself into the position that we had orchestrated many times before. The heights were perfection, allowing me a full frontal assault on the delicious hot cunt that now eagerly displayed itself.

Her knickers were again pulled to one side giving the best view in the house of the peachy little fruit I was about to fuck. For a moment I stood there fingering her and watching her bite her lip at she leant kind of awkwardly against the wall, the well lubricated cunt giving little sucking sounds as it fed on my finger.

‘In’, was all she said and I had to do as I was told.

Again he sat there whilst I held her knickers to one side and teased in the entrance. Janice tried to shuffle forward to catch him but was already in danger of falling from the edge. But I wanted it too, wanted to watch my cock sink into her depths and then watch him slowly emerge only to be consumed inward again by both our desires and lust.

‘I love fucking you like this’, I told her.

All Janice could do was moan as my inward stroke reached the buffer of her womb, a place I was sure to be filling soon with a rush of my hot sperm. Slowly and selfishly I watched him slide in and out of her squelching his way to an orgasm. But it had to last and so I slowed my pace and listened in the silence to the sweet music of sex.

Janice greedily wanted more, risking the disaster of falling off the edge just to ensure he was at his deepest. She came to meet me even on the slowest of strokes to press home her needs and capture every little sensating pleasure that our two bodies could generate.

It moved me onward too and I looked into her eyes to see the concentration of her journey, she was on her way and when she got there she would milk me into expending my own load. The pace slowed some more, this time not to hold back the journey but to take in the scenic pleasure that she and I had mastered.

The first wave for me was like reaching the top of a mountain and then being unable to capture in one look the magnificent view below. It was as if my brain could not take in the beauty that came before me, everything unfolded in black and white and then was brushed with colour and clarity. Spunk rushed and thumped into my lover’s cunt, her own muscles and contractions telling the story that we had taken in the view together. 

Again we stayed motion less for a moment, just letting the euphoric feelings drift over our bodies as our minds ventured to another place. I stared down a my still erect cock buried in her sweet and delicious cunt, the new knickers willingly testing their leg elastic to accommodate me up the side. For a moment too I thought how lucky I was to have here a person so attuned to my wavelength for sex and so understanding and willing to play my knicker games.

I leant forward and kissed her gently on the nose and then found her lips and tongue. It was the kiss of being a true friend and lover, one which was immediately appreciated by Janice who returned it with such thanks.
I cleaned up the kitchen ensuring that our little game had not interrupted the hygiene of Janice’s spick and span home. Janice I could see was placing the underwear she had washed onto the warm hall radiator to dry. I particularly watched her place Alise’s sweet offering there too and hoped that they would dry soonest. My mind was already desiring to have them again, perhaps coerce Janice into letting me borrow them for the week where I could indulge in little fantasies about the beautiful body that adorned them.

We drifted into the lounge again with a bottle of wine. The settee became the obvious place to settle into a period of rest and recovery whilst letting the television spurt out its usual Saturday evenings drivel. We kissed and cuddled and for a few moments both drifted into a nap that with the strenuous day’s events took us by surprise. 

I awoke first to find her still breathing in shallow contentment. It was warm and comfortable and I didn’t want to move for fear of waking her prematurely, besides, I’m sure we would need that rest to source more energy for later.  From my position with her cuddled into me I could just see her hip and the new knickers that adorned it. I remembered the journey and events of the day to get them, choosing and buying them and in their few short hours of ownership how we had used them for our play.

I wanted to touch them again, not immediately in a sexual way but to study how they graced her perfect body. There was no doubt, Janice had the most beautiful lithe body and could easily grace the pages of some glamour mag in underwear that would have the male of the species drooling wildly. How lucky I was to have her and her compatible mind.

I knew she was awake, her breathing changed and I could sense her awareness returning and the same appreciation flowing from her body. Then she groaned in contentment and cuddled in deeper, with me responding by kissing the soft clean hair on her head. I couldn’t see her face but I guessed it contained a happiness and bliss and so my hand reassuringly patted that knickered hip.

Now I was caressing it, familiarising myself with its unique new touch and feel. The soft cotton hinted at a kind of starchiness that would yield under washing to give me something even more delicate. I’d noticed this before with knickers I had bought, it was for me a bonus and an added pleasure to wear them or tickle the glans and foreskin of an eager cock.
We lay like this for an age, letting the TV unwind its Saturday nights answer to entertainment. We both sort of knew that eventually we’d move or progress and it would end in another one of our sessions of sex. But this time it was hunger, the wine needed to be complimented, otherwise our sobriety would affect the game we would play.

Janice made the move suggesting a sandwich and some crisps and upon my agreement was up and away to the kitchen. I left me in a void for a few moments where I lay in contentment with where we were at. I’d often wondered what it would be like to be here full time and then quickly visualised the two children that would come with the package. Straight away I realised as I had done many times before that it would not work and it would be hugely selfish of me to expect the kind of attention I got on these weekends to be with us all the time.

I stretched and broke the spell and got up to find out just what she was doing. I peered from the hall into the kitchen. She was busy in this cupboard and that and any idea of me interrupting her with an embrace would not go down well. Instead my focus and awareness changed, next to me on the radiator were a row of underwear that Janice had put there earlier. Of course all I could see and were attracted to were those that belonged to sweet Alise.

I stared at them and re-kindled my memory of little miss heaven sat on the settee this morning and then the delicious thought that Janice had tossed me off in them. My hand stretched for them with the excuse that I was testing to see if they were dry. Immediately the warm garment was caressing my face just as I would do in any situation where the opportunity arose. There was a cough of recognition from the kitchen and I had been rumbled.

‘You are a perv with a one track mind’, came Janice’s ridiculing comment.
It made me jump, instinct had as usual taken over me and I had forgotten where I was and who I was with. For a moment I just did not know how to handle the comment and like a school boy caught stealing I hung them back. I pondered for an answer but at the same time recognising that Janice had to an extent only saw part of me and did not know in detail the depths to which my fetish could drop to.

‘Sorry’, I said, ‘I got carried away’.

‘More like you would like to carry her away’, she laughed.

She passed me in the hall with a completed tray and indicated with her eyes that the naughty school boy should join her in the lounge for tea. I did as I was told and joined her back on the settee.

‘You are a bit fixated on her aren’t you’, Janice said in a vaguely jealous tone.

‘I think she is very attractive’, I replied trying to tone down my obvious lust. ‘You know me’, I continued, ‘can’t resist a pretty body and the underwear that comes with it’.

She handed me a plate and laughed, ‘I still don’t know if it’s me or my knickers you are after’.

‘Both of course, one doesn’t come without the other’, I lied knowing full well that in my case I could just have a females underwear and not have or want them.

We left it there, she patted my knickered cock in an acknowledgement that the discussion was not going anywhere and it really didn’t matter in our circumstances.

Later we were cuddled up again on the settee kissing and at the beginnings of another petting session. I’d sucked and played with her breast for some time whist Janice playfully kept my cock occupied by palming him into my own knickers. Urges were starting to kick in as they always did with Janice taking the lead to pack in the most of our weekend. We were on the move again and this time to the bedroom and not for sleep.

Even as we climbed the stairs I’d hatched a plan to make this little session of lovemaking more interesting. Janice had numerous sex toys and as well as the usual, owned a couple of pairs of handcuffs. These were usually her domain insisting that I was shackled up to the headboard by my wrists so she could have her wicked way with my cock whilst I could do nothing about it, but perhaps today it was my turn.

As we entered the room I just got the impression she would take the lead, after all it was her room and her endeavour to push me towards the bed met with my resistance. Often we had a bit of a rough and tumble it added to the serious part after, of gently fucking her.

‘It’s my turn to run the show’. I said.

She looked at me kind of puzzling and hurt that meant she wasn’t going to get her own way. Then intrigue registered and I could see she was game for something different.

‘Where are your cuffs’, I demanded.

Obediently she got them out of one of her many hiding places and passed them over. I expected her to complain and perhaps put up a bit of a fight but it wasn’t there, in fact she offered her wrists almost too willingly.

‘How do you know I want those’, I asked, ‘you’ll have to do as you are told from now on’, I kidded.

Janice said nothing but now looked both resigned and excited.

‘On your knees on the bed’, I demanded.

She shuffled on and gave me the most fantastic view of her pert and knickered bottom, little did she know that this would be the focus of my foreplay for quite a long time this evening.

I had her hooked up to the rungs in the bed head first by one wrist and then the other. Then for the moment I propped a few pillows under tummy to expose that beautiful bottom to the full. I then asked where her blindfold was and was given instruction where to find it.

‘What are you going to do to me’, she asked meekly. My
‘Ah, wait and see my little sex slave, but I guarantee you won’ be disappointed.

Her eyes were covered mainly because I wanted her to be helpless and unaware of anything that was happening to her, I wanted her to use her senses to perhaps anticipate my game and be subservient.

Next I was in her knicker drawer hunting around for just what I wanted. There I found two pairs of microfibre knicks in exactly the same colour. They were perfect for my big game of foreplay and petting. Then I found a skirt in her wardrobe that fitted the bill for my own titillation that I guessed would for the moment hang part the way down her thighs and hide the prize of her delectable bottom and cunt. This was to be a game of tease for the both of us.

‘I’m going to undress you and dress you,’ I warned, ‘just help when I ask but please do not speak at all’.

In compliance Janice nodded.

I was behind her now on the bed, caressing the already knickered bottom I found there. My fingers lightly followed the contours and lines of the leg elastics making my subject wriggle in delight and try and escape the tickling sensation that ran over her bottom. I tapped either side of her inner thighs intimating that I wanted her to willingly part her legs. My willing little slave did nicely as she was instructed.
Deliciously I followed the crack of her bottom downward through a dampened crotch to find her little valley of wetness. My fingers danced over the material tracing the peachy mound before burying them into her furrow. Janice’s leg’s rocked wildly as she tried to push against me and gain for her the pleasures of my petting.

This wasn’t going to be a teasing session; it was as much about my own indulgences and preferences as her needs, quickly I was now on the other side of the gusset following the little stream of lubrication into the deep pool of wetness. I loved fingering her and indeed as I did all my women, it was so adolescent, and so furtive like the first steps of teenage experimentation. 

I loved too, to lightly finger fuck to my first knuckle, mimicking the uncertainty of first fumblings and never knowing just how far to go. Janice’s cunt slurped and slopped under my touch and that excited me more, captured my youth and reminded me of when I was able to get it and when I was not. Greedily she tried to ride my finger inward but I was having none of this, which was after all the reason for the cuffs and the need for her to be submissive.

On with my game I thought, pulling her knickers down over her perfect ass, the soft velvet skin coming into view like a ripened peach ready to be eaten. I kissed it lightly intoxicating myself on its youth and the sweet fragrance that wafted up from her sex. This I wanted to last, it wasn’t often I could combine my sexual needs with a woman and the fantasies of my knicker fetish in one go.

Slowly they came down, past her thighs to her knees. Her cooperation was needed now, closing and lifting her legs to help me take them off. This was in itself a pure delight for me, it had never happened in my younger days, girls just didn’t let you take their knickers down, they’d wonder why you wanted too and what you wanted to do with them.

They were off of her feet now and went straight to my nose. I’m sure Janice knew just what I was doing but she remained silent but for her moans and groans when I administered her. There was a temptation to have my own wet and weeping cock out of my own knickers and sit it between her legs whilst I enjoyed the sniffing of her gusset but that would all be too soon, I had a game to enjoy first. Instead, her sticky gusset went to my foreskin and glans where I gently wanked him in the soft wet cotton.

 I quickly lay on my back and slid up between her legs and encouraging her as best she could to lower that wet cunt to near my face. Her knickers still worked their magic touch on my cock sending an ache into my balls. A pillow off the floor helped behind my head and now I was able to have a double feast. I took her peachy little cunt lips into my mouth to feed on the nectar that now so easily flowed. I French kissed her greedily pushing my tongue inward to meet Janice’s own thrusting’s, below I wanked myself in her knickers.

Several times I held myself off, it would be all too easy to spunk in that desirable gusset, the evening was still young and I had my other plans. I broke from the game much to the disappointment of Janice but she knew the score, our sex was not just a simple journey to orgasm, there was fun, titillation and teasing to be had along the way.

Next I collected those two pairs of microfibre knickers of hers. I loved underwear like this, they had a lot of elastane in them and pulled and gave in the most forgiving way and would make the next session perfect for my little plan.
The first pair went over her feet and my little slave assisted and helped with every movement as I eased them next over her knees with the journey to her thighs. I teased them into place pulling the over her hips and straightening them in all the right places. I spent some time ensuring the leg bands were comfy and especially allowing my fingers to swim over her peachy mound. She squirmed in delight, trying desperately to catch and hold my fingers by closing her legs on them. Any other time I would have let her too but not at the moment, this was my play and the actions would be all mine.

She was a bit surprised when the second pair went up her body too and must have wonder what the hell was going on and where this would lead to. Again I smoothed and adjusted them this time making especially sure that they looked as one pair. I studied her bottom for a moment, admiring my handy work, this was much better than fitting them over a cushion or a pillow, I had the most perfect ass in the world as a model.
I stood and wanked into her other knickers for a moment, bringing myself onward for the next part of the plan. Then it was her skirt, which seemed to surprise her even more, her knees spreading and being most helpful. Up into place it went and as I imagined it fell just right over the backs of her thighs, just enough to tease and wet my taste buds of desire.

My handy work was complete; again I masturbated into her soiled knicks whilst I admired her helpless rear view. This was such a tease for me and the ultimate turn on, sometimes in life I had purveyed such a scene and wondered what lay beneath. Here and now I knew both but it didn’t matter to my fantasy, today I had orchestrated it so I could now participate.

I moved in on the bed again. I sensed her apprehension but there was also an excited anticipation as well, as somewhere along the line she knew I would service her and give the most wonderful orgasm. First I knelt and gazed, taking in different angles to my voyeurism, today I could explore in any way I wanted and not have to wait for some unexpected flash that would be perhaps gone in an instant. I teased myself, leaning one way and then another, picking up the views up her skirt to satisfy every angle of perfection. I’d catch sight of a leg band, or the view of a knickered hip, or the pure delight of her peachy crotch.

I lifted the skirt too, peeking under or flipping under to give the perfect view at the little black and white stripey knicks. I flipped it downward too and looked up underneath like some sneaky pervert. Janice just knelt there, seemingly taking it all in her stride. But I wondered what was going on in her head, did it matter or was she trying to analyse the weird male she had tangled with.

I lay down on my back again, tapping her legs open to accommodate me. Upwards I looked at the best view in the world, every contour of her exquisite body detailing itself before me as it had never been before. I was controlling it, it wouldn’t move unless I told it too, never before had I a body in this position to do as I pleased with. I could smell her wanton sex too, charged and waiting for my attention.

My fingers danced over the two knicker surface and for a moment I wondered just how much Janice could actually feel. Was it a case of it did nothing for her, or was the subtle touch adding to the excitement and anticipation? It certainly was for me, firstly it gave me the voyeuristic fix that was reminiscent of my furtive youth which was largely a look but do not touch era, then it fed the ‘you can touch but get on with it’ era, where I was desperate to learn as much about how this wonderful orifice worked.

Janice of course, here and now, she was loving every unexpected moment, just as I thought she would. My subtle playing that she knew eventually would lead to the satisfaction, just added to the game we liked to play.

Now I pulled each leg band to one side and stared up at the heavenly anatomy that I worshipped so much. The elastics from each leg sat neatly either side of the peach making it pout with desirability. It glistened along natures split and was indeed ripe with the fragrance of eating. I begged one of the pillows and shoved it quickly behind my neck bringing me within easy reach of her succulent fruit. I held her thighs and moved upward for another taste of her nectar.

My tongue dipped into the soft and wet flesh. I was flooded by its readiness to be consumed and its ripened state. It came to meet me too with a desire to be eaten, pushing its self forward on to may face and then rocking backward and forward so that I could feed on its frenzy. Holding her thighs I controlled it despite the low moans of disappointment that came from somewhere forward.

I rested too, feeling the stickiness all over my lips, nose and cheeks. It demanded more, shuddering and quivering like it was seeking to finish there and then. But I had other plans, ‘not yet my little sweet one, yes you can have it but when I am good and ready’, I thought.

A finger travelled upward slowly almost as if it was a space rocket docking with a station. The probe touched the surface and sank inward and waited. That tremor of disturbance came again her cunt tried to capture the intruder but he sat there wet and feeling the heat. Then to the first knuckle he sank, feeling the sucking power of muscle and sinew. Lubrication flowed like the unearthing of a new source and coated my finger with her sticky mucus.

For a moment I was there, back at my very first fingering, the exploration of a new world. I ventured forth and pushed inward just as I had done all those years ago. It always felt the same, new territory to explore and marvel as I traced every surface inward to reach the entrance to her room. It was funny, even with Janice I never remembered these journeys, it always felt like something new. On the way out was different too, bringing with it the flood of her lubrication to wet her labia even more. Spreading it gave me so much satisfaction and today it pooled around the barrier of her knickers so thoughtfully pulled either side.
I smeared it round and round and found the little bump sat in its hood. He was engorged, waiting and willing like the small penis it was meant to be, anticipating too the wank I was about to give it. My thumb and forefinger tried to hold the slippery little thing but he was having none of it, just dancing around and increasing the groans of somewhere forward.

‘You fucking tease get on with it’, she cried.

I ignored it to an extent but not for long. Her cries and pleas told me we were nearing the vital elements of the game and so I stopped and left it quivering and demanding attention.

I was up on my knees and behind her now, my aching cock out of my own knickers and making its move for a docking. He pushed forward slipping and sliding in the total wetness and had to be helped. Janice had her bottom high in the air and head on the pillow looking backward trying to help with a total stillness. Then it came, that moment of anticipated bliss as he slipped inward, the moment where two bodies unified in a pleasure that was indescribable.

We both gasped as the sensations overwhelmed our bodies. Slowly I began to fuck her in a rhythm that I knew would take us both on a long and sensuous journey. Every up stroke for me had me moaning in a delirium as Janice made sure that her muscles squeezed and gave pleasure. I watched it too, pistoning inward and then back out and was captured either side by the microfibre knickers. I loved my game played this way it gave me two dimensions in my head, one of fucking her and the other of fucking her knickers.
I moved her around from being on all fours to lying across the pillows bum in the air. What made it even more exciting was that sex was in my control as Janice was incapable of moving her shackled hands. I knew that she liked it like that as well, it gave her a fantasy of being taken against her will, someone was having his wicked way with her and there was nothing she could do about it.

At times we just lay coupled up whilst we both contorted and turned as best we could to gorge on each other’s tongues. Then I would slip a hand downward to join my cock and find her clit and masturbate that for a few seconds. She’d moan and ask to be fucked good and proper, almost requesting an end and a chance to orgasm. But I wouldn’t let her have it, this was no quick shag, this was a fuck and a total sexual experience one that would stick in the memory and fulfil the hours of emptiness that we both had to endure.

We had probably been like this for an hour or so, feasting on each other’s bodies in a never ending quest to be riding the edge. But soon tiredness kicked in and what needed to come must be unleashed. We both knew this and how to get it. The manipulation of my cock and her wonderful muscle control had us on the familiar journey. For many moments I wasn’t there and I suspect Janice wasn’t either, her whimpers confirming she was in some far off place, she often said the beach was warm and inviting and the waves crashed endlessly on to the shore.

That night we slept like babes. 
