Air hockey

A short piece of erotica by Robin Sure

'Well this is a new one', you think, 'sex in what is effectively a zero-gravity environment'. It is indeed a rather odd concept, an air-hockey table which has an additional setting, allowing it to hold objects far heavier than a hockey mallet in the air. Your thoughts are disturbed by Laura creeping up behind you and pushing you towards the table, forcing you to leap onto it. 'It really is weird' you realise. "What's it like?" asks Laura, who stands nearby watching you bob up and down in mid-air with an amused grin on her face. It does appear to be working, as you haven't come down yet. Of course, the real test is with two people sitting in the air jet, so you convince Laura to give it a go. Soon you are both floating happily next to each other, laughing and joking with each other, seeing who can get the highest. Fortunately, it seems impossible to fall off the table, as the wind is designed to keep you in the middle of the table. Heartened by this you suddenly get adventurous, and start taking your clothes off first. Laura does the same, and you can't help but find yourself staring at her as she undresses, revealing her perfect body. It seems to be acting rather strangely, as the gust causes her breasts to bob gently upwards in a way that wonderbra would sell their soul to achieve. From the mischievous look on her face, your globes are acting the same way, and looking down, you realise they are. That isn't all you realise, as you finally pay proper attention to the air blowing up from beneath you. You can feel it blowing across your body like silk, rolling its way gently around your body. The sensation is intense enough to give you goosebumps, and the way it strokes your skin as it moves around you is getting you aroused. Laura seems to be having the same reaction and the rapturous look on her face causes you to pull her towards you; and you kiss her, first on the lips, a long slow drawn out kiss, speaking of love and affection, and then down her neck, her breasts, her stomach, screaming of passion. As you cling together, caressing and exploring every square inch of the other's flesh, you find yourself gently falling backwards, leaving you lying horizontal in mid-air. Thankfully, the hockey table is long enough to allow this, and it gets you wondering what the limits are to this thing. Looking down, you see that you are about a foot above the table, which gives you plenty of room to manoeuvre. It may well be possible to go further than just a fun bit of fingerplay. You suggest the idea to Laura, and she seems open to it, so you start walking your fingers and your lips down from her face and along her neck, suckling as you go. You move down onto her breasts, and take a quick stop to tease her nipples with your teeth stroking and nibbling at them, taking advantage of the fact they are fully erect. You pause to weigh her ample breasts in your hands, taking notes of how much lighter they seem while suspended by the air, and how much more sensitive the air-flow makes them. You play for a minute or so, rubbing your thumbs over and around her nipples and areoles, cupping them lightly, and making her moan in pleasure. As she starts to get really going you stop, to hear her hiss at you in disappointment, and to watch as she quickly runs her own hands down to her breasts, to do to herself what you have stopped doing. As you move further down, you have to turn all of your body around, so that the two of you are lying side by side, top to tail. As your hands gently stroke around her lips, you feel her stiffen in response, only to slump unhappily, as your hands run down to her feet, where they gently explore her soles. Having learnt your way around, you proceed to massage them, forcefully, harshly, and then counterpoint it by taking her toes one at a time into your mouth, to suck each one gently. Laura evidently appreciates this, from her squirming and her groaning. Deciding you’ve lavished enough attention on her delightful little piggies, you luxuriatingly slowly kiss your way back up to her thighs. Stroking your tongue along them in neat little circles, you are delighted to hear the moans elicited by this technique, so you keep going, keeping anticipation high by running in towards her sex, then slowly dragging back. Laura isn’t at all happy about this, and roughly grabs you by the hair, pushing your face into her crotch. Surrounded by the gentle flesh of her thighs, and the wide opening of her slit before you, your tongue goes into overdrive. You gently meander around her entrance, occasionally flicking into her centre to taste the beautiful juice flowing from her. As you probe deeper, her cries become louder, and as you stroke her clit with tongue, you feel her lips upon yours. It appears she’s rather grateful for all the attention she’s giving you, and is repaying it two-fold. You sixty nine in mid-air, your moans and cries punctuated by your thrashing, as you bob up and down giving and receiving pleasure. As the two of you lips and tongues to each others centre, hands begin to creep in, running over the clit, stroking gently, then roughly, then running round to the back to tease the other’s anus. As you both come close to orgasm, your fingers steal their way into Laura, front and back, as you piston them in and out of her cunt and back passage, feeling the same being done to you. Your arms begin to ache with the frantic pace, and just when you feel you can do no more, you come. The pleasure hits you like a sledgehammer, over and over, and your pace only increases, so that Laura joins you, gasping and moaning, writhing and shivering at the shared pleasure. And in the depths of this pleasure, you appreciate how good it feels as you close your eyes, giving in to the feeling, with no bed or floor beneath you, only the gentle air, suspending you and adding to the fun. Gently, as the pleasure slowly fades, you cuddle up to Laura, and lie there, held in the air, and slowly drift off to sleep.
