Special Arrangements Chapter 15

My journey to Janice’s that Saturday afternoon was full of fantasy and expectation. I don’t know why but I imagined it would be Alise that I was meeting there. The proposition I had expected had already been negotiated and assumed on my behalf, there to meet me pre-arranged would be Alise ready and willing let me have her.
Of course that was not the case and as usual the door was opened by an expectant Janice who I could see already had one thing on her mind. To be honest it was what I anticipated, it always was and besides I totally enjoyed being led straight into one of her little games.

No sooner than the front door was closed than I was encouraged to the floor at the side of the stairs. There already were the tell tale signs of something she had planned and now doubt something that had already got her stirring between her legs. I suppose in a way it was her way of telling me just who wore the knickers in this relationship and that whatever I’d been summoned for was under her control.

The cord tied to the pipe work on the radiator and the little loop of it that emanated from under the stairs cupboard door on the other side gave me the clues of what was supposed to happen and all I could do was go along with it. I slid onto my back and held my willing arms outward ready to be tied and shackled just how she wanted me. I watched as she shuffled around on her knees with the two cable ties that would secure her prisoner. I was oblivious with what she was trying to do with my wrists, my mind was set on trying to look up that little short denim skirt and catch a glimpse of the warm and expectant crotch that had already alerted my nostrils. 

My cock was straining in my jeans, tenting in my own pretty little knickers that I had decided to wear. My nipples too swelled with anticipation that only I knew the secret of, the pink crotch of slippery nylon revealed itself to me. I’d bought them, remembered the very moment that I had ran my fingers down their silky gusset before taking them to the counter in Debenhams. I remembered too the first time I went down on them and the first time my cock had slid up the side of them and straight into her well lubricated cunt. And this afternoon I would be doing the same.

Teasingly she hovered above my face now letting me watch the cunt patch wrinkle and shimmer as she tended the tightness of my capture. Her willingness for sex was obvious with the perfume that was filling my head and could I now detect a darker patch of wetness forming to titillate me even more. Then it was gone and she was tearing at my clothes.

My trouser zip whizzed downward much to the relief of my erection. The button on the waist was slipped through and all was revealed

‘Pretty’, was all she said as she exposed my little white cotton knicks with pink rose buds. I looked downward and saw my aching cock straining at the softness of the cotton. I knew too that she wouldn’t have him out, she tease and I have to wait before those delicious fingers would work my foreskin up and down. Then she was at my shirt suspicious to what would complete my feminine outfit. As usual I did not disappoint her, the buttons opening to expose the pretty little matching vest, now my nipples were hard.

Tentatively she ran her hand over the soft and pliable cotton ending with a palm over each of my imagined little boobs. I arched my back pushing my cock into the fabric into a rapidly dampening front panel. I wanted him to force his way out of the waist band, I wanted the consuming elastic to slide downward of my erection, the tight elastic engineering my foreskin backward exposing my glistening glans.

Janice was all to aware of the little tricks that I got up to and when plans didn’t quite work out as physics intended she’s help things along as she did today I watched her fingers now hook the pretty scallop of elastic over him and he bounce forth eager and willing. I heard her gasp as if she had seen something that she really wanted. I watched her shuffle round too, to concentrate on it, to ready it for the wet little cunt that had been so waiting for it.

Now that crotch hovered above my face, the intoxication of eager, wet and willing pussy filled my head with a delirium that had me wondering would it sit on me or would I soon be slipping between the slippery folds of her labia. She clearly had other ideas and was not ready herself, her teases excited her as much as me as she descended to skid the damp gusset across my nose and face. Her hand too grasped my erection and slowly brought control by rolling my foreskin backward.

‘God’, I whimpered catching my breath as I experienced every knicker lovers heaven, an accepting female nearly sitting her crotch on my face whilst my cock and balls were attired in the delicious frilly’s of femininity. That sodden gusset pressed home smothering my face in the pungency of her sexual mucus. My foreskin rolled exquisitely upwards and downward filling my lower abdomen with all the sensations of a perfect wank. God Janice you know how to treat a knicker boy as I felt the seed rising in my balls.

But she knew where I was at, sensed the impending that if she didn’t stop the spunk would be flying around her hallway and that would be wasted when it would be better off squirting toward her immune little cervix. She was turning again, and hovering too, watching me for reactions , signs that would tell her she was in control and that I was compliant to her every wish and whim. I couldn’t fake them, these feelings of submission they came naturally with the expectation that she would take my body and ride it for her own pleasure.

She looked down on me, watched my face as her fingers pulled her own pink gusset to one side exposing the gorged pink and wavy labia that I now so eagerly wanted to slip down over my shaft. She shuffled and got herself into position hovering over my profusely leaking cock and again watched me. I tried humping upward to bring myself into play but she was having none of that, she was in control and she knew that I knew it.

‘You’d like to have her wouldn’t  you’, she questioned, again watching my expressions.

Of course I knew damn well who she was talking about and so did she as she teasingly held herself just a fraction from the slippery slope of penetration. But she waited, waited for the answer to come confessingly from my lips.
‘Alise’ I murmured innocently.

‘Yes’, she breathed heavily holding her shaking legs just a fraction off an intimate connection. ‘Well you can within reason, but there is a price to pay’, she teased. 

She studied my face and had probably got her answer without my lips ever moving. She was tiring too, her body straining to hold itself off where even she wanted to be. Her sodden labia skidded across my own wet erection, she wriggled and handled herself on to him and I gasped as she sank downward. I watched as she slowly sank, her cunt swallowing him as she had done many times before. She knew how to do it too, favouring a sensational slow descent that always had me gasping on a near ejaculation.

Then she sat there squeezing and milking him with her athletic cunt muscles, contorting her face in a pleasure that she had abstained from since our last coupling. Her wetness sweated into my pubic hair telling my brain that I was very much enjoying one of Janice’s fucks. Gorged and settled she seemed to relax, ready I think to play at the next little tease she’s already thought up. Her hand disappeared between the rungs of the stair banisters and rustled into what I presumed was a plastic bag.

Nothing surprised me, she always had a trick or a little journey to take us on, she must have sat there and planned it long before I got there or perhaps even before my invite. Through the banisters came a tiny pair of knicks, red and soft in cotton that could only belong to one person, the alluring Alise.

They were of course supposed to be for me, part of our special arrangement, our little contract, money for pretty little gussets that had adored the pretty little vagina of a Latvian. Janice slowly began to ride my cock as the red butter fly swooped and swooned over my face. Whiffs of the wearer penetrated my searching nostrils as I tried lifting my head to meet them. But, Janice was having none of it, there was a game to play, a proposition to discuss and if she could make the most of it for her own pleasure she would. She stopped climbing and riding my shaft and sat with a sqidge, pubic hair entwined on pubic hair. 
‘You’d like to have her wouldn’t  you’, she teased again holding the scented crotch just inches from my nose.

I breathed in deeply and reconnoitred my memory for that first Saturday when I’d clasped my lecherous eyes on her. I pictured the sweet and petite little girl with the captivating body, the denim clad crotch that most certainly so held the most desirable cunt in the world’.

‘Of course’, I said reliving every moment and movement of that sweet little girl sat on the settee next door.

‘Do you want to help her’, came Janice’s response, ‘help her with some money in return for sharing that sweet little cunt, help her to help her mother out of some financial difficulty’.

Janice cunningly watched my face, watched as I pondered what she had just said and saw my searching look and probably guessed what I was thinking, pay for sex?

The soft redness brushed my nose, cunt muscles squeezed and pressured my thought processes, encouraging a decision and an answer. The soft redness yielded a fragrance of sweet perfume to hurry my answer. I remembered that scent, her first present of knickers and the increasing desire I had for indulging in her body, but pay for sex, was this what I was being asked?
Now they were sat across the bridge of my nose, pressing for an answer and yielding the pungency of their owner and forcing me toward a lustful decision. I was hooked, line and sinker, of course I wanted her and how else was I going to have her.
‘Yes’, I murmured as I felt the corresponding squeeze of approval of Janice’s cunt muscles as they clasped around my aching cock. The little sensation of pre-ejaculation slowly unwound itself in my balls. My body wanted her and now I was doubled up in an ecstasy of the fuck I was having and the sexual adventure that had been propositioned. A single and flitting thought crossed my mind, this was prostitution but it was obliterated in an instant as Janice responded.

‘Good’, was all she said as her beautiful manipulating cunt began to work me up for an orgasm. That’s all she needed to know, the signs of persuasion left her face to be replaced by her concentration to ride my cock.  What a tangled little world we lived in, our attitudes to sexual satisfaction being so blatantly oblivious to romance.

The red cotton gusset was now left to its own devices, bridging my nose forcing me to watch her through the petite little leg bands. My head rocked as Janice sought out her pleasure, the scented crotch invigorating my brain with the sweet fragrance of the prospect of finally having the gorgeous Latvian.

My thoughts were all over the place. I was in a fantasy land of being milked and fucked by my favourite lover and yet at the same time I was visioning sometime in the future when I maybe, going down, finger fucking or spunking into that pretty little Latvian girl.

I watched the face above me seeking its own journey of pleasure. All the signs were there, her face screwed up chasing some far off dream, the nibbling of her lip that signalled the fall of her willpower and the onset of her climax. She slowed her ride and clenched her athletic loins to grasp every contour of my rigid shaft. She was good, she always was, a milker of double orgasm that would have us both thrashing to extract every blissful moment.

As it ebbed away I was on a second journey, the one where I was to have my way with Alise. We travelled, it was to be a weekend away, I already had plans of where and how, visions too of how it would go, an afternoon of buying her underwear before an evening of consuming her in every which way I could.

Cum soaked my pretty little knickers in the reality of where I was. Hands were untying my makeshift shackles and I was being let up whilst Janice disappeared into the kitchen to make the all important beverage. I waited for her almost as a routine in her lounge for her to come in with tea or coffee.

When she did, she had gathered together this week’s exchange of knicks one of which I had already enjoyed as it tantalised my nostrils. My wallet was out extracting payment almost as a matter of course before she was even sat down opposite me.

She smiled broadly at my discipline and integrity in an acknowledgement in my faithfulness to complete a deal. I think she knew then that I would go through with any proposals she would make and that in turn it would help her friend Alise.

‘So are you in agreement then to the little proposal’, she asked?

I stared at her for a moment. It looked as though the deal had been done at their end, they had concluded the arrangements and the value of the transaction before I was even consulted. Gosh, it was almost as if Janice knew I would be agreeable before she’d asked. Was I that obvious with my lustful intentions, did they show through so shallowly?

‘Yes I suppose so, but how much’, I enquired?

‘Five Hundred for the weekend’, she said watching my reaction.

Wow that’s a lot I thought but I didn’t argue as I knew the two schemers had already worked it out. All that mattered now were the terms of our special arrangement and for that sort of money I wanted a long weekend, two nights away with the delicious little Latvian. She’d be at my disposal for sex and all the little knicker games I had in mind. I’d eat and finger her in every pair of knickers that she possessed and more before sliding my cock deep into her sweet little cunt. 
‘Ok’, I agreed, ‘but that’s two nights away and it’s me that says where we are going and making the arrangements.

Janice stared at me for a moment. She knew I had to have the detail. She also knew from her own experience that if I was planning the weekend then it would be good and fulfilling. She knew too that things would be respectful and safe for her friend, she also knew that her friend would perhaps learn something, take something away with her about lovemaking that she would never get from Latvian boys. 
On the way home I could think of nothing else. We had agreed that the date for the weekend would be two weeks away. I guessed that the rudiments of feasibility had been taken care of, there would be no interruptions of Mother Nature spoiling the weekend and from a work point of view it had all been sorted out. I had already sussed where we would be going and I hoped that my brother would be willing let me have his little cabin in the lakes. He was usually obliging as long as nothing was planned for him and his family and of course that I played by the rules and didn’t leave the place looking or smelling like a brothel. 

