Special Arrangements Chap 16
Back at home I found my mind racing from one thought to another. Suddenly there was so much to do and plan, things I must fix even before I could contemplate the thought of a weekend away with the delicious Alise.

Importantly I should be arranging the possibility of having my brother’s holiday home in the Lakes for the weekend. It was ideal, I’d used it many times before with Janice, a nice little hideaway cabin on a quiet site in the mid Lakes. I pictured it in my head for a few moments, it would be suitable for my little plan, no expense too, there would be fewer people about as it was nearing the end of the season but just enough for us to blend in the background.
Moments later it was off my list; I’d telephoned him and made the arrangements. He knew the score with me, ask no questions, he knew it had to be an illicit weekend away and he knew I would respect his pad and leave it as I’d found it!

Gosh another thought came into my head that I must do, respond to Sallyb. Not just thank her either, she’d want to know the intimate detail, that’s what it was all about, filling in the gaps of her youth and finding out what went on inside Kevin’s head. I know it seemed rude of me and quilt suggested I do it now but my head was in turmoil, I’d do it tomorrow.

There would be work too, I’d want to be off on the Friday for a long weekend, I didn’t want to be rushing back with sex on my mind, I wanted it relaxed. I wanted to get up that morning and have it all planed to the eighth degree, I wanted it too, to be an adventure and a pleasure for us both.
I grazed through an evening meal, my thoughts still flitting from scenario to another. First it would the organisation of it all, what I would need to take, where we would go and where we would eat and then latterly it was the pure sex that I would indulge in with my little Latvian!

After my food I sat and contemplated the weekend in minute detail. I sat in the half light feeling the warmth from the glow of my gas fire in my favourite armchair. Beside me I had assembled today’s little package of pretties that I might later indulge in. For the moment my mind troubled me with the thought of paying for sex.

Was it wrong or was it right I tormented myself. Wasn’t I doing her a tremendous favour with the money, wasn’t it going to help her family and more importantly her mother. The word prostitution came into my head over and over again in a torture of moral dilemma. I reasoned around and around trying to pacify guilt and my hard earned values. You’re already doing it I told myself, paying for her sex with the purchase of her underwear, isn’t that already a form of prostitution?

My mind was a muddle of confusion that I was slowly reasoning myself through and telling myself that what I and we were doing was right and acceptable. I argued in my head that it was only going to be the once and that I wouldn’t do it again. A stirring erection in my pretty knicks soon had me on track that this was going to be all different and perfectly acceptable. My lust to have her and indulge in her succulent and nubile body egged me onwards and the tormented reasoning was soon left behind.

My hand was now fingering its way into the little bag that was beside me, now in the near darkness my sensitive digits contoured over the soft and silky inside. My trousers now open and exposing the pretty whites were just visible in the fire glow. He strained in the front panel just asking to be let out and exposed. He cried out for the soft touch of one of her soft gussets, to skim its soiled surface and be part of her.

My fingers pulled and lifted, hooking first one pair then another. The soft cotton of the reds that had so graced my nose earlier now teased my glans as they seductively brushed over him. The other pair, new to me and light in colour and shimmering in silkiness went straight to my nose. Her sweet little cunt fragrance filled my head whilst my other hand worked the soft cotton all around my foreskin. Now we were on a journey to the impending weekend, now there was no argument or turmoil.
The light coloured pair were pulled over my head and position just so the crotch bridged my nose. In my head I imagined she was sat across my face for the first time. Her sweet cunt smells filled me with desire, the ruffled elastic pulled against my nose like a mask sent from heaven. Slowly I frotted into the reds making him feel extra special and began to imagine the forthcoming weekend.

All sorts of scenes came into my head, our meeting on the very day and the journey to the cabin. I wondered how we would get on and how nervous she might be. I wondered too just what had been said behind the scenes between her and Janice. The decision must have been a difficult one with the pressures to help out at home. I wondered how Janice had smoothed that and what sort of detail was gone into. Had they discussed our relationship, did the little Latvian know what to expect with my little fetishes. Did Janice go into detail about our love making and perhaps paved the way by telling her how thoughtful I was to women’s needs.

I imagined that first kiss and the lead up to our first fuck, the embracing, petting and fingering that I just had to indulge in. Yes she would be treated as a lady should, for me there was no other way, but there would be my urges to do things to her in her knickers, I’d want to see her in them and devour them and her perfect little cunt.

I was masturbating slowly and methodically into the soft and velvet reds. Her heady fragrance still filled my head if I concentrated hard enough. There were plans rolling around my brain to make the most of this weekend, for I had already told myself it would not be repeated at that cost, I just couldn’t afford it and besides somewhere deep in my brain cells it still felt like prostitution.

Yes I would make the most of it. I wanted to see and have her body every which way I could. I wanted to see knicks too, go with her and choose and buy some too, then back to the little lair to display them, eat them and have her pussy juice christen them forever. Yes this weekend was going to be a memorable affair with little keepsakes to cherish for a very long time.

I imagined I was going down on her for the very first time, kissing and tonguing the very little gusset that now bridged my nose. My wetness flowed into her reds and stickiness found her gusset with small smacks of gooey sounds, that turned me on even more in imagining it was the slurpy music of her wet little cunt.

Slowly I masturbated whilst running thought after thought through my head. I pictured every waking hour that we would be together trying to assimilate perfection and fulfilment. I pictured me picking her up and for the moment wondered how awkwardness would manifest itself. I pondered how to get round it, perhaps with some small sign of affection that would put her at ease and have her realise she would be treated like a lady.

I wondered too how that first kiss would come and whether it would show any reluctance. I did so want to kiss her, to me it was part of the love making and I hoped would demonstrate that this was not a solicited weekend. I wanted to kiss every part of her body too; such was infatuation already with this beautifully petite and gorgeous girl. Most of all I would gorge on that sweet little mound that had been so proudly defined in denim that I would finger fuck it and tongue it to my hearts delight.

All this would become part of a lasting memory that I would hold and resurrect from my brain. There would be physical attributes too; I planned to gain more of her underwear to keep and have her sweet body leave its succulent mark on them. I had other ideas too and although I wanted her to feel accomplished too I wanted most of all to have a long and deep memory of the whole weekend.

It all twisted around in my head, the little thought patterns of our sexual weekend as I masturbated into the oh so soft gusset of her red cottons. I inhaled deeply finding the intoxcification from those that bridged my nose. The little sensations of travel welled up in my balls, soon it would travel and erupt ending my pleasure game but for now I slowed the pace and manipulated my wank into a long slow waltz of excitement. I held the soft crotch deep into my glans and slowly manipulated the soft cotton inward to produce a ripple across my foreskin.

I sat in a meditation of knowing that the great flood was coming. In my head I rated my wank on a score of one to ten and even before ejaculation I’d given it a nine. I softly called her name and imagined my spunk pumping deep into her cervix for the very first time just as it was now flooding and hitting the soft cotton of her red gusset. Alise I promised myself, we will have a great weekend.

There was nothing more to do here now, another sexually filled Saturday had exhausted me and now it was time for more sweet dreams.
I awoke next morning still thinking about her. My morning glory stood proud in my pretty knicks that had purposefully had become part of my night attire. I petted him through the soft cotton whilst little scenes ran around in my head of the two of us together at the little hideaway in the lakes. In a away I hated my obsessional behaviour towards her and my distractions with knickers. It had me lying there for an age not wanting to move and just promising myself another discreet 5 minutes. Before I knew it forty five minutes had passed and I was now playing with a slurppy and sticky erection that felt blissfully sensational as my full bladder added to the tingly feelings. It was that, that had me up and away in the end, the need to go and a duty that today I must respond to Sallyb.

I whizzed through my breakfast and had my chores rolling with the washing machine. There seemed to be an awful lot of knickers this week, soiled or in need of a freshen up. There was a notion too that out on the road this week I’d change my little package of feminine attire for something different. It would be themed; I’d take all the knickers that I possessed from my three special friends and then add to it from my personal favourites. I’d have a fantasy week alternating between the little treasures of Alise, Sallyb and Janice.

I forced myself on to the laptop. Firstly there was the matter of arranging time off with work to accommodate the weekend away. Then there was my thank you to Sallyb and although she was far from my thoughts at the moment I had to keep her there in the background ticking over as one of my special arrangements. Besides her underwear was free, there were no strings attached, she just topped up and kept my fetish exciting.

Hi Sallyb,

It was so good to arrive home to find your package on Friday .You filled my expectations beyond belief, it was so exciting to follow your instructions and run the slideshow. You had me believing I was there, in your house and perhaps in the footsteps of Kevin. You know you got it so right, the trepidation on the landing, of peering into your beautiful room and surveying and wondering what was to be found. Then standing next to the dresser and peering in at the lovelies that had graced your perfect body, coveted your little pussy and kept you feminine and cosy.

Of course who wouldn’t want to have them after that, have them skim across my erection and flutter me with sensations that were heavenly. They teased my foreskin over and over again as I watched and watched your slideshow again and again. You had me imagining I was there, desperate with the fear of being caught and yet driven by the needs of being close to your knickers. Then there is the soul searching and temptations of the need to have some, steal some and have them in my possession. Enable me to be close to you whenever I wanted and think about your sweet little body and the knickers that so guarded it. Best of all to masturbate into them and watch my seed splash just where your little pussy has sat.

I imagine this just how Kevin would have felt, even as a young man. You see once it is there ingrained in your physic it’s there for good and nothing in the world will change it. Even now and from time to time Kevin will think about you and your knickers, even if he is happily married with the most understanding wife in the world, it is still there and very much a need.

How does all this make you feel? Does it intrigue you and at the same time excite you? Does it create feelings inside you too, are you sexually excited by it. I do hope you are, I hope you see it as a complement to be wanting to be close to you and not as others sometimes see it as an assault and intrusion on their privacy. Please let me know how you feel, it’s as important to me as it would have been for Kevin but unfortunately it’s not always in life that there is the opportunity to ask such a question.

Best be away now, love and kisses!
Frilly1
The rest of Sunday I busied myself with my chores and readying myself for yet another week on the road. Of course I was looking forward to it I always did, and the opportunity to visit towns and explore and seek out knickers. Of course I was equally, if not more looking forward to my weekend away with the little Latvian but there would be the exciting bit in between too, buying her yet more underwear for our special time away.

Monday, I was so glad I had to be in the office for the morning. It gave me the opportunity to finally fix my weekend away, be off on the Friday and rearrange any assignments that had been planned. Then out on the road with the drudgery of driving I was plotting and planning again, visiting shops in my head and visualising the all important knicker purchases hat would be for Alise. I schemed away too, imagining how the weekend would pan out. I was going to get the best out of our little sexual foray no matter what.

That evening I was much into my hotel room routines, early shower, early evening meal and back to my room to indulge in masturbation and frotting of the little butterflies of underwear that meant so much to me. Of course I was very focussed on Alise’s knicks and fucking them like I would fuck her!                  
