Special Arrangements Chap 17
Gosh those days were long, in the wait for my magic weekend. That first week I’d masturbated myself silly thinking of Alise and the time we would share together. Yes there was the odd interlude where an email from Sallyb or Janice would prompt me to be distracted and I pay attention to their underwear.

Sallyb had replied and promised to send me some more underwear but my mind was soon elsewhere. Janice was sending emails too, perhaps more often than usual. Perhaps she thought she was in control of the whole event, well that’s the impression she gave. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t ungrateful for her orchestrating the whole thing but it was going to be my weekend and I would indulge in my own way. I suppose in way it was to be expected, she was like mother hen around her little foreign charges, protecting them and looking out for their interest.
I was busy too where I could, buying knickers that would suit the little Latvian and turn me on in the process. Not too many mind you, I wanted to spend some time of our weekend doing the very same together. There was nothing I liked better when with Janice was to be out with her choosing her under attire, then going back and fucking her in them or having her wank my seed into an already soiled gusset.

That last week I began to abstain and become almost celibate. It was hard and I was constantly too thinking about the coming Friday but I wanted to be virile and pump the luscious creature full of my spunk. Instead my own knicks in the evenings were constantly damp from my oozing pre-cum as every thinking moment was distracted by her.

Janice it seems from her mails had been busy behind the scenes, hinting that the innocent little Alise had been filled in with my likes and dislikes, foibles and fetishes. On the one hand it had annoyed me that she was to know more about me than I did of her but then again maybe that was a good thing, after all it was a short weekend and I didn’t want her to have to do a lot of learning.
It made me wonder too, just how close these two were. To discuss sex at that level of detail meant that Janice had obviously spoken of us and what our preferences were. On the one hand I didn’t want a little Janice clone but I did want someone straight away that would be amenable to my little games. My imagination ran away with me, thinking of the two of them sharing a weekend together on one of Alise’s sleepovers. Was the little eastern European a lesbian lover and was Janice bi?

Driving home that Thursday before the Friday meet up had me as usual in all of a dither of concentration. I took it steady on the long trudges along the motorway, most of the time only aware of my semi stiffness and the wetness in my pretty little front panel. I thought about coming a cropper in an accident too and the emergency services and hospital staff becoming aware of my underwear. Still needs must, the feel of wearing pretty little knicks on such occasions were in all the world more important than being found out.
Getting home marked the start of my big sexual adventure. In the post box as promised was yet more underwear from Sallyb. I carried it upstairs to my flat wondering whether to open it or not. There may of course be an email accompanying them as well and she was no doubt waiting for responses at the other end. I had decided not to open her latest offering, well I wasn’t going to do anything with them, they would be best kept for after my weekend and something to look forward to after my adventure with Alise was over. A quick mail I decided would keep her at bay and a part truth that I was away for the weekend and had to get ready to travel.
The first thing I did was to strip off and wander round my flat in my pretty underwear. A quick inspection of the front panel revealed I had indeed been thinking of my little Latvian all the way home. I thought about her more too picturing that delicious little camel toe in tight jeans and how I munch on that little lunch box. I was erect and oozing again, stood in front of a little zip up bag I had prepared for all the underwear of hers that I planned to take away. I was greedy, I wanted to see her in everything and if my body could stand it have her in it as well.

She preoccupied my whole evening, even food was a chore and besides I had no appetite, only to eat her. Sleep at first came easy but then in the early hours it became fretful, full of waking moments where I wondered where the time was and if I should get up. Soon it was time and a shower awakened me and stirred my expectations of the day along with a magnificent and oozing erection. 

With bags loaded into the car I made my way towards the pickup at Janice’s house. The traffic at every turn hindered my progress. It was kind of like every light, roundabout or junction was against me. I cursed constantly under my breath and watched as the minutes ticked by. It felt as though I was running late but of course I wasn’t, it was the anxiousness of the whole occasion and not knowing what to expect or how to handle things. 

Then inspiration caught hold of me and I found myself in a garage quite near to Janice’s. I found myself buying two red roses and some bottles of wine. One each for the girls I thought to myself, an icebreaker and a bottle for Janice to keep her sweet. After all we had a special arrangement too, one that must continue after this event. A bottle too I thought to break the nerves of the first moments when we got to my brothers cabin.

Turning into Janice’s road had me all of a dither. I felt my legs go weak as I turn the car around in the road to face off for a quick exit. Then I was pulling up outside and expected to get out and go to the door. But they had both been waiting for me, expectantly and they were both half way down the path before I could move. Bugger I thought, my best laid plans had gone to waste of handing over a flower and a bottle of wine to Janice in gratitude.

They were at the car, Janice loading Alise’s bag straight into my boot without assistance. For a moment it looked odd, or felt like it would for any of the neighbours watching but then I thought I could be giving her a lift to an airport or train station or something. I was there, handing a single rose and a bottle to Janice, staring deep into her eyes, looking for reactions, jealousy, envy, sadness, anything. We caught a deep and meaningful look, an understanding that went back to the foundation of our relationship, the look she always gave me when we walked away from our arrangements, a look that said there will always be a next time. That smile and knowing look gave me piece of mind and then I was there, alone in the car with Alise.

This was awkward, I was driving, getting away with an expectation and a huge hard on that seemed to come from nowhere. At the end of the road I stopped, presented my rose and silently kissed the little Latvians smooth and baby soft cheek. She giggled in her own uncertainty and I felt my cock ooze into the wetness of my male underpants.

We were on the move again, not saying a word. I grasped her hand and laid it across my knee and fondled with her fingers. We looked across at each other, half in reaction and half in expectation. There was a sort of acceptance too, the thought was in my mind and I wondered was it in hers, did it show in her eyes to, the acceptance of two people who in the near future would couple in the embrace of sexual intercourse.

After thirty minutes of an acknowledged silence I suggested we pull over for coffee. She readily agreed and soon we were swinging into a large motorway service area. I picked the empty side of the car park on purpose; there was a transaction and exchange that simply had to take place to break the ice. I leant across and retrieved the envelope that tied us into almost a contract of a weekend. It had to be out of the way over and done with, especially in my head and we should both move on to have an illicit but fulfilled weekend.

She placed it in the pocket of the denim jacket she was wearing and I turned to face her and watch her. She had those cute little jeans on too, they held her tightly and I couldn’t help notice the way they coveted and captured her crotch into the sweetest little camel toe. I leant forward, my hand embracing her cheek and hinted that she should move toward me. The kiss noisily drowned out the hum and rush of the motorway traffic in the background. I heard the distinctive sounds of prepared wetness smack across our lips as they touched and joined for the very first time.

I’d dreamed of this moment, wished and hoped that the first would be conducted in exactly this romantic way. We found each other’s tongues too and softly engaged in a dance of romance that set the scene for the coming hours, I knew now that everything would fall naturally into place.

My cock felt that way too, swelling up in the preparation that he knew that some time later he would be entering for the very first time her delicious little cunt. Alise moaned with delight as our lips and tongues waltzed around like a professional couple on a ballroom floor. It felt for all the world in one short moment like we had always kissed and that we were always in tune to the rhythm of the music.

Then we were moving, that important introduction out of the way, I met her on the other side of the car and held her hand. It cutely sank into my own palm and sat there with no need of practice. It was a touch too, a first that had me acknowledging my erection and admiring in a glance her petite perfection. In one quick moment the thought of her sat a stride my lap slowly riding my stiffness had me sighing in contentment at my own good fortune.

As we walked towards the service area buildings I felt that everyone was looking at us. It felt like I’d just plucked her mail order and that our ages and nationalities shouted a foreign bride. I saw envy too, in the eyes of even younger men, envy at the perfection that I so readily displayed that belonged to me. Those thoughts too came flooding along with my wetness too that they wouldn’t be having this delicate and perfect body later, the one that I was going to enjoy.

We sat down and played with the coffee. It was difficult to get the conversation going. I could manage the language of love making, traversing the sentimentality of sexual pleasure with gratifying praise and the grunts of human satisfaction. That was easy and came naturally but here and now how do you strike up a conversation that ultimately is just a business transaction. In the end It was little Alise that struck the first words in a kind of enduring broken English.
‘Janice said you would be a gentleman’, she smiled and looked for a reaction.

Our eyes darted from one to the other, hers waiting for my response and mine trying to gauge what to say and wonder inwardly what else Janice had said.

‘Of course I will’, I answered, ‘you are deserving of that’. I brushed her cheek with my thumb feeling the soft texture of her skin give and respond.

She reached upward and held it there, comforting herself and acknowledging I would be true to my word.

‘What else has Janice said’, I enquired.

It was Alise’s turn to search for an answer now, whether she was short of the language or just unsure how much to reveal had been discussed about me.
‘She said you would be considerate when you love me and that I should be considerate with your needs and that if I did that the two would complement each other and we would both have a wonderful time’. 

Gosh I thought that was a long and thought out response, I wondered just how deep Janice had gone explaining our own relationship and how the special arrangement really worked. I reached for her hand and held it gently, feeling its smallness and delicate soft skin. For a quick moment I imagined it holding my cock, he stirred at the very thought that those delicious fingers would gently roll my foreskin up and down and maybe too into the softness of a pair of her knickers.
I held her fingers, just caressing them when I felt Alise’s forefinger circling in my half hidden palm. This was Janice’s teaching, the tease and the enticement, something she did when we were out and about, her symbolic gesture of ‘a cock encircling a cunt’ and a meaning that she was dying for us to make love! She’d taught it to Alise, prepared her in every way for our little foray into lovemaking, making sure that the pretty little Latvian would please and be pleased. I looked her in the eyes, there was that same look that Janice always gave me, the dreamy fuck me look that said she wanted it and wanted it badly.
I winked at her knowingly, blew her a kiss across the table and then pulled her upwards to leave. There was an urgency now, especially on my part, to get to our destination as soon as possible and take the sweet little Alise on a very special journey, one that Janice had so thoughtfully prepared her for.

She dived off to the ladies room. I watched her go and watched others of the male species watch her go too. But it would be me in an hour or so that would embrace her body, me who would take that puffy little camel toe into my mouth and taste her through the delicate fragrance of her knickers. They could look but she was mine, all mine for the whole weekend.

Underway, she placed her hand in my lap, another one of Janice’s teases. Fingers swooned and teased the seam of my jeans before tracking upward towards my aching crotch. How bizarre such mimickery, so skilfully taught, I wondered if the teacher had been so practical with her student. Nails gently scratched over my denim clad balls causing me to distractingly shuffle in my driving seat and then fingers manipulated the outline, feeling caressing and causing the stiffness below to bounce and spew his sticky pre-cum.

I had hold her back at times, so engrossed she was in practice, for fear that some lorry driver that we’d pass might get a birds eye view of such blatant petting. Off the motorway now and onto to minor roads I had to keep her in check with her administrations to get me ready to fuck her. She needn’t fret I would certainly be on her straight away when we got in, to hell with the shopping for meals we’d get that latter after I had tasted her little cunt.
Gosh it was difficult driving those narrower roads, there was double the concentration needed to keep us on the tarmac. I was confused with my navigation too, not that I didn’t know where I was going but where in the journey were we, nearly there or a way off? Finally the road leading to the site was turned into and now I only had to look out for the turn in.

My brother’s cabin had been thoughtfully chosen at the end of an avenue of single bedroom units. No children or teenagers to have interfering with the peace and tranquillity, just hopefully like minded couples who wanted to come and do their own thing. The place looked deserted, either those that were staying were out and about or they had yet to arrive for the weekend.
I must have looked amusing to any onlookers, watching us hurriedly unload the car like we had been caught in some rain storm but there was now an urgency to get in behind closed doors. I sighed with relief as I stood with my back to the door, leaning on it and barring her escape. I watched her take in her surroundings with an air of approval and then concentrated on her sweet little form moving around the room.

Soon she turned to face me in a picture of innocence like she didn’t know what was going to happen next. I wondered if Janice’s brief had been detailed in the play acting that she also played to raise the level of excitement on my behalf.

I moved towards the portrayal of a frightened child and mindfully pulled her towards me for a moment reassuring embrace. She felt delicate in my arms, the top of her head barely at my chest level. The sweet perfume of Janice’s shampoo wafted into my nostrils rearing my senses and telling me she had indeed stayed the night with my other lover. I kissed her hair before picking up her chin between my thumb and forefinger and guiding her into a heavenly kiss.

Our tongues entwined dismissing awkwardness immediately. So soft was her kiss that it melted me in an instant and any idea of ripping her clothes off and getting down to business was thrown far from my mind. I wanted to be gentle with her, treat her like a little doll and lead her into temptation like it was a brand new journey. My cock pressed against her tummy, making himself known and giving me the realisation that I was very wet and receptive.

Her hand dropped to find it just as she had done in the car. Little fingers tracked over the outline stimulating and teasing with unimaginable pleasure. I was easing her backward now, sometimes kissing her or with caressing movements guiding her to the settee. I reached there first and flopped myself down into the soft cushioning insisting that she follow me. I engineered that she straddled my lap so that the gorgeous little camel toe would press into my groin. She got the idea, maybe a hint or a lesson from Janice on how to proceed and excite.

I cupped my hands under denim bottom and felt the appealing lines of her underwear. I tracked and traced their curving route under her bottom and forward to the little snatch box that soon would be mine. First warmth then heat radiated into my searching fingers as the denim seam led the way to the softness of her cunt. I pushed and probed ensuring the little hot box got all my attention whilst she looked downward at me with approval.

There was an intensity and also urgency, enticement had been and gone and it was time to see what I had paid for. I fumbled with the button that held the denim sheaf in place. It flipped and sprang open half spitting the zipper that sat below it. A huge sigh expelled from my lungs when I saw what was revealed clearly Janice’s influences had been at work again making sure that the little lady would satisfy my every whim. The baby pink with white frills on their waist band excited me much and I guessed that the decoration extended to the delicious little curvature of the leg bands.

My fingers immediately traced across Alise’s tummy, feeling her soft and warm skin and also dipping below that waist elastic to feel the delicate frill of white.

‘You like my panties’, she asked in a now sweet eastern European accent.

I hadn’t noticed its strength before, perhaps it had been our surroundings, perhaps now it was the intimacy of being alone and that we were about to share one another’s bodies. Either way I now found it extremely endearing, it heightened my need to have and love her. I noticed the word panties too, it wasn’t one that I normally used or indeed I had grown up with. Still I found the way she accented it most sweet and a definite turn on.

‘Yes I do indeed like them’, I breathed letting my fingers just dip a tiny bit lower. ‘Can we have these off’, I indicated tugging at her jeans.

Alise crawled off my lap and stood up. That little camel toe of a crotch faced me head on, I watched as the denim waved across her perfect form with a ripple that further added to my excitement. She began to peel her jeans downward in a zig zag pattern relieving her hips of the tension and exposing more and more of her pretty little ‘panties’. That had me gasping again at the sheer perfection and I gulped as the ‘panty’ crotch came into view.

The air was charged, I could smell her wet and willing sex and the snake in my trousers was rearing and spitting to be let out. There would be time for him and besides in a weird kind of way I enjoyed the wait and the teasing effect it had on him. They were off of her ankles now and she stood watching my admiration and waiting for my move. I didn’t disappoint her, immediately my fingers were brushing over the soft pink mound, feeling every contour of the little pussy that lay beneath. I gently pushed and probed at her gusset, feeling the damp heat that radiated outward.

I traced her upward and downward, taking in her delightful and small body. If I hadn’t known better I would have placed her age at no more than 15, so tiny and petite were her proportions. The trouser snake was demanding more action so I skilfully eased my fingers into the crotch elastic and pulled gently to one side. Her small and downy cunt came into view with Alise helpfully spreading her legs to let me see all.

‘Wow’, was the most I could utter.

My much practiced petting began, sliding my finger pads over a delightfully little labia. They slipped easily along her crack getting the measure of where my cock would eventually be nudging. Alise obliged again, spreading her legs further in anticipation of a finger entering her. I did not disappoint and slipped a middle finger gently inward. Her wetness squelched and squidged receptively as I slipped into her very willing wet cunt.

I finger fucked, watching my actions with one hand whilst my other was busy letting out the snake. Alise was watching me too, watching when she would get a first glimpse of the cock that I had no doubt Janice had promised her would be the best thing she would see all day.
She gasped when she saw it, for now she knew just what would be pumping into her later besides my fingers. Her cunt made little sucking sounds as I fingered her deep readying her for our first ever fuck. But there was also play on my mind, this weekend would feed a thousand memories and I wanted it all, the petting like now, a fuck in every delightful position with her underwear on and sometimes off, her masturbating me and making me cum in her sweet and soiled gussets and perhaps best of all the oral sex that I’d hoped we could perform on each other.

Greed had me pulling her inwards, I wanted to get to know every inch of her sweet pubescent body, I wanted to see her tits, suckle the sweet little nipple that I knew she would have. Soon my wet fingers were awkwardly tugging at her shirt buttons to expose her small and firm breasts. Delightful and probably orchestrated by our mutual friend she had on a little matching bra with the same pink with white trim. I was so right her little mounds were in tune with the rest of her petite little body, the front fastening bra gave me a fiddly but instant access. They were sweet, any fifteen year old would have been proud of the half tennis balls with perfect suckable nipples.

I was on them right away, pulling her close now, taking one into my mouth and swirling my tongue around greedily like it was some special ice cream but it wasn’t, it was warm, hot and so soft in my mouth. My fingers found her crotch again, rearranging the little gusset to one side and the resuming of my finger fuck. Her hand slid between us too, downward to find me and work me very softly with forefinger, thumb and the small palm of her hand. I moaned like a contented baby as she gently brought my foreskin upward and then downward whilst I feasted on her breasts.

This was all too much; my week of relative abstinence had me excited and raring to be inside of her. This is what I had been waiting for, planning in my head, imagining this very moment and perhaps in my mind playing it out longer than it actually was. I had to move now, painfully separate before my spunk gushed into her small little hand. My cock now had to be in there, experiencing what I only dreamed of and knew would be perfection, that sweet little cunt that was so enjoying my fingers.

Slowly I broke away, feeling myself slip from her teasing masturbation. My fingers lost their playground too as did my lips of her sweet little breasts. I was positioning her, slipping off the settee myself and working to swap places whilst hungrily feeding my fingers into my mouth to taste the sweet nectar of her lubrication. I sat her down in the edge manoeuvring her hips to have her perfect little bottom perched in the edge. Her ‘panties’ stayed obliging to one side giving all the time a titillating view of the sweetest cunt I had ever seen.

Then when I was satisfied I homed in on it, my face travelling parallel to the super soft skin of her thighs, my nostrils picking up the heavenly fragrance of her peachy cunt. First my nose was tickled by the sparseness of her fine downy pubes and then he docked nicely with the sparkling dew of her sex. My tongue tasted her now, not second hand from the digits of my fingers but directly into her ever widening thighs. She moaned sweetly and so natively accented as I greedily tongued her deeply, gorging myself on her complete sexuality.

I didn’t want to be feasting here for long, urges and the recognition that I could be here many more times over the coming hours made me change with and urgency. He had to be in her, so longed for and so planned and now we were both very ready. I shuffled on my knees watching her face prepare for the inevitable. She would not see it in her semi prone position, head nestled in the cushions but she would feel me. It wasn’t going to be how she imagined or even how I imagined she ever experienced the act before, no quick and forcefully adulterated and un-meaningless selfish incursion.

He tickled himself on the finest of her down as I ensured those pretty little ‘panties’ would not hinder proceedings. He danced around her crack, slipping and sliding in the goo of our combined wetness. She gasped and thrusted her hips in an anxious readiness to have him, perhaps in a moment of fulfilment that that only Janice could until now have described. Her elasticity slowly encompassed him; the membranes of her cunt captured and held him around his glans. All I could do now was to softly moan just as my little Latvian was doing. Slowly we consumed each other on a journey inward and upward. The smell of wet sex charged the air slowly and I began to fuck her.

The endearing sound of her accented moans filled my ears with encouragement. She really was extremely tiny, tight but accommodating. Her little sucking cunt held me in a vice like grip that was sure to be milking my sperm quickly and soon. I found her lips, her tongue and in an effort to distract even just for a moment. I held off of the slow and lucid fuck we were so obviously enjoying and journeying to a very quick and soon ending. I suppose it was to be anticipated, the expectation that had kept me worked up and occupied for several weeks. I suspect Janice had a hand in Alise’s build up too, briefing her on our expeditions into fruitful and stimulating fucking.

I could feel Alise’s shuffling and energetically trying to hump into and onto my little moving cock. She must be teetering on the edge, even her kissing was uncontrollably demanding, thrusting her tongue like that’s how she wanted my cock to respond. Well it wouldn’t be Alise, as Janice might have told you; I’m not a ‘banger’, thumping home my own greedy orgasm just because the male physic demanded it.

But I did give in, breaking off from her kiss to watch and allow her face to express all the emotion she was feeling below. Slowly and gently I moved up and down inside of her, myself too experiencing the uncontrollable journey of no stopping or returning. It always reminded me of tasting something you couldn’t get enough of, I had waited weeks for this tasting and I was damn well going to relish it.

The tickles, trickles and sensations started, today they scored in my brain like no other before but still I was patient letting them mature then ebb only to return with intensity. That showed on Alise’s face to, she was somewhere else, I knew she was feeling a spectrum she had never had before; something that Janice had probably promised her.

It came, a mutual point of no return, a sharing of out of body experiences that rushed and rushed like a journey through stars. Explosions and vortex’s consumed us; the sense of around us were completely gone. Then there was awakening, a coming down, a realisation on my part that my cock was pumping seed into her womb and that her vaginal muscles were milking it for all they were worth.

Sound came back first, the birds outside, the silence of the cabin. Then a sense of smell like I had just been born, air that was crisp and clean, yet hinted with the perfume’s of the little one that lay beneath me and the blatant smell of sex. We’d had our first fuck, the first of many this weekend but that’s not what it would only be, the games had only just begun.                      
