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For a while afterwards we just lay with each other. I sensed in a small way some hesitance from Alise to relax. Maybe now that the first introduction to our arrangement was over she may have some regrets, maybe there was some realisation that it was a bit too clinical. In a way I probably shared some of that feeling, I don’t know maybe I was guessing that was what was troubling her. Either way we needed a break from the cabin, go off and do some food shopping together, sit and have an ice cream beside the lake and act a bit like tourists for an hour. When I suggested the ice cream she perked up!
She disappeared willingly into the bedroom and bathroom to as she said to, ‘freshen up’. Back she came, smiling now and dressed in a very pretty black skirt, short and showing off her irresistible body to perfection. Soon we were in the car and getting caught up with the other visitors around the other side of the lake. I watched her interest in everything around her, perhaps she hadn’t experienced this side of England before, perhaps I should exploit it, maybe it would take the edge off our arrangement and we would seem just like a normal couple.

We strolled the town along with the mêlée of others seeking holiday entertainment. We were into shops with the rest, browsing the souvenirs and gifts like everyone else. Then we found somewhere for a light snack to fill in as a late lunch. We shopped too for food for the weekend. Instinctively Alise followed me round and sometimes jumped in suggesting the perfect snack or nibble. It was what Janice and I did on these weekends, food wasn’t important enough to take up time, it had to be interesting and fulfilling but at the same time quick and easy to prepare. Janice must have filled her in on this little quirk, our sex was more important and in between we would graze on food and sip alcohol. 

Lastly we sat on a wall overlooking the lake with that promised ice cream. I held her hand romantically as we watched the pleasure steamers taking trippers on voyages of discovery. She shivered once or twice as the combination of the ice and a sharp breeze whizzed along the shoreline. It was perfect timing for me, encouraging her to snuggle up close for protection. Now it felt like we were more together, not some convenient arrangement that satisfied the different needs of both of us.

One more purchase of the afternoon, the wine, the perfect ingredient for the slipping of inhibitions, the perfect ingredient in moderation for some serious and sensuous lovemaking.

Back at the car we loaded it like we were provisioned for a mission. I felt Alise was more at ease now with our arrangement. It felt like we both had planned it and now all we needed was to escape to our little romantic lair. For a moment I had a vision of us both sexually coupled and fucking on the secluded decking of the cabin, visions too, of her posing for me in every conceivable position and every piece of her underwear that we had both brought. I snap them up in my camera, forever a memory and something that would feed and fuel my needs.

Lastly when we had finished I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply, my tongue finding hers so instinctively and naturally that it betrayed the short time we had been so intimate together. The ice had melted, time to whisk her back and get to work on that perfect body and delectable little cunt.

On the journey back it was my turn to place a hand in her lap. Cautiously I managed the road and my own sexual excitement as I fingered the hem of the little black skirt. Alise sighed deeply at my proposed intimacy and slithered in her seat to make things all the more easier. My fingers teased themselves along sharp seam that tickled each digit as I explored the skin on her soft and delicate thighs. A flip revealed just what I wanted to see, the pretty little peach of a knickered crotch. Alise had thoughtfully changed her knickers, or was it as she had said ‘panties’. Their ‘red-ness’ contrasted so seductively with the little flipped up black skirt.

It was my time to sigh deeply and then look away to keep us on the road. So blindly I found the silky finish to her little mons, pushing on its softness and instinctively tracing her sweet little labia. She shifted again in her seat, sliding down ward and opening her legs with a willingness that now only offered encouragement. My fingers pushed against the gusset feeling her sexual radiance, whilst the thought crossed my mind that she had change her underwear and somewhere where we were heading was the sweet soiled panties that we had played in before. I’d have them, mine to keep and add to my prized collection.

We motored into the lane that was on the way to the cabin. I slowed the car to a crawl now that there was the least possibility of meeting traffic. My fingers searched for the all important edge, the give in the elastic, the frill and scallop and the entry to pleasure land. She was fucking wet, as slippery as a Lakeland waterfall, but warm and wet and so fucking flowing. We were into the campsite now and my fingers were out and slimy. They were under my nose, intoxicating myself with the sweet elixir of her wanting pussy. Soon I would be tonguing it like a man possessed.

We quickly unloaded the car and I watched her every move entranced by her perfect shape and form. It was time to capture this, on camera for posterity, for the lonely nights whilst away when I would remember this very minute and every other one of this weekend. I recorded her every move, selfishly watching her hump and struggle with the rest of our shopping and weekend bags. I had to the shots at around waist height gave me views of her shapely legs, little flips of that skirt showed the temptation of her thighs and what lay beyond.

In the cabin now and behind closed doors I continued and Alise submissively allowed me to. I sat her on the settee and had her pose for me in the right and proper positions of the first Saturday that we had met. Nothing sexual at first, except for today there were no jeans hiding the Latvian perfection, I was capturing her wonderful proportions, sweet and velvet skin. She smiled perfectly for the camera as I now knelt before her.

I homed in on her skirt and the little dark shadow between material and skin of up between her legs. I was positioning her now, gently persuading those legs to open just where I wanted them. Each shot became more daring, me opening those thighs just a little further until the darkness gave way to red just like an early morning sunrise. Now the camera was closer as indeed was I, I could smell her excitement again and indeed feel my own erection weep into my underpants. Closer still and wider too the detail now was in the little red crotch, the way it wrinkled and smiled at me as I had her position herself with legs ever more akimbo. I clicked away, the skirt rising as I did capturing her tummy, the perfect way the leg bands curved their way around her perfect thighs. I had her knees up her chin resting on them whilst I captured the hidden valley of red in every detail.

Then I turned her over, a flip side to have her delightful bottom face me and the red pose for me all over again. I positioned her, face into the cushion, her knees upward and thighs apart whilst the camera captured everything. Lastly I pulled her to the floor and had her kneel over my face and the lens until I was looking straight upward at the beautiful red gusset and snapping away for all I was worth.

The camera was placed on the side of the settee, I’d had enough for the moment, now was the time to taste what towered over me. Without words and my simple persuasion with her thighs I had her lower herself to sit that sweet little crotch on my face. I watched get ever closer whilst I extracted making aching manhood from his prison. My breath was now solely being taken in by the second hand air that hung around her crotch. Then heaven descended the silky red nylon sat directly on my face and I was delirious with pleasure.

Her wetness consumed my face, her sweet scent and taste gave me the elixir of life. I held her thighs, holding her slightly off whilst my tongue forced itself upon the slippery red gusset. Her cunt beneath was sopping and ready just as my aching cock was. I had to encourage her hand backward to take care of it, clearly Janice’s instructions had not all been remembered. The earth moved for me when she found it, the little fingers held it so daintily and gently and then worked my foreskin downward like it had never been done before. In appreciation I pulled her on to me forcing my tongue into the furrow of red.
I was consumed by her just as I was on the day I first clapped eyes on her, only now the dream was over, no more imagining, here I was sucking on the her little pussy through the gusset of the most delightful red ‘panties’. Her fingers worked me over just nicely, slowly manipulating my foreskin upward and downward with an air of innocence that was betrayed by her age. Maybe her experience in life had only been boys; maybe love making had been the rough and tumble of youth without any thought to seeking real pleasure. But she was learning fast, still she gently wanked me but there was a danger lurking, the rumble of an orgasm that I didn’t yet want. Play was on my mind and lots of it.

I interrupted her and she looked disappointed, almost as if the scene hadn’t been played out or it had not been explained properly by Janice. Clothing in disarray I shuffled and guided her to the settee where I sat and arrange myself. I beckoned her to climb aboard with her back to me and sit astride my aching cock. As she did I flipped the little black skirt and watched the petite red bottom position its self to have him between her legs. Gosh her cunt was so hot even through the ‘panties’ as her thighs consumed my manhood and he disappeared altogether.

I held the skirt still upward and drank greedily the scene before me, my cock nestled next to her ‘pantied’ pussy, the beautiful shape and form of her red underwear as it sheaved her perfect body. The delicate and smooth skin of the small of her back above the waistband of red and the contrast of colour between ‘panties’ skin and skirt. She looked so small even spread over my thighs, so pubescent and innocent that was a lie to her real years. I was so lucky I thought to myself, especially as she wriggled and titillated like some impatient child, to have this sweet little Latvian.

I had to slow her wriggling, it would have had me spunking right into the warm crotch of the ‘panties’ but I didn’t want her to stop, just let me control the pace. I pulled her backwards with me into the settee and let my hand whizz up underneath her shirt to find those delightful little tits. Soon she was sighing as I worked both with the palms of my hands feeling her little buds harden further with my touch. We managed a kiss too, awkwardly craning our necks to ensure we were lovemaking in three dimensions. She squirmed on my lap and began to press home against my cock. She squeezed too trapping and trying to ride him for all her worth. It would have been easy to pull the red ‘panties’ to one side, manoeuvre her and slip inside her wet little cunt but I knew I spend myself too and that wasn’t the plan.

She continued to ride him and I knew I could hold off with willpower. Let her enjoy it I thought, it would strengthen the bond between us and lessen the fact that we had an arrangement. Besides the tell tale signs were there she was taking herself to a little cum and I for one wasn’t going to stop her.
I felt her muscles tighten and her legs try to close on me for all they were worth. My pretty little Latvian maid was having her own orgasm, probably one that was not inhibited by the chauvinistic values of her male countrymen; at least I had unlocked her freedom to enjoy. She collapsed backward into my arms where I was able to twist and gently kiss her cheek as a sign of my unselfish approval. At the same time I had to find that wet little cunt and sooth it downward from its adventure, I needed to be petting her too, fingering was as Janice had once told me, one of my favourite hobbies.

We lay there for a while, my mind drifting in and out of the thoughts of how fortunate I was to have all this arranged and in place. I truly was a lucky man, to have one so at the peak of her physical attractiveness, so perfect in every little contour and the perfect tight little pussy that my forefinger was so deliciously dipping in and out of. I listened to the stickiness of her sexual mucus, felt her horny little ‘panties’ grip and hold my finger inward as I explored her tight little box. It was my turn to sigh in contentment, playing here at my favourite pastime.

Alise’s stomach started to make the complaints of emptiness, the little signs that we should both be snacking and keeping up our energies, maybe some alcohol too to loosen even more inhibitions that I knew had yet to be freed. 

‘Food’, I whispered in her ear as my finger plopped out of her sopping cunt. I covered up and arranged those ‘panties’ too, they must soak up her excitement and feed my desires later. I let her go and suggested she might like to shower and change whilst I prepared some sustenance. She didn’t argue with that, just smiled like it had all been explained and disappeared first to the bedroom for a fresh outfit then on to the bathroom hand.

I was quick in my preparations, I always was, beside the food was wholesome and enjoyable without my interventions, that’s why we picked it. Plated up and sat in the lounge waiting I could hear her in the shower. It had only just started running and I knew she would be a while yet. Stealthily I was across the room and into the bedroom, I was so predictable and immediately sought out the treasure, the ‘panties’ that adorned her little cunt. They were found within seconds so skilful was my trade, those beauties that she had on earlier, the pretty little pink and whites.

Swiftly they were under my nose, juggled with one hand to feed my nasal passages whist my other hand quickly had him out. My sticky foreskin was rolled backward to gasps of pleasure as I inhaled the intoxication of her fragrant little crotch. This was so sneaky but equally a vital part of who and what I was, I had to do it and not doing so would have me scornfully regretting a missed opportunity. It really didn’t matter either whether I was caught, not today anyhow, if my little Latvian didn’t like it then she shouldn’t and wouldn’t have been here.

All the same I listened intently to the water splashing over her sweet body, I would when that audible signal came disengage and be dignified and rearrange. But for now I was enjoying my little covert masturbation, inhaling deeply the sweetness of sexual pleasure her body had produced. They went quickly to my cock, they needed to the sounds from the shower were different now; my stickiness joined hers as I now masturbated him into the soft little gusset. How many more strokes could I afford, just two or three more before I needed to move. Dangerously I greedily kept going but at the same time chastising myself for not moving. Finally and for the moment dignity prevailed, they were dropped to where I’d found them and I was swiftly back into the lounge. As the door to the bathroom unlocked I was just picking up the remote to the TV.

She looked cherubic as she came across to join me. I noticed things for the first time too, like the red painted toenails that matched her hands, the fact she had a few freckles on her cheeks and under her eyes and her hair was now tied back in the tiniest of ponytails. She did indeed betray her years and could be taken for so much younger. It stirred him in my pants with a quiver of yet more excitement and a never ending stream of wetness.
Alise sat beside me and I passed her a glass of wine, which she sipped with enthusiasm. Wine was for me the leveller, the final touch to ensure that whatever inhibitions still hanging were loosened and would fall into insignificance. We grazed on the buffet of food designed to be sustenance without the complexities of digestion. It worked, it always did with Janice, gave us comfort in all ways.

Soon I was topping her glass and she seemed more relaxed with our arrangement. I hoped she would be, the sex for me although romantically charged in a relationship was still the real thing and given with the meaning of love and affection. We were kissing again, little pecks of mutual attachment that would now after the food be taking us on a journey of exploration and enjoyment. Greedily I wanted it all, every single gambit of my repartee and where possible recorded with a picture that I could savour for years to come.

At first I took pictures of her sweet and angelic face, capturing her innocence and very young and youthful looks. Then I had her pose, standing, sitting and generally showing off her physique without revealing anything other than the fact she was a very desirable young lady, it was the sort of snap you’d see in a magazine, designed to interest the male of the species.

Then I started to add titillation a button undone here or showing some leg. I had her hold her skirt up to show me some thigh or sat with a hint of open leg and a glimpse of her ‘panties’. I remembered them, remembered buying them in Debenhams a lovely shade of purple that set her skin tone off superbly. Finally the crotch was the centre of my attention, I wanted a permanent record of her exposure and every detail of how those sweet ‘panties sat on her delicious body.

Finally I could take no more, the camera was discarded, I was on my knees as she slumped on the settee. I was kissing up her thighs, pushing her skirt waist-ward, intoxicating myself on the sweet perfume of her willing sex. My nose pursued the fragrance until it brushed across her gusset leaving damp and moist. Her legs opened willingly now, the alcohol was having an effect and she damn well knew how good our sex could be.

I tongued the slippery purple material and listened to the subtle sounds of it giving and sliding over her wet pussy. I was again pulling elastic to one side exposing her pubescent down and plump little labia that produced the most delightful camel toes. A finger found her trickle of wetness and explored the slippery little valley. The sounds of my excursion filled my ears memorably, sticky and sucking as my finger played around in her sweet little entrance.
I could hear her whimpering above me as my finger started to fuck her. I watched her hips quiver and little thrusts of eagerness voluntarily erupt from her body. I had two fingers in her now and watched as the slipped inward and outward framed on one side with delicious and titillating purple and on the other the innocence of her pubescent down. God she was so fucking wet and receptive what a lucky bastard I was. And thoughts too began to enter my head, visions that were somewhat off of my normal sexual gambit.

I had to do it my brain wanted it recorded at least once during this weekend, I was now slowly pulling those gorgeous purple knicks off her hips and downward. She looked downward surprised and possibly shocked that this wasn’t in the script described by Janice, to take her ‘panties’ off. But eagerly she assisted closing her legs and helping by lifting them and assisting them off of her ankles.

I wanted now to see my cock enter her, enter that young looking pussy, watch her open to me, engulf me with the tightness that her little body possessed. She gazed downward as my erection stood before her, she wanted to watch it too, disappear into her little cunny and fill her with desire. I danced him around her slipperiness gasping as my glans traced the little furrow and slithered around the edge. I could cum here if I played and looked enough, got my head fixed on perhaps she was of more tender years, strange that, it had never crossed my mind before but it was here now with the wonderful perfection that was Alise.

Slowly I introduced him; whilst my brain fantasised that it was the youngsters very first time. Our gasps of pleasure filled the silence of the cabin as I watched him dock tightly with her beautiful cunt. Consumed I recorded the sexual mucus that lubricated between us, saw it glisten like jewels in her sparse pubic hair and heard it suck as I started the natural rhythm of slow intercourse. Lovely was her control and grip, compliant, accommodating and sensually perfect as she accepted my every gentle thrust. Yes I’d keep this vision of our fucking, my cock on its gentle journey in and out of such a perfect body.

We could cum too if I stayed in her and plundered long enough and her manipulating little pussy squeezed enough but that wasn’t what this weekend was all about. Janice would have told her the form and how it worked and how in the end it fulfilled much more than a quick shag and how it would fuel empty days ahead with fond memories. How it would fill the quiet times with fantasies and material for masturbation and then prime the tanks for another run. And so I finally and regretfully withdrew and watched her body retract around my exiting stiffness. Then I kissed her in acknowledgement that there was more to it than that but yet it was not all over yet.

We cuddled in our state of undress, sipping on wine and taking only the merest interest on the television that babbled away in the back ground. She snuggled in like a desperate child seeking love and affection. It felt like that for me too, this small and petite beautiful girl held in my arms so innocently. After a while I began to rain kisses on her, gentle and loving, placing them on her forehead and sweet little nose. She looked upward at me checking my sincerity and when she found it she smiled and sighed.

I found them and brought them into play, the delicate purple knicks that were holding her wetness from our play. One hand turned them over and over finding their dampness and toying with the gusset. Alise watched possibly fascinated that here and now she was witnessing what she had been told about, perhaps also she knew what would come next as I dropped them into my lap and watched them cover my waiting erection.

She needed no encouragement of what was required next; clearly instructions had been given of what to do. Her sweet fingers subtly held him sheaved in the slinky nylon. I gasped at the softness of her touch and the very thought that she would now wank me in her own moist ‘panties’. She moved them knowingly into position ensuring my foreskin and exposed glans sat in the damp crotch. Then she began, slowly moving the wonderful fabric upward and downward catching and holding it in all the right places.

We both watched her actions, hers in concern for getting it right and mine in the sheer enjoyment of watching her masturbate me in the wonderful knicks that had adorned her body earlier. I watched the slinky nylon wrinkle and pucker at her every up and down wank, felt it grip and hold me, gather itself in her dampness and ruck around my foreskin and best of all see that my wetness was leaking and joining hers.

My finger re-found her little hole too, slipping around her sweet little folds to find her sopping cunt. We masturbated in unison, me matching her strokes and exploring her inward. At the same time I found the little bump that would give her all the pleasure and worked it gently with my thumb. She caught her breath at that, in such a way that I knew she would orgasm nicely on my fingers. I would too, I knew her soft little action with us both watching would sure to have me spunking into the sweet purple crotch. Fucking would come later for now this was just as pleasurable.
I listened too to the soft sounds of our petting, the little pants and sighs that our bodies gave up involuntarily, the slurps and smacks of wet sex as we worked at the joys of masturbating and bringing on the inevitable. This was for me perfection, the weekend, just as I had planned, with someone who I was extremely attracted too and had been given the low down on what could be for the like minded a successful recipe for enjoyment. The vibes I was feeling from Alise certainly pointed that way, it now didn’t feel like a paid for arrangement, quite the opposite as we were both reacting nicely.

Her hips sought my fingers greedily. I felt that swimming, travelling feeling with seminal fluids on the move and the impending sensational sing of orgasm on its way. Alise was really panting now, thrusting forward and trying to extract the universe from my working fingers. There was a hunger there, so like the hunger that Janice had, how common it was how had it been learned and more to the point who was the willing pupil?
Her face contorted uncontrollably for one split second, she’d gone past the point of no return, she bucked and reared greedily and for another split second I imagined it was Janice’s fingers she was on. For another moment I thought I would never get them back as she worked her whole body on to them, pressing home her Shangri-La, selfishly feeding herself without concern of who owned them. But, it didn’t matter to me, I loved the power of my fingers and the rewards it could bring with understanding and willingness, and in a few moments I too would have my time.

She leaned inward now and onto my chest. Her fingers found the instrument that she so skilfully played. We watched together again as the purple slipped, rucked and caught against my foreskin, my pre-cum had visually wetted them and made the touching points even more sensational. The soft wet cotton of the crotch teased beyond this world and set the flow of seminal plasma on a reaction that could not be reversed. I had her slow to a pace that abated it but still held all the feeling of one of my greatest wanks. 

I wanted it to last forever, watching her, the pretty one; toss me off in her desirable ‘panties’. My little sighs of ‘oh yes’, I pressed into her hair and head in little kisses. Upward and downward those purple ‘panties’ rolled leading me to the most wonderful explosion ever!      

