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I sat looking at what she had just done. I tried to remember when I had had such a wonderful hand job before. It just had to be up there with the best, better than all Janice’s put together, not that they were not great in their own right. It was just that on reflection it was so perfect, so delicate and a touch so light and considerate and yet at the same time manipulating my every sensory pleasure. Maybe too it was because it was her, she was for the moment the focus of all my fantasy the perfect youthful looks and those delicate little hands.

‘You sweet, sweet girl’, I whispered to her as I kissed her hair line. 

She never responded, just snuggled more deeply into my chest. The innocence of her perfume drifted upward and caught my senses and made me think of adolescence and back to the beginnings of my journey into sexuality. The way I had been shaped and formed into what I was today, the way I had been fed all the subtleties that had made me the knicker fetishist that I now was. Right now I didn’t want it any other way.

‘You sweet, sweet girl’, I again whispered but this time pulling her upwards towards the bedroom.

She came so willingly, so childlike as if she wanted to be put to bed. Alise had thoughtfully made it up, crisp and inviting with the sheet invitingly turned over on a corner so expectantly awaiting our arrival. I pushed her inward, watching her knickered bottom slip from sight under the covers. I joined her turning her round to spoon into my groin and allow my half erection to slip between her legs. I kissed her hair again pulling her into me and feeling my cock make contact with her gusseted cunt.

I stretched and sighed in pleasure of being so close to her. A spasm of excited rush whistled through my body in a realisation that if I wanted I could fuck her again here and now. But there was no rush, we were enjoying our closeness, the cuddle and the relaxed way we both felt about the conceived situation.

I caressed her skin, floating my finger up and down her smooth thighs and buttocks. Again she felt so young, not an ounce on her that shouldn’t be there, sculptured to perfection like she had just left the Adolescent Factory. I shuddered again at my fortune, feeling the heat too from the sweet sex that my cock so nudged against. The sighs from us both now registered such contentment, a willingness to be here and that it was beyond just an arrangement.

For an age I caressed her tiny breasts under her T shirt, getting to know them and appreciating their perfection. Her little nipples hardened as I toyed with the midst of finger and thumb. Alise contracted and pushed backward onto my impaled and trapped erection. I felt the heat and readiness in her body, the desire to be wanted, caressed, petted or fucked.

I wasn’t in any hurry; this was still our bonding time, getting to know one another and giving her a perspective on a different side of sex. Besides, there were games to play, my underwear fetish needed to be satisfied and with any luck the recording of it that would feed a thousand memories and my lonely nights of knicker masturbation. Perhaps I would be lucky and get her knickers to keep and also a few shots of them on her delightful little body.

I was playing with the leg elastic now, slipping my fingers under their little grippy confines and swooning across the soft and delicate skin of her bottom. She was pushing backward again, wriggling and trying position herself on my cock, trying to get her ‘pantied’ little pussy positioned to ride him into her crease. We both moved to accommodate that, Alise now opening her legs to let it happen and me man handling him so he was sat just so. If I had had doubts about Alise’s commitment to our little arrangement they were now gone now.

I could almost feel her trying desperately to get my cock nearer and in her. I couldn’t now refuse the willing little lady with the oh so perfect body that wanted to be fucked. I slipped from between her legs and made the gestures for her to roll over on her tummy. Along the way I manoeuvred a convenient pillow under her to lift that pert ‘pantied’ bottom upward in a spectacular display of readiness. I through back the covers too, I needed for my own delight to see how she presented.

My fingers started again, swooning over the fidgeting perfection that god had given her. Under the elastic and between her open legs I again had to find that sweet and wet pussy.

‘Alise’, I whispered, ‘you are so fucking wet’.

Her response was barely verbal, a grunt of satisfaction and a greedy push as I slipped between the neatness of her cunt. Just a little for now I thought to myself, a little finger fucking to satisfy my inner needs and then she can have it. My finger found the little control button that turned up the volume and her reception, her backside pushing upward to meet it courtesy of her rocking knees. A finger was deep in her now whilst others held the ‘panty’ elastic neatly to one side. It probed inward to find her womb and transit backward to feel and touch every little nodule of her sweet and tight cunt hole. It was time, I just had to have her now.
I watched, towering over her as I prepared myself, working stickiness from my fingers all over my exposed foreskin. I nudged him against the ‘panties’ as a warning of her impending fate. Fingers hooked elastic widely to one side exposing the perfection of her velvet skinned bottom, so smooth and soft as the day it was born. I shuffled and nudged between her legs, lifting her bottom too by the aid of my hand under her tummy.

‘God’, I breathed as I found her heat and slick little entrance. He sat there momentarily in expectation, her wriggling bottom encouraging him to be inside. How could I refuse my new little lover, he slipped so easily inward. Gosh she was sweet, moulded to perfection, perfect and compatible in every way, holding him, squeezing him into her in an ecstasy of mind blowing satisfaction.
I held her hips and watched my cock slowly disappear and then appear up the side of her ‘panties’. That was so horny to me, the position from behind, to be fucking her in them and watching my cock come and go.
Again I whispered, ‘you sweet, sweet girl’. All Alise could manage was moans of satisfaction and an appreciation of coming to meet my slow thrusting.

I had to slow or stop several times. I could and I knew she would have so easily pushed to orgasm then and there. But I didn’t want that and I sensed my lover did neither. I held her, looking downward at the heavenly position I was in. Felt her little squeezes of encouragement too and wondered how I had so much control not to be spunking into her already. But this was to be one of my memory fixing moments, one for recollection for a long time to come. I fixed it in my head, the ‘panties’, the bottom and the most perfect fuck ever.
We were moving again, journeying together, helping one another along, slowly but surely releasing the endorphins of great and wonderful sex. I sensed Alise was very near, her bottom coming ever closer and her sweet cunt gripping ever more, holding and wringing me in an urgency. Now I couldn’t stop her and neither did I want to, seed was travelling, the sense of the impending arrival and there was no longer control, it was replaced by greed and lust. It overcame us both; we met each other at the hilt and milked each other uncontrollably. Vocally we matched each other with grunts and groans until there was no more. All that remained was warmth and satisfaction; I collapsed over her trying not to squash her too much.
After a while we started to move, get comfortable into a cuddle and then sleep came. I wasn’t aware we’d even dropped off until sometime later I awoke into the darkness. Now we were both apart, our body’s finding their natural resting positions and the needs of an exerting and sensuous day overriding any desires that were left. I lay for a while and pondered over the whole arrangement, the beginnings and excitement of the prospect, to fears and trepidation of questioning its rights and on to the build up of today and our final coming together. I watched her for a while too, so peaceful and delicate in her sleep. If she had been awake I was sure I could find something to give her.

Then later I was aware of being awake again, half dreaming and half drifting in and out of the reality of where and who I was with. I looked at my watch, it was still around 5 am and my little princess was still the forever sleeping beauty. I had to get up for the bathroom, it couldn’t wait any longer, the need for a pee was most definite and nagging must. Quietly as possible I was sneaking about, relieving my fullness and then staring at my placid cock and wondering when he would be erect and in her willing cunt again.

On the way back to the bed in the half light of the pending dawn I saw them, on the chair from where they had been discarded. ‘panties’, from an earlier session, abandoned and discarded as we had done with so many yesterday afternoon. I whisked them upward to follow me quietly back into bed. They were mine to enjoy, something to have that was hers before she awoke.

I lay there and for a brief moment fingered their gusset searching for some sign that they had been part of the entertainment. There was none, they were dry and sensually soft I whizzed them upward to my face. My nostrils flared and sought its deepest breath. I had to be careful, I didn’t for the moment want to wake her, she may be shocked at what she found and what I wanted to do.

The sweet fragrance hit me, stirring me into life, my penis stiffened from his half placid state as they now slipped over my nose. Expertly I arranged the crotch so that it bridged and gave me all. The scents of her willing cunt intoxicated my brain, my cock now erect and silently being manipulated by my hand. I recalled all our activity with these ‘panties’ and it played in my head like some recording. God she must have been excited and very willing her sweet perfume filled my head and gave such vivid memories.

I was slowly and quietly masturbating now; wondering should the sexually soiled gusset transfer to my eager cock. It was a temptation but also one that might awake her. I left them where they were and softly played with him whilst filling my head with every recollection. I drifted too in and out of consciousness as my relaxed state took me from one to the other. Remembrance and dreams drifted into one and now and then were fuelled by the sweet musky flavours of my perfect Latvian pussy.
Quite how long I’d been in this state I was unaware but there was now a stirring besides me. Quickly they were off my face and dropped to the floor. Whilst my little bed companion must know or have been told of my habits and likes, I didn’t quite yet want them in full view. She yawned and looked at me with her sleepy eyes. My erection below had ideas and was ready and willing for anything that was on offer but it was not to be, she was up and off to the bathroom, needs must I suppose. 

I expected a prompt return but it was not forthcoming, instead the shower was turned on and I heard the cascades of water tumble and fall on her sweet body as she moved around. I had time I told myself and to hell if I was caught, then so be it. Like lightening I was up and into her bag, grovelling around for knickers and ‘panties’, as she put it. They were all there, perhaps more than she would need for a weekend but then that must have been Janice’s influence.

I picked them up, fingered them, exposed their soft and velvet gussets, sniffed them, rubbed them against my face and finally masturbated for a few short seconds in every pair. I had to own them, see them, know them and desire them and indeed in my head pick my preferences. That was hard, they were all sweet and desirable, I could have chosen them all, after all they were hers and that was all that mattered. But, choose I did, a pair that would be on her for our next encounter, a pair that she wait for me in whilst I did the same and took a shower. A pair that I’d hoped by the time I returned would be moist with expectation.

I could clearly hear her coming to the end of her rituals and I put them all back bar the pair that I wanted fun in. I whizzed into the kitchen area too, preparing at least something that would satisfy her hunger before I got back. Tea and toast greeted her as she came out and I gestured her back into bed. I kissed her forehead, handed her the tray before dropping my preferred little ‘panties’ next to her.
Unashamedly I picked up the soiled pair from the floor and dropped them into my underpants to meet semi erect cock. She saw me do it but what the heck, she knew the score or needed to learn rapidly. It was my turn for that shower.

Behind closed doors I removed them, pulling my own underwear off and kicking them to one side. Then I found them, another pair, the juicy reds she had just discarded. I switched the shower on to stifle the groans that were sure to follow; now I had two pairs to distract me. I moaned with delight as the reds were over my head and crotch bridging my nose. Their pungency hit me hard as I picked up on every fragrance of the hours she had worn them.
I masturbated now with the others, watching my foreskin get trapped in their sweet gusset. My cock leaked into them wetting them and being tugged and sensated around my glans, whist over my nose the cunty smell of her pussy intoxicated me. Greedily I had to have it all, whilst my little perfect Latvian was just next door; it was an opportunity not to be missed.

I sank to the floor and wanked and wanked, my very breath coming through her sweet soiled crotch. Down below I had to hold off several times for fear of spunking. I wasn’t that stupid, being spent in here would mean a lack lustre performance next door and I so wanted to play games this morning, before we departed for town.

Reluctantly I gave up and got in the shower. Now I was quick, my head working out what I would like to do with her once I was outside. Sweetly she sat there watching breakfast time television almost as if she was waiting for my emergence. God she looked so young, it must have been her shower, the fresh T shirt and the way she had again separated her hair into two bunches.

I slipped in beside her and immediately cupped her barely visible tits through her T. They were no bigger than tennis balls, so soft and compliant. I scooted downward, taking myself level with her hips. The little sweetie had done as she was told and slipped on the knicks I had chosen for her. I fingered the side panel and kissed the little scallop of frill that so neatly framed her thighs. 

I could smell her sex too, down here under the half covers. Had she been thinking about yet another encounter, was she moist and wet and waiting for yet another session of fingering and fucking. My hand slipped over her thigh to find her. Her legs were parting in anticipation. I found the silky nylon that covered her sweet little cunt. Just for a brief moment I ran a finger over that slippery nylon, tracing her, reminding myself of the small and pubescent Mons that sat below.

There was no doubt in my mind that she was the smallest and neatest cutie I had ever come across. It was hard to imagine that a cock and my cock could ever enter her without causing some concern for her well being but it could. And now to put it to the test I played my favourite game of hooking the elastic confines to one side and finding her proper. She had definitely been thinking of an encounter, the little Latvian was so fucking wet again. 
I felt her shudder with excitement as my finger entered her. I listened to the little sucking sounds that her cunt made as it grasped and held in to my digit. I could have so easily dispensed with my foreplay and gone ahead and fucked her yet again. But this my weekend and it was structured and planned out in my head. Not that it was clinical in procedure, there were things I just had to do, moments I had to capture and a subtle plan for doing it was in my head the only way. There was another thing too, the waiting game and the build up for me were as well all too important, we had some retail therapy planned today and my aim was shop with her for underwear. This little exciting pastime and sacrifice would tease me into saving great sex for later.

Her legs were willingly opening again; my little princess couldn’t get enough of my enjoyable sex. Number one digit squelched around in her sexual mucus and her hips moved and chased my every move but that’s not what I had planned, I had to build still further on her eagerness to be satisfied, let’s move it on a step.

I encouraged her to move and come towards the edge of the bed. I was out and off of it now, on my knees and guiding her into position. I looked upward between her thighs, the ‘panties’ had all but covered over her tight little box again. The gusset puckered enticingly, almost winking at me as I stretched open her willing legs. I rained little kisses up those thighs, from one to the other as I focused on reaching my goal. Again I was kissing and sucking on her ‘pantied’ crotch, breathing in and intoxicating myself with the heady perfume of what lay beneath.

Her hand stretched out to hold my head, fix it there, guide it and lessen the chance of my escaping. Her fingers tousled my hair as my nose buried itself in the dampened gusset. It traced her, found the little furrow of neat and tiny proportions. My fingers had to help; my nose couldn’t do it, push the elastic to one side and find heaven. Now my nose was swimming in the furrow, bathed in her wetness and filling my head with her unique and intoxicating perfume.

Greedily my tongue pushed him out of the way, leaving him to nudge and tease her bump. Now I was kissing those lips just like I was seeking out her face, introducing my tongue to slip inward and relish her taste. I could hear her little accented moans, words too that were foreign to my understanding. I gathered that they were complimentary as her fingers now gripped my ears to focus and keep me there.

Backwards and forward he delved, greedily lapping on her sopping cunt. Stopping and concentrating on the little bump and then only to be distracted again by the stream of her wet cunt. Her whimpers harmonised with my efforts, her legs bucked and shook with every concentration of my eating her. Finally she could take no more and gave in to the rush that could no longer be controlled.                        

