Special Arrangements Chap 20
In the car I sensed her looking at me. It was a concentrated and loving look, perhaps ensuring that I didn’t disappear and leave her sex life abandoned forever. She grasped my left hand too, following it from gearstick to controls at every move. It was kind of strange that there was not a lot of conversation between us but wasn’t that just a combination of perhaps the language barrier and the fact that this was after all an arrangement. That said there wasn’t emptiness, rather the opposite, we had clearly bonded as her fingers were now demonstrating. She knew too what the day was all about; Janice must have been most informative about such weekends and my needs in the knicker fetish department. Janice must have told her too that the rewards could be exciting too with sex that was unimaginably satisfying.

My eyes were distracted too; I’d had her put on those deliciously tight jeans, the ones that produced the sweet little camel toe that I remembered from our first meeting. That little patch of denim was so exciting to me, more especially now as I knew what lay beneath, I had fingered it, tasted it and had my cock buried deep within it. Now it was my turn to let some fingers wander, the road was quiet and we at the moment didn’t have any motoring company. It was warm there as I cautiously traced the little furrow of denim. The seams split her in to and the leg seam where it crossed with its double layer of stitch was almost a marker of where her sweet little cunt was.

Alise sighed heavily as pressed downward on the nodule of stitching. She wriggled in the seat too, almost as if she was positioning herself, making it work for her or perhaps just teasing me. Either way it worked, and as would be normal I was feeling the stirrings of my cock in my trousers. There was heat and readiness too, I could feel that, her little hot box was primed and willing but not for now, for later when we would be alone and having more fun and games.

Parking up in the big town had me excited and I was raring to go. I was usually polite with Janice at this point and we would enjoy first a coffee in a local shop. But, not today, perhaps it was because I knew this weekend was a one off, I wanted her whisked off straight away to indulge in me choosing her some underwear. As planned there was a Debenhams here, my favourite knicker hunting ground and we were soon ascending the escalator with me watching that perfect bottom.

I had to lead her; my mental maps knew the layout of all their stores, to the displays of pretties that always had me excited, just as if I was a small boy in a sweet shop. Alise followed me and to a degree got direction from what I started to look at and then waded in herself delving through the beauty that adorned the racks. I fingered and thumbed everything, feeling every little scallop of lacy frill, the silky slip of manmade fibres or the delicate softness of pure cotton. Fingers slipped inward too, to the more intimate areas of soft gussets, teasing myself with the knowledge of what would eventually sit there and what it would protect and comfort.

There were requirements and preferences to meet as well, a look, a style and most important a colour and a deep inward appeal. Did they have a pocketed crotch too, as a lot seemed to these days, a little fuck tube where if possible my cock would fit snugly or slide gracefully in the generous slip of pure sensation?

Instinct played a very large part and with that came an instant desire to own regardless. Regardless of the fact that I was normally choosing on my own and that the whole scene could throw buckets of intimidation at me, too many females around or the too attentive or nosey interfering shop assistant. But today was different; alongside me was the most desirable little creature I’d ever spied, one that was in my dreams and now in the clutches of my little knickers games.

Now, here she was helping me, perhaps having had hints from Janice and perhaps from those I’d already bought her and swapped for desirables she had already worn. Then she was showing me and asking me in almost a silent whisper, ‘do you like these?

My pretty little Latvian had picked out and was showing me some gorgeous little Gingham’s in lemon and white, silky, pretty and generously adorned in waves of scallopy frills. She held them in front of me, waving them like a little bunting. Immediately, they took my imagination, I could see her in them, flaunting her profoundly desirable little body at me. I could see them handed over too after a day of being with her and then yielding their sweet fragrance and stirring my desire to be masturbating in them. I could see them too flapping in the breeze on some washing line, billowing in enticement to have and to hold.

‘Oh yes’, I said, taking them from her and running my fingers through their fine silkiness. Testing their soft little crotch too and discovering they had the all important fuck pocket.

‘Yes please, very nice, do you like them’, I enquired politely.

Her little accented voice came back shyly, ‘yes I do, they are perfect and pretty and I want to show them to you’, she said with some insistence.

I could picture her in them; see myself snogging the little crotch deep into her wet and willing little cunt. I could see myself sniffing them after she had christened them proper. I could see myself wearing the very same pair and for in an instant picture Janice parading around in the too. They were Alise’s size and I passed them back to her to hold and cherish. Now I was frantically whizzing through the rack where they had come from looking for two more sizes, one for me and another for Janice. 

To hell with what the assistant thought and would enquire as to whether we had made a mistake, we’d tell her they were gifts, presents for sisters. She’d accept it and to hell with what she thought otherwise, we were having them regardless. Alise looked bewildered and puzzled and was about to ask why.

‘Presents’, I said, ‘for you, me and Janice’. A little giggle slipped from her mouth so sweet and just adding to my desires to get her in them and fuck her silly. 

We were delving into the other racks too, looking for anything that was pretty and sexy at the same time. It was difficult for me, I could have chosen lots, especially with the wearer was standing next to me; greedily I would have wanted a fashion parade with them all. But we persevered, or at least I did, selecting more than I intended to buy and then dismissing the less than obvious. We had at least six pairs for Alise and the present for myself and Janice and soon found ourselves in the queue waiting to be served.
And then it was our turn and it kind of made me feel real awkward. Sometimes I’d cope with this, shrug my shoulders, arrogantly display some confidence but not today, there was a combination of factors. For a start now I was stood with her there was an obvious age gap between myself and Alise, not massive but I’m sure one that the young assistant recognised. And then came her feared question, did we know we had three different sizes with the pretty little Ginghams. There was a pause from me but a definite comment from Alise!

‘Presents’, she said, ‘to send home’, adding in her plainly eastern European accent.

I watched the assistance face, there was a kind of acceptance that told me she had asked the question and that was all that mattered. She went on taking them off hangers and folding them carefully and I wondered if she at all realised that, in a few short hours that my cock would be neatly nestling into a pair of them and another pair would be the subject of much desirable petting.
We had paid and were finished and I whisked her away with such joy. Off to the coffee shop for me to recover. Also to sit close to her, perhaps hold her hand, charm her and look longingly into her sweet little eyes to tell her that I wanted her. I loved these outing with Janice, they set moods and desires between us and I was pretty sure they would with Alise too. Yes all the signs were there, she too was obviously remembering the relationship we had built up over the last 24 hours and how it had blossomed from a convenience into one of desire that ended in such sexual satisfaction.

She did look lovingly into my eyes, sometimes lustfully too, making me wish that in an instant we were back in the cabin. As before we said little but dreamily looked across at each other in a teasing way. Thoughts ran through my head too, little orchestrations of how I wanted the weekend to go and at this moment end too. 

I whispered across to her, purposely using her name. ‘Alise, can I have some of your ‘panties’ this weekend?

For a moment she looked shocked that I was asking it here but it was on my mind, the purchases were what it was all about, just like our previous arrangements where I made a collection from Janice at a weekends. Then came her approval, I think she could see it was all part my make-up and with it came my considerate ways in which I was a lover. She smiled deeply and then replied, ‘yes of course’.

 I clung on to her now like I didn’t want to lose her around the shops. It was almost like everyone had come into town all at once. We had to queue in places just to pass through bottle necks in stores and out on the pavements. Fortunately we found sanctuary in the Lingerie Departments; it seemed as if these were voided of people or that there wasn’t a woman in the world that wanted underwear today. In Marks and Spencer we again found ‘panties’ that interested us. By now Alise was in tune with my preferences or perhaps I was in tune with hers. It was funny that, I always seemed to be on the same wavelength as my women, always choosing the pretty and the comfortable. Perhaps on my part that’s where I made the connection in all respects, woman liked the practical, it’s what they always wore and because of that I liked it. Besides once you got that in your head and it’s what they wore every day, seeing them wearing it to me became all the more sexy and desirable.

Two more pairs joined our shopping bags and in my head that was enough. Yes we did the others, I had too it was almost a ritual and whilst I knew damn well what was on their racks because of the internet it always gave me a thrill to be out there seeing it and touching it. Then it was a spot of lunch, lightly snacking again, topping up our nutritional requirements just to the minimum. It always worked, renewing energies but at the same time not giving bloated feelings but maintaining lithe feelings of readiness.

Back in the car we were secluded. I kissed her deeply finding her tongue and swirling it into a passionate state of willingness. She melted into my arms, yet at the same time I could feel her rise of expected excitement. This kiss would lead to other things; it was the beginning of another tangle of sexual adventure that rewarded us with an ever increasing spiral of lust.

I didn’t even start it now, it was Alise and unexpected. I had figured that this kiss would be the prelude to finding one of my quiet spots on the way back. My cock was being rubbed gently on the outside of my jeans. He was immediately erect from his state of half readiness into a stiffy that was straining at the denim. Then the little minx was working at my zipper as our mouths feasted on the warm up to an adventure. Her fingers were inside finding, hooking and searching for flesh. Fortunately she had some presence of responsibility and I sensed her checking where we were and who was about.

Her sweet little fingers held him, a fingertip swirled over my erupting wetness and swished it round my exposed glans, I groaned with delight expelling a breath deep into her mouth. Sensations rippled through my body and I felt weak and helpless, I was putty in her hand. She began the minute rolling of my foreskin in the confines of my underwear. My sensitivity caught the masculine cotton and for a moment I wished I was wearing more feminine attire.

I had urges too, to join in the fun, undoing her jeans a slipping a hand deep into her ‘panties’ but I knew that was foolish, it was too exposed here and getting caught could have serious consequences. It had to happen, although I didn’t want her to stop, I pulled her hand free and began the moves to get us back to the cabin, Down there I was awkwardly placed, even pressing the clutch had me squirming at the movements and pressure I was getting from just my own underwear. 

The crowded streets and areas disappeared, we were heading back and I was able to adjust myself to some degree of comfort. Alise watched as I picked those moments, checking mirrors to see if we were being followed closely by anyone that would notice my rather awkward shuffling. She mimicked my checking, turning around in her seat to see more clearly what I was trying to interpret. Finally when we were clear of everything and just when I felt reasonably comfortable the little hand came sneakily back. It slipped under and found him again, resurrecting my stiffness and giving me that awareness of being very wet. There were no real manipulations this time, just holding him and the occasional swim around my sticky foreskin with a swooning thumb. It was enough though, to make me drive more thoughtfully and yet at the same time with some conviction. I had to get my little lover back and in the confines of that cabin and any thoughts of a trip to the quiet spot were now on hold.

We pulled into the camp site and I was pleased to see we had not been joined at our end by anymore weekenders. I had the little lady whisked out of the car, shopping and all as fast as I possibly could. Behind the closed door she was in my arms and I was finding her sweet tongue yet again.

On my knees now I was I was shuffling and nuzzling up to the crotch of her jeans and the beautiful defined little camel toe. I could smell her sexual readiness and sense the dampness in the air. Kissing and worshipping that patch of denim was my sole focus. Submissively I pushed my nose into it too and felt the stiffness of fabric but equally sensed the soft little cunt that lay beneath.

I was holding her denim ass too, pulling her into me and towards me. Rearranging my legs to allow me to drop prone to the floor, guiding her along the way to come and sit on my chest. Before she was even comfortable I had the top button undone and the zipper down exposing her soft and flat tummy and the merest hint of the top of her ‘panties’. I had her back up on her knees, encouraging her to have them away and off. Her supple and neat body twisted, turned and at times awkwardly lift to dispose of them and then they were mine to admire and take. How beautiful underwear could be, stretched across the most perfect feminine form. How fragrant was the sweetness of her sex and the dampness that was now showing on the pouted gusset.
I brought her downward towards my face so that I could worship her little cunt patch. My nostrils flared greedily taking in the heady breeze of sexual readiness that was all around me. I kissed gently there, trying desperately to consume every sense and feeling that her sweet body aroused. I wanted to sample it all, the sexual odours that was turning her on, feel the dampness of her gusset tickle my nose and consume my lips and best of all taste her innocence of new found sexual freedom.

I was deliriously smitten with her. At that moment in time she could sit on my face forever and control my every being, my existence and the fact that I breathed through her at all. But she was still learning, learning what made a man such as me tick and how by her actions she could have me butter in her hands. I had to move her still, where I wanted her, lift her off and help her with her weight so she was just hovering over me. Place her so that I could marvel at the little ‘pantied’ camel toe that swayed unsteadily above my face.
My tongue would taste and tease her gusset slowly and with a manipulation that guaranteed her journey would be heading my way. My fingers jostled to be in on the action knowing that her kneeling like this would not last forever. The thrill of watching them tease the outline of her streaming cunt and the anticipation of a new view when I hooked a digit under the elastic. My nose filled again with her fragrance as I pulled the crotch to one side. Her perfect Mon’s glistened and winked at me as she shuddered to keep balance. Her concentration nearly had her collapsing in a heap as my forefinger brushed through the sparse down of her very young looking sex.

She gasped as he swept along the little slit exposing her gorged and ready cunt lips. Inward he pushed coating himself in her sexual mucus. She was becoming unsteady now, moaning and shaking in the pleasure of my fingering her. I’d have to move her, place her where she could flop and relax, spread her legs and bare her worldly goods for my inspection and delight.

I held her steady preventing me from becoming the victim of her collapse. I spoke gently to her, my hands on her silky thighs directing her. We moved to the bed where I manipulated her body like she was some rag doll. She was helpless, consumed by her own satisfaction and the tingles and sensations that I knew had taken over her body. I didn’t mind one bit, in fact I sometimes preferred such times, it was never this unequal with Janice, she knew her persuasions and directions but here this little Latvian was still learning about herself.

I was at her again, between her legs as they flopped over the edge of the bed, my breath breezed over her exposed cunt again as I held back her pretty little gusset. A finger and thumb opened her sweet little labia lips to expose the pinky wetness of her perfect fuck tube. I teased her, gently petting and probing, finger in her and thumb gliding through her slickness to find the little button.

She moaned and fidgeted, her legs a quiver as I softly finger fucked her. I could imagine her inability to control the moment, all thought would be concentrating on the wonderful sensations that were happening between her legs and tingling throughout her body. Janice had once tried to describe it to me after we had indulged in one of our petting sessions, she’d even gone to the lengths of mimicking the movements on my cock with her mouth.
I loved doing this, giving ultimate pleasure and watching all the evidence of a body unable to control. This was better than just a fuck, where the journey was to some degree planned and would finish on time. This was a magical mystery tour where every corner experienced something dreamy, where every slow down captured and ingrained the moment and teased pleasure. It provoked recordings in the brain, little memories that would come shooting back of the delight of being the giver or the receiver, the source for many moments of pleasurable masturbation.

Alise’s journey I imagined was just the same, moments where she thought it would end, moments where she thought there was something more to see and ultimately feel, spasms of delight that would ripple through her body only to disappear at the next dip and reappear again on the horizon. Naturally the driver knew how to delight, coasting or stopping whilst the beauty ran over and by her.

I felt her ever so near, felt her little cunt muscles grip or her love button uncontrollably send a shiver throughout her body. I’d stop for a moment, knowing that she would whimper in frustration of not being able to get there, I’d know too that every one of these hooked her closer to me, left her owing and wanting me to be with her and work my magic and best of all opening her mind to willingness.

My own hand played all the while with my rabid erection, teasing him too and taking him to the edge just as I was doing with Alise. But for me there wasn’t going to be an orgasm, it would wait, give me still the motivation of yet more playing and games. In my head I so wanted to be in the playground with the ‘panties we’d bought, getting her to try them all on whilst I recorded the event and best of all unite us both with a game where we both wore our new lemon gingham’s together.

I wondered how she’d react, seeing a grown man and a penis entrapped in feminine underwear. Well she was going to find out and the journey she was now on was going to cement her understanding of a different way of sex. I let her go, showed her the most beautiful vista she’d ever seen, blindfolded her and stood her at the edge and then slowly unwrapped it. She moaned, groaned and helplessly fell for the scene as my finger and thumb worked that magic and sent her over the edge. Whatever Alise had felt prior to this weekend I had no doubt in my own mind that her feelings had changed now.
