Special Arrangements Chap 21
Opening a bottle of wine was vital that afternoon. There were inhibitions to be washed away especially on my part and dreams and plans to fulfil that I had been for weeks planning. Equally I wanted Alise to be comfortable and relaxed about my little games and had rather hoped Janice had filled her in properly. 

We sat, close to one another sipping wine and her collapsing, head in my chest and generally being romantic. I had grabbed our morning’s purchases and intended to admire them and look at the fine attributes that would turn me on. I hoped too that my little Latvian would join in fondling the girlie frills and softness and that we would both enjoy discussing what we both liked.
First, and essential for me was the all important Lemon Ginghams that so ticked my boxes in all respects. I didn’t know what it was about gingham that had me so turned on but it had always been there whenever I saw it. Maybe it was primeval, from deep with on my past, the first recollections of knickers and the first little displays and sneaky looks of my formative years. Either way whenever I saw them now I more or less had to have them, own them and appreciate what they meant to me.

Here they were, now spread out across our two laps, importantly and perhaps significant on my part, Alise had hers on her lap and my size was on mine and piggy in the middle was Janice’s. She watched me fumble and pet them, running fingers through the scallops of frill that made up their pretty little leg bands. I lifted them slightly allowing my petting to touch and feel their delicate soft gusset where sometime later that gorgeous little pussy would sit.

‘Pretty’, she said, her own fingers mimicking mine. ‘Would you like to wear them for me’, she enquired without hesitation.

That was somewhat unexpected, I had imagined something more contrived on my part to broach for me what was a delicate subject.

‘That would be nice’, I whispered turning at the same time and finding her sweet lips. Our tongues smooched such a slow and sensuous swirl that it took us both by surprise and had us both sighing and melting into slush.

‘Would you wear yours at the same time’, I pushed nicely?

I watched her finger the gingham on her side, touching and feeling with a certainty that knew her sweet little cunt would soon be resting eagerly there.

‘Of course, I so much want to enjoy ‘panties’ together’, she added.

There was that word again; the Americanism that I rarely used that sounded so endearing coming from her sweet accented mouth. It added to turning me on, my cock throbbed in my male underwear and desired soon to be like her, attired in ‘panties’.

‘You say that so sweetly’, I told her, ‘so hornily I find it quite a turn on’.

‘Shall we change now’, she enquired, ‘dress in our little ‘panties’, she said teasingly.

‘Help me’, I said with some eagerness dragging her upward, ‘help me put them on and let me help you with yours too’.

Alise was already on her knees and facing my bulging trousered erection. Her hands were already at the button and pulling on the zipper. Freedom had me sighing in a big gasp of pleasure as I stood before her displaying a handsome readiness. They were off my ankles and kicked free and she turned back to marvel at the tenting that was at her eye level. Those tiny pubescent hands reached forward and I longed to feel the first touch. There was a tease, an all important brush with the smallness of her knuckles almost demonstrating that it was some kind of innocent accident.

I loved this kind of teasing, was it yet another important teaching from Janice? There it was again but now a finger lightly skimming the forming wet patch of masculine cotton. Then there was the familiar ache of release, the easing down of my waist band and that freedom moment where he flopped into a world of exposure. My balls cooled as they too gained their release and my young friend skimmed the offending male garment off my body.

She shuffled on her knees then reached up and held him between her delicate little fingers. I gasped deeply as skin touched skin and she began to unroll my foreskin. Sticky sounds permeated the silence as my wetness made itself known in what were the beginnings of a beautiful journey. Teasing again she so slowly masturbated me with a precision that was so very fine and steady. I pushed my head back, savouring every last and sensuous movement.

Then they disappeared, leaving me bewildered until a knowing tap came on my ankle to lift a leg. Instinctively I did as I was told and felt the first tickles of ‘panties’ starting their unique journey. ‘Oh god’, I whispered in a sweet appreciation of what was about to begin. Rasps of delight shivered my calves as the frill of scallops traced my legs upward. Masculine hair bristled as they passed by shivering me with anticipation. Elastic gripped my thighs and gained holds that verberated and sensated up to my aching balls. ‘You sweetie’, I whispered to her.

There was a pause of uncertainty, never practiced or imagined by one so innocent. And then instinct, kicking in and working it out, front in first and then a slip upward to cover my bottom. Then those small fingers were at it again, running under and adjusting, comforting and making sure fit was possible. I looked downward to watch her at work and capture my own image of perfection. Teasing began again; the little brush with the knuckles across my swollen dome would have  me already leaking into the new front panel. Then a forefinger laid itself gently on my prominent bulb and through the silkiness of nylon began work the material directly into the right spot.

I ached and trembled all at the same time, feeling also a weakness in my legs as my little Latvian lover manipulated my foreskin. My brain scanned its memory for when it had felt this good. Images of an afternoon tied to a bed with Janice doing the very same came flooding back. Yes that was better, had me moaning with frustration with her keeping me on the edge of an orgasm but this was something else, the fact that it was her and her innocence and that I was extremely lucky to be able to have her made all the difference.

For as long as I could I let her continue. The sensational weeping of my pre-cum had me challenging in my head whether I should let her go all the way, in the end my desires to touch her answered the question.

I grabbed her finger and dropped to my knees kissing it with thankfulness. Then I found her lips to ply a most grateful French kiss that seemed to have her melt into my arms. Then it was my turn to be the pleaser, I had her lie prone whilst I began to undress her. Slowly I reciprocated her actions from a position on my knees. All the time I could feel the continue seepage from my aching cock that was still bouncing and self frotting in the new silky front panel.

Her warm skin grazed my fingers as I popped the top button of those delicious jeans. My eyes cast downward to again record the picture of that sweet little camel toe. The zipper was drawn slowly downward rasping on its track all the way until it exposed her tiny ‘panties’. Wisps’ of downy pubic hair enticingly spilled out of the waist band and sexual heat wafted upward alerting my senses. A helpful bottom wriggled and lifted and I had to be careful that her delicious ‘panties’ didn’t come with them. Why spoil another delightful scene with one ungraceful movement.

I was kissing her tummy now, leaning over her and raining them all over her smooth skin and the soft nap of her knicks. I could feel the tensions in her taught tummy muscles as I teased my way round her lower torso. The fragrant perfume of her eager wetness filled my head with lust and desire and I just had to have that ‘pantied’ peachy mound between my lips. Alise my little darling so generously spread her legs that I needed no further invitation. 

I could taste her now, the desirable tang of a cunt that was so ready for sex. My head and cock argued around the possibility of just fucking her there and then. But that in the game of things served no purpose what so ever, it would be a more rewarding experience for later. There was too a notion in my head that I needed to record this weekend for posterity, something to look back on, something to jog the memory whilst I enjoyed my quiet moments of solitary masturbation.

Suddenly I was there with my camera, persuading her and assuring her that it was just her lower torso that I had to photograph. The wine seemed relax her, help her make the decision that there was to be nothing more to it than that. I had her lie on the edge of the bed, I wanted to capture these pretties on her before I had them off and swapped for the matching lemon ginghams, indeed, at sometime I wanted a snap of her in all of them before the weekend was out. 

The first shot had her on her back, open legged and dangling on the edge. I just had to catch that sweet little gusset area where the perfect ‘panty’ crotch was covering the most perfect little cunt. I showed her the view, to pacify and assure her that her face was not in it, it made her relax then and then I had her turn over. The perfect bottom was required now, greedily I wanted a complete portfolio now, to while away hours on my own, wanking and looking at them and perhaps having the very knickers there to ultimately spunk into. 

Those curves were a perfection of the human form, the way her ‘panties’ shaped and sat around that sweet bottom, the little scallops of lace that swept and swooped around and under on a track that led to the most desirable little minge. My cock throbbed away in my lemon ginghams making his presence felt at my every move. This was a game that would last a while.

For the moment the camera was down, carefully placed to one side whist I nibbled at her sweet little arse, kissing her baby soft skin whilst she compliantly lay before me. My fingers pulled on them, bringing them downward. The little Latvian helped things along, lifting her tummy and hips just so they could be skimmed down her desirable body. I’d hope she realise this just wasn’t a move that meant we were again to have sex, well at least not yet, I still had ambitions to capture and record, the perfect body in the many ‘panties’ we had accumulated.

Today’s purchases were first and that meant removing little tags and the alike and the Lemon Ginghams were  going to be last. The little lady had patience, realising that I wouldn’t be hurried, besides the sight of that perfect bottom displaying itself like the day it was born had me adding to her wait, whilst once and a while I would fondle my cock in my own Lemon Ginghams.

Upward they went, one at a time with the ritual of me turning her over from rear to front and back again just to capture the perfect portfolio. There were little moments where perhaps I would concede and brush against her sex and tease her willing wetness into christening a new gusset or perhaps slide a finger along her waiting little slit just to keep her primed and ready. Gasps would involuntarily erupt from her inner feelings and push past the innocent little face just like it had never happened before or it was the very first time.

I hoped she understood this game and the fulfilment that it gave us both rather than just an endless session of fucking. Pleasure was all in the waiting and playing and the satisfaction and orgasms that came with it were all enrichment to enjoying and knowing what sex was all about. Well it least that was my view and I hadn’t had complaints to the contrary before.

They were here, her Lemon Ginghams, the last pair to be tried and photographed and for the moment an end to the recording of a memorable weekend. I’d get the rest in the morning, that was the plan in my head and that’s when I’d get her to agree which ‘panties’ she’d let me keep and indeed which ones I would like nicely soiled in the future. I had it all worked out and a cunning plan for value for money as well as beautiful sex.

Alise was back on her tummy as the Ginghams were eased so slowly up her body. Again I made no excuse for the teasing way in which I did it, leaving them stranded mid calf whilst a finger slipped nicely inside her to work her little pussy on its long journey. It was so predictable too that I would leave the mid thigh and kiss the baby soft nap of her delightful bottom and again just to be sure test how absolutely fucking wet she was. Finally as she had done for me, there was the final placement of those so sexy ‘panties’ with fingers adjusting and falling and concentrating on her bodily places that were perhaps unnecessary outside of the sexual game.

The game didn’t stop there though and although there was no deliberate ritual of a plan, a little recipe of the ingredients I liked were always formulating in my head. I’d pull them forward and mix and match them and sometimes come up with new variations to my debauched little fetish.

I encouraged her upward and onto the bed, had her upside down to me whist I lay alongside her. Gingham crotch was facing Gingham crotch and I propped her leg so that beautiful little ‘panty’ pouted sex was clearly visible. My finger traced her gusset upward and downward and swirled around in the lightest of touch that had her quivering with expectation. She followed and mimicked my moves, no doubt more advice from my other lover. Her finger traced my throbbing shape persuading my pre-cum to erupt yet more goo into the new front panel. I heard and felt the scrape of her nail as it traversed along the nylon, it was my turn to gasp and expel a sigh of satisfaction.

I tested her nylon too, fingers crept under the gusset to test seams, find and explore the ‘fuck tube’ of cotton crotch and slinky nylon. They were gloriously damp and the musty fragrance of a ready cunt permeated the air that I breathed. It spurred me, prompted me to find her and slip a finger just inside her, to watch it slide just to one knuckle, She looked so naively innocent down there, that little downy cunt so pubescently small and desirable. I fingered her accordingly, like I was playing with something new, exploring her and helping her to understand her body, her hips quivered and swayed in much appreciation.

She reciprocated; first holding him knicker bound between thumb and forefinger and masturbated him in the slippy smacking nylon. Little Alise was learning fast, not just what I liked but there was also something more than just fucking. She knowingly now slowed too, plunging the pace into a lustfully long experience between giver and receiver that she now knew would work for her as well.

I grappled around the bed with my spare hand whilst still looking longingly at her beautiful cunt. I found them, the very pair she had worn all morning, been shopping in, the ones I had pressed through denim into the sweet little box I was now squidedgy fingering gently. I flicked them between us, knowing that without saying she’d know just what to do with them. I watched her handle them skilfully one handed, flicking them into her hand for positioning. Then I felt her hook my Ginghams downward take him out and hold him before placing him central to the still damp gusset.
That first roll of my foreskin into those panties was exquisite. The soft touch and roll of my foreskin had me breathe a deep sigh and at the same time my brain was registering that all morning they had sat and protected the beautiful cunt I was now fingering. For me and my fetish these were ticks in boxes, must haves and the stuff that dreams and fantasies were made of.

There was no hurry for this little petting game, it would not automatically lead to a fuck, orgasm maybe but it was more about prolonging a beautiful experience and finding something deep within that sent you into a sphere of delirious warmth and wellbeing.

There were moments too when we stopped and got up, had a break to take a sip of wine or even to visit the bathroom or stop to graze and sustain energy. We’d cuddle and caress too, perhaps leaning against a kitchen unit whilst taking refreshment and in between I’d start to touch her there too. Running my hands over her sweet body in appreciation of her perfect form or even stand and admire the way those ‘panties’ touched every place adoringly.

It was getting darker now outside, storm clouds had rolled in and the tiny patter of rain added a comforter to the windows and the roof. I took her to the patio door that lead to the private and secluded decking, where I opened it to add to the romance and the security of being here, snug and cosy. I kissed her there, fondled her breasts and began to finger fuck her whilst the rain now bounced off the decking just feet from us.

She shivered in excitement and then I felt her go limp as she buried herself on my finger. Her pussy was as wet as ever, greedily responding to my every little movement. Cold air rushed across my erection as now she had him out again, exposed from my own ‘panties’. It sent a shudder through me too to feel safe here whilst the rain danced outside and my beautiful Latvian wanked me so deliciously slowly. 
It was a moment not to be missed either; we stopped whilst I pulled an arm chair into the doorway. I had urges now against the grain, a moment I wanted to cherish in the safe and dry whilst it teemed down outside. I pulled her into the chair on top of me, had her kneel above me whilst she looked longingly downward at what was about to happen. I was extracting him again from my own ‘panties’, hooking hers to one side too and encouraging her to drop onto to me for a coupling.

It seemed natural and spontaneous with nature, to be so secure from the wet torrent that was happening feet away and to engage ourselves here in the dry with some sensuous intercourse. I sat there just between the very wet lips of her cunt and listened to nature’s rhythm outside and encouraged her to slowly slide downward. It was one of those divine moments where breathing felt so fresh and new and as if life had just begun. Her cunt gripped and swallowed me in a spiral of pleasure that had me whispering her name over and over again.

I looked downward as he throbbed deep within her. Gingham had met gingham in a pretty infusion of touching and rubbing. I held her bottom, keeping her there whilst my cock enjoyed the deep wet space that it was so consumed in. little rivulets of her lubrication ran down over my balls as I found her tongue and all the time outside the wet heavens opened up.

I think Alise had grabbed the importance of the moment too, she hardly moved but sat and listened and took the moment to enjoy her impaling and be at one with the outside. I could feel myself throbbing inside her, her squeezing too whilst I clenched that beautiful lemon checked bottom and held her in place. I adjusted her clothing too, giving me access to her sweet little breasts and now I was suckling and tonguing each one in a concentration of lust.
Meanwhile her cunt milked me as her taut little body exercised its youthful stamina. There were little movements upward and down ward too that dictated that my mouth lost her breast and I would conveniently move to suck another. Alise seemed to have some determination far beyond my control and further than my controlling nature would have taken things. My body was reacting, little messages of an impending orgasm that I sensed from her too.

It mattered not though, it turned me on to be not at this moment in control, it gave me pleasure to think that she really wanted it and in turn wanted me. It reminded me of Janice too, her dictating sometimes when I would cum and how I would let my body just drift into an uncontrollable orgasm.

I was losing her breasts now altogether; my little Latvian was riding my rod higher and plunging ever lower in mashing our two bodies together. My spunk was travelling and she was taking me on the famous journey of no return and in my head at that moment I was comparing when it had ever been better. Alise was journeying too, I guessed affording herself a privilege never permitted before. I sensed her fighting it too, holding back to be ever persuaded by the electricity, to give and tumble at this very instant. I heard her catch her breath, hold it and then fall gracefully into the abyss of orgasm. I was gone too, involuntarily following the persuasions of her now free body as it milked my cock for all it was worth.

For a moment or so we both delighted in self satisfaction, ignoring the fact that on this occasion one needed the other to complete. Then came the recognition and appreciation that we were two and that the rewards needed to be shared with each other. We found each other’s tongues and managed an all but brief kiss of gratitude before the forces of what went up was now beginning to seep down.
Quickly we moved out of the chair and I grabbed a T shirt to sort her out. She still looked so sweet and innocent despite blatantly standing there and mopping up the remnants of pure adult sex. It made me want her even more, endeared me to her in such a way I began to think strangely of even a relationship beyond this weekend. I began as I watched her to even think that it would work and then instantly I dismissed it when I began to think what freedoms I would lose. There would be no playing the field if I wanted to, no intimacies with the likes of Sallyb sharing her underwear with me or even I suppose a continued relationship with Janice.

Trying to forget the moment of inflicted turmoil I pulled her to the bed and had her climb in. Quickly I replaced the armchair but left the doors to the outside world open. It was still romantically raining outside, the pitter patter and the drip on the decking was reassuringly comforting to be inside and I climbed in behind her to watch and listen to the soothing entertainment.

Alise gave little sighs of contentment and those thoughts of sharing some of my life came back again. I kissed her sweet smelling hair and dismissed it yet again, telling myself it was nonsense to even believe that any such arrangement would work or even last but she had something I wanted, that I knew.
