Special Arrangements Chap 22
I must have been after midnight when I awoke. The rain had stopped but the doors to the outside were still open and a cooler breeze was now billowing the curtains. I watched them for a few moments in a partial state of conscientiousness, with my mind gradually coming round to understanding that I had to do something about it.

We were now secure, from the local wildlife I presumed, a fox looking for an easy meal or a curious badger perhaps. I turned back to bed and saw her lying there all angelic, sweet and very desirable. There was a stirring from my cock still encased in my own female underwear, a need also to urinate and gain a sudden realisation for relief. He was ungainly, difficult to control as I stood there in the natural light fighting partial erection and the need to pee.

I was back looking at her, not a stir from the bed but me fighting my own desires. I remembered in an instant all that her body could offer me in the way of excitement and satisfaction and for one brief moment wondered if I should awaken her from her slumber. I climbed back in behind her, lifting the covers and glimpsing that perfection of a bottom still encased in her own smaller version of Lemon Ginghams. Yes I would love to make love to her again, roll her on to her tummy spread those beautiful thighs and pull to one side the hot little gusset. Find the place where I knew would be warm and possibly wet and receptive. Feel my cock enter her and that tight little cunt grip and control my rolling foreskin.

She stirred for a brief moment; perhaps it was my fingers that skimmed the delightful contours of that most perfect ass. Then I had second thoughts and retreated gracefully in an acceptance that rest was probably the right thing to do in these early hours. Besides my head told me, tomorrow would be our last encounters, I wanted to be strong, willing and able. I wanted to play yet more games,  get her in and out of yet more ‘panties’, capture her every angle and of course fuck her silly.

I lay there for a while, listening to the shallow innocent sweetness of her sleeping breath. I appreciated that she too must be refreshed and an eager participant in what I had in store. My portfolio had to be complete, had to satisfy my every pandered need and support a million memories of this very weekend. Sleep came yet again.

It was later that I was next aware of her, she was there in my thoughts of every sleeping and waking minute but she wasn’t there now, beside me, I reached out in a half sleep and a daze to find her, comfort myself with just the lightest of touches of her sweet body. It was missing, elsewhere, making more domestic noises than I had first realised. Cups chinked and the unmistakable sound of a tray being laden with the promise of sustenance. Eagerly I awaited and she finally came.
My eyes were fully open now and captivated. She pushed through the kitchen door in an entrance as if she was back in her job in the hotel, except this morning any guest would have been titillated and aroused by her attire. Her T shirt barely covered the crotch of her exposed knickers. They were new, from yesterday morning’s shop and looked magnificent and just as imagined they would when we were choosing them. The pretty frills accentuated her perfect form and immediately set my brain off on its tour of arousal. I watched her every move towards me as if it was in some animated slow motion, the closer she got the more detail emerged setting off my band of emotions and desire. I was tormented by her standing in front of me, my eye level looking straight at the little pink covered mound that stood before me. Sense had to take control as she stood there and waited for my mind to decide whether it was food or sex and at this moment not both. The food had to win there was nowhere to put a tray.
I let her climb back into bed and the beautiful sight disappear, for now food was more important, later I would play with that little crotch. The toast and coffee went down a treat. These weekends of sexual indulgence fed a hunger of the mind but as per normal the stomach was usually lean of satisfaction. Strangely, Janice and I liked it that way; it seemed to feed our desires to devour each other’s bodies to the limit and pile on a mutual esteem that just wanted more and more. I hoped the same was happening with my little Latvian lover and that maybe something was building that was beyond the value of money.

While we eat my head also turned to the fulfilment of the morning and what I still had planned to experience. There was much I wanted to capture with my camera, ‘panties’ at every angle and description to feed a thousand memories and lustful hours of fantasy. I wanted those ‘panties’ physically too, in my possession to masturbate with them and see the very picture of her posing in the very same. Greedily I wanted every single pair she had with her this weekend and more but I knew that wasn’t practical and besides I still wanted to continue to swap them with our arrangement and have them fresh from her sweet little body.

There was another urge too, one that I wanted to fix in my brain forever, that body naked. I had ideas and notions, a picture in my head of us both in the shower. I was soaping her body, touching and feeling the symmetrical perfection of every contour, the cute little bottom, the tennis balls that were her desirable breasts and the tight little cunt that I just loved fingering and feeling around my cock.

I looked at her for a moment and wondered if it was at all possible. Had we reached that stage where inhibitions were eroded by the need to satisfy lust or was my little partner somehow still seeing this as a transaction? She smiled at me, almost as if by now she could read my mind. Sometimes it was what Janice did, an ability to decipher the complexities of the male thought patterns and the urges that were encouraged. I wondered too, if behind that smile she too had caught on, or it had been part of the learning my other lover had divulged.

I will try; she can only refuse with a shyness that said she wasn’t ready. I moved everything that would topple and wouldn’t balance and pushed back the bedding and grabbed her hand. That beautiful crotch came back into my view offering me encouragement. If my fantasy for the shower wasn’t to be satisfied then I would be down between her legs as an alternative. 
She came with me as I pulled her towards the bathroom. I French kissed her at the doorway feeling my cock strain in my own ‘panties’. She grabbed him playfully between finger and thumb and in an instant had him out. My foreskin was being manipulated to encouragement she had to by now have cottoned on to what the plan was.

I needed to pee too; it was one of those awkward moments where nature wanted it all. There was the stifling pain that came with both, where a pee would be difficult and long winded where both functions tried their best to override one another. I led her to the toilet bowl and let her watch me struggle. In a way she was fascinated at my predicament and stood there almost giggling as one tried to overcome the other. It came in spurts, defiantly trying to overcome the physical nature of one part of the body shutting down to let another operate. For a moment I thought Alise would grab him and try to assist!

There was another thought that came through my brain too whilst I stood there. I wanted to watch her pee too, watch the pretty stream of gold gush from her too. But, it wasn’t to be, taking her turn she had me turn my back like a guilty schoolboy and I had to be content with an audio account instead.

We turned and faced each other again, the air was sexually charged with an atmosphere of uncertainty as to who would make the first move. So I kissed her finding her wet and willing tongue. I could feel her melt and run with me without hesitation, she’d let me lead in an innocent way and then initiate a move like stroking my cock through my ‘panties’ again.

My fingers were in hers in an instant, encouraging her legs apart so as I could slip and slide in her unique wetness. All weekend I had found her sexually responsive and now was no exception her wonderful little cunt was in full flow as I slipped slowly into her. I played with her, petting and teasing as I knew then that for her whatever I did would be met with no resistance, just a lust to enjoy.

I finger fucked her slowly feeling her squelch and squidge at every slow in and out of penetration. I was sensating on her every inner contour trying to fix in my brain forever just how she was made. It was difficult as by now she copied my every up and down exposing my own wetness and adding to the sticky and slapping wet sounds that seemed now to fill the quietness of the cabin.

We had to lean against each other for support, propping each other up as weakness encroached. There was a danger that we would be overcome with desire and drop to the floor for a fuck. I did not want that, one of us had to make a move if we were to do what we or I came for. Slowly I started hooking free fingers into her ‘panties’, pulling them downward and breaking our clinch so that I could throw them. I left her lips as I started to drop and found her breasts through her T shirt. It was up and over her head in an instant and I was back onto her flesh sucking and tonguing them into erect little mountains.

One handedly I fought with her ‘panties’, hooking and pulling and yet at the same time greedily fingering her with passion. I dropped to my knees abandoning her breast to kiss and tongue her belly button and then her tummy, the ‘panties were coming down; the grippy little leg elastic was see-sawing from one leg to the other. The air was permeated by her sexual excitement and my nostrils filled my head with her sweet and unique fragrance, now my lips were browsing her fluffy down. At last the pretty little ‘panties’ were freeing themselves from her ankles and my body dropped into a kneel to access and indulge in her exposed cunt. I encouraged her to open her legs wider, fingering her now with multiples of eager digits, whilst my lips followed to her open thighs.

She towered over me whilst I contorted myself to pay homage to her cunt box. Fingers slid from within her and slipped under my nose before entering my mouth to capture all of her sopping wetness. Awkwardly I tongued her and began to feast on her little box again filling my head with a recording of the very moment, I would remember this very moment forever. I held her bottom whilst I gorged on the succulent fruit and nibbled on her little love button.
But inner thoughts and desires kicked in again, this was not my ultimate goal, I had so many new fulfilments to try to get in this morning and I already been here before. In a way it all seemed so clinical, almost working to a list of sexual achievements but I was probably never going to come here again with my sweet little eastern European, so I had to have her in every which way I could. I orchestrated a move towards the shower whilst greedily raining kisses all over her body where I could. A breast slipped onto my lips as I one handedly set the shower going.

I was out of my ‘panties’ and T shirt too, discarding both like they no longer mattered. I tested the water and pulled her inward kissing and forcing my tongue into her mouth frantically. I started soaping her generously working the bar all over her smooth baby like skin. My fingers played tricks with my head telling me that she was just a mere and barely legal teenager as I swooned and appreciated the sheer silken skin God had given her.

She panted heavily into my mouth as I creamed the soap into her nipples and generally attended to their cleanliness. Then I worked on the sweet bubble of her bottom whilst my erection nudged at her tummy. He too slipped and slid in the super soft smoothness and was having desires to sit between her legs. I noted too the very tool that might help him, a step up plastic box that was probably used by my brothers children, I’d grab it later when little Alise was all soapy and sweet.

I was kneeling again on my haunches doubly concentrating on ensuring her cunt was well clean and that soap was being eased inward with my fingering. I watched myself doing it, another one for my memory bank along with the ecstasy that scrunched and contorted my lovers face. I’d relive this scene a thousand times in the next week or so and forever more whenever I was alone in some hotel room beating myself off into her collection of soiled ‘panties’.

She shampooed my hair whilst I was attending her lower torso, kissing the torrent of water that cascaded down her tummy, or my soapy fingers attended to her puckered little bottom hole or traced the perfect ass around her thighs and back to her sweet cunt. I stood up and was treated with the same affectionate concern over my with cleanliness with every attention to detail that I had afforded her.

It was my turn to pant and heave air into my chest now, her fingers slowly worked my foreskin backward to enjoy the soapy bubbles that were now being shared by the both of us. I felt like I was melting under the hot water as her finger slid so expertly around my glans and sending little shock waves throughout my balls as she soaped them too. I was sure to cum if I left her to it and so for a moment we mutually petted under the torrent, French kissing and treating each other in a cascade of bliss.

That little plastic box was calling me too, my cock too high up on her tummy to easily get between her legs and slip into her. Quickly I left her to grab it and gain her recognition of my little plan. Expertly I placed it and her on it like some statue of lust. This had to be a careful orchestration, no slips or falls were needed but we’d try and maybe ever so slowly be able to fuck under the warm waterfall.
But it was not to be; I could get between her legs but would have to be a contortionist to slip inside her. Yes there was disappointment but equally a thankfulness that at least I would not be spent for later, I still had my plans for knickers games before we departed forever. Instead it fitted nicely between her wet and soapy cunt, slip sliding along the slippy little furrow. Slowly I teased a journey of pleasure, in and out of her thighs. I turned her round, that cute bottom presenting itself to my rigid and aching cock. He slipped between her legs again, avoiding her bottom and finding the little cunt box to frot against. I kissed her neck and soaped her breasts, whilst my erection teased the hell out of both of us.
Our breathing along with the warmth of the water that cascaded down over us had us both in a stupor of lust. We propped each other up leaning into each other or forever adjusting ourselves to find a sensual oasis. For me Alise’s body was one big mind blowing experience that unfortunately I was not to keep. Urges to fuck her were teasing the practicality of where we were. The shower not big enough and I knew that in all sense we should move on from here and perhaps enter the next stage of my planned weekend.
She stood there like a helpless child as I dried her off. Offering me limbs so helplessly that my brain began again to see her as someone younger than her age. It was not something I had experienced before or for that matter had any desires to perform but here and now she was a vision of sexual innocence, a little person who naked and petite belied her age. My cock seemed to have the measure of that, bouncing in a lustful expectant way as though it was going to be an exciting new experience. My head imagined her naïve and without knowledge and I was the teacher that was going to give her the lessons of life.
Part of me thought against such ideas only to be thrown by the innocent spectacle that stood before me and let me tend to the most intimate of places. Naturally my urges centred me on giving attention to drying them thoroughly and more than once. Finally when I knew dam well I was finished I was still running the towel between her splayed little legs ensuring she was dry. But she wasn’t was she, my fingers had slipped beyond the towel and found the wetness that was not in a million years water and proceeded now to gratefully finger fuck her.
Alise groaned and panted with whimpers of such incredible encouragement. It was turning me on and on but I had to move, time was moving on too and there was in my head the next little scene that was to set the finale for the weekend. I steered back towards the bedroom patting her sweet little bottom as we went. I wanted to record her sweet body adding to my portfolio of ‘panty’ shots, dress and undress her like she was some little doll, arrange her body for my camera, indulge in foreplay and soil a few gussets. And finally have them away with me to cherish and bring back memories.

I wanted it all, what a greedy and selfish bastard I was, but then again not, I was paying for it, our special arrangement and there would be a few trophies to show for it as well. It wasn’t all one sided, or was it, slipping her panties up and down her torso, positioning her for a crotch shot or a bottom framed in luscious sexy scallops and my fingers working her little cunt patch. They may have been the new ones I had bought her or the clean one’s she had brought but I was capturing them all, dampening them with raining kisses or watching my finger probe the pouting furrow.

A little pile or two was building up, ones I definitely wanted to take away with me for cherished moment of masturbation. The ones I wanted because we’d soaked them petting or fucking and the ones she looked fucking gorgeous in. It was kind of selfish but I was determined and my little Latvian Lover didn’t seem to mind. In a way it almost felt that she was expecting it, maybe she had been primed for it in advance, although I kind of thought I would have never treated Janice this way. Maybe this was a different kind of relationship; my wallet certainly felt that way.
I was too, conscious of the time running out on us, bloody Sunday seemed to whizz round so quickly, one minute we’d arrived and now we should be making ready to go home. Then there was some clearing up to do, to not leave it in a mess for my brother but then again I did so want a last and final game with Alise, my money’s worth so to speak.

I had exhausted all the ‘panties’ there were to be had and for the moment they were somewhat scattered around the room excepting the little pile of 7 or 8 that I wanted to keep. Fair exchange I thought for the new one’s I had bought albeit some would now becoming home with me. I kissed her gently between her thighs and pulled the little red gusset to one side. My tongue traced her upwards and downwards and my head filled with the sweet fragrance of her clean body. 
I could hear her breathing heavily above me, her torso shuddering with delight and her legs flailing aimlessly to my sides. She had kind of got worked up to this or at least I’d hoped she had, my little fashion session of posing in her panties and the odd kiss and probe. And now I’d let her have her orgasm whilst I enjoyed going down on her and finger fucking.

After there was a great deal of time spent clearing up and leaving the place as I had found it. There was some regret too that our oh so short weekend was nearly over. Regret too that as I watched her helping that I might never get to enjoy that super little body again, the ass to die for and the enticing little camel toe and the tight little fuck she gave. In the sadness too was some happiness that I had had her and she had fed me a thousand masturbatory memories and some treasured ‘panties’ to remember her by. If I never had her again at least our arrangement with her underwear would continue.

We were all but done and I loaded everything into the car. She helped where she could and I continued to watch that so delicious body perform the most simple of tasks like heaving her bag into the boot. It was like watching the funfair close down for the day but I was determined to have just one more ride, one last trip for my money’s worth.
I took her back inside for our final check before we headed home. Pulled her towards the settee where we had petted and played yesterday and had her straddle my lap whilst I got a last view of the sweet little camel toe. He was so obviously erect in my trousers and being stifled by my male underpants and I wished I had dressed in a pair of my own knickers. She danced and performed nicely as I watched her wiggle onto my lap to press home to where it mattered.

Our tongues mashed and engaged in the satisfaction that we had learnt to give each other. I cupped her perfect denim clad bottom and placed her where I wanted her. The heat between our crotches was intense and I’m sure I could smell again the subtle readiness of her cunt. It would be just so swimmingly juiced hidden behind an ever dampening gusset; just yearning to be petted fingered and fucked.
The kiss broke and I watched myself for the last time un-hook the top button of her jeans. The smooth and flat perfect tummy came into view interrupting my breathing and causing a huge sigh of anticipation. The fragrant heat from her body permeated my inner being and driving me on.

The zipper was next and my little Latvian lover had to lift herself to help the driver pull the little train along its track. Up hill and down dale it went rasping and chugging until it hit the buffers at the bottom, the denim spreading before my very eyes and revealing the last ‘panties’ I had chosen for her.

I fingered the scallopy waist band interjecting on either side to touch and feel their silky femininity and what they represented. The sweet scent of her cunt wafted and filled my head with desire and my cock was eager to be riding through the folds of what would now be a very damp gusset. The jeans were coming down with some urgency and to be dispensed with over the side of the settee. My cock anticipating the wonderful moment when that sweet little ‘panty’ crotch would tease my foreskin upward and downward in a wrinkle of frotting.
Again my breathing emptied like it was my last as her controlling little hips rocked my foreskin backwards and forwards in the rucking ‘panty’ gusset. Alise pressed inward too ensuring her own satisfaction was gained creating a little furrow and a valley for me to travel along. This in my knicker driven world was absolute heaven, to be ‘panty’ fucked by this sweet little girl and my head storing the scene forever.
I watched too my own sticky pre-cum stretch and pull like an elongated strand as it hooked and attached itself to the tactile little patch of nylon. I saw it too, disappear as it soaked inward and mingled with my lovers own wetness. It was time too; to let him feel his way past the sweet little pulled to one side crotch, feel the tide of wetness slip all over my glans. Sit in the slippery little furrow waiting for the out of the world sensation of slipping between her ready little cunt lips.

Momentarily I stretched upward in a reach of satisfaction and sheer pleasure of my experience. It was almost like a cue, a moment read by my Latvian Lover to gorge herself on my rampant waiting cock. I collapsed into the settee, pushing my hips forward to meet her as I felt her open to capture me. The wet cunt enveloping and consuming him inward with a little help from my bucking hips. I watched her bite her lip too as she swallowed him whole and finally her sparse little down met my own pubic hair. 

We French kissed again as our slowly gyrating bodies ground themselves deeper and deeper into the oblivion of copulation. Then the kiss went as her legs pistoned themselves upward like some slow start to a very old machine. I felt her every inner contour as her gripping little cunt greedily drew its own satisfaction from my body. Where in the universe had such a sensation been dreamed of and indeed been invented.
We fucked slowly realising this was to be our final journey, stopping frequently to savour the compatible pleasure that muscle and sinew could divinely deliver. I didn’t want this to end, not now, not ever, I could easily and pleasurably end my days here, consumed by her wonderful gripping cunt. Every miniscule movement had me moaning or grunting with pleasure and the privilege of having intercourse with this wondrous beauty. It was all being fixed in my head, ingrained like some historic moment of news that I would forever remember, except that my recall would now be used with frequency and with every time I masturbated and spunked into her pretty little knicks.

This wonderful feeling seemed to go on forever, almost as if the two of us had not a care or need to ever move from this spot again. But it would inevitably, end, as it always did and now the little signposts of journeys end were making their presence known. Little rushes of pleasure indicated the marker posts that would soon have me shuddering; I just had to one more time make sure the sweet Latvian would have her cum too.

I held her hips, guiding her luscious little frame upward and downward. My thumb reached and danced awkwardly across to touch and smother her exposed little clit. I pressed lightly feeling her react and sensually slip from control. Her knees crumbled and she could no longer manage the climb and fall on my cock but sank like a stone and spasmed for all she was worth. It was all I needed too, an orgasming little cunt to send me on my way and my head filled and recorded everything that she extracted from my body. You sweet little Latvian fuck!

Later in the car there was a contented silence, a mood too of perhaps sadness that it was all over. My head tried to see around it, see something different other than the special arrangement that it was, see a relationship that I knew would never work. But it was not to be, however sweet she was and perhaps understanding for my fetish’s, I knew deep down I couldn’t be faithful to just her, I’d still want my other arrangements, with Janice and the need to go on collecting knickers.
I dropped her off where I’d picked her up, this time without ceremony!
