Special Arrangements Chap 4
It was Thursday evening before I got an email back from Sallyb. It was short and sweet and at first I thought she had just wanted to finish the conversation there and then but she said she had more questions, not just about Kevin but the way I thought. She asked for time and patience and could she come back to me next week. I answered her immediately saying that was fine. Besides not to be in conversation with her this weekend suited me fine, it was busy and going to be devoted to Janice.

Driving back home that Friday gave me a lot to think about, there were moments when I dwelled on Sallyb and minutes where I could not think of anything else than the hours spent with Janice. There was a rush too that I need to get out of the way, my laundry from the week away and my preparation for the following week on the road. All these thoughts bounced around in my head and made the motorway journey seem quicker.
Entering my flat brought everything a little nearer, by this evening the fun would begin. In my bedroom temptation stared me in the face for on the wall was a little portrait of my passion, a framed pair of Janice’s knickers. They stared down at me like an opened winged butterfly, willing and urging me to indulge. For a moment I stood and focused at the royal blue with the pretty white edgings. There was a temptation to have him out for a little play a sort of taster for this evening but I resisted, too many chores to fulfil.
I loaded up my washing machine and set it running, glanced through the mail whilst the kettle started its journey towards a welcome homecoming. With the formalities out of the way and a quiet five minutes it was time to start the weekend rolling. Janice and I had understandings; we used each other without malice and fully accepted the way contacted each other. I had not texted her since earlier in the week and she not me but it didn’t matter, what we had arranged stood without compromise. I began my message.

‘LO my horny minx, evryfin ok? Wot time do u wnt me round? x 

I sat and waited, of course everything would be ok, she would have said otherwise, we treated each other the same, using each other’s bodies as nature intended. Her response was instant.

‘yep, kids jus goin but make it 6, god really lookn fwd 2 it now ({P})’.
Fucking hell the bitch sure was horny, hadn’t changed her mind and well hell bent on having my cock soonest. To be honest I felt that way too, we hadn’t seen each other in a while and although I would have preferred some heavy petting to start with but I knew we would be into that later.

I stood in the shower letting the hot water cascade down over my body whilst I obsessively cleansed every orifice of my body. I was half erect as I soaped myself and thought about the weekend ahead. I imagined all the little scenario’s we would probably indulge in, every sexual position we liked to practice and the sheer debauched enjoyment that would come so easily. It was so good that we found compatibility with each other and didn’t have to suffer the intricacies of love and romance.

Drying myself off I could hear my mobile going off indicating another incoming text.

‘how long u goina b, how long has a girl to wait?
Gosh there was so much more to do here, I would have really liked to have got my chores out of the way and not have to come back to them on Sunday but I suppose needs must and I was looking forward to the fun and frolics myself.

‘not long, within the hour, bottle of wine help?
Whilst Janice was occupied with that I whizzed around doing as much as I could, emptying the washing machine and at least getting the wet things on to the airer. I scrummed around picking out clothing for the weekend, especially as we would be out shopping tomorrow. I found a bit of wrapping paper in a drawer and made a nice little job of parcelling up my gift of knickers and wondered how long before I would see her in them. I packed some of my own knickers too, knowing that our understanding and her insistence would soon have me running around her house tenting something pretty.

‘that wud b good, can busy myself with getting ready, the red nylon u say, gosh I’m getting wet already ({})’
She was getting wet and so was I just thinking about it, those sexy little red knicks, would she allow me time to go down on them or was she really randy for cock?

‘fukn hell b there as soon as I can x’ 
Stopping off at the off licence was easy but there after every red light teasingly held me for what seemed like endless minutes. My cock was practically fully erect at the prospect of slipping into Janice’s receptive and willing cunt. Shall I have her with her knickers on or off, where would we do it and how, all our little preferences seduced me as my progress eked its passage.

Turning into her road gave a build of excitement but then the hassle of parking prolonged my agony. I had to have it somewhere safe, somewhere discreet; we both liked it that way. But then caution was blown to the wind, my holdall and bottle of wine a dead give away to all those who secretly watched their neighbours.

The doorbell was answered immediately; she was waiting on the other side, desperate and horny. For a moment we stood eyeing each other up and down as I pushed the door backward with my bottom. It was a kind of ritual of acceptance, a reaffirmation too of where we had left off and an acknowledgement that we both still lusted after each other.
Her lithe body instantly flicked switches in my brain triggering the remembrances of how in my eyes how perfect she was. Tall and slim she had a model like physique that allowed her to dress as she wished. The little short skirt barely covered her thighs and showed off her long and slender legs. The bare skin, so smooth, tantalised my thoughts and I pictured the little red crotch of her knicks underneath.

Janice was staring at the front of my trousers, lustfully gazing at the erection that was now so prominently displayed. We still hadn’t greeted each other and in many respects it didn’t matter we were in fact conducting our own prime evil introduction and the events that followed needed no words.

I dropped the holdall and the wine to the floor and entered a slow motion of moving towards her. Her grunt of expectation left her lungs long before I got to her. Firstly her perfume intoxicated me, not in a sickly way but enticing me to move in on her. There was a surprise look for her as it became apparent I wasn’t going to kiss her first as I was already dropping to my knees.

The first kiss landed on her inner thigh the hem of the little skirt tickling my nose. God already I caught the fragrance of her sex signalling a readiness that was uniquely Janice. Upward my face travelled, pushing the light cotton of her little skirt over her thighs to expose the promised red.

I buried my nose between her legs and sniffed the elixir that her wanton sex had been concocting all week. I was pushing her backward too, towards the stairs where I hoped her bottom would land at the level where I could carry out my lustful deed.
Another grunt left her mouth as naturally we assumed our rightful positions and my mouth closed over her gusset. It was a first kiss, and in many ways it mimicked what our mouths should be doing but this is where I wanted to be, a week of teasing for me too had demanded that this was my first move. My lips pulled on the warm nylon and plucked at the fruit below. Her hands gripped my head forcing me inward to be swallowed by the intoxication of her consuming cunt. Make the most of it I thought, Janice I knew would soon have other ideas.

I was a slave to her cunt. Janice was always as smooth as the day she was born down there; I loved the way her gussets would slip and slide across the peachy little surface. I spend hours here if she let me, delivering my affection to ensure she’d be gagging for cock. She always commented that my foreplay was the best in the world. Her consuming desire was soon heaving me upward, even before I’d managed to slide the delicate nylon to one side and gorge on the fruit that lay beneath.

We kissed properly for the first time but there was an urgency, she had me to my feet and was dragging me towards the lounge. The curtains were drawn and in the dim light she expertly sorted my trousers and underwear. I’d wished for a moment I had slipped into something more feminine but it wasn’t going to matter my male attire was quickly around my ankles.

We had unwritten rules about her underwear that suited us both, they stayed on most of the time; it was the way we liked to play and fuck. The kissing was still there but now she was manipulating me whilst I played in the filmy nylon between her legs. We were guiding each other too towards our favourite armchair and that was almost a signal of how we both wanted our first fuck in ages to begin.

I was turning her round with gestures on her bottom and petting her cunt from behind. Words were not needed and in compliance she began to kneel into the chair where she expected me to take her from behind. My fingers were now down between her bottom as I hovered over her manoeuvring myself and her wet gusset to one side. I traced her soaking furrow until the first knuckle of my middle finger teased her open. She was soaking and gasping, mouthing ‘fuck me’, which aptly described her urgency and the teasing texts we had played all week.

I wanted it too, desperate after months of abstinence to be inside her, feeling her wonderful cunt muscles capture and hold me in an oblivion of ecstasy. I nudged him inward whilst my finger held her knicker elastic to one side and led me to her sweet and receptive lips. We both gasped in anticipation of the event that had preceded months of waiting. Her slippery smooth labia resisted my advances but also heightened the pleasures that we now shared.
‘Fucking hell’, Janice moaned, ‘for god’s sake slip him in’.

I needed no better invitation and crept forward on my knees for that last stab at penetration. He followed my finger into the wetness and sank between the slippery membrane of the most wonderful cunt in the world.

‘Jesus’ I breathed, ‘you sweet little girl’.

Her cunt muscles exercised themselves around me pulling and sucking me inward. She felt tight, she always did, she had excellent control, a dream for anyone with a sexual appetite. We moved slowly in a unison of appreciation. Gratifying moans erupted without warning from us both signifying a compatibility that neither of us had found in anyone else.

Slowly we indulged in our carnal ballet knowing exactly the finer points of our performance. Janice’s moaning intensified telling me that her control over an orgasm would soon end. I knew too that when that sequence started its crescendo, then I too would journey with her, I always did, it was her muscular ability to pull me off as well.

Her first shudder sent spasms that worked me too, ensuring that I would travel with her. My seed meandered at first, giving me a feed on the inevitable and then came a rush just as the sweet little cunt grasped the nettle and sent the adrenalin spiralling out of control. My nasal awareness became acute; the sweet fragrance of her natural body consumed me into a deep feeling of well being. Still inside her I nibbled on her ear and nosed the delicate soft skin of her neck.

Janice was whispering praise and affection, telling me why we were so compatible. Her cunt muscles clenched in an appreciative thank you, which had me returning her compliments.

‘Oh god’, she whispered, ‘this wonderful cock all weekend’.

‘You know he loves your pussy’, I responded, ‘the best sweet little pussy in the world’.

We contorted ourselves still enjoying the coupling to find and carry on our appreciations by French kissing in an urgency. We were in an afterglow which had our endorphins charging our emotions with a kind of love that was only ours. It wasn’t love in the true sense, it was as we called it our special arrangement where we shared our bodies and sensuality in the most animal way.

In the kitchen we still embraced whilst waiting for the kettle. This mutuality and agreement of what we were to one another did not need any commitment, just the ability to walk in and walk away whenever we desired.
Back in the lounge we sat together in loving cuddle that had us sipping tea and filling in on the lost months of gossip. We ordered pizza too as a timely break between a sex fuelled weekend. Then there was her gift, like there usually was and probably would be tomorrow too where I would enjoy her underwear which in turn prompted our great sex.

Janice loved the pink stripy knickers, holding them upward in a mock fit that already was giving me a stirring, knowing that later I would go down on her whilst she was wearing them. She teased me too about coming dressed in male underwear expecting there to be something wonderfully feminine under my trousers. I laughed it off explaining it down to her perceived urgency that she had been declaring all week. Besides I told her the weekend was young and she could bet that I would indulge later.

The pizza came and we opened the wine and sat refuelling for the next session. It would be soon too, it always was and it was after all the purpose of the weekend. We never cooked, tomorrow whilst out, having retail therapy we would have our main sustenance and would snack in between. I suppose what we had and what we had generated, resulted in the ultimate dirty weekend.

The wine flowed but not as an alcohol binge, it was there to keep up the mood of mutual enjoyment. We understood how it all worked in our heads and our bodies, it mellowed and gave separation from anything outside this special arrangement. We had control and knew how to use it.
With the meal out of the way we got down to the subject of what we had been doing in between our last meeting. I was asking too why the sudden contact in the week, what had spurned it and why now. Janice laughed at my trying to put value into it, turning it round and asking then why I was here. Of course it was plainly obvious why we were both here, doing what we were doing, it was because we both had the same selfish desires of sexual gratification and selfless emotion. We needed each other in that respect, it would be hard to find this sort of relationship outside and with others that would want so much more commitment.
Playfully her hand dived into my underpants, ‘this is what I want and the no strings attached mindset that goes with it’, she declared.

We were snogging again, embracing, touching and teasing again, just like we always did with our aim to indulge in the pleasures of our flesh.

Janice broke off and concentrated on manipulating my cock. She stared at it, I stared at it, together we watched it grow in her hand. She masturbated it bring it to full erection and watched me gasp in delight at her perfect touch.

‘Where is my present again’ she asked teasingly.
By now I was working on her gusset too, circling with my fingers on the puffy little mound of her sex. She moaned at my intrusion and acknowledged that here we were going again.

‘You know I did’, I said mockingly, ‘have you forgotten already’.
‘So why aren’t I wearing them and why aren’t you making them wet’.

‘You will be’, I said interrupting our little petting session to go and find where she left them.
With her present I brought over my bag of treasures, my little pretties that I knew she would have no objection to me slipping into. I watched her seductively hold them up again.
‘You have such good taste’, she said, ‘the mind of a women when choosing knickers, you know just what is right, nothing garish, nothing uncomfortable’.

‘It’s because I know how they have to feel and make you feel’, I replied.

‘Mmm, you certainly do’, she said, grabbing my bag to reveal the contents. ‘Ah, snap’, she said holding up the identical knickers in my size. ‘I feel a little game coming on’.

I was already standing and skinning myself of my male underpants. My cock shot forward in expectation.

‘Let me’, interrupted Janice.

She helped me step into them, sliding them slowly up my calves. I had those old feelings again, of sheer enjoyment and transformation. Ascending my thighs they made me feel feminine and at the same time a complete contradiction as the sexual urges ran through my balls filling my cock with lust.

Janice neatly pulled them into place just as she would have done for her own comfort, her final cue to adjust all my hardened masculinity into place. She stared up at me looking for my recognition of satisfaction and found my contorted features of desire as the pretty knicks empowered my feeling of being female. I gasped with excitement as she manipulated the hardness through the oh so soft material. Then her face was near, nudging my erection first with her nose before slipping her lips over the dampening material.

‘Oh fuck’, I cried as her mouth manipulated the beast underneath. Her hands came up too, caressing my balls deep into the little pink and stripy. Janice knew how to look after a man, especially a man with traits of the feminine. She recognised the attributes and spin off of a male with female considerations and loved every minute of what that would give back to her.
Next she pulled the front panel downward springing him into the cooler air. Her mouth was on him, taking it inward in a soft and manipulative way that I can honestly say only Janice could have ever perfected. It was her skill and it would have me spunking there and then had I not stopped her. This was a two way thing, a pleasure weekend of sexual enjoyment for us both and besides I was still desperate to go down on her in the same new knickers.
I pulled her away knowing that a moment longer and she would have had me on my journey. It was me now, on my knees and at her clothing, hoisting her skirt upward to expose the underwear that we had made so wet. I pulled them downward watching them roll on their own elastic and leave the crotch as a piece of bunting. My nose was into it straight away devouring her musky presence. My tongue darted out to taste her and swirled around the soft cotton as though I was licking cream off of a bun. But why have second best I thought, I dropped them and homed in on her cunt.
I loved Janice’s sex, its spartan fuzz and the sweet petals of her labia gave her an almost little girl look. Every time I went down on her was a new adventure almost as if I was taking her virgin cunt for the first time. The sweet nectar too stimulated thoughts in my head that she was some pubescent teenager experiencing her first oral sex.

Her sweetness filled my mouth as my tongue delved inward parting her lips to find the little river of sexual desire. I moaned in ecstasy as I tapped the sweet elixir and let it permeate to the back of my throat. Her hand pulled me inward directing the play between her legs, encouraging me to release the frustrations of months of abstinence. She moaned too, as my lips puckered on her, twisting and turning to bring us both some deep and dark inward satisfaction. She pushed herself at me, demanding more, willing me to make the step towards her little female penis but I ignored it, that was all too easy and just plain old straight sex for me. It was to her too, if she but admit it, we both knew there was more to this game than quick succession of orgasms it was all about petting and teasing.
It was my nose that brushed him, just a hint to say I knew where she wanted to go but I wasn’t going there yet. I pulled away and grabbed the new knickers, I wanted more fun before we played out the final scene again.

I made her go and search for scissors to cut the labels off and watched her pert little bottom disappear into the kitchen. I watched her come back too, exposing her delightful triangle of openness between her legs. We called it her fuck hold, the way her thighs displayed a little cavern of air and the way that my cock could sit there touching her knickers and frotting nicely.

He would be there soon I thought to myself, as I watched her snipping at the plastic tags. Wait I told her, as her eagerness to continue nearly had her stepping into those gorgeous knicks without my assistance. ‘Come, come’, I said to her, ‘where is the game in that, I insist I help you’.

She let me have them, all pink and stripy just like the ones that a encased my erection. It was my turn to be at her ankles and adoringly raising them up her smooth and shinny legs, although I knew it would do more for me than it would for her, after all she had such joys of being feminine every day.

I watched as they framed that lustful triangle, framing one side and forming a peachy mound of delicate white and pink. He had to be there, to complete the picture, our stripes must meet. I stood, sliding myself up her body where our lips met and created one of the softest French kisses I had in a long while. She knew what I wanted, hooking down my front panel allowing him to spring free. We broke the kiss and watched her lift herself up to capture him in the sweet triangle.
I gasped as he sank inward along the new and virgin material. I felt her heat immediately sink through the peachy gusset. I gasped again as she lowered herself onto him and we recaptured that sweet kiss. I cupped her bottom moving it in my palms so that he could press and frot her sweet knickers and hot cunt.
This was what it was all about, sex for the seeking of pleasure and two people who knew what they wanted. We’d discussed it many times cuddled up in the afterglow of a long and heavy session of exploring each other’s needs. We’d discussed our previous partners too, analyzing the straightness of their simple need just to copulate and quickly reach the end. It wasn’t like that with us, everything was a journey of pleasure seeking out new and wonderful experiences along the way. 

Frotting between her legs was just such a journey, my cock engaged with her gusset and the sweet flesh that it met beneath. We rocked and humped into each other’s bodies whilst our tongues gorged lustfully on a path that would inevitably feed another fuck. We moved too, me almost carrying her on my impalement to slide her into the armchair so that I could kneel before her. My sighs of satisfaction came thick and fast as I now watched him simulate intercourse by riding the pink stripy crotch.

‘Fucking hell Janice I love your little love box’.

Janice too focused on the scene below, my foreskin riding up and down the gusset, wrinkling material and making a little furrow between her labia. Grunts and moans came from us both along with the sticky sounds of lubrication as we ground sex upon sex. Greedily I stopped for a moment, shimming downward to take the pink into my mouth again and eat the sweet pussy meat that sat below. She humped into my face demanding attention just in the right places. Willingly I complied using my nose also to nudge the little bump on its own journey.

‘Yes, yes’, she pleaded urging me to concentrate more on her engorged little clit.

I pulled the knicks to one side and drank her inward and forcing my tongue over and over it in a swirling dance. She was pushing my head inward now almost like she wanted all of it up her cunt. Janice was on the path, the slippery slope to her next cum and I loved every minute of it. It didn’t matter to me that my cock wasn’t inside her, our libidos would sort that perhaps later, right now it was Janice’s time.
The sweet honey of her sopping cunt filled my mouth urged me onward in an unselfish way. It turned me on so much to be servicing her, it didn’t matter that he was not seeing any action below, his time would come, Janice would sit and wank me into the soaking gusset of these knicks, oh heaven on earth, I could wait. Deliriously she shook her head from side to side generating a plethora of grunts and groans of encouragement for me to make her cum.
My thumb joined my mouth alternating and teasing the bump into a submission that was already starting to deliver. I brought fingers in too, opening her up and bringing her lubrication outward whilst my tongue delivered her execution into orgasm. Janice thrashed, oh how she thrashed, I loved it, it encouraged me, egged me on and gave me a deep inward satisfaction that she was having it right and proper.     

