Special Arrangements Chap 6

I was aware that there was someone at the front door, Janice mumbling something to me as well. Aware too that she had left me and that it was perhaps a little too early to be following her down. Later I became aware of talking too, female voices, Janice’s and somebody else’s.

Then there was the need for that first pee. I stood there watching the rush and heard her behind me.

In a whisper I caught, ‘It’s Alise from work, make sure you are decent if you come down’.

Alise from work I thought, damn her intruding in on our little weekend. Janice of course worked in a hotel, a small one but never the less she was a manager on behalf of the owners and a sort of mother to all the foreign girls that worked there. She had said before she quite enjoyed it, watching them come and go and growing from some backward country girl into a modern European women. Of course they had their troubles, most did, usually here for the money and usually supporting those back home. It seemed this morning that this young lady needed help and Janice played mother to help her out.

I went back into the bedroom and immediately spotted the knickers I had taken from Janice last evening. By the time I’d whisked them up from the floor my cock was good and ready for them. Quickly he found his way into the starchy gusset, nudging himself inward to the thick of it. I gripped my shaft and slowly manipulated my foreskin up and down feeling the cotton give and soften with every stroke. The waistband bounced against my uncovered balls creating little tickles that just added to a yearning to spunk into them.
I didn’t hear her behind me, Janice with a cup of tea, which I suppose was also intended for the visitor below too.

‘Perv’, she whispered.

I was surprised and at first looked a little sheepish, being caught red-handed, I turned and smiled at her, gave her a ‘what did you expect look’ and just let them dangle.

‘Money problems’, she said acknowledging it was completely ok for me to carry on, ‘her mother is ill back home’. Then she was gone leaving me to my own indulgences.
I sat back on the bed and worked him again, if I couldn’t have Janice at least I could have her knicks, the ones we’d both enjoyed and soiled so much. I brought him to a near spunking just thinking about out antics yesterday. Then I held off, thinking I could be up here for an age.

Slowly I caressed him and just sat looking about the room. Fuck you idiot you haven’t checked out the dirty knicks in her laundry basket over there in the corner or for that matter studied what’s new in the knicker drawer.

The wicker lid was off and tossed to one side, too bad if Janice came back in again, if she didn’t know me by now, then she never would. I peered inward and immediately struck gold, a little pair of cotton reds. Slowly I lifted them out whilst the stripey pinks dangled from my erection. They must be yesterdays, the ones she wore before I arrived, the very ones that would have coveted her cunt all day whilst she thought about the prospects for the evening.
I held them between finger and thumb, bringing them ever nearer my face, my other hand working him up and adding fresh wetness to the pinks. Her sweetness filled my nostrils, that same fragrance that I got when I went down on her yesterday. My nose nudged himself inward like some deep sea diver exploring the hold of a ship, the scalloped leg band tickling the skin as he explored the length of her crotch. The scents got bolder as he buffered into the cotton where her cunt had sat anticipating all day.

I was back on the bed, lying and quietly expelling and breathing in the air as they sat over my face, my other hand jacking myself off below. I swapped them, just because I could and wanted to, that was a greed and a given to master them all. The pinks yielded a pungency of our hours of sex, whilst the red gusset teased its softness into my foreskin and glans. Thoughts and expectations of today ran through my head, not just the petting and fucking but to be out looking and buying yet more underwear.

A whole fantasy helped me as I jacked in her gusset, her sat on my face, in something pretty and new. What did I fancy today, that would cream itself later all over my nose and demanding mouth and tongue. Would it be slinky satin or nylon, or some soft and sexy cotton that suggested innocence underneath, maybe some pretty Gingham’s or some saucy and outrageous frills.

I worked the red cotton nicely, filling my head with wonderful imaginings, perhaps her crotch pulled to one side whilst my cock slowly pistoned in and out of her cunt from the rear. Perhaps it was over the armchair, our most favourite position for a long slow and deeply sensuous fuck. My cum gushed and filled them, they were more soiled than yesterday but Janice wouldn’t mind just stuff the back in the laundry bin.

I lay there for a while, relaxed and smug with my world, I had it all. The tea when I got to it was cold and there was still the occasional hint of talking below, it was time to join them, get a top up from the pot and to see what had brought this Alise so early.

Yes I was decent, as Janice had hinted but it didn’t stop the angel on the settee being surprised. Maybe she hadn’t heard me upstairs or noticed Janice slipping the beverage up but I was here now. She looked embarrassed and made to leave but Janice assured her that I didn’t mind.

I tried not to study her, sat there on the very same settee, where Janice and I had cuddled petted and maybe fucked. I wondered if the room was pungent with sex or did she even notice. But, I noticed her, the gorgeous waif like creature who to me looked no more than sixteen. She was so sleek and slender, even the small amount I could see of her. She was feline and feminine all rolled into one, her short cropped hair and the rash of freckles gave her the endearing look of a kitten, already I wanted her.

Her breasts were well hidden in her little cotton T but that to me spelt perfection, little buds that would bloom in my mouth. Her hips were boyish encased in the tight jeans that were painted on to her body. Oh that perfection, the camel toe of a little puss beckoned me inward to wonder and hope that it could ever sit upon my face. What pretty little knickers would adorn it and suffocate me into heaven. They would in my head be no more than a size eight and perhaps even a dainty little six. I was in love already, even the pretty painted little toes in baby blue had me already sticking to my fresh underwear.

Then there was her broken and not perfect English that set me up wondering where in the east this little star had risen from. I wanted her now and even my toes tingled in delight, she was a perfection of innocence that I wanted to hold and protect. She smiled at me, bashfully at first but then gave me that kind and thoughtful man look, the one that registered that we were in tune and in mind!
Janice interrupted my thoughts with a nudge. Was I being so obvious? I began to pick up some of their conversation but by now it meant nothing. I caught the words ‘we’ll sort it’, and then it was all goodbyes and smiles.

She got up and almost by instinct I homed in on the perfection that stood before me. Everything I had seen was right; here was the sweetest petite little angel that ever walked the earth. Her proportions were perfect in my head, her hips and thighs could not even have been sculpted that way by the finest artist. I watched the jeans ruck and move in unison with the excitingly lithe body underneath. There was a ripple across where her pretty little cunt sat and I imagined the crotch burying itself in the sweet petals that I knew were underneath.

She turned giving me the most wonderful view of her little bubble of a bottom as she slung her bag over her shoulder. Now she looked even younger and had the pubescence of a ripening flower. I got a kick on my heel from Janice, who apologised immediately claiming it was an accident. And then she was gone.

I felt deflated but at the same time determined. I wanted her so much and my head began to visit situations of how I could have her. At the very least I wanted her underwear, greedily sat on my face or being able to masturbate and spunk into them.

Janice came back from the front door, ‘letch, put your tongue back in’.

I tried to feign innocence but she was having none of it, calling me a liar. If you are not interested then what’s this then she said sliding her hand into my loose track bottoms. I was half erect and extremely wet.

‘So you want her do you’, she asked.

I tried to fight her off, change the subject but she was having none of it. Her hand was now playing with my stiffening cock.

‘What would you like to do to her’, she goaded, ‘a little face sitting I wonder’, maybe you’d like her to give you a little wank like this whilst fingering that little pussy’.

Janice knew damn well what I was about, how I ticked and now at this moment she was taking advantage of my arousal to get her own pleasure.

‘Think of me as her’, she said letting her dressing gown fall open to reveal the pretty little blue knickers I had hoisted up her desirable body last evening. I stared at her crotch and got a whiff of her excitement too and was down beside her on my knees. I parted her legs and pushed my face forward and into her gusset. I let out a huge sigh as I came into contact with heaven and immediately began to French kiss the soft cotton.

Janice moaned and pushed my head inward and whispered, ‘is she that nice, little Alise’.

I could think of nothing else but the angel and all my worldly imagination persuaded me that indeed I was going down on Alise. The little petals beneath the cotton was hers and I gorged on them persuading myself they were different, a far eastern promise.
Then Janice started pushing me away and then pulling me upward and then toward the bedroom. For a moment I wondered what the hell was she up to, stopping me in full flow. I was persuaded back ward onto the bed where I watched her dive into her wardrobe. She pulled out a plastic bag and fished around inside producing the most delicate pair of pink lacy knickers.

Coming toward the bed she held them out, displaying them for me to see and appreciate. They were tiny, much smaller than Janice’s own delicate little things. It made me wonder and put two and two together but before I could speak Janice was there!

‘They are hers’, she boasted, ‘do you like them?

She was beside me now, her hand back inside my track bottoms and getting her favourite toy out. The knickers were being paraded all over my face. They were clean and fresh and had the new laundered fragrance about them. I was enslaved for a moment, I just lay there and let Janice play her game, her hand tossing me off whist Alise’s knicks glided all over my face. I was mesmerised, I had the picture in my head that for a moment it was the little angel on the bed with me.

Janice started moving again, upward and over my chest, moving her knickered cunt towards my face. ‘She leaves them here’, she said, something fresh to wear next morning when we decide to have a girls night in’. ‘I wash them and put them back until the next time but today you are going to have a treat, I’m going to wank you in them whilst you see to my pussy’.

I did as I was told and Janice moved upward on my chest to present her knickered cunt for me to eat. Behind me her arm and hand worked my track bottoms downward exposing my balls and erect prick.

Then deliciously there was a first, a sweep and skim of cool nylon across my exposed glans. I was French kissing Alise’s pretty little cunt and she was slowly masturbating me into those tiny delicate knicks. I let my imagination run, fuelled by the memory of our short meeting. The tiny knicks worked me now, up and down into the soft cotton gusset. They felt so, so small wrapped around my shaft, Janice’s finger intruding into the legs bands just to hold them there.

I tried to imagine this was a new cunt I was snogging and probing with my tongue and that it was the tiny knicks I was pushing between the wet and willing lips. Would I ever do this for real I asked myself, have the heavenly luck of taking that little sweet cunt. I hoped so and knew deep down that I could work it.

It didn’t take long as I felt all the surges again for the second time this morning. I tried to make it good for Janice too but for the moment she was nowhere near and alas would have to wait. Maybe that was a good thing, keeping her shy of another orgasm, maybe it would fix her interest in today’s retail therapy, maybe too the day out with give me time to recover.

Over breakfast we talked about Alise. Yes she did have money problems, needed as most Eastern Europeans to support those back home, bring the family at least some fortune to keep up with their western neighbours. Janice talked of trying to find her extra hours or maybe she needed a bar job or a bit of waitressing elsewhere.

How much did she need I enquired. As it turned out even a mere £20 a month would help, £20 was a lot of money in Eastern Europe. My mind began to wonder at possibilities, sordid desires turned into a little plan but how to suggest it and I’d need Janice to help!

Later we headed out for our shopping trip. We always headed away from where we lived. Janice liked it discreet and so did I and we didn’t want to be bumping into people we knew, especially whilst trawling around an underwear department. It suited us both, became an adventure and of course we were able to get our main meal out and save ourselves lovemaking time later.

Two hours later we were in Leeds trawling the city centre shops. I loved these places, our anonymity was complete; we’d have to be very unlucky to bump into anyone we knew here. I dragged Janice into a Coffee Shop and began to hatch a cunning plan. Usually on these trips I treat her something new, like shoes or a bit of an outfit, maybe even a little treat for the kids too. It sort of seemed right to me, she always accepted it and indeed I suppose in a way we had a kind of special relationship so who wouldn’t.

I began by asking her what she fancied today. She knew what I meant and that it just didn’t involve my passion for underwear. A beaming smile came across her face and I saw her ponder with her thoughts.
‘I could do with some jeans and maybe a little summer jacket’, she offered with a pleading look.

I had her hook line and sinker; I’d extend the offer for something else too and then drop the hint that she might like something else.

‘Is that all today’, I hinted, ‘you not tempted with perhaps a little shirt to go with it?

I watched her face light up and I watched her question my offer too, almost as if she knew something else lay behind it. We sipped more coffee and I stared out of the window watching the shoppers go by and then I introduced it.

‘You know, I’d quite like to help Alise out, if you know what I mean’.

She searched my face again, sort of puzzling but half knowing where my thought patterns normally led.

‘Money you mean’.

‘Yes in a way, payment perhaps for a little service’.

‘Her body’, came Janice’s reply.

I must admit my sordid one track mind hadn’t quite got that far yet and it took me by some surprise to have it suggested. In fact I nearly choked on my coffee, mainly because until then that angle hadn’t even entered my head. It was her pretty little knickers that I was eluding too but quite clearly Janice was several jumps ahead of me and I wondered why!
‘No, no silly’, I said mopping my lips and looking around me to see that we were in confidence, ‘her underwear’.

It was Janice’s turn to think and at that point she wasn’t keeping up. ‘How are you going to do that’, she asked?

I quickly responded, ‘with a little help from a friend?
Janice gave me an all knowing glance that acknowledged the urges of my fetish but as she was only female there were still signs in her face that she quite understood the intricacies of my interest. ‘So you want her knickers yet you are not having a relationship with her’, she questioned.

‘Well yes’, I replied, not knowing any different in my head.
‘So you fancy the knickers off her do you’, she laughed at her own little joke.

‘Well, I thought that was obvious, even you’d recognised that’.

‘Yes, come to think of it, but I didn’t realise your little desires for underwear went that deep’.
‘Well, you learn something every day; there are many of us out there, we all have different angles on the same thing’, I replied.

‘So what’s your plan, it seems like you have it all worked out!

I stared at her a moment, looking at her intent, trying to judge if she was going to be a willing accomplice in my little scheme. I decided she was, after all she wanted to help her little friend too.

‘Well I was hoping you could persuade her to either sell or lend me her knicks for cash, she needs some extra money doesn’t she, surely its easy work isn’t it?

‘Go on; tell me how it’s going to work’.

‘Simple, I buy and provide the knickers and she wears them and gives them back to me through you’. Of course I’ll pay her reasonable money say £30 a month but I’d want at least a couple of pairs a week for that and I get to keep some and launder others to send back. It’s easy money, just wear them for a few hours and pass them back, surely it beats some of the hard labour of another job and £30 must be a lot of money to send home.

Janice smiled at me and gave me a friendly kick under the table. ‘Gosh you’re a weird one, I thought I had you all worked out, thought it was just my knickers and your own that you were interested in, clearly there’s more to this little fetish than meets the eye’.
I grabbed her hand across the table, kissed it reassuringly as a sign that I knew she could fix it for me. ‘It’s hard to explain, we are all different, even us knicker boys, sometimes I wonder myself, where did it all come from and why I think and act like I do’.

She gave me a reassuring look, ‘you’ll have to leave it with me, god knows how I will tackle it with one of my friends, my boyfriend wants your knickers! 

We finished our coffee and resumed the shopping. From there on I was very attentive with Janice, trying to buy her understanding and willing her to think that she could do this for me. She got her outfits and a bit more and we soon found ourselves wandering around the various lingerie departments.
In Debenhams we lingered long and hard there was so much to see and look at. In my trousers I was half hard as we touched and felt the various knicks. I found it easier today with Janice, doing this on my own drew attention to myself and I found myself wanting to be just getting on with the purchasing and be out of there.

We played our usual game, Janice asking what I would choose for her. I loved this little game when we first played it she was astonished that I did not go for the outrageously sexy but was subtle and chose what she termed pretty and comfortable. I told her, it was what I liked to wear too.

Recently I was always drawn to the underwear that had an open seam at the front or back or even both. It was designed to be of comfort to the ladies, not having stitching in awkward places but for me it also allowed my cock inside, gave me a nice sleeve to masturbate in and in my head fulfilled the role of a cunt on my lonely nights away. Today also, and after this morning’s meeting, I found myself looking for underwear that would be suitable for little Alise, just how small was she and what was on offer in store. Still that would have to wait, I needed Janice’s help on this and was probably pushing my luck too far.

Soon we had a couple of delicious pairs for Janice and a pair in the same size for me. They would provide fun for this evening as I always looked forward to trying on new knicks and have Janice wank me in them.

The assistant at the sales counter commented that we had 4 pairs of knickers in two different sizes. Janice quickly responded by commenting how pretty they were and how she thought her sister would like them too. Gosh it was so easy for women, reminding myself of the same encounter I had had earlier in the week.
Later we found a pub that served food that was on the way out of the city. During the meal again the conversation got round to Alise. Janice filled me in on her background, said she came from Latvia and like most of her fellow countryman had come to seek fame and fortune. Janice said there was an irony there, whilst to them it was a fortune, the wages were at the lowest, especially as the hotel owners fed and housed them as well. She said it was a bit of a spiral in the hotel industry, competition meant that wages had to be kept low, it got to the stage where only foreign nationals would do the job, or mugs like Janice.
At least it gave me a better picture of the pretty little thing I saw sat on the settee. That said I hadn’t failed to notice that the scene was pretty well much the same all over the country with the hotels that I had visited. The front of house all appeared to be British whilst the housekeeping staff was definitely made up of foreigners.
I also wanted to help her, albeit for some of my own selfish reasons but hey where else do you get another £30 a month for little effort. For a brief moment it felt like I was soliciting her services and yes I probably was but there was no harm in it, she wasn’t selling me her body and it didn’t have the indignities that went with that. Besides, she was getting what she wanted and so was I.

In the relative silence of our meal I began to wonder just how Janice was going to tackle this and the kind of response she might get. Would it be a bit too diverse for the young and innocent Alise, did she even realise some men were like that? I had a moment’s fantasy too, of actually having sex with her, that at the moment seemed so farfetched, but hey she ticked all my boxes, young, very petite and most of all very desirable.
We finished our meal and headed back towards Janice’s, I couldn’t wait for yet another session of our sexual games.

