Special Arrangements Chap 8
There was movement and gradually I became aware it was Janice up and about. In my head it was early yet, not time to get up and anyway I felt knackered and drained with all of our activity.

She was out to the loo; I could hear vaguely a steady stream of her urine hitting the bowl, the rattle too of the toilet roll on its holder as she dried that sweet pussy of hers. Then my senses started to become charged, my sleepiness interrupted by the sound of her running the bath water. Clearly my little friend was energised, which was more than I was but why, what un-godly hour was it. Then she was making her way back to the bedroom, that dainty padding of her delicate little feet across the landing carpet and then she was stood next to me.

Half a sleep still, I peered through the slits of my eye lids to see her stood before me. The teasing bitch was stood there, naked from her T Shirt down giving me the most wonderful view of her lightly feathered little muff.

‘Do you want the toilet’, she asked in a whisper.

I was still coming around and the sight of her enticing sex was already adding to the morning glory that I was already aware of. Now of course, because she’d asked I was aware that yes I did need that piss and reluctantly flipped back the covers. I curled my body and pushed my legs outward moving toward her naked lower torso with no other purpose than to complete my own urination. But, if she was still here when I got back then I might be tempted to make an assault on her desirability.

I found it difficult in the bathroom, pissing with a morning glory and the thought of yet another session with Janice. If I wasn’t awake moments before, I sure was now and frustratingly eager to get back to her and play with that delicious little cunt.

In the room she wasn’t there or appeared not to be. I thought maybe she’d slipped down stairs to make a considerate cup of tea. I was surprised and it made me jump to find her behind the door, hiding and in ambush. She pounced on me making me shriek in fright. Then she was pushing me back toward the bed. My luck was in I thought, maybe she’d have that bath later.

How wrong I was, it was my turn to be captive. I found myself willingly being persuaded to give in to her demands; it was as much about intrigue that led me there. I was on my back being encouraged into a position where my own wrists were being shackled to the bed. Clearly she was making me comfortable and had no intention yet of having her own way with me. Pillows were propped behind me, making me slouch into a half sitting half reclined posture and I wondered why.

Off she went, leaving me there, down the stairs and then back to the bathroom and then she returned. Immediately I could see she had been on a round of collection, Alise’s little lacy pinks were in one hand and a pair of the knickers I had placed on her last evening in the other. Back kneeling on the bed she clearly had a plan that was soon revealed.

She wafted last nights knicks under my nose, her sweet scent intoxicated me immediately. It was obvious they were the first pair that I had hoisted up her body, so pungent was the fragrance of her sex and my later additions.

Then they were being tugged over my head, precisely too, her knowing just how they should sit to tease me. I sat looking at her bewildered through the leg holes as the gusset pressed heavenly on to my nose. If I wasn’t erect now then I never would be as she next yanked down my own knicks to expose him.

Now completely helpless and in her charge I watched again as she flouted Alise’s pretty little underwear all around my genitals. She waved them about forever tantalising and getting close to my now exposed stiffy. Then she stopped and was into a bedside drawer, fishing and finding just what she wanted. Out it came from a packet, a new elasticated hair band. The bitch pinged it at my erection like some childish playground game. Then I watched her carefully place Alise’s wonderful knickers around my shaft. The gusset had to be positioned just so, just as if I was about to enter her beautiful cunt. Janice knew this and so my cock poled against the front seam of the exquisitely soft cotton. She held them there, manipulating my foreskin downward before sliding the hair band over them to hold me all in place.
I let out a huge sigh of contentment as I watched him bob and throb there. Janice stepped back to watch and gloat on my helplessness. It was payback time from the last evening, except I had all the visual cue’s and could watch but not do anything to my predicament.

She sarcastically waved goodbye to me from the doorway and left me for her bath. But for my shackles I would have ordinarily been masturbating by now into that sweet crotch. But here I was helpless with only fantasy and thought to keep that erection stiff with enjoyment.

I tried wriggling and humping, it worked momentarily but then the effort became a distraction from my thoughts. I relaxed and inhaled the sweet fragrance of my lover’s cunt from the gusset that entrapped my nose. Slowly I filled my head with the perfume of her excitement and remembered our wonderful session of last night. Immediately I now wished and fantasised that it was the gorgeous little Latvian that I had first clasped my eyes on yesterday.

I tried rocking from side to side and even pulling my bottom backward to simulate and stimulate the gusset into tickling and thrilling me. Partially it was successful sending tingles through my exposed glans where the delicate cotton brushed him. God I wished for a free hand, even my un-naturally left one just so I could wank myself silly and conjure up the fantasy that one day I would fuck this desirable creature and feed my cock into her tight little cunt.

Sloshing sounds of bathing came from the bathroom. I wondered if she was enjoying my being held captive. It was payback time alright and I wondered too what she had lined up for me just as I had done for her last night. How long was she going to be, surely I hadn’t left her waiting this long for satisfaction, again I strained and tried to hump Alise’s knicks and at least get some adverse movement of sensation between cock and gusset.

The bolt went backward on the bathroom door but she did not emerge, what was she doing in there and why wasn’t she coming back? This was torture and retribution and now the cuffs were on my wrists I didn’t like it, at least I serviced her with some consideration for her own sexual needs.

At last she appeared but then quickly disappeared downward to the kitchen. ‘Bitch’, I thought, ‘at least come back and have your wicked way with me, god why did women have such control, if it had been the other way round I would have been deep inside her by now’.

The bloody kettle sang its early morning tune as I frustratingly humped at the gusset I dearly wanted to spunk into. ‘Why the fuck was she making tea, bitch get back here and ride my cock like I know you want too’.

Then she stood smiling in the doorway, tray in hand with bloody biscuits! I looked at her frustratingly, although I guessed most of my facial expressions were lost by the knickers that adorned my head. She walked towards the bed, attentative with her balancing of the tray and placed it on the bed. Teasingly she offered me a biscuit and made to feed me. I turned my head away, trying to get a not interested message across.

Of course it was all a rouse on her part, for the way I had kept her waiting last evening but I was damned if I was going to ask her to get on with it as she did me. I could see the tea was going to get cold and she could see that too as she pushed the tray further from the bed.

She stood and I got a glimpse of that little muff again, tantalising beneath the T shirt. It was clean now but no doubt wet and willing to see some action, it was just when she was going to stop teasing and get on with it.

She sat on the bed next to my helplessly hard erection, still frustratingly contained and bouncing in the pretty little Latvians knicks. Her finger circled the nylon around my glans and pulled back foreskin and greedily I humped my hips upward to meet it. But as I pushed so she would back off and not allow sensual pressure to overcome me.

She said nothing but waved a finger at me as though I was a naughty boy. That I took to mean that if I wanted her to play then I should just lie there and take it. It came back and I passively let it, first the lightest strokes I could ever imagine, it was just as though a cool breeze had caught the knickered erection and blown on it in the lightest flutter. It made me moan as my brain registered its fleeting touch and waited for more.

Patients were my virtue and the touches kept coming and gradually got stronger and bolder. Soon a finger and thumb was working the cotton and nylon gusset deep into the little spot that gave me so much sensation. Pre-cum was making its sticky sounds verberate in the silence of the room only to be blended with my shallow breathing. God Janice you know how I like it.

She took me to the edge and knew damn well where to stop and I watched as she left him there helplessly pumping nothing. Right there and then I felt denied, I just wanted to explode and spunk into that gorgeous little creatures underwear and if I couldn’t have her then I wanted them. But Janice was having none of it, that would be all too easy.

Her fingers were back again but now slipping the hair band off that had so nicely made my cock and the knickers one. Then she tantalising skimmed then upward to assault my glans again with the lightest of flitting skims that I could ever remember. 

‘We don’t want to have to wash them again do we’, she insisted besides you want them nice and clean for your travels’.

Fuck did I hear her right as I agreed with her, nodding my head, she was going to let me take them with me. They were coming with me for my week away, to have and play with, to fantasize about the cute little thing that wore them, to imagine myself taking her body for the first time as my load gushed and creamed itself into her gusset. Gosh Janice you were a darling, you really do understand me.

My thoughts were still rumbling around in that direction when I realised Janice was climbing over me. Her pretty little fuzz box hovered above my ready and willing cock. She held herself there, in mid air just waiting to impale herself. Then she was there with me at her entrance, feeling her heat and waiting for her to feed it inward.

Of course like her last evening I was helpless to do anything about it, not that I’d want to change anything. I was sucked inward, consumed and gobbled up like I was never going to see it again. She bit her lip as she slid onto me and played with her own tits through the softness of her T Shirt.

I was panting now, still taking my breath through the sweet crotch of her knickers as the covered my nose. It was almost as if I took my breaths at the same time she impaled herself, her cunt smells feeding me through the cotton that had now become damp with my expelled air.

I watched the enjoyment as she slowly rode me, having me the way she wanted as I had done with her last night. I couldn’t complain, it was tit for tat and besides she’d really have to do nothing to make me cum, just squeeze those little cunt muscles the way she always did and I’d be spunking for all I was worth deep into her womb.

She made it last though and I was going nowhere, shackled to the bed waiting and watching as she delivered her own orgasm. She tried in vain to hold it back, just keeping me on the inside of the sticky little box. She held herself upward, hand on her tummy to no avail, her legs and knees were shot with exhaustion and the hand slipped as she did to find the little love button. She milked and stroked and buried herself to the hilt.  Her clenching cunt milked me to a heaven and my sacks emptied for the last time that morning.

Janice un-locked me and we climbed back in, under the covers for an hour of nearness. Predictably the tea went cold but it didn’t matter, clearly she’d had a plan and followed it through. Sunday mornings on such weekends were like that, one last fling of selfish desires before we both returned to the normality of our usual hectic lives.

I cuddled her and persuasively ran over the plan to obtain Alise’s underwear. In my head I was sure it would work, she wanted money, it was easy money, just give up her knickers for some newer ones and I would pay her. Janice was not so sure, ‘values’, she said, other peoples were different, Alise had been brought up in a foreign land with culture and repression, morally she might not agree, however tempting the money would be.
I couldn’t see it myself, of course I was biased, the aim was to have her knickers and not see any problems when everybody was benefiting. The more I focussed on it the more logical and practical the arrangement was, determination to get what I wanted usually won over.

 Later we enjoyed that tea and some toast down stairs. Our games had seemingly come to an end, they always did on these Sunday mornings, it was as if we had expended the need and now both focussed on our other chores in our lives. Janice always showed it more than me, a yearning to have the kids back from her parents, spend some time with them before school on a Monday. I of course had my flat to look after and to get ready for yet another week on the road.
At eleven we said our goodbyes, short and sweet until the next time or as Janice put it this time round until I have some news or a little package for you. Of course in my bag I already had one package one that I would be enjoying all week! 

