Special Arrangements Chap 1
I loved my job working for a government agency; it gave me opportunities and the cover for my life indulgences. It took me around the country for most of the week staying in hotels and visiting new places and giving me little adventures that suited my needs. Being divorced helped too, so there was no one at home waiting or to question my lifestyle and habits.
There was Janice, a past affair, she knew of my little foibles and tolerated them. It suited her too, our arrangements, she didn’t want any permanent relationships, just to see someone once or twice a month for her own satisfaction and then to disappear until we met again. That was convenient for me too; I didn’t want the hassle of being tied to one woman or the responsibility for her two young children.
I had others too, who came and went in my life and who if they were understanding, provide the necessary, either willingly or for payment. Those arrangements were very acceptable to me too; it added a spice to my fetish and kept my fantasies alive and kicking with a guarantee of something new to look forward to.

It was funny too how I attracted these women, yes the internet and its chat rooms helped but there were always a few that I’d met that recognised there was something different about me. I laughed about it to myself, wondering how they detected this feminine streak even though from the outside I was clearly a man’s man. Quite how they fathomed my interest in their underwear perplexed me and had me wondering how they made the connection and was there a big label on my forehead that said so.

I often asked them too; if I thought we had reached a suitable understanding what it was that they saw. Typical of women though, not one could explain, it always came to a feeling or a woman’s premonition. In the end I accepted it, even trying to recognise it when one had spotted it. This often manifested itself with a look from them and then a second look and then maybe some intriguing glances.

Janice had noticed it too, said that’s what attracted her to me. She said she could tell I was a thoughtful man, guessed that I was understanding, not a wham bam thank you mam merchant. Different she thought than her ex husband who’s idea of sex involved half a dozen pints and some shoving and pushing and if he couldn’t come, coercing her into giving a blow job until he did. 
We talked about the first time we went to bed and I gently brought her to the first orgasm she’d had in years just with my fingers. She studied them afterwards, almost bewildered that a pair of male hands could achieve something so wonderful. Said they had almost a feminine look about, rather small for a man yet at the same time masculine in other ways. A few others had commented about my hands too and I began to pin it together with their intriguing look, when it came.

Janice loved our sessions, preferring them to our affair. She loved the idea of the uncomplicated relationship with the freedom to love and care for her children as something completely separate. It was usually about twice a month I’d slip around to hers, her kids farmed out to grandparents either for a Friday or a Saturday night and we’d spend it playing our own version of sex. Janice loved foreplay, loved petting and touching, loved to be caressed over her knickers until the sopping little cunt underneath demanded more.

It suited me too, sat in her lounge in the half light with either her skirt up or her trousers down sliding my fingers gently all up and down her crotch. She soon picked up on my interest too, recognizing my fetish to touch them and before long our session would involve masturbating me into a pair of her own worn and soiled.

We’d spend hours just playing around like this, French kissing or breaking off to give each other oral through knickers. Sometimes we both could take it no more and end up bringing each other off or she’d demand my cock in her and preferably from behind. 
Of course back in my little flat I had amassed quite a collection, it was one of the reasons why my marriage had broken down, my ex wife just couldn’t see it, felt that it intruded on our marriage rather than spicing it up. It got to the stage too whilst even me buying her underwear was a complete turn off to her. Of course we were on a merry go round that wasn’t so merry and it ended where we couldn’t share it any longer. It didn’t stop my interest either, in fact finding my own place gave me more time to indulge and whilst I was away during the week I’d take some with me or go on the hunt to buy some more.
It was a cosy world, my flat, my little collection that nobody could see, the internet that fed my interest with stories, forums and the opportunity to buy; it was only natural that my little fetish would develop. Indeed my collection had amassed so much that I even bought an extra set of drawers where I could store my feminine stuff. It had got to be that occasionally too I’d like to dress up and look the part, a little short skirt to provocatively show off my knickers and kid myself I was looking at a female. It wasn’t all the time, just when the mood or the fantasy took me there but then I wanted more, see the view with stockings and suspenders then of course a matching bra and later a flouncy blouse.

Then there was of course the internet where I’d spend hours finding ‘panty’ sites just to get the right glimpse of a crotch whilst I sat there playing with my stiffy through the slippery nylon of my finest. There was the temptation too of ‘dirty student’s knickers’ that in reality would probably be some forty something slob of a housewife sat at home smearing her overweight cunt into some tiny size eights. No if I wanted that and I did, then Janice would send me home with something desirable in my pocket.
More often than not, I’d be buying them on my little trips out, that spare time I’d have at the end of a long day when town centres emptied from 4.30 onward. It was a good time for me, being away as well, something to indulge in the evening in a quiet hotel room, spend a few hours bringing myself off with the titillation from my laptop. I even enjoyed the department store websites where I could pour over the attributes of my next purchase before I even got to the shop.

Then there were the forums, if you knew where to look. Perhaps you’d have to delve into the transgender areas or perhaps a little foray into corporal punishment but you could always find like minded people to talk to. Of course if there were too many references to ‘panties’ then you knew you were on the wrong side of the ocean. I avoided web cams too; I had an integrity to protect and a life to lead outside of my secrets. I didn’t want to ever see a headline like ‘Civil Servants Underwear Fetish’. 
I would collect stories too, underwear related of course. I loved seeking them out especially if the teller has some true to life experiences. Some of them I would read and read, go back to, they had a certain a certain track that would fit with me. Even the Americans with their panties and especially the student panty raids, it struck a chord and reminded me of my own opportunities to acquire and the exciting risks that went with it.      

