Special Arrangements Chap 10
That Tuesday was just another routine training day. First session in the morning I took on the client’s new starters and later move on to refresher courses with the remainder of their staff. I loved my work and even more when my scheduling was going to plan; I reckoned I would be finished by about 3 o’clock on my way back to the same hotel, before moving on in the morning.

I sat having my complimentary lunch in the training room and checked my route for tomorrow and more importantly refreshing myself with this location and where the retail therapy was. It was almost as if it was a coincidence, the text from Janice, I sat staring at her name in my inbox just wondering about its content. I let out a huge sigh and made the effort to open it and see if she had been successful.
‘whos a lucky boy then, she said yes, they’ll b a little parcel to pick up fri eve x’ 
I trembled with excitement; the clever girl had pulled it off and persuade the pretty little Latvian to sell her sole and her knickers to me. Gosh I wondered for a moment how she had tackled it, what she had said and indeed whether or not the little fetish needed explaining to her. Janice you are a star, I thought, you too will get a little present on Friday too. I responded.

‘u r a little gem, will need to go shopn now 4 u both, luv u 2 bits c u fri……x.

My thoughts raced away as I sat there alone. Yes I would definitely have to finish early this afternoon and go off and find my favourite department store to loving seek out  some pretties for the gorgeous Alise. Janice will have some too I thought, maybe later in the week I’d text and persuade her to package me up a little pressie in return.

The afternoon whizzed by, my refresh group were as anxious as I was to be out of their and back to their mundane jobs. Soon I was parking the car up and walking my favourite department store, Debenhams. I was overjoyed when I approached it to see the windows were plastered with signs indicating they were having a summer sale. Hopefully inside there would be racks of last season’s underwear just waiting to be plucked.

A little fearful knot gnawed away in my stomach as I slowly ascended on the escalator. What would I find up there on the first floor, would there be awkward situations, assistants in the wrong places, would there be few customer or indeed too many, would it feel confrontational or would it be cool calm and collected?
On that top step I got my bearings, the familiar racks of bra’s and then bra and knicker sets caught my eye. Promising I told myself with only one assistant on duty and busy too preparing stock at the counter, Just the right mix and level of customers and by now I could see that I had the knicker aisles to myself too.

I was straight in there like a professional and a man that knew what he wanted. Thoughtfully, they had laid out the rails in the relative size groups and was straight in there amongst my little Latvians size.

There were encouraging reductions, I needed them, I didn’t want this to become an expensive hobby, good god I may even end up buying them for my internet friend as well! There were some bargains as I fingered labels and slipped my digits into gussets to feel softness and detect the ones that had a little tunnel of ‘love’. In my head I was already doing arithmetic, working out what I could afford and how I should take advantage of the generous reductions. If I spent some money today I would have enough pretties in stock to keep our little arrangement going for a while.

My cock was playing his usual game, half stirring as visually and touchy feely I picked out my favorites. Fingering a gusset on something oh so pretty ended in disappointment when I found they were a silly little thong. I didn’t do that sort of thing and hoped Alise didn’t either, God I hope I wouldn’t be disappointed on Friday and was I matching like for like with what I was now choosing.

Already I had two pairs in my hands for definite purchases, so sweet too as he stirred below and I imagined her sweet cunt giving me a little display of camel toe in frilly nylon with beautiful scallops of lace. There were some pretty cottons too, their delicate softness would capture and hold the little peach that I desired so much.

I had to be quick and decisive, men I’m sure weren’t hoverers when it came to choosing female underwear, unless you were like me with ulterior motives. I was at the counter next with an astonishing eight pairs in my hand. It must have seemed strange to the assistant but at that moment I didn’t have a care in the world of what she thought, they were for a purpose and I damn well wanted them.
Going out of the shop I felt smug, I had purchased enough knickers to keep my little programme going with Alise for at least a month and I filled my head with reciprocal arrangement of having eight of hers. Just imagine that eight pairs of sweet underwear that had adorned the perfection of her body and would hold the rewards of her wear. Walking along the street I felt dandy and brave enough for anything. So slipping into Marks and Spencer to hunt down knickers for Janice and myself was a doddle of arrogance. I treated the lingerie department with impunity that I must have made my actions clearly known. Today I just wasn’t a shy male shopper quickly going about his business; I paraded through those aisles like I owned the place. There was total disregard for what they thought too, choosing knickers for me and Janice in exactly the same style but different sizes.

Then I sat blatantly in their coffee shop and ran through a hundred fantasies in my head whilst my cock quietly wept his seminal fluid into the pretty knicks I was wearing. Would I ever fuck her I asked myself? I so wanted too after seeing the delicate little creature sat on Janice’s settee, wanted to have her for the weekend, treat her like a real lady, pamper to her every whim and be rewarded by going down on her knickerd crotch like it would be the last cunt I’d ever eaten on earth.
I conjured up a hundred scenarios where I would whisk this little pretty Latvian away and have my wicked way with her. I ran through too all the little scenes of knicker heaven where I would enjoy both her and her underwear like she’d never imagined. I fuck her in every conceivable position naturally most of the time with her knickers on. But, I also wanted to study that glorious little cunt that promised so much with its blatant display of camel toe. Amusingly I wanted to study its eastern European origins, was it going to be as dark as a forest or would there be a shaven heaven. It would be a tick in the box too, to say in my head that I had a beautiful Latvian.

The coffee was gone and the shoppers that I was also watching were disappearing fast. The coffee shop was preparing to close and I began to feel glances that indicated that I should be making my move. I was up from my seat and collecting my bags and feeling the presence of my sticky cock again in my more than feminine underwear. It was back to the hotel, the last night here before I moved on again, another job and a hotel to match with an emphasis on my own enjoyment in the evening.

I thought about that on the way back. Did I really have the optimum world, Janice when we wanted each other, my nomadic lifestyle in the week and freedom to do what I wanted at the weekend? At that moment I thought I did, what woman at home would be too pleased with a husband away all week, besides my lifestyle afforded me with such opportunities to indulge in my fantasies, wear pretty underwear if I wanted to and if I felt that way, roam my flat in other female attire because I damn well could.

Back at the hotel I spread the little collection I had bought for Alise out on the bed and went for my obligatory shower accompanied by a mug of tea. When I emerged the teasing little collection displayed themselves nicely and prompted me to think of her again. I found the now clean knickers that belonged to her and stood before the collection and wanked into them as I imagined ever single pair on her sweet little body.

In my head as I masturbated into a delicate gusset of my favourite and simultaneously I’d already chosen which pairs would be paired up and assembled into the weeks that I planned to pass them to her. I imagined them coming back too, she was perfection as far as I was concerned, her little cunt would just smear the crotches to my likening. I do hope this would be the case and certainly by the condition of the pair I was now manipulating myself into that would be so; she didn’t wear them to a level that I deemed disgusting there were no permanent stains. I liked careful girls, like Janice who offered their knickers just so, just enough perfume and smearing to excite and enjoy.

All these thoughts continued too as I chose from the menu in the bar, I did hope she was going to be in my ideal. Thoughts too turned to Sallyb, would there be another email tonight, would she be keen and want to continue with our conversations, Did I have her on the hook I wondered, was she intrigued and want to know more and what fascinated these women to want to see inside my head?
It was always the same in the evenings, I purposely enjoyed the early evenings where bars and eating areas were quiet. I often thought too that I got a better meal, the chef and kitchen staff weren’t running around like blue arsed flies serving every table to capacity. I never had the distractions either, although I did enjoy the people watching and the wonderment of what the more attractive females were hiding under their outer clothes. When I was forced to I did enjoy these little moments where my imagination ran wild, thinking about what pretties covered their desirable little cunts and what a wonderful time I’d have secretly rummaging their room. Equally I enjoyed the long sessions in my own room where if they all wanted they could crowd out the bar and I’d be indulging in my secret fantasies and masturbating into a pile of knickers.

Soon I got my wish as I stood behind my closed door and admired my new purchases spread out before me. Time for their intimate examination, I had to pore over every detail of their construction and imagine them fitting her sweet body in all the right places. I held up the first pair and visualised how they would adorn the perfection of her slim little hips. I could almost see the camel toe in front of me and I dry kissed the oh so tempting gusset.

It was important to keep them clean fresh and new so for the moment I left him throbbing in the crotch of the knicks that Janice had lent me. My fingers traced every surface of the new ones tickling them with the little scallops of decoration and seeking out the soft and virgin cotton of the gusset. One by one I studied them all, learning their every detail and imagining them protecting her sweet pussy. I was pleased with myself over my choice and chuffed at how many had the little pocket that my cock would eventually ease into and mimic intercourse.

I stood now surveying all of them whilst wanking into Alise’s original pair. It would have been so easy so spunk them up but it was still early, perhaps later, let’s see if see if Sallyb had been in touch.

The little sweetie had and I sat there still with Alise’s knicks draped over my stiffness and throbbing into the wet patch that I continuously made. I began to read.
Hi Frilly1

I was thrilled to get your email and so soon too!

Everything you say is extremely interesting to me and I am fascinated by the detail. You could say in comparison it’s almost like a direct insight into Kevin’s head and his way of thinking. It also brings back so many memories and I try to piece together the many visits and place things in the order that they happened.

I was wondering too whether you had a preference for clean or dirty underwear as now I think of it there were a few times when my knicks went missing from the laundry bin. I never questioned mum about it at the time, thinking the first time she may have thrown a pair out but then it happened again and then again. That first realisation even now sends a shiver down my spine, to think that Kevin wanted my not so clean knickers. Luckily for me my mother had given me harsh words of wisdom on the female side of hygiene and I was always most careful. Speaking of hygiene I was wondering how Kevin got around that after he had used them. Do you think he threw them away or used them again?

You know all this and speaking with you really excites me, (gosh why am I so up front with you), I am beginning to think that I would like it all to happen again. I know that’s not exactly possible because there aren’t any visitors to my house like that anymore. I was wondering if we could sort of do it, say me send you something in the post. I know it wouldn’t be the same, to come home and find some of my knickers missing but the thought would still be there, to have someone out there admiring and worshiping my underwear. Gosh there I go again being so forward, I’m sorry but it really has struck a chord with me.
I don’t know how we would go about it, you must have some ideas, do you do this with anyone else? Of course and I hope you will understand I want to keep this all discreet and it doesn’t mean that I would want to see you or be in contact other than this. I hope you can appreciate and respect this, maybe it is the same for you? If you are in agreement can you say how it would work and all the little intricacies of getting my knickers to you? Please say too what are your preferences for what to send you!

I hope I haven’t been too foolish in what I have said, please say so if I have?

Sallyb xx

Well I wasn’t expecting this so soon and it was wishful thinking that it would happen at all. Again I re-read her email which of course was definitely affecting him below, or at least the prospects were. In my sub-conscious I began to imagine how it would all work and the little packages coming through the post. That bit I hadn’t worked out yet and as she implied she wanted it discreet and indeed so did I, I certainly didn’t want her to know my address.
I sat there, staring at the screen pondering and playing with my erection at the sheer thought of having yet another females underwear to play with and wank my seed into. I began to imagine what she looked like both as a young girl and now as a grown woman. Of course they were never unattractive, it was not something I would focus on directly but the underwear pictured in my head was always appealing and desirable to my ambitions.

By now I’d flicked into a couple of store websites and was frantically scanning the underwear for pretties that I liked, it was these that I imagined Sallyb owned and would readily send me. I had to go back to the bed and my bag and find something to masturbate into whilst I had this wonderful fantasy. I flitted from one piece of underwear to the next, clicking on them if they suited my taste and then zooming in to look at the crotch.
The little cotton pair I was now wanking in was sporting a sticky goo of pre-cum that had me wanting to spunk several times. The knicks on the screen were scanned in detail both to see if they might indicate an open crotch panel, somewhere nice for me to slide my cock into. Then I’d look at their composition and wonder how tactile they would be rolling up and down my foreskin. At the moment whilst I enjoyed soft cottons and slinky nylon I seemed to be getting a preference lycra and elastane that I was finding out gave a most satisfying grip if you were able to fuck its little gusset sleeve.

I tried to hold back and several times I managed it but now there were urges to cum. The soft gusset was wet and clingy and gripped my foreskin with and intensity. I slowed my pace and whilst watching the screen imagining those knicks were Sallyb’s. I slowed and slowed hoping to hold off until the next up and down roll but the sensations in my balls just told me sperm was on its way. Downward I gazed watching my milky cream spit itself through the crotch. I gasped in fulfilment and then all my fantasies were gone.
