Special Arrangements Chap 11
Over breakfast and out on the road I pondered over how this new arrangement with Sallyb would work. On the one hand I didn’t want her to know my address but I couldn’t see how else it would possible as having a post office box number would be expensive. I suppose I could change my name as I sometimes did, perhaps use my mother’s maiden name and the correct address and it would simply fall into my mailbox in the flats. If things ever did turn out difficult and I ended up being stalked or harassed then her coming to the flats would only get her to the entry phone and there would be no one of that name registered and besides I never answered my door to anyone that wasn’t expected.

As I travelled it went over and over in my mind and became at times arguments between common sense and the lust to have someone else’s knickers. In the end it was my desires that won the day and I rationalised that nothing would go wrong. Indeed Sallyb’s words came back to me several times, her desires for discretion surely meant there would be sincerity and privacy. That was settled and then I went on to think how I would answer her email tonight.

Then there was a period of wonderment about how attractive and appealing she was. Of course this never entirely mattered, as fantasy always leant a hand with that, they were always desirable and sexy. Besides, the acid test would be on receipt of her first gift, something large and frumpy would be dismissed right away. Then came thoughts that she might be a larger woman and might send me something small, as I’m sure some of the women who offered such services professionally always did that. I told myself that I’d have to wait and see.

That evening in yet another hotel the first thing I did was sat and composed Sallyb a reply.

Hi Sallyb

What a wonderful gesture, yes please I surely would like some of your underwear.

I suppose I am like Kevin in a way, I like my knickers to be ever day items. I like bikini’s, midi’s and hi-legs most of all. Occasionally a pair of full briefs will catch my eye, and, if they are pretty and not plain I do sometimes buy these to wear comfortably and admire my bottom, ( now I’m saying too much but I’m sure you are interested what goes on inside our heads). I like all kinds of materials too, as they vary and differ in the tactile feel around my cock and when I masturbate in them.

I don’t like thongs or strings as there is very little to see and not enough material to titillate. I’m not keen on what I call the fancy stuff, you know the kind of norm that husbands buy their wives and girlfriends at Christmas as I find them usually too garish, that said if they are in subtle pastels then they start to turn me on.

I really am surprised that you want to send me something and I wonder if you will get as much out of it as me. Yes I do do this with another understanding female friend and in return I buy her presents to replace. It’s a bit disappointing that I am unable to do this with you but I do and always will respect your wishes for discretion and privacy. I am giving you my address as I can already tell you will respect my wishes for privacy and for the life of me I can’t think of a way that would be feasible otherwise.
You asked about preferences for clean or soiled. I suppose I am very much like Kevin in that respect, I like hints of natural perfume that gives me a harmony with the wearer. But, I really don’t mind either; both work for me and are desirable.
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I purposely left it at that and pressed the send button. Then I was into my usual routines of a shower a cup of tea and an early evening meal. My thought patterns bounced around with my good fortune, here I was and within a week I had the prospects of having three females giving me their underwear. It had never been this good and I thanked that fortune several times telling myself that I really did have perfection.

Back again in my room I decided on a long and slow masturbatory session and I pulled all my knickers out with a view to sliding them on a cushion or pillow and having a fuck session with those that had love tunnels. With my cushions and what the hotel had conveniently provide I had doubled up ten pairs of delicious knicks to choose from. It was to be a long and sensuous session that would have me flitting from my laptop to the bed and back again. Excursions into the forums, the story sites and my favourite store websites provided me with an excitement that had me intermittently seeking out a love tunnel on the bed.

I revisited old stories that were my favourites, the one’s where the authors had described in detail intrusions on unsuspecting knicker drawers, Stories too where there were special arrangements like mine and even too visiting those that offered vivid memories of how my little fetish all started.

On the bed my stiff cock was offered up to the first cushion. The full cut briefs allowed me silkily to enter their little fuck pocket and I felt the grip and joy as he slipped inside.  The nylon on one side felt cool and tugged my foreskin backwards in a mind blowing pleasure of sensuality, whilst on the other side the soft cotton gusset rucked and rippled over my bulging stiffy. Slowly I began the indulgence of knicker intercourse. I watched him as he fucked them. There were no imaginary fantasies for now with a real or fictitious owner, sometimes there weren’t I just concentrated on the lovely feels that this sort of knicker fuck gave me.

They sensated me deeply, sending thrills through my glans in a unique way. Sometimes I gauged these sessions to be better than the real thing as I was able to control the feelings and orchestrate some wonderful orgasms. Then I’d swap to the pair at the other end or for another cushion and seek out a different feel, sometimes looser or sometimes tighter and I fuck them in a different way. When they were tight they’d roll my foreskin upward and downward, capturing and teasing him with the little rucks of material that would sometimes make flapping noises as they gave and then entrapped. The looser fits would tickle and tease the permanently exposed glans easing me nearer to a spunking.

Verbally I would moan in appreciation of how either fit would manipulate me and would frenzy myself flitting from one pair to the other. Stretching them and loosening them on the cushion too gave me different sensual rides that would have me gasping and whimpering with delight. Then there were the signs that my managed fuck was near to exploding inside of them. I’d tease him and hold him off or take them with me to the laptop and tease him with some story and have him cum just as the story got to an interesting bit.

Today I just lay there and teased him, slowing and watching my pre-cum wet the soft cottons and leave a streaky trail all the way up the gussets. Then there was the choice of which ones to pump my sperm into, which pair did I want to finish in. I had my favourites, not always the ones that gripped me and today was no exception. I buried him deep into the back seam of some loose and slippery nylons, their soft cotton front rucking and flapping as he glided in and out. Then it was all travelling, the seed from deep within my balls, upward and oh so slowly as I barely moved in and out of the glorious fuck pocket. Spunk flooded them and I rode out my orgasm watching him twitch and pump until the very last.
I lay there warm and satisfied, relaxed and pleased with myself. Partially I was drunk with the endorphins of pleasure and let them ride out taking me to a half dream and half sleep world. Gradually I told myself it was time to move, get up and clear up the mess, wash the spunky knicks and hang them on the hot towel rail to dry.
By Friday afternoon I was on my way home and another week of trudging up and down the highways finished. I began to think about the weekend and especially tonight when I’d pop over to Janice’s to collect the treasure that Alise had left me. I had decided there and then that this weekend would be one of quiet indulgence, home alone and relaxing with my collection. There were urges too just to chill out in my flat with my underwear and the possibility of a little dressing up. Stockings and suspenders too, maybe some nice and silky feminine pyjama’s too, to lounge around in.

At the next services I texted Janice to ask what time I should call round. I sat having a coffee and awaited her response.

‘around 9’, came the reply, ‘wen the kids av gone to bed and mayb I’ll show you ow much I appreciate u (’.

Oh God, what did she have in store for me? I had mixed emotions; I was still shagged from last weekend, hence the quiet weekend in. On the other hand I couldn’t just take my knickers and run, besides she had promised me a little gift too. Mind you I had considered that more in jealousy than anything else; maybe she was just a little envious towards my attentions to Alise. I’m sure it wouldn’t be for too long and anyway rarely did we explore the full depth of our depravity and sexual needs when her children were in the house. A bit of petting maybe, I loved fingering her with her clothes in disarray, it was so juvenile. I loved it too when she played with my cock, perhaps masturbating me in a pair of her dirty knickers, perhaps taking me in her mouth too.
I got home around six and busied myself with starting the routines of getting my washing done and working out how I was going to feed myself at the weekend and make sure I could hibernate myself away for a couple of days. I’d slip to the supermarket on the way to Janice’s and with any luck be back home again by 10.30 unless she had other ideas. I finally chose the two pairs I was going to give Alise and packaged up my gift to Janice too.

Soon I was wandering around the aisles of my local Asda picking up my provisions. I had a sneaky look at the lingerie too, stopping to finger a few gusset and playing my ‘did I or didn’t I want to’ game of purchasing several pairs for my own enjoyment. First they were in my trolley and then they were out again as I couldn’t make my mind up whether I wanted them or not. I imagined how they would look on my body; holding and cosseting my cock, checking to see if they had little fuck pockets in the gusset and wondering what they’d feel like frotting into the tight little sleeve. In the end I gave up on the idea. Maybe I was too tired to be bothered, maybe I didn’t need yet more pairs of something similar to what I already had and maybe I was going to be occupied at the weekend with the offerings of Alise and perhaps Janice.

In the car park I texted Janice to tell her I was on my way. I waited in the gloom and watched other shoppers load their cars and eagerly expecting a response. It came, just saying, ‘all tucked in’, and I was off. Expectation set in as I negotiated a short trip on the motorway and the ‘A’ roads near her house. My cock was stirring in a half erection and a sticky patch formed in my obligatory silky knicks. I loved driving like this, it was so daring and made me feel conscious about my femininity but all the same it had become a drug to dress this way and be so secretive to the outside world.

I gently tapped on her back door, knowing that on such occasions the less that her children heard then the better for us. I waited in the cooling night air for any sign of movement. A light shone through from her hall and lounge casting my shadow suspiciously along her garden fence and then there was movement. A silhouetted figure portrayed itself against the half glazing and then the locks were being undone. Then I could see it was Janice as the door opened and her beaming smile greeted me. I was pulled inward by my arm without a word or ceremony performed.

On the other side of the door we still stood in the semi darkness and her lips found mine and we were soon dancing with each other’s tongues. Her hand was on my fly and unzipping me as we snogged. Tugging it downward over what was now a huge stiffy underneath. Fingers ferreted and I felt the coolness of the room as she hooked him out from my own knickers and exposed him.

‘Typical’, she mouthed into our kiss as she recognised the familiar feel of feminine nylon.

It was my turn to explore now. It hadn’t gone amiss that I’d glimpsed the shortest of skirts in what light was available, another inch shorter and it would have been exposing the crotch of  I’m sure the pretty underwear that lay beneath.

I was quick and blatant just as she was, my fingers first brushing the filmy nylon of her pouting peach and then I was working them to the side to pull that little gusset and expose her waiting sex. She was fantastically wet and the pungency of her sexual readiness intoxicated the air. She bit my lip with eagerness, as my best digit slipped into her and began its journey into her sodden hole.
Her hand was round my cock, her delicate fingers manipulating my foreskin backward to find my wetness and smear it all around my glans. That was the trouble with Janice she was too damn good at this and I melted into her shoulders where I lapsed into an intoxication of her perfume. The memories from the last weekend come flooding back as did all the occasions before where we stood here in the silence and petted like two teenagers.

She moaned in my ear as I fingered and simulated intercourse on her tight little cunt.

‘Just finger fuck me’, she moaned signalling like other occasions this was to be the extent of our sexual grappling tonight. I was extremely happy to do that and anyway I just loved finger fucking, especially Janice as I knew how easy it was to bring her off. Besides, although it was extremely nice coming here and being wanked it wasn’t my purpose.
I moaned in agreement, as from somewhere she produced the gusset of some pair of knickers she had about her. It was with haste wrapped around my glans and fingers appropriately placed as she started to masturbate me in them. Through the ecstasy of being wanked I wondered for a moment why she was doing this tonight, was it something to do with Alise’s arrangement? Was Janice in some way jealous and despite having negotiated it was making some sort of statement? 
We snogged passionately and before I knew it things were happening down there both for her and me. I’d got caught up in the occasion, I loved being wanked into knickers and I loved petting sessions that were sort of impromptu, well at least on my part. Janice was getting demanding down there, riding my fingers for all she was worth. It brought me on too and of course knowing the gusset that was taking me there had at sometime been protecting the wet little cunt that I was now bringing me off.

The snogging collapsed as we did on to each other’s shoulders. Fingers worked at each other with a passion for getting things just right for one another. Janice slowed the pace and so did I; we must have looked like two exhausted boxers hold each other up after a strenuous bout. Both of us panted and felt weakened as the surges of orgasm rushed forth making us grapple for the other’s support. We stood there for some time listening to the shallow breaths and enjoying the elixir of chemicals that brought self satisfaction. 

‘Coffee’, she whispered just as I drifted into some far off land.

My thoughts shifted to the golden liquid, its sustenance and welcome after such exercise, ‘Yes please’, I replied and let her disappear to make it.

It was all right for her, just walk away with perhaps some minor adjustment but for me I was left standing, holding a cum filled gusset and a limp cock. It indeed felt like at that moment like the whole thing had been orchestrated from start to finish just too prove a point. I stood pondering that whilst Janice busied herself with mugs, coffee and kettle, it was almost too clinical, something finished and another started. Still I left it, we all had our reasons and there was no lifelong commitment between us, we used one another as we pleased.

I tidied myself as best I could, mopping myself up in the dry parts of her knickers before slipping them into her washing machine. Then I moved to her lounge and waited conveniently on the settee. Soon she appeared in the door carrying tray and carrier bag dangling at it side. I guessed its contents and now we would have the exchange. Firstly I produced my offerings, a present for Janice for my gratitude for arranging all this and of course she had promised me a little something from her too.

She held my gift to her upward in admiration and approval. ‘Pretty’, she said, ‘you have such good tastes’.

I nodded in agreement and commented on how perhaps she could wear them for the next time. I passed her my offering for Alise and of course a little envelope to complete our transaction.

Janice looked disappointed as I had neatly gift wrapped the swap for Alise. I guess she was intrigued as to what I had bought and whether it gave the game away with my intentions. Then of course there was the financial transaction to complete which I suppose as far as Alise was concerned was the most important bit.

Then I turned the conversation around to how she had managed to persuade her. Janice explained that at first Alise wasn’t able to comprehend how a male with a girlfriend would want another girl’s underwear and how she would let him. Janice said she had to go into some detail describing how flexible our relationship was and also hear how Alise thought it would be only an interest that males without girlfriends would do. I laughed at her predicament but thanked her for being so understanding.

We made arrangements for an exchange in the coming weeks and then I was off. That in itself explained just how our special arrangement worked, how Janice could turn on affection when it suited her desires and when she returned to the value and responsibility of having her kids around her.

I was off and into the night. Thoughts of stopping in some secluded spot along the way and peeking at what had been given were quickly dismissed. I thought I could easily be caught out, perhaps a police car or the embarrassment of being caught examining knickers by anyone else. Besides Janice’s jealous little plan had worked, I was spent now, tiredness and thoughts of masturbation into the pretty little girls underwear were long gone. It was home and off to bed for me, playtime would be all weekend.   
