Special Arrangements Chap 12
I awoke that Saturday morning aware of my erection and in a half dream state that had been thinking of Alise. What resistance I’d had the night before, not to explore and indulge into her underwear. Most of it was due to the petting session with Janice and then the exhaustion of the week and the hetic previous weekend.
But here and now I lay there and let images of the sweet Latvian girl drift through my head and stir the desires below. That package was near as was the extra present from Janice and soon they were both in my hands. I propped myself up in bed and began to open it as though it was a birthday gift. Excitedly I peered inward and pulled them out for their first exposure. Thoughtfully one pair was nylon and the other soft cotton. I opened them up, drinking in their beauty. The nylons were completely black with a broad frill all around the leg bands and waist. The soft cottons just a pale pink and were just a part of a set, but they were both hers and that was all that mattered.

Immediately their smallness brought back those memories of this time last weekend when I saw her for the first time on Janice’s settee. That perfection of petiteness came floating back along with a desire and now I had a throbber down below. I held the black one’s up between the waistband for admiration and a little piece of paper floated outwards. I picked it up and found it was a note from her, our first real communication.

 ‘I hope you don’t mind Janice said I should wear them for an hour or so. X’

Immediately they went to my nose and I sniffed deeply inward at their crotch. I don’t know what I was expecting but what I got was not any different to what I found with Janice. It was subtle and sweet and like Janice’s, I wanted more, it teased me and gave me desires. I drank it desperately, searching out every little patch that her sweet body had deposited.

I wanked slowly with my left hand and imagined her sat upon my face or me going down on this succulent panel and mouthing her delicious cunt. If I never wanted her before then I desperately did now, my mind raced around fantasying about how it could be achieved. I reasoned that it must be possible, we were nearly there, she was already sort of selling her body to me by allowing me to buy her knickers.

When I had exhausted the pair that was against my nose then I picked the other’s up and flounced the black ones’ over my cock. I worked the black cotton gusset all around my glans and felt the slippery nylon skip over the soft cotton. The pink cottons provided me with yet more fragrance from that desirable little cunt and I whispered her name telling her that I wanted her.

Playing and teasing were the order of the game. I didn’t for one minute want to yet spunk in her knickers, gosh the weekend was so young and I didn’t want to be spent and wasted before it even started, time to stop and have the shower and then proceed with my weekend of indulgence.

Clean and refreshed I came back to the bedroom and into my little chest of drawers that contained my feminine attire. I never had a lot, just a few things I had collected along the way for such occasions that I felt the need. I didn’t even class myself as a cross dresser, for me it was all about what was underneath, pretty underwear and if I could get a look with some feminine cut trousers or a revealing little skirt then so much the better.
I stood wondering what to wear, my cock swelling with the anticipation of becoming part female. A little skirt some stockings and suspenders were on my mind and the opportunities to take a look at myself in the strategically placed mirrors around the flat. I knew that as I travelled from room to room going about my chores, I would see myself, get little glimpses of my bottom as I pushed the Hoover around.

My skin tingled as I sat on the bed and took the first rolled up nylon and slipped my delicate toes into them. The capture started to be there as they rounded my heel and travelled up my ankle and calves. The black denier hid the physical signs of my hairy masculinity, I was pleased with myself and my cock was pleased too. My bottom perched on the edge I began to hook in the virgin white suspenders with their teasing frill of scalloped lace. I twisted them round, their clasp facing backward and worked away at the stays. Pulling, adjusting and smoothing as I went he now faced upward and was rigid and waiting.

I stood and chose from my special top drawer, half midi and half full brief some super slinky and frillies that I had not worn for some time. Them gliding over the sheerness of my stockinged legs sent shivers of delight throughout my body and had me gasping as I tucked everything in place.

The skirt came next, chosen in a charity shop with my little dressing games in mind, it came mid thigh and would hide my crotch and stocking tops if I stood straight. But, then again, if I was to bend, stretch or crouch it would tastefully ride up and give me my imagined female. I’d stand too, in front of mirrors, interrupting my chores to act out a little scene of girly stances just to get a knickered hip or bottom or even a suspendered thigh.

I palmed him into the taut nylon making the first drops of my pre-cum soil my knicks as I twisted my skirt around to place its catch. Adjustments came, just as the fair sex did and indeed just as they needed comfort then so did my balls. I glanced in that mirror, we were getting there, so feminine but just a hint of an erection bulging my skirt. My ass in my head looked perfection and I told myself in the darkness of some night club that maybe I could carry it off, even some girls would be jealous of a backside like this.

A silk top came next, its shimmering slippy material cooled and warmed my upper torso at the same time, as I buttoned it, it sensated my nipples skipping over them and teasing them to an imagined erectness. I was complete apart from some little white frilly ankle socks that would save the stockings from hooking and laddering. There were no heels, no expensive wig and no makeup. This was it and all that mattered to me, the sensual feel on my body of being female and the little glimpses of my knicks as I went about my chores.
I also began to set up a little play area on my bed, something to come back to and to tease myself throughout the day. I did my usual with cushions and the knicks with open gussets and placed both Alise’s and Janice’s offerings on my pillow. A minor distraction took over as I realised I hadn’t yet examined Janice’s soiled knickers and tempted myself with a fix. I’d seen them many times before, had them here and played with their little gussets both on and off of her desirable body. But this morning they felt special, probably because she was now allowing me to keep them. Her sweetness filled my nostrils and nearly had me wanking there and then.

But there were chores to do despite my not being home most of the time, dust still settled and I liked my little pad just so. Keeping it tidy made life easier, gave me time to indulge in my fantasies and made me feel relaxed and glad to be home.

I dusted first everywhere, flitting from room to room with polish and cloth. I watched myself in every convenient mirror that I could. I’d teasingly flip my little skirt as I passed or strike a pose that I thought a female might pose. I’d kid myself that my bottom, hips and thighs were the most feminine I’d ever seen and disregard the blatant erection that wanted so much to burst out of his pretty waist band.

Purposely I’d ignore him but feel his determined leaking into the front of the nylon panel. Then I’d accidently palm him to tease him and provoke my thoughts into the delicious feelings that I had by wearing female underwear. I loved my little secret games behind closed doors. I know Janice was fine about my wearing underwear and masturbating into it but I don’t think she realised the extent of my play once I was on my own. 
Next came the vacuuming, again teasing and fun to be had every time I had the opportunity to see myself or pose in front of a mirror. As I whizzed around I felt the coolness of the stockings and the thrilling rushes of air between my bare thighs. The skirt would tease my erection too brushing up against my knickered and bulging cock.

When I’d finished that part of my chores I went and had 20 minutes on the laptop. There were no emails from Sallyb, which pleased me in a way because this weekend was all about an indulgence for me. Then resistance lapsed and I found myself in the bedroom looking at my little play area. Temptation got the better of me and I was soon sniffing Alise’s knicks that I had pulled over a cushion. My head filled once again with her sweet perfume and consumed me with a passion that had me thinking how I could possibly fuck her.

From there I went to a cushion mounted with knickers and started to slide in and out of its gripping little fuck tube. For a moment it was Alise, which then turned into Janice and then the unknown of having sex with Sallyb’s knicks. I was greedy I wanted them all and gave myself that right, after all I was single, foot loose and fancy free. With all three it had become a special arrangement, it was all they wanted from me and that suited me fine.

I felt myself losing control the super soft and gripping love tube was sensating me beyond belief. It held me and pulled on me like the best vagina in the world could. My glans were being manipulated and sending off into a delirium of wonderful fantasies that if I didn’t stop would have me spunking viciously into them. This was something I didn’t want and had to gain control but it was hard, my brain just demanded more, just another few fucks up and down.

Willpower succeeded, besides my legs ached from the stance I had posed to seek out every available thrill. I withdrew and dropped to my knees beside the bed and landed in the crotch of the gifted Janice’s knicks. That sweet cunt of hers, I’d been there last weekend and the sweet fragrance brought back every single session we had had, in sequence too.

Finally, I decided I’d better busy myself with something else; otherwise my day of playing would be over for a while with a spent and softening cock. I tucked him into my own knicks and decided it was time to do some ironing and watch the television, more teasing and fun and games would come later.

After my shirts were done I prepared some lunch, flitting around my kitchen in my little skirt. I loved this flat, I’d purposely chose it because it wasn’t over looked and it gave me that freedom to just roam and dress as I pleased. I sat and watched the mid day news whilst snacking on one of my enjoyable sandwiches. Then temporarily exhausted from the week catching up with me and my rush to see through the chores I propped some cushions and settled back into the settee for a rest.

Fantasies floated through my head which soon became a whirl and a mix of half sleep where I began to see myself alone with Alise. There were little formulations of how we had got there, I’d given her a lift, or she needed help to be in another part of the country. Suddenly we were thrown together and not accomplishing what she had set out to do. We had to stay the night and it was late and time was running out. A cheap motorway hotel came into focus with its associated pub meal and suddenly we were sharing a room. I’d conveniently plied her with wine and now she became grateful and willing.

First I just kissed her, so gently too, building her confidence that I would treat her with the utmost respect. She was nervous and shy but soon her arousal had her willingly following my tongue around her mouth. I heard her whimper with delight as I took her breath away. She had so obviously had never been treated as lovingly as this before.

I felt her melt with every little slap and slither of our tongues. Testing her I held back withdrawing myself almost to register uncertainty that I was doing the right thing and then she chased me back as if she didn’t what to lose what she was experiencing. I pulled her to an armchair in the room where I sat and guided her to straddle my lap. Willingly she followed my every move fidgeting forward so that our bodies became entwined.

Now I was looking up at her, deep into her saucer eyes and watching for reaction. I let her seek me out with another kiss it showed that I was not going to do all the running. It was a kiss of gratitude and a return of kindness but it was also seeking out to her what was probably an unknown affection.

The heat from her body sent a rush and a signal that we could if I played my cards right, be intimate. She moved in on me pressing the crotch of her jeans into my own trousered groin. She felt hot down there and I hoped so obviously wet and by now she would be feeling the eagerness of my erection.

Oh Alise, I so wanted you and here you were making me dream this way.

Her eagerness was so obvious I felt I had permission to help it along. My hands went to her hips and helped her press home and now most definitely feel my stiffness. She didn’t back off but came to meet me raising herself up on her knees to initiate a hump or two against my now leaking manhood. But for us being fully clothed there is no doubt in my mind that we would have by now been coupling our genitalia and taking the first thrusts of a fuck.

But this was my dream and it was never going to work this way. Besides my little Latvian was going to learn the rudiments of petting and foreplay, she would learn for the first time what the mutual pleasure of sex was all about.

With my hands I cupped her denim bottom feeling its tightness and its tom-boyish shape. She was a slim hipped little thing with just a hint of curves that would have you thinking she was of more tender years. Her shape suited me, turned me on immensely especially as I already knew that her figure hugged some sexy size 8 knickers. I guided her, placed just where I wanted her, her crotch pressing deep on to my groin.

Then we kissed again, mashing our tongues whilst our hips ground in unison. Gently does it I thought, yes I could have her now no doubt but I wanted a memory, a memory that would last a life time, an intimate recall that could describe every moment of the petting session I was working up to.

Her little box was on fire now; I could feel it through my own clothing. She was pushing onto me too, like I wasn’t to go away. It was time, time to make my finger stink with her sweet little cunt. Her zipper was so easy and slid downward to release the first hints of her sexual musk. Then the top button which wanted to be more awkward and annoying, she had to help with it otherwise I’d never get there.

She left it to me to spread her jeans over her hips, so thoughtful and right up my street in the game of foreplay. They were red and looked cotton, my first glimpse of the pretty knicks she wore. Then something black and feline made an entrance, a pretty little black pussy cat just sat above her triangle of love, how very appropriate and very very sexy.
My forefinger touched and patted the little cat whilst we both watched my actions. She winced, not with pain but because my touch was not enough, she wanted more and I teasingly wasn’t going to give it. I spread her jeans outward exposing the cat in front of a bowl of cream; on the bowl it said ‘my pussy’. My heart raced at the sauciness of the message and the double meaning that came with it, I could still picture it in my head when I a woke to find myself alone on the settee in my own flat.

A mild confusion reigned for a while, a mixture of half sleep and the dreamy thoughts of being with Alise. For a few moments I believed that it had happened, I suppose it was the determination of the mind that set me on this course and I lay there pondering how I could achieve it.

I seemed to lie there forever, warm and comfortable with nice thoughts and half an erection to keep me satisfied. Temptations were there too, urges for another playing session, which I avoided because I knew this time I would end up spilling my seed and relinquishing my desires in a time for recovery. I had to do something and although I’d planned to have the weekend at home in the confines of my flat I decided I needed a little excursion.

I left my pretty knicks on but dispensed with my stockings, suspenders and other female attire. I slipped into something more casual and glanced out of the window to see what the weather was doing. It was dull and overcast and I nearly reversed my decision but urges dominated my brain, retail therapy and a little knicker shopping.

Soon I found myself on a bus. It suited me not driving; besides I’d been on the roads all week but here on a bus I could gaze out of the window and quietly play with my thoughts. I’d people watch too, playing games by counting the number of females I saw and fancied. There would be little stirrings in my underwear too, moments where I realised that I had pretty feminine stuff on underneath and began to wonder if the females around me were so prettily dressed. 

I wondered too, every time I caught a female’s eye whether she could see through my masculine disguise and fathom me out for what I was. Sometimes I thought I recognised that look that they gave me, the one where in the past a woman had read me like a book and decided she knew what I was about but then they’d look away and I wasn’t so sure. Not today though, they were not attuned to my wavelength or if they were they were not playing.
The bus stopped at the retail park and I got out with the rest and made my way to my favourite haunts. There were two supermarkets here, my favourite department store for lingerie, Debenhams and then Marks and Spencer. They all offered a hunting ground for me and I was determined to seek new treasure and come back with some new frillies.
I was eager to start and my cock started to make himself known to me in my comfortable and pretty underwear. I wondered if all those people around me even had an inkling of the fetishist that walked with them. I’m pretty sure they didn’t but I wondered all the same. I wondered too if it would strike uncertainty if they followed me to the lingerie department of Debenhams and would they find it alarming and strange to watch a lone male so meticulously going through the racks.

Such thoughts always at sometime or other plagued me as to who was watching and did they realise what I was or did they perceive me as a thoughtful husband. All this self analysis always distracted me, not just now when I was hunting but sometimes when I was just doing ordinary things. I suppose I had my ex wife to blame for all this, it was so much part of the break-up of our marriage, her lack of understanding in the ways of the world and what really made people tick. The memory of her complete and utter ridicule still haunted me and made me so vulnerable to what people thought. But, here on the escalator upward I dismissed it all, I thought about those who accepted it, people like Janice and Sallyb and those that I knew were just like me on the net.

Now I was oblivious, as I stood in front of the rack with all their sale items proudly displayed. I was oblivious now too, to what was going on around me, the only thoughts were what sizes would fit me, or Janice or now even Alise. I didn’t even have a care in the world now of taking the variety to the counter, so what I proclaimed to myself, let them wonder, I don’t give a toss, the only toss I was interested in was how they would feel wrapped around my manhood and giving the most exquisite feelings in the world.

The racks were different to the store I had visited in the week. I remembered some of the same stock and the fact that they didn’t have my desirable size in this that and the other. Now I intently fingered those that would fit me and those that I had missed out on. I reminded myself of their attributes, the little things that I liked about them, the imagination in my head that visualised me wearing them, oh and did they have the added bonus, of a fuck sleeve in the gusset.

Here I was with potential, several pairs in my hands , too many in fact to be a rational purchase of a supposed present, so many in fact that it pointed to being at the very least an obsessed husband with only one thing on his mind or for an assistant in the know a man with a fetish. Now it was choosing time, what could I afford in terms of ownership and money? Which one’s ticked all the boxes, which ones would be comfortable and which would be treated as the objects of sexual satisfaction?
I decided on four pairs, after all they were in the sale and the price was less than a third of their original and most of all they were for me. Next came the difficult bit, paying for them, well today at least. Today I didn’t feel so blatant or have my ‘couldn’t care less attitude’. It troubled me what people thought and today of all days I felt deeply conscious of making this purchase as I stood in the till queue with everyone else, there were three in front of me and I tried to work out who would serve me, the older or the younger assistant. I hoped it would be the older one, I didn’t want the pretty young one scrutinising me and wondering what a man would buying four pair of knickers for. I tried to work out how long it would take the customers to be served and who had the most purchases.

But it didn’t work, I got the young women and I stood there not saying a word and letting her take all the hangars off it what seemed a long and drawn out process. Why was she taking so long I asked myself, could she recognise my discomfort was she taking her time on purpose. I gave her the cash, it was always cash, I never wanted my purchases scrutinised by some computer process that analysed what you spent your money on.

The receipt was in the bag and I was away with a curt ‘thank you’. With my back to her I wondered if she watched me walk away and was there a knowing look to her colleague. Gosh I felt aware that I was wearing my feminine underwear, I hoped that there was no vpl showing across my bottom, where was the escalator I need to be out of here and quickley.

Soon I was in Marks and Spencer’s coffee shop trying to relax. A calm did descend and I wondered if I had the nerve to continue shopping. I questioned in my head why I had days like this and days where my attitude was so blasé, what was it that gave me a Jekyll and Hyde  personality when it came to purchasing women’s knickers?

I tried to calm myself down but in truth I’d had enough. I wondered if I was self conscious today because I hadn’t been in the company of others, for the morning I’d locked myself away in my little flat and indulged in my fetish. Maybe it was, maybe it changed something in my mind when I did this sort of thing, maybe it changed some chemical in my brain? Either way I knew that even if I fought off my feelings and walked the rest of the Lingerie Departments I wouldn’t buy, I’d just make a fool of myself whizzing in and out.

Relief came when I was on my way home on the bus. It was empty and I bagged a seat at the back in the corner. The calm came and then the desire to be home, behind closed doors and trying on my new underwear. There was a stirring in my knicks and he began to appreciate the thrill he was to have later. Sneakily I allowed my hand to fall to my lap and brush the denim of my jeans and tease the half hard I found there.
The bus was empty bar a couple at the front and the driver. I settled into a cosy slouch and teased the front of my trousers, just nudging him and trying to illicit an erection and the sweet feelings that came with it. It was one of those blustery afternoons but it was safe and warm in here and I calculated with the time of day and the number of stops that very few people would get on or off. I wriggled intentionally in my seat and purposely adjusted myself from down the waistband of my jeans.

I got him where I wanted him, sat prettily on the nylon that came halfway up my tummy. Sneakily my hand was in the waistband of my knicks and adjusting my foreskin so that the warm nylon tickled him with delight. I removed my hand and stretched diagonally across the seat so that everything below stretched and send a wonderful spasm of feeling through my partly exposed glans. I humped upward in a mock stretch that had him thrill seeking and weeping into the privacy of my knicks.

This was a little practiced art form of mine; I’d been participating in these manipulations since I was a teenager and had first got access to the girl next doors knickers. My toes curled in my shoes as I pressed home at my groin and followed through with a mock yawn and a stretching action that would fool anyone who had witnessed it. Of course there were those out there that would probably know exactly what I was doing, others like me who liked to dress as a female underneath, but, nobody here and now took any notice or gave a damn.

Dreamily I looked out of my window and occasionally in the direction of the driver; all was well for my little game. My hand dropped to my lap and settled on the ridged of denim that was my aching cock. My fingers chased my foreskin through the material causing me to eject little sighs of satisfaction that were lost above the noise of the driving vehicle. It was a secret bliss that I indulged in.

Fortunately my mood had changed, there was some thought and analysis as to why it had but that soon became insignificant as now there was a longing to get home and behind closed doors.
