Special Arrangements Chap 13
It wasn’t far, the walk from the bus. There was a renewal of my recognition that again I was wearing women’s underwear. I loved these moments of conscious awareness, the feel on my body and the arousal of my erection. It must be part of my mindset, these moments where the realisation that I was different underneath came flooding back.

Ahead of me on the opposite side of the road walked a woman. I could tell even from a distance that she was a fit women and somebody I was vaguely familiar with. She lived in the same complex of flats although I did not know her, just well enough to be polite and say hello. It was that kind of recognition, just friendly and an acknowledgement that we lived near each other.
I watched her cross the road ahead and then the picture was complete, it was her. Her bottom swayed to perfection in the modest tightness of her jeans and the little short jacket she wore with them complemented her figure perfectly. For a moment I wondered what silkiness held her underneath that sculpture of denim and would I want to have them, to hold and roll my cock in. I decided I would and began to fantasize about being in her flat and having the freedom to explore her knicker drawer and perhaps the contents of her soiled laundry.

My erection was stirring now, making himself known against the fine and erotic touch of my own feminine attire. I gasped lightly as he swelled and made his position known and interrupted my pace with awkwardness. It suited too to walk slower; I could watch her at a distance and not catch her up. For a moment I was pulling open her top drawer in exploration, refinement, taste and sensuality abounded, as fantasy always prevailed. I stood there letting my fingers traverse the finery whilst I was getting my cock out with the other hand.
That first touch with the most appealing pair came into my imagination almost as if I was there. A shiver ran down my spine as they teased and titillated my exposed foreskin and glans. My fingers traced him in the softness of her gusset as I looked on in wonderment. The first up and down was fixed in my head as though it was real.
By now I was closer to her and I needed to slow. Catching her up was not an intention and neither today was speaking and being polite. My cock was straining and wetting himself against my own knickers. She had a delicious VPL that entranced me to keep pace and play the voyeur. Hi-cuts I guessed or wished them to be, pretty and expensive, fragrant too as I imagined myself going down on her silky mound whilst her perfect body flayed with abandonment.

They always did, my women, fact not fiction, when I went down on them to taste their little gussets they were bloody grateful. It was a learned thing, not perfection on my part just a lot of willing partners instructing on the rudiments of going down and satisfying a cunt. They taught well and to an enthusiast who would willingly worship a gusset or lap up the nectar of a juicy pussy.

She had changed direction now, off to her own block, to remain oblivious to my presence. It was how I wanted it, too close to home for comfort to let someone know my dark inner secrets. There would be no chance of special arrangements with her!
My thoughts went back to Alise and her pert little bottom. My erection nicely frotted itself in my knicks as I strolled along and the nice feeling of gooey pre-cum deposited itself in the front panel to making a delightful sticky mess. I needed to get home now and was nearly there and with a day of teasing and not actually having an orgasm I now needed to cum badly. Fantasies whizzed through my head about my desirable little Latvian and I just knew the wank that I would have would involve thoughts about her.

The key turning in the lock couldn’t come soon enough and on the other side of the door he was out and in my hand. I listened to the stickiness as I rolled my foreskin backward to expose a bulb of slippery wetness. My forefinger traced in around my glans making me gasp in the silence of my own flat. Fucking hell, teasing was enough now I just had to masturbate.

I dropped my bag and purchases and rushed for the bedroom. The little display of pretties still lay there decorating the bed like little butterflies displaying their beauty. They had to be hers, Alise’s, I needed now to wank myself silly and spunk deeply into her soft gusset, the gusset where here desirable little cunt had liberated its juices just for me.

I was on the bed sprawled; one pair of her newly acquired knicks coveting my cock and the other giving me my life’s breathe through their sweet crotch. Alise, I called her as her soft gusset drank and soaked my own stickiness. They stuck to me gripping me like I imagined her own slim little fingers would. I manipulated them into the special places that created sensuality and started having visions of her bringing me off in her own knickers.

She would treat me gently as I did now, pulling my foreskin backward and pressing the soft cotton into my exposed glans. She’d watch my contorted face twist and turn in the ecstasy of her wonderful hand job and marvel at her skill to be master and make me happy. She’d know I was a slave to her precious little cunt box and would turn and manoeuvre, to sit astride my face so I could worship her heaven.

I would breathe deeply her own sexual excitement which would inevitably start me on a journey to spunk in her knicks. I called her name over and over again and felt the warmth of my seed pump heaps into her soiled little gusset. I’d got there, after a day of self teasing, had my orgasm with the one that was at the moment so much part of the centre of my attention.

I lay there wondering again how on earth we would get together, would she ever masturbate me to perfection and would I ever fill that sweet little vagina with my sperm. It was gone now, I felt exhausted and I just lay there amid the butterfly decorated bed cover. I ran my free hand outward whist preventing spunk from dribbling everywhere with the other. My fingers glided over frill and lace as though I was running them through the petals of some attractive field of flowers. I thanked myself that I had amassed them, collected, purchased, begged borrowed and even stolen some. They were my life, along with the understanding females that went with them, they were my gateway to the little passageways that my cock so desired.
Her gusset was still feeding me a fragrant oxygen that kept her in my thoughts, how would we get together, how could I show her another way of loving and how could I fulfil this lusting desire to have her. Thoughts turned to fantasy and then into a mixture where a sub-conscious dreaming took over and I drifted in and out of awareness as to where I was. It was warm and cosy in here and I had no commitment to do anything but please and pleasure myself.

It seemed an age and I watched the room get ever darker as the moments drifted by between opening and shutting my eyelids. I still held my softened cock in the wetness of her underwear, mostly because I didn’t want to move or had no reason to. Hunger eventually got the better of me and I found my thought patterns turning away from Alise and in the direction of what food would satisfy me.

I sat staring at the weak entertainment of Saturday evening television and gained sustenance from my hurriedly prepared evening meal. Thoughts still drifted in and out of achieving my ambitions with Alise but equally I began to analyse my life and what I had with Janice. It felt like perfection, my life at the moment, a woman who wanted me for sex and indulged me in my fantasies and a private time to engross myself in the wonderful fetish of female underwear.

Sallyb came to mind too and I wondered if she had emailed me, it was time to get on the laptop now that eating had finished. An air of excitement flashed through my body as the laptop fired up and I ran through the order that I would visit things on the net. My emails first and then maybe a forum or two, just to see what adventures my knicker loving compatriots were having too. Then maybe a search of the story sites just to see in hope if any of my favourite authors had posted before a troll around the lingerie departments of my favourite stores.

A rush ran through my body as I spied my inbox and saw her name, Sallyb had indeed replied!
Hi Frilly 1

Well they are on their way! Posted them this morning!

I do hope you like them; I have sent you two pairs!

Gosh how difficult it was choosing them, where do you start. I mean I’ve never thought about giving my underwear away before, they’ve always gone to the bin and here am I choosing them to send to you. I tried to think about what you had said before and what others had said on the forum. I tried to imagine I was you looking into my knicker drawer and pick what I’d hoped you’d pick. Any way I hope that I got it right, please let me know.

Please also tell me your feelings too, when you get them. I want to know what might have been going through Kevin’s head all those years ago. Gosh another thing too how did he pick them and not realise that I would miss them?

I must admit, choosing them for you gave me some wonderful feelings, I mean it was almost like choosing your underwear when going on a date. Gosh that sounds salacious doesn’t it, almost an assumption that your date is going to see them but it is a fact, that’s what we women do, it’s a bit like having an accident and being taken to hospital, you hope to God that you are not wearing any frumpy old knickers or a shabby bra!

I shall think about them now all the time until you get them. It’ll go through my head too, the exact moment you open them and the expression on your face. Please relay your feelings. I do hope you like them!

Sallyb x

By now my cock was in my hand now and I pulled my foreskin backward and forward whilst I re-read her email. It wasn’t because there was anything titillating in there, more the fact that it indicated I was getting something fresh and new to masturbate into. It was something I would look forward to all week and give me an impetus to get home on Friday. It was a shame I would not get them sooner but there would excitement and expectation in the wait!

Of course I had to answer her too, it wasn’t polite just to have an email sender just sitting there waiting; besides she would be expect a reply and that was another reason for re-reading her mail.

Hi Sallyb

Wow, they are on their way, that is so exciting. I can’t tell you how that makes me feel but I will have a go. Unfortunately, I will be away until Friday with my job and will have to wait for the moment, but that is exciting in its self, sort of like waiting for Christmas Day! I shall think of the moment all week, the moment I unwrap them for the first time and first take in what they are.
There are seldom disappointments, the imagination kicks in and a wonderful and perfect scene will run before me. I will imagine that I have just selected them from your knicker drawer; they will slip through my fingers in softness as I get to know them. I will study their every detail and imagine them on you, perhaps how the hug your hips or portrait your perfect bottom. I will watch them wrinkle as you move, watch them ripple across your tummy and dive down to pucker in your secret place.

I shall sniff them to find your perfume and kiss your crotch to be the nearest I can to you, wish and hoping that you were there and I could indulge in your excitement. I’d imagine that I could taste your wetness and pull my lips across their soft folds to bring you gently into my mouth.

I would capture all these scenes in my head and unzip myself for the first time and introduce your gusset to my foreskin. I’d tease him, stroking the soft cotton along my exposed glans and watch him bounce with delight as every fibre took him on a special journey. I’d hold him inside where your pussy had nestled and imagine I was holding him against you. I’d start to roll my foreskin backward and forward gorging deep into your pussy patch. I’d feel them grip and tease me bringing wonderful feelings with every stroke of my wank.

This teasing could go on for hours or just minutes, sometimes abandoning your sweet gusset to come back and savour them later. Then there would be thoughts, a time when I just know we have to be together, the time when I spunk into your pussy patch and cement our relationship forever, a time when I know that we have bonded to be inseparable.

Gosh, I have got carried away describing it but that is what it’s like to be in love with knickers and be a fetishist. I am so looking forward to receiving them and then writing again to describe my feelings all over again.

Thank you for being so kind and understanding.

Frilly1 
Now I sat there in front of the laptop holding myself in the pair of soiled knicks that Janice had gifted me. I teased him as I re-read what I had composed and pressed the button that would deliver it to her. I wondered as I played and teased myself, would she be there at the other end touching and fingering herself on my very words, would the memories of Kevin indulging in her knickers that would come flooding back. What was Sallyb getting from all this?
As usual I was getting pretty worked up and had to hold myself from the final journey several times. I sat at the screen, flitting from favourite place to favourite place and teasing myself into a never ending spiral that would lead only to one thing. I looked at my watch and knew that it was only a matter of time before my masturbation would come to a spent end and I’d flop into bed exhausted and in fetish overload.

I moved into the bedroom taking Janice’s knicks with me and tried to remember what we were doing to each other this time last week. Gosh what a wonderful weekend that was, my first introduction to Alise and Janice spunking me into the sweet Latvians gusset for the first time.

On the bed I quickly found Janice’s second gifted pair and rolled them over my head to breath in the sweetness of her pussy juices. God, a flood of memories came flooding back as I wanked into the other pair and imagined all those times when her knicker clad cunt had sat astride my face, or else I had become a slave to the Goddess vagina where I had her stand over me whilst I knelt and sucked at the damp cotton.

Her sweet muskiness filled my nostrils and my head as I adjusted them to extract every last drop of her desirable body. Thoughtfully her knicks stimulating my glans had found their way into the now standard love pocket that I had her introduce into her collection. He moved inward ever deeper, seeking out the back seam of the closed crotch panel to increase the sensations all around my foreskin. I held him there still for several moments whilst my brain re-traced a little scene from one of our many sexual exploits. I whispered her name in a recognition of how good we were for one another and of how compatibility was a description of our relationship.

For a brief moment I wanted her there, to watch my fingers disappear up the side of her knickers and into her slippery little minge. I imagined the contortions on her face as I finger fucked her to the perfection she so desired and then listened to that wonderful sound of her squelching and gripping wet cunt.

The love pocket was now her imagined cunt, I wanked deeply into it knowing that soon I would flood it with another rush of my spunk. Every bounce and stretch against that closed seam brought ever deepening sensations. Without watching I knew the super soft and now dampening cotton had rucked and enclosed around me sending me in an ever increasing delirium of a fucking good orgasm.

Deep breaths brought her ever closer as I sought every ounce of her sexual perfume and imagined me submissive and her grinding her wet knicker crotch all across my face. I licked the gusset and then brought it into my mouth as I felt the throb of yet another satisfying spunking. I lay there drifting in and out of wanking conscious pleasure and then climbed into bed to seek sweet dreams.                

