Special Arrangements Chap 14
Sunday was another day of quiet indulgence. I was up and about, showered and breakfasted and now flitting about with some soft mood music as a background. Moments were caught in the mirror as I flitted from room to room of my gorgeous little skirt that I thought showed off my bottom and legs perfectly. Sometimes this became purposeful as I passed and bent forward in a pose that would salaciously show off a little glimpse of my underwear.
The little briefs displayed perfectly, mimicking the pose of some delicious female. I avoided the poses that would expose the outlines of my stiffening manhood and angled myself to show off what I imagined was a perfect bottom. The curviness was exceptionally horny, little scallops of lace framed what was to me feminine perfection. The wiggle I induced and saw in my reflection had my cock straining in the tightness of the front panel and radiated a sensation which only encouraged my game.

And so it was as I went about my chores, cleaning, washing and ironing, that I teased myself into belief that I was female. Contradicting dull aches, stimulated my balls sometimes making me think there was a little cunt down there, then at other times I would realise the frustrating fact that I had two sacks that would produce spunk. It was all a necessary evil that filled my head, something that was unexplainable to anyone but a male who had such a fetish for women’s underwear. Gosh even the liberal minded Janice could not imagine what went on inside my head.

And so it continued throughout the morning and into the afternoon, my play acting or actually stopping to play, sending my pre cum everywhere. There would be moments where I would sit in my hidden window and look out on the grey skies and wank myself through some of the scenarios that I wished and hoped for. Or I’d nearly bring myself off with a remembrance of some fact, a little knicker moment with Janice, or an orgy of indulgence on my own. I had to stop several times and go off and do something else, only to find myself back in the same armchair masturbating yet again to the edge of a spunking.

Then suddenly it was Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and another week on the road, other hotel rooms and yet more sex with knickers, wearing them, frotting with them and filling a little Love Pocket with yet more gushings of my sperm. I never tired of my little games; there was always an urge to feel the sweet sensations of cotton or nylon or perhaps some microfiber of material teasing and gripping my cock and glans. There were the moments of prolonged pleasure too where an imminent orgasm would lead me slowly into what I consider for a moment was the best ever spunking. I’d watch my white fluid splatter on the inside of a sensating gusset and soak the feminine softness into a submission that was my own little game.

Friday driving back was yet another day of expectation. The journey back was filled with what I might find in my letter box at the other end. I had to concentrate my mind on occasions just to negotiate the road network that would lead me to I hoped another exciting evening. Then there was an arranged meet late on Saturday afternoon, the unexpected text from Janice that said she wanted to discuss a proposition with me. It had me wondering what it could be, but I knew better to ask for details, the tease would hold its secret until the moment we met. In a way I loved that, it gave me a variety that spiced my life and gave me things to look forward to. It made me wonder though, filled my journey back that Friday, the many permutations of fantasy I could put us both into,

Then I was there, sat outside my flat, preparing to let myself in and gathering my luggage and things. The seconds now felt like hours, trying to manoeuvre possessions and use keypads and locks just to get into the lobby. I was torn between putting stuff down and fumbling with keys and my mail box, juggling with luggage and a parcel. I decided to prolong the agony and excitement and dump my things upstairs.

I came down again and stood at my post locker wondering what awaited me inside! There it was in a pile with the other junk mail that invariably had been pushed through the opening. The Jiffy bag stood proud and gave immediate recognition; well at least it did to me. It was squishy and had the feel of familiarality that I knew so well from handling bags and little packets of folded knicks.

I breathed inward and immediately let out a deep sigh. The key was turned in the lock and I made my way back upstairs. Behind the door I ripped into the package and looked inside. There were two more packages that looked to be carefully gift wrapped and with them came a note which I unfolded and read.
‘Hi Frilly1

Please do not open the packages before you have read your emails!

Sallyb’  
I always did as I was told, especially when it came to my little knicker fetish and especially at the request of an understanding female. They always knew best and there was always a valid reason for doing just as they said. Besides I’d learnt that such requests usually fell within my favour and was bound to add to the excitement of waiting.

I decided I’d tease myself even more, rid myself of the days toil, have a shower and attire myself in something more appropriate. I stood there under the hot water slowly masturbating an expectant cock and even under the rush of water that pounded him I felt my wetness emerge. I towelled myself dry several times ensuring there would be no stickiness when I slid a favoured pair of knicks up and over my body.

I stood in front of the mirror and watched my tenting in the mirror. The slinky nylon in lavender with their primrose detail looked every bit as feminine as I felt. I was already forming a wet patch to the front panel as I finished dressing in a tight fitting crop top type T shirt. I watched as my bare midriff gave way to the delightful lacy scallops of the knicks waist band. I posed my bottom and made my way to the laptop.

I played with him, getting him out and pulling my foreskin backward and forward as I waited for everything to boot up. It took an age but I enjoyed my little tease of a game and was thankful to have to stop and get on the keyboard before the surges of spunk began to travel. He was tucked, leaking, neatly back in where he continued to dampen the shade of slippery lavender.

There were no messages with her email, just a slideshow of photographs thoughtfully arranged to stimulate a knicker addict. I had her little parcels next to me and sat and opened up her little presentation. The first frame was of a door handle on an old Victorian panelled door and a caption that read…..

‘Imagine you are stood on this side and wondering what treasures you may find on the other side’.
It made me think of all those occasions where I had been exactly stood on that side of a door, bracing myself to have the courage to turn the handle and venture to the other side!

The second frame was the door open and just enough to see on a far wall lit by a small electric light, a tall set of pine chest of drawers and yet another caption.

‘Yes they are usually in there, the top drawer is where she will keep them’ you tell yourself.
Again I had been in this position many times before, stood there pondering exactly as Sallyb’s caption had said. I’d probably feel apprehension too, about moving forward, about the violation that I was about to embark on, the questioning I’d ask myself between right and wrong and whether there were any little traps to catch me out but in the end need and desire would prevail.

Then the next frame came and was shot at the chest. The top drawer was partially open and an array of pretties declared themselves invitingly. Any notion of turning back now was gone, there was only one way forward and I did what I would do in front of such a chest and what I was doing now in front of the laptop screen. I had my cock out and slowly teased my slippery foreskin backwards and forwards and listened to the stickiness of my pre cum.

‘How pretty are they’ came the next caption ‘you know you want to be in there, your fingers raking through the cloudy heaven of frills and softness’.

I studied that partially open drawer, just as I had done for real in so many times gone by. There was always a quick scan for appeal, which pretties intrigued most and which immediately laid claim to my desires. My hands would slowly and stealthily tug on the handles of the drawer and quietly expose the flesh of my dreams inside.

The next picture showed the drawer fully open and spread out before the whiteness of soft cotton, midi in style and fronted by a little pink bow. Immediately I saw why she had chosen them, their innocence declared themselves in lashings and transcended time and fashion, the picture could have been taken twenty years back but time and style suited any teenage girl and on to maturing adult, I imagined myself standing there as Kevin would have done.

They were in one of my packets I reasoned, they had to be, this was the point of the exercise both for Sallyb and for me, although she had chosen them also in my head I had now chosen them and we would share the excitement of perpetrator and victim together. I rubbed my cock again, first through the slinky nylon of my own knicks and then had him out to roll back my foreskin with an exasperating sigh. The caption read…..

‘I hope you like them as much as I do, they are so soft on my body and favourites for making me feel innocent and young. They are similar to the styles that would go missing after Kevin’s visits. They are in the little pink wrapped packet’.

I released him, letting him stand erect and sticking out of the pretty waistband of my own knicks. Another sigh of contentment and excitement involuntary expelled itself from my lungs. I was tearing at the pink package with an urgency now. I had to have them in the same way Kevin would have done. They were freeing themselves, falling out of the packaging and opening themselves just as a butterfly would open its wings at the first sensation of warmth. They lay before me on my bare lap and I felt the softness just as Sallyb had described. They had been on her body too I told myself, protecting her innocent pussy, making her feel warm and comfortable.

They were at my nose and I was drawing in her perfumes. They were clean and without the hint of wear, which on the one hand was a disappointment but at the same time gave way to the freshness of her underwear drawer. There was contradiction and greed now, I had to have the other pair but religiously I did as I was told and flicked into the last and final photograph.

The baby pink gingham stared out at me in the most appealing fashion. Gingham were a favourite of mine, an innuendo of innocence yet at the same time damn right sexy. On the one hand they so oozed little girl and on the other as far as I was concerned lust and wantonness.

‘I do hope you like these’, read her caption, ‘I love them very much; they make me feel so special.’ 

They made me feel special too! I was tearing at the packaging, eager to have them in my hands, under my nose and my cock nudging the cunny panel where her sweet pussy had sat. The white frill and leg scallops tickled my nose as I buried my nose into the cotton of her crotch. My hand had sneakily grabbed the soft cotton of her white pair and was now treating my foreskin to the delights of the gusset. I rolled him backward and forward capturing him in the giving softness ensuring that the gusset seam titillated and stroked my glans.

If I had continued I would have spunked there and then. It was always the same when I acquired new treasure, I was besotted by them and almost had to christen them then and there. Occasionally I would, depending on how I felt or whether I had the time to enjoy them such as I did this evening. I held him back several times as I replayed the photo’s over and over again imagining I was in Sallyb’s house and indulging in the delights of stealing her knickers.

I’d swap them occasionally and wetting both gussets with my pre-cum and wonder how often her own wetness had dribbled into the soft cotton. I had a vision her sweet little cunt, perhaps by pulling the leg elastic to one side and watching the dew form on the sweet petals of her perfect labia. I could almost smell her, the sweet inner fragrance of her excited sex, intoxicating me into a dream like state where I would eat and suck her delicious little minge. I’d feast until she begged, begged to be finger fucked or have me slip into her in the most teasing and drawn out way.
There were times when I would tease myself into a prolonged session of masturbation forever taking myself to the edge and then purposely holding back. There were times too where my control was weakened by the way that I felt at that moment or how my body had inner yearnings to take itself on the wonderful journey. Today was such a day, where I knew I just had to orgasm into this sweet girls’ underwear. Maybe it was the week of expectation of them arriving; maybe it was the little scene she had created for me that allowed me to sub-consciously roam in her house and sneak around her underwear drawer.

My head filled with a desire as I alternated between wanking in the soft and pretty white cottons and the horny pink ginghams that had me thinking of Sallyb as an impressionable teenager. I imagined Kevin and his little outings in the solitude and silence of her empty house and bedroom. I pictured him in his furtive adventures into an education of sexuality that led us both to the secret desires of a knicker fetishist. I spunked into the gusset of the ginghams the same as he would have done, releasing a milky film of youth at the very place a sweet and desirable cunt would have sat.
That was it, it was done there was no turning back, such occasions were not controlled by the willpower of the mind, just an inner satisfaction to be at one with an owner of some fine and pretty garment that had once graced her sweet little cunt. There was no turning back now, disappointment followed that willpower had been lost and that for the rest of the evening I would stumble around and regret that my stamina would not allow more. The solace of food came next and I sat staring at the TV oblivious to the content or the entertainment it tried to give.
My thoughts darted from one to another. I would need to reply with thanks to Sallyb, perhaps enlighten her to my enjoyment and then wonder about the proposition that Janice had for me tomorrow.

