Special Arrangements Chap 2
It was just another week as far as I was concerned. I had been into the office that Monday morning and picked up my client list and headed out on the road in the afternoon. My destination took an age, too many traffic hold ups so I got to my hotel around six. It put me in a sombre mood as I had not stayed in this town before and would have rather liked to go off and explore and exploit my desires for knickers.

Still here I was sat in my room having been down for the usual hotel fare that over time did not excite any more. I brought a little bag of my collection and was now as usual sat in front of my lap top stroking my rigid pole through one of my favourite slinky bikini briefs. It was one of those frustrating evenings where what you were looking for and the kind of stimulation just wasn’t there and in desperation I began a frantic surf around all my usual haunts.
Then my mobile went off, an incoming text which immediately distracted me and had me wondering who it could be. It was Janice which excited me, she only usually made contact when she wanted something, I opened it up….

‘do u want to play games this wkend? Fri or Sat, stay over? X’.
Of course I did I thought, try stopping me. It had been a month since our last rendezvous and I was probably feeling as horny as her. My fingers trembled excitedly at the prospects and my mind raced away at my reply. Also depending on her mood and my reply this could turn into a little session of dirty texting

‘yes plse, sure do, r we feelin randy then. X

I sat and waited as I surfed in one hand and thought about the prospects in the other.

Off went the mobile again.

‘omg am I, cud do it now if u were around. Wait til u get in the door ({P})’.

Here we go, dirty texting and god she must be randy those symbols on the end meant she was looking for a fuck as soon as I got there. The prospects for a good weekend made up for my late finish this afternoon, my left hand was now servicing a stiffy that would be in Janice’s sweet little cunt again this weekend.

‘wot no 4play? I responded.

Back came her reply, ‘later, can’t wait, bloody toys broken, besides u know u can go all night. Wot  uw would you like me in?

God I thought, my prick is so eager to have her now, had she been in the room her request would have been fulfilled. Now I was masturbating him  with vigour at the very thought of another sex filled night with the lovely bodied Janice. I replied.

‘the red nylon with the scallop fronts, gosh I want to go down on thm now’

I fished around in my bag; I had the matching pair of blacks with me, a parting gift from my last visit. My cock sought out the soft cotton gusset and the open pocket that had been designed that way. He slipped inward between cotton and nylon to enter a little fuck tube that could so easily of been my little lovers cunt. My stickiness made a damp impression on the slippery filmy nylon as I wanked him into the fuck pocket. I had visions of Janice and little scenes and roles came to mind that we had previously played out. Our first ever fuck was always a favourite, the afternoon we mauled each other’s clothes off for the first time in her lounge. The compliments we paid each other as the compatibility of our coupling initiated itself for the first wonderful experience.

We had played for around 12 hours that first day, appreciating each other’s bodies and learning what excited. Her intuition about my fetish for underwear soon stepped in as we experimented and I insisted she kept her knickers on at every opportunity. By the end of the afternoon she was masturbating me in the gummy little gusset that we had spent the afternoon making. Her gusset was gummy now too as I wanked in the pair that were on my cock and waited for her reply text. It came!

‘treat me nicely and I’ll suck you off in my cum filled crotch’.

Fucking hell, I thought, Janice you dirty bitch, why did I like our special arrangements so much. Another couple of strokes into the black pair and I would have spunked them up. I had to hold off and replying to her was the perfect solution.
‘look fwd to it, but not b4 I’ve gone down on them and snogged ur box, god why arnt u here now horny bitch, I fuckin want u’. 

Off it went into the airwaves and I left my laptop for the hotel bed where I could concentrate fucking her gusset and recalling our best sessions. Her incoming text saved me again from spilling my load.

‘u can have me thru 2 sun if u r that horny, kids at m&d’s and I want that luvly cock of ur’s’.

Fucking hell, for the whole weekend or more or less, we rarely got those opportunities and we loved having each other on tap. Perhaps too we could go out for some retail therapy and shop for yet more knickers. In my head too, I’d buy her some this week, take them as a present of Friday and christen them within the hour. I loved our games with knickers and so did Janice, she loved the foreplay that would have her on the edge of an orgasm for hours. I could do anything to her, have her sat on my face whilst I drank in her pussy clad gusset or even stand there and finger her whilst she made us breakfast. It was us to a tee, sex was just one big pleasurable game.

‘I do want u very much’, I replied, and yes plse the wkend as long as we can shop 4 knickers 2’.
Her reply came in an instant, ‘4 u or 4 me?

‘both, u kno ow I like u choosn thm!
I waited in the silence working Janice’s knickers into my sticky cock. Already I was into my some of my favourite websites reviewing their lingerie collections for the latest new ranges. There were stores that I was constantly drawn to; their ranges vast and easy on the pocket and along with my favourite styles kept me amused for at least an hour.

‘wot u goina buy me’, came her reply.

In fact I was looking at them now, a little light pink stripe and a description that said they were seamless. I loved these styles with their tactile mix of fibres that introduced sensuous tingles up and down my foreskin. They were ultra thin too which allowed me to play wonderful touching games through them. Of course they were even better on Janice, their gossamer textures thinly moulded themselves around her sweet vagina allowing me to feast on her.

‘I’m lookin now but it’s a surprise, may get thm 2morow, depends, really going to love going down on you in thm’. 

Off it went into the atmosphere and arriving to give her something to ponder. Yes the little pair of pinks would be ideal and I could imagine her superb body giving them the justice that the model on the internet had. Thoughts of Janice’s body fixated my masturbation, her tall and lithe physique was almost model like, her perfect bottom, hips and thighs could grace any catwalk without a blink. Perhaps it was just me who saw it like that and the way she could fill a pair of jeans or pretty little skirt and have my cock bouncing with desire.

The gooey pre-cum now covered both sides of the little pocketed crotch which had in the past had been many times part of game of foreplay. I’d fucked her up the side of these and could remember the way that they wrinkled and stretched as my cock slipped in and out of her gorgeous little cunt. A hundred memories came flooding back just as my spunk splattered into them with an eagerness that was looking forward to another great weekend.

The next day I did my training and was on the move again. Another 130 miles of motorway and slog and I found myself at my next destination. It was 3.30 in the afternoon when I checked in to a familiar hotel in a familiar town. Here too was a branch of the store that sold the gossamer pinks; I had a goal and a mission.

Quietly and swiftly in my room I started to rid myself of the formality of my professional clothes. My underwear went straight into this week’s dirty washing bag never to be worn again today. My favourite red cottons with their subtle scallops and frills in white shimmied up my legs and encased me in delight. I viewed myself in the room mirror, turning to please myself with the femininity. Alas they were hidden by my jeans but the comfort and sexuality that washed over me abounded with their touch and satisfaction that gave me secret desires. A tee shirt and jacket completed my masculine disguise and I was away and onto the street. 

The town centre was light with people, the retired and those jobless who would never need retirement. I felt odd, perhaps I was the only one with money, odd too that underneath I wasn’t the man that my fellow shopper’s thought I was. I wondered if the little scallops of frill were visible as a knicker line and was that gorgeous gusset shouting its seam across my bottom. I was aware I was wearing them, every little tug and pull a jubilant reminder that underneath I was a knicker boy!

My cock too was sticky at the devilment of my adventure but by now he’d learnt somehow not to expose himself with a stiffy of embarrassment. All the time I walked I was conscious of my underpinnings; they urged and encouraged me toward my goal of purchasing Janice those desirable knickers.

I entered the store and fought the weary and sickening fug of the women’s perfume department. How they could ever plaster themselves with such crap amazed me. Perhaps I was a minority male, it certainly felt like that under my jeans but how could all that cake of deception be attractive to themselves or the opposite sex. 
Soon I was on the escalator for the second floor. They were always on the second floor, and usually the first thing you ran into, like an invasion of butterflies hanging on the stems of bushes, flouting their prettiness. The bra’s never interested me; perhaps it was because I preferred my tits small and insignificant and the bras on display were usually the opposite. Perhaps also it was because I didn’t have a need for them myself and perhaps it was because the object of my affection was always what lay between the legs and especially Janices’s.

The place was empty and I felt exposed. My pretty knickers now felt as if I was wearing them to the outside of my jeans, it felt so obvious, me being here and my purpose lustful. There was an assistant on the far side, busy pricing and consumed. I wandered purposefully almost ignoring everything else but in a contradiction I feigned interest like a shopper who had not made up his mind. There was a purpose to this, to appear genuine and perhaps as though I was genuine looking for a present for a wife or girlfriend.

And then I found them, mid rack and mid way down. I had to stoop to examine them, my fingers through the leg holes immediately seeking the softness of the crotch. There was another reason too, on line the gusset had appeared to be unstitched at the front, meaning that it gave way to a little pocket separating the material or was so thin and seam free the crotch had been knitted in.

I expelled a silent breath of satisfaction, they had that open gusset, little fuck tubes I called them, somewhere for a penis to slip inside and be sensuously played with. I loved these pockets of love; they captured and encased me, sent tingles exploding around my glans and edged me towards an orgasm. They caught and saved it too, as I fed my head with a hundred fantasies of the little games I had played before my spunk rushed to the back of the crotch. I’d sit and hold him, blissfully satisfied as the wet sperm soaked into the virgin material.

My fingers pushed into their openness, so practiced that it gave the outward impression I was concerned with their quality but for me it was a rudimentary measure, would he fit and did they feel like they would sensate me into my masturbatory pleasures. Eyes were upon me, I could feel them, eyes that would not have bothered me had I been of the fair sex for which my purchase was intended. Fuck her I thought, don’t give me that stupid condescending look of female disparagement, I will buy these if I fucking well want to.

Now I was looking at sizing. Janice was a lithe size 12, her height fixing her there for much of her clothing. But, I knew some of her underwear was sometimes a size smaller that hugged and contoured her perfect figure. Should it be 10 or 12 I asked myself, no 12, I wanted them with movement, I wanted to go down on her and eat her little cunt in them, tug and swirl the gusset in my mouth until she could take it no more.

The twelve’s were in my hand but I was still standing there. Madam assistant was preparing to intervene and I wasn’t about to let her. Into my hands went another pair in 14, for me and to hell with what the madam on the till thought. If she wanted them I had the answers, answers so smug she’d probably not know how to handle them.

I was in her domain now, I like being confrontational, it always gave me the upper edge. I slid them along the counter towards her whilst she unlocked and set up the till.

Grabbing and taking them off the hangers she found her voice. ‘You have two different sizes’, came her smugness.

‘Yes I know’, swiftly came my reply, ‘that’s intentional’.

‘We have a no returns policy on underwear’.

‘Yes I know, I won’t be returning them,’ I countered.

‘As long as you know’, came her sarcastic reply, ‘we don’t want your wife displeased’.

Now came my last volley, to counter her intrusion and the smugness that these women always seemed to present. ‘Neither my wife or my mistress will complain, both will be very pleased with their little gift’.

I watched her face contort with disdain as I passed her the money. Her words were gone with no answer to counter me. It pleased me to rid myself of her sexist attitude to men buying lingerie. She hurriedly bagged them and gave me my change and sought a refuge in her pricing.
I was off, now who’s turn was it to be smug. I hated this type of woman, condescending and repressed by her own sexuality, not like women like Janice who knew exactly what they wanted out of life and understood the intricacies of the opposite sex. I even managed a hideous smile all the way out of the shop hoping it was captured on every camera that had witnessed me.
My goal was achieved, I’d come and got what I wanted and to hell with what she thought back there I need not ever visit her again with her prim and priggish attitude. That need had gone too, the drive to purchase some knickers, a compulsion that hit me whenever I had the freedom and urge to do so. I wandered aimlessly in and out of shops that interested me but only to find myself coming straight back out. I was fighting urges to rush back to the hotel to try on the pair that were for me. On the other hand I had to have a mental tick in the box that I had explored and sought out every little avenue in this town centre to satisfy my little game!
Finally I could bear the torture no more and briskly made my way back to the hotel. It was weird that it was only now and on my walk out that the realisation came back that I wash actually wearing female underwear. Perhaps it was my concentrations in the town centre that masked my ability to notice I was wearing them.

Back in my room I hurried like a child with Christmas presents. It was always like this, the excitement of actually trying on and christening my new purchase. I was careful that the labels and tags were removed and kept safely to be disposed of later in some obscure waste bin and not left in the room for housekeeping to find. I’d left the labels on Janice’s underwear just to prove they were new and I had especially selected them for her.

Then that special moment came as I stood naked from the waist down, I slipped them seductively up my legs an over my knees. I watched myself as always in the mirror, my half erection eagerly awaiting their coveted arrival when he would be encased in feminine heaven. Then the bloody mobile went off with an incoming text. Instinct had me picking it up and spoiling my moment, it was Janice!

‘the silence is deafening’, was all she said.

It was a reference to the abruptness that had ended our texting conversation of the last evening. I knew what she meant but we had an arrangement, she would always start the texting and would finish it. It was a safety net as I could never tell if she had gone off and left her phone and at the other end her kids had picked it up. I responded.

‘thought tht was our arangemnt, just in case! X.

I waited and tried to recapture that moment of loss when my cock was finally captured in wonderful feminine attire. I palmed him in an attempt to build a stiffy. My hand went into the waistband and pulled my foreskin back so he could feel the super soft mix of manmade fibres that would excite and have him leaking like a pump.

Off went the phone on an incoming again. ‘Soz, 4got tht, thght it was sumfin I said, wot u doin thinkn of me x’. 

God she had a habit of knowing just what I was doing, I’d lost count of the number of times she’d interrupted my masturbatory habits. It was almost like she had a second sense or maybe it was that we were so like minded when it came to sexual appetite. I left him to dwindle whilst my fingers worked the phone.

‘playin with these buttons when I shud b playin with yours lol.

Off it went up into the stratosphere and I stood manipulating myself again. I was so looking forward to our Friday night rendezvous especially as her desire was to fuck as soon as I got in the door. I’d not had a fuck in weeks and the prospect now and with Janice appealed immensely. I held him in the folded down waistband and manipulated my foreskin backward and forward spreading pre-cum into the virgin material. I could just visualise us both, perhaps dragging her into her darkened lounge, lifting her skirt or pulling down her trousers to reveal those gorgeous red nylon knicks.
She’d be wet, Janice was always wet and even when we’d fucked and fucked she’d still be wet. Maybe I’d have a small tease and stroke them across her crotch or perhaps just pull them to one side and enter her in a slow ritual that we both appreciated. We probably change positions too, several times, her legs would wrap around my waist and hold me deep in her sweet little cunt or I’d take her from behind.

Her incoming beeped and he had to do without for a second whilst I opened up the inbox to continue our phone sex. ‘fuckn hell luv ur finga’s, oh god where r they now?

‘wankn my cock off thinkn about havin ur sweet ({})’, off it went into space again and I imagined having her over the back of the armchair as we had done many times before. We loved that position, it could be deep and sensuous, we’d fuck real slow and build until orgasms could be held no more.

I couldn’t hold it either, I’d planned to play in these knickers a lot longer but the visions of the two of us together had set me off. Spunk spilled into the folded waist band that was stretched across my glans. I watched it flood and chased my orgasm to its limit working my spill into a frothy goo that well and truly initiated the new knicks.

‘bet u av my knickers in ur hand 2, av 2 wait til later to sort myself, bye 4 now, think of me playin!

Then she was gone, probably domestic chores to sort, like the kids or making a meal. I’d finished too. After the event, it all seemed a disappointment, the games I had planned were spent with my spunk filling the new knickers. It was a shame as I had intended a big masturbating session this evening, a few of my knicker games, perhaps a frot with a cushion and a bit of internet but now my interest had sapped. Maybe I should go down for my evening meal and see how I felt later.

Back in my room after I’d managed to placate the situation by getting on to the net. Casual at first just catching up on the news and a bit of trawling of eBay to see what underwear was on offer in the ladies fashions. Then temptation led me onto one of the panty forums to see what the discussions were around this evening and of course who was about.

For me these sites were a bit of a mix, 9 times out of ten the discussions were way off of my interest, the fascination with a thong or someone outrageously interested in soiling their own knickers. There were all sorts of people on there too, an eclectic mix for all those with a link and interest in underwear. It was hard to position yourself amongst them and not try to label yourself with leanings towards TV, TS or TG. There were even those that were bi too, who perhaps were able to role play with the help of some feminine pretty’s. Then there were the curious females who perhaps saw men like me as something different, in tune with their femininity and perhaps more understanding to the fair sex. I suppose Janice saw me like this, said I was more considerate, didn’t have to prove my masculinity and sex was an arrangement of mutual pleasure.

By now I was playing with my cock again and got up to slip into something more feminine and sit their stroking whilst I read some of the confessions and discussion. ‘Sallyb’ interested me, she seemed always to be in on the conversations that I tangled with, where some of us explained our interest and paraded our femininity. It seemed to intrigue her; she’d forward a question asking why there was a particular liking for style, material and colours and ask what the owning and wearing did for us.

It wasn’t difficult for me, I’d like to think I had it all sorted in my head, knew where it all came from. I’d often divulged my rules explaining that whilst I liked to dress in female underwear and stockings and maybe occasionally suspenders, I had no inclination to be a transvestite or even publicly parade myself. We, the little group and one or two newbie’s were explaining this again when she appeared out of the blue with a specific message to me it read.

‘Frilly1 do you think we could pm sometime I find you a fascinating man’.

It stopped me in my tracks for a few seconds and I sat there masturbating at the prospect of sharing part of my fetish with a member of the opposite sex who was so obviously interested in the mindset of such a person, It had been a bane of contention throughout my marriage and here now was someone like Janice who wanted to understand it. I sat and wondered for a moment what I had said that had caught her interest or did she detect something, something that she wanted to know more about.
Hi Sallyb of course you can if it’s accepted by the moderator and I’d like the female view on what we discuss here!
Off went my post and again I sat there just keeping him on the boil expecting an email to come into my box at any moment. I waited and pondered who exactly was on the other end. A shudder went through my body as I considered that Sallyb might actually be male or a she male. Oh well what if it was, did it matter, it was someone like me or had interests similar to me. Then after an age it came, the incoming mail that I was expecting.

Hi Frilly1,

Just a short note of introduction first, although I was nearly sat here pouring my heart out lol. I will email you again tomorrow if that’s ok when I can think about getting my thoughts down on paper.

You intrigue me, what you say and your thought processes. I sense you are different to some on the forum, sensitive and the interest in underwear somewhat deeper. You remind me of someone too, someone I would like to discuss and get your view behind his actions.

Oh by the way I am female in case you are wondering. Strange that on that site isn’t it but all will become clear if we can talk.

Sallyb x

I read and re-read the words over and over again. First and foremost it was a woman that I was talking to, secondly she was very perceptive and she saw something in me that interested her, something that she had seen in another male. That intrigued me too, there were others out there that may be just like me, she had said someone that I reminded her of. It was clear to me for the first time too that even by saying something women saw me differently from the rest.

For a moment I had to sit and think about a reply. It was too easy to dive in with both feet and I did so want to hear what she had to say first. It maybe that she just wanted to talk about this person she knew, get some answers and that would be it, or maybe she wanted something more. I decided to play it cool and polite and see what came back, when she was good and ready.

Hi Sallyb,

Now I’m intrigued lol but if I can help I certainly will. Fire away when you are ready.

Frilly1 x

I wonder I thought, how did I remind her of someone else? I pondered over whether it was a pleasant experience I was going to hear about or something nasty and she was seeking some sort of closure. Oh well I wasn’t about to hear about it now so I closed down the laptop and prepared myself for bed.

I spent some time washing the new knickers I had spunked in and taking advantage of the hot towel rail in the bathroom, They’d be dry by the morning and I whisk them into my little going away collection before setting off for a new day.

Getting into bed gave me new urges, my libido for another masturbatory session was back and I began to extract knickers from my little collection. I’d brought my own cushion with me, I always did, it helped me sleep, raising my legs behind my knees in a most comforting way. You had to do these things, either a hotel room was inundated with pillows or there were just the basics. Besides the cushion always had another purpose too, to provide a crude manikin, on which I could slip knickers to either frot or fuck them in the provided little gusset tube.

I fished around until I found two pairs that I had not used for a while and would give me enjoyment. Then I remembered Janice’s black pair as well, I was torn on what to use. Janice’s knickers were a definite, I just had to have a fantasy around her and especially as we would get together on Friday.

I had it all worked out with the pretend body, a pair of knickers would ne slipped on at both ends of the cushion allowing a choice of fucking or frotting or both.  Janice’s  already had a readymade fuck tube in them; it was how I had bought them, intentional for this purpose or for her to masturbate me in them. The other’s had to have the little fuck tube manufactured with a designed slit carefully cut into them at the front seam.

With my choice sorted and the fuck cushion hovering I prepared to slip my partial erection in first Janice’s little love pocket. I loved it when he was half hard and just sat inside the gusset, I could watch him grow whilst I thought about what I’d like to do with her. I’d move the cushion up and down slowly simulating one of our slow fucks. The cotton and nylon held me close capturing and pulling back my foreskin in a way that was most satisfying. I watched him as he made his way further inward toward the back seam just as he would enter Janice’s delightful cunt.

I moaned lowly as my foreskin came right to the hilt of her gusset and imagined myself really deep inside her. I even called out her name, as I slowly helped him pump in and out. The cotton of the gusset rucked around my foreskin sending wonderful sensations throughout my balls. It was visual too, watching him play in the little love pocket, you could see him travelling inward and know when and where it would feel so good.

There were of course the knickers at the other end of the cushion. It would have so easy to slip out of Janice’s gusset and into them, seeking out new sensations. But it was Janice I was focused on and the memories I had of fucking her whilst she wore these actual knickers, for now that was a greed that I did not want to depart from and soon the spunk erupted into the hilt.   

