Special Arrangements Chap 23
It was Monday evening before I knew it. Luckily the day had been spent driving to the other end of the country as my head was turmoil of emotions. Tomorrow it would be right and I’d spend the week training and bouncing back and forth between Devon and Dorset. For now as I sat in the bar waiting for the appearance of my evening meal and my head was at last unravelling and putting things in my neat little order of organisation. How could I have possibly have thought for one minute that I wanted Alise forever and then forget my existence and slavery to knickers and the little relationships that I accumulated with it.

Gosh I remembered, I owed Sallyb an email and a response to the present she had sent me. I had opened neither her package nor email from last week simply because I knew it would at some point fill the void that I would feel after the weekend. Sunday evening had been a rush to get ready for the week ahead, the package had been packed along with the whole of Alise’s knicker collection and of course my own little wardrobe of frillies and the accompaniments of my little game.

My meal came and I sat there slowly turning it over and enjoying the pure indulgence of eating something special and well prepared, it had made a change from the snatched offering of sustenance that we had both survived on over the weekend. Thoughts too turned to Sallyb’s package and the wonder of what excitement it contained. After the first offerings I had better proceed carefully and see what the accompanying email had to say first, already my little internet friend had shown she could conjure up a good ruse of a fantasy with the pictures of her knicker drawer.

Back in my room I still felt tired and drained and a little disinterested in the play aspect of a little knicker session. But if I was to respond to Sallyb and indulge in her ‘game’ then I would have to make the effort and slip into something more comfortable and arousing. My male attire dispensed with I stood there choosing something slinky and sexy that would hopefully arouse at least half an erection of appreciation from my exhausted penis. The silky feel of stepping into them was causing some stirring; the anticipation of the journey upward to transform me into some metaphor of pretend female was moving his stance. By the time I was adjusting myself and pulling the little scallops free he was standing proud and rigid encased in his little nylon heaven.

I settled into the desk chair and switched on my laptop and carefully placed the thoughtful package beside it. I waited patiently whilst it loaded and I was able to access my email account and while I gazed I tickled the surface of my knickered cock scratching and teasing him into anticipation of what we might now find.
Hi Frilly1

Please don’t open the present before you view the attached video. Gosh I had such fun making it, thinking of you and of course Kevin and how you both would have reacted and acted out the little scene.

I must confess that it did something for me too, much more than the bewildering thoughts about the past and our first discussions. I felt for the first time part of the game, leaving a little trail of opportunity that you would both follow. I have to admit too that it set up feelings that I shouldn’t really talk about, you know feelings down there of excitement. There I have said now but you know what I mean.

I do hope you enjoy your little video journey and the accompanying pressies!!

By for now

Sallyb ;) 

Please let me know what you think and how much you enjoyed
I clicked on the aptly named video ‘Treasure Hunting’ and waited with excitement for it to load. He stirred down there, proud and erect and full of anticipation of a bit of titillation.

The opening scene was of an image looking forward from behind I presume a front door. There was a click of security as the lock closed behind the lens and the camera focused down the hallway of what appeared to be a terraced house. A car rolled by outside, its engine noise disappearing up the street into silence and a sense of trepidation. The camera hung there barely moving surveying the scene just as I would have done in an attempt to ensure I was alone.
We were moving now, into the house and the lens turned just as a head would to gaze into the lounge. It waited and listened for movement and I found myself doing the same. Somewhere nearby a clock ticked and tocked on its endless journey to see time pass by. Beyond the clock there was silence, stillness and no movement. We were travelling again, a cautionary glance down the passageway to the kitchen and beyond and then a turn to the stairs.

A footfall created the most awakening creak, as it placed itself on the first step. We waited there momentarily expecting discovery to come shooting from somewhere unknown. The silence hissed in the white noise that followed and then came reassurance that we were not to be confronted. Upward it travelled, loosing light and gaining it again from a side window. Here we paused again to listen and gain comfort.
Another creak and a moment’s hesitation had us with a different view as we turned in the stairs to face the landing. We scanned the three doors that were before us, guessing the layout of the house and surmising which was a bedroom and what was a bathroom. We waited and listened again and I felt the excitement stir in my loins as I sat there and wondered what would happen next. Pre-cum erupted in my knicks and a hand slid downward to satisfy his anticipation.

We were rolling again, the merest glimpse of a hand; Sallyb’s I presume opened the round Victorian handle to a door in front of us. Light flooded through and the camera adjusted itself to capture the vista in front of it. It was clearly the bathroom, pristine, white, with hints of femininity dotted around in terms of shampoo and cosmetics. And then my heart raced as it focused on a laundry bin and the realisation of what it stood for. Imagination took over as the camera stared at it. What was inside, what treasures and pretties abounded to be discovered, examined and perhaps sniffed.

It was not to be though; we rolled on just as I may have done, torn by the excitement of yet more discovery and the greed of wanting to see it all. We stood at another door, a familiar door and turned the handle ever so slowly. The mechanism gave a noisy squeak and rattle as a centenary of wear unfolded its history of use. Perhaps it had never been turned so slowly and with such apprehension, it was awkwardly making a disturbance that had my heart racing with fear, the fear of being caught like I’d been in this position a hundred times before and just waiting to be confronted by someone on the other side.
But it never happened, it swung open to a scene that I had witnessed before, the chest of drawers and the layout had all been props before in the stills that had been sent me. The camera wandered teasingly scanning the whole room. It was perhaps a little more scrutiny than I would have given it as the whole place had a tidiness that to me did not excite. There would be no disarray of clothing, no discarded knicks just waiting to be picked up and sniffed.

We were aiming again, towards the drawers with a slowness and apprehension that that had my heart racing as if it were real. That hand appeared again in front of the lens to pull that top drawer open and expose the knowing contents. It was all so marvellously predictable and my hand went down to my knicks for a touch of knowing approval. A huge sigh expelled itself from my lungs as the rattle from the handle indicated treasure would soon be seen.

Glorious pretties seemed so much more real and tactile than the still pictures that had been delivered before. The hand caressed them and turned so knowingly to let the frillies tickle and excite the probing fingers. Slowly I was masturbating now, finding a renewed energy as I watched the hand perform a sensual dance all over them. It lifted them too, carefully so as not to disturb their arrangement, Sallyb had done her research well. Nothing was missed just as a greedy knicker hunter would have wanted to see and feel every single pair.

A scallopy lilac pair was being given extra attention and was spread open in admiration. I loved them immediately, what a wonderful choice with a deep wavy frill that sensuously encased the whole of the legs. The frills were most deliciously adorned with an enticing pink detail that was matched by a rosebud of the some colour in the middle of the waist. A finger glided purposefully under the leg band and into the gusset, pushing and probing to demonstrate that they had an open pocket of material.

Again I sighed deeply as I knowingly realised that this perfect little opening would create the most wondrously sensual fuck tube as my cock slid in and out and mimicked intercourse. Again Sallyb had done her homework; the forum had served her well and educated her to the traits of us knicker lovers.

Then almost as if time was of the essence they were lifted away and out of sight. Slowly the hand did its rearranging; trying to disguise intrusion and theft and then the draw was shut with a hurriedness that meant we were moving on. The camera turned and gave a quick glance around the immaculate room and then moved off. It was the kind of assurance that I would have given myself just to prove that I hadn’t missed anything or left myself with the wondering regret that I’d left a stone unturned.
We were out on that landing now, pondering for seconds and maybe wondering what to do next. If I had been there I would have probably be teasing my cock with the trophy I had just lifted. Instead my hand was stroking myself very lightly in expectancy of where we would go next. I had my own thoughts but did Sallyb have the knowledge to decide or did she already know and were we standing here as part of the game.

I was not to be disappointed, we were moving again back towards the bathroom and every knicker hunters paradise that laundry bin. The camera stood and studied it just as I would have done, pondering the lifting of that wicker lid and the inevitable creaking it would make. A noise that would so awkwardly make itself known like all the squeaking doors and the rasping drawers.
Then that hand moved in, lifting the lid so slowly. The eyes of the camera followed to peer inward in a very personal intrusion. It was shadowed and difficult to see but eventually light bore down on the colour red and that instinct of being here many times before told the voyeur exactly what they were, the discarded fall of some worn knickers. My heart raced almost as if I was there, adrenalin pulsed through my body and yet at the same time a kind of weakness took over my legs. To pull or not to pull, a thousand do’s and a thousand don’ts turmoiled the brain with indecision, shall I or shan’t I. You waited picking over the cons of being caught and then played with pros of having them, sniffing them and finally masturbating right where a little pussy had sat.

It was decided for me; the hand appeared and clutched them, pulling upwards, giving them light and life. Quickly the brain registered that they were of the same style as the pair pilfered from the drawer. Their scallopy legs held the same detail except that now they were white as was the pretty little rosebud that adorned the waistband. By now they would have been wafted past the nose, one quick swoop to determine if they held the right level of perfect fragrance. Of course here it was out of my control but I knew that Sallyb would not have been entertaining with anything that would embarrass her.

The hand flicked them into position and tested their softness, running through fingers and paying special attention to the mounded crotch. It was as if they had just been released from her body, been withdrawn but still held their unique shape of the delicate female form. Even the scallopy legs obeyed and portrayed the wonderful impression that inviting thighs had just abandoned them.
My hand slowly wanked my exposed foreskin upward and downward as I was treated to the play that was being acted out before me. I wanted them badly and the one’s from the drawer, both with the little fuck pockets that my cock was so eagerly wanted to be in. Then the screen went blank and just left the video window. I felt abandoned and left with half a story and then it dawned on me how stupid I had been, engrossed in the play that had been set before me.

I rushed to my wash bag and the nail scissors that would open the package that Sallyb had sent. How stupid of me not to have realised the significance of watching the video first. I was cutting and tearing at the outer brown paper now, cursing how well it had been wrapped and the need for my scissors to ease my frustration. Careful snips along the sellotape knowing that I did not for all the world want to cut into the contents.

Like an opening chrysalis they began to emerge. The red so prominent on the top and the lilac at the bottom but what was sandwiched in between. I could make out they were black and that meant I had three pairs. I scrabbled to free them and give them life, releasing them from their entrapment and filling the air with a hint of feminine fragrance. Free at last I spread them before me but greedily I was hooking my fingers into the red ones. Upward they travelled to my wait nostrils with my lungs waiting to inhale whatever they offered.

How sweet they were feeding my insatiable desire to introduce myself in one sense with Sallyb. Her musky hue hung in the air whist I savoured, sniffed and filled my head with being close to her. Furiously I wanked for a moment at the sheer delight of having them, the very same from the video, her worn knickers in my possession hanging at my nose as if they had just been plucked from the laundry basket.

Now I studied them inches from my face, arranging them just as the hand had done, letting the little mound pronounce itself and the scallop legs form in the crudity of being filled. I sighed deeply at my fortune and ran a finger over the soft cotton of her gusset. I searched it out, probed it just as she had done and slipped a finger inside the super soft cotton fuck tube. I was going to have fun with these!
Next I sniffed at the lilacs but found they were just as they had come out of the drawer, freshly laundered and clean. There was an air of disappointment but it didn’t matter, they were the same as the others, sweet, pretty and most importantly had a tactile little fuck tube that I knew my cock would enjoy. Then all that remained were the black ones with the same appealing scallopy trim. I picked them up to test their credentials on the cleanliness side when a little folded paper note fell out. Already I knew and guessed that these were something special, they had not featured in video and I was beginning wonder why.

It read:

Dear Frilly

Confession time. I was wearing these when I made the little film. It so excited me to be making it for you and in some way I wanted to be so much more part of it than on the end of the camera. All the way through filming I was imagining just how you and perhaps Kevin would have reacted in my empty house. The thought of you both rummaging through my underwear and acquiring a little trophy or two had me very moist and I thought you would like to share it.

Sallyb xx

For a moment I held them up just as I had done the others, admiring their prettiness and darn right wanton appeal. Then they began a wafting journey towards my nose whilst a picture came into my head of what Sallyb might look like. Of course all anonymous knicks in my head had the most attractive owners but with Sallyb I was in no doubt. The nearer they got to the slow reign in on my face the more I was convinced. The musky fragrance of an excited pussy delivered the most exciting perfume in the world and these had it all.

Now the crotch tickled on an upward and downward journey on my nose, the soft delicate cotton yielding the heady perfume of the perfect women. My breaths inward were long and drawn feeding a frenzy of desire whilst my hand masturbated my on wet foreskin. I was consumed with Sallyb, how shallow was I to be taken easily by one female after another just by having her soiled knickers. I’d forgotten about Alise, Janice wasn’t even on my radar and I had even promised myself that into this week I would have a stay of abstinence. 
I was captured, trapped by my own obsession. I moved to the bed taking my newly acquired treasure with me. I gorged on the gusset of the black ones whilst manoeuvring myself around, arranging pillows and finding my all important fuck cushion. The heady perfume of the gusset still feeding me whilst I mimicked a lower torso by pulling the inside out red one’s up and over the cushion.

There I arranged them, pulling them into place so the start of the delicious fuck tube lined up with the edge of the cushion. A finger intruded into it just like it was slipping into Sallyb’s cunt. Oh how soft they felt, so tactile and giving that I was already imaging how delicious my mimicked intercourse would be. I sat my aching cock at their entrance, teasing and tickling him with the slightest touch of the super soft cotton. I pulled my foreskin half way back and watched him bounce with delight at the prospect of taking this virginal tube.

I arranged the blacks perfectly over my head, ensuring that I could see out of the sexy framed scallops. I inhaled her excitement filling my head with visions of her perfection and pulled downward on the cushion to be with her. Slowly the tactile cotton engulfed him, tugging so gently downward and giving such a sensual tingle that I gasped and whispered her name. Inward he travelled, being titillated my the consuming fuck tube, my foreskin unrolling to treat my glans to the most wonderful out of this world experience.

‘Oh Sallyb’, I moaned, ‘what a beautiful and thoughtful creature you are’. 

My cock bottomed in the back panel and whist breathing in her heady musk I watched as he bounced and sensated on the back of the closed seam. So slowly did I pull him backward and moving the cushion away that it sent my foreskin rolling backward causing another wonderful rush of feeling through my now profusely leaking cock. Then forward again with such a gentle sliding movement that had the super soft gusset riding and capturing glans in another out of this world experience. Why were some knickers so tactile like this? Then I was reading the label in the waistband, the mix of cotton and elastane was sure to be the answer.
I moved him so gently inward again and watched him get deliciously caught and then listened to the ‘plop’ as the gusset gave and rippled across my excited glans. This was a knicker fuck of such perfection but did I really want it, I’d told myself that this week and especially today would be of abstinence after a long and exhausting weekend.
But here I was partially stopping, withdrawing and then promising myself just another few minutes as I slipped slowly and deliciously into the silken fuck tube yet again. I’d take myself very close to the edge when the tactile gusset was sending my glans wild with the promise of an orgasm and then withdrawal only to find myself back in there under temptation minutes later. I was hooked, somewhere deep within my head I told myself I would cum, bring all my spunk to bear in the back seam just thinking about the video I’d just seen and the very fact that Sallyb had willingly sent me her knickers.

My mind was made up, finally I would I eek it out with the slowest and most sensuous movements ever, I watched and sighed deeply as he continued his in and out journey along the tactile tube that was now the representation of her cunt. Slowly the gusset manipulated my foreskin rippling and rolling with it with every simulated fuck upward and downward. The little messages of orgasm were on their way and my head promised they would not be abated.

I called out her name in soft whispers, imagined I had been on the video journey and explored for treasure around her house and finally I had the most wonderful orgasm of memory. The spunk splashed inward wetting and adding to the place where her cunt had sat, it gushed and forced itself through the soft fibres of the gusset spreading like a flood. Satisfaction overwhelmed me and the feeling of warmth and wellbeing comforted my mind and body as I lay there expended.

How lucky I was to have these special arrangements, females that appreciated the significance of a knicker loving male and his understanding feminine side.

To be continued later.       

