Special Arrangements Chap 3
The next day was just like any other being away on the road. Another couple of training sessions and yet another hotel room with the solitude of my thoughts and fantasies. 
There was an urgency that evening too, it overtook any desires to explore the nearby town, it was the expectation of an email. Then there was the room rituals of first taking advantage of the hospitalities and getting that all important kettle singing and then drawing of the curtains so that I could have freedom to indulge in my passions right away. The bed and the television came next, ridding it of the formalities of presentation and being able to work the remote. 

I had to get myself out of my clothing and slide into something more feminine and admire the look in the mirror. I might relax on the bed and listen to the silence, whilst scanning my news paper and sipping tea. The menu was favourite too, there was expectation that something might titillate the taste buds and draw comfort it what could be a sterile box of necessity.
But there were other pressing urges tonight, to check my emails on my personal laptop, had Sallyb formulated her question. There was a rush to set it up, disturbing my rituals, tea was in gulps as I searched for plugs and cleared the desk of hotel paraphernalia. Irritating formalities too, like hooking up to the hotel network connection that all intruded on my desire to open that ‘inbox’.

Disappointment set in as nothing had come in from Sallyb. I stared at it blankly, almost willing something to happen but it didn’t. I began to wonder, if she’d changed her mind, thought better of it to open her heart. But it was early yet, maybe she worked, hadn’t had time or the circumstances were not right at her end. 

Time to do something different, come back and maybe it would be there. Off I went for shower and a cleanup, it always made me feel different, fresh and new and ready to slip into some pretty knickers. I stood looking at myself in the bathroom mirror naked a part from a pair of pink gingham frillies. I watched his half hearted attempt to swell in the slippery nylon. I tried too to help him along, pulling back my foreskin and letting him feel the delicate fabric tickle his glans. I thought about Janice too, how we’d bought the knickers together, a little shopping trip of indulgences.
He was having none of it and I didn’t really want him to, well not all the way, there would be nothing left for later. Then, naked I stood under the steaming hot shower and cleansed myself of the days toil and part of my masculinity. I stood for ages after the soap had gone letting the hot water take the stress out of my neck and down my back. Then clean and refreshed I began to towel myself down. I had to be super dry and invigorated by the towelling, feel warm, glowing and sensuously prepared.

Another pair was chosen, plucked because of their racy appeal which would secretly travel with me under my trousers to the dining room or bar. I wondered for a moment if that act of crossing to the other side changed my demeanour, was that then something that ‘special females’ recognised? The full cut of their slippery and slinky finish encased my masculinity. The black and contrasting red frill of scallops running it two rows around the leg bands shouted the opposite. Now he was teased into an erection good and proper.
Then it caught my eye, my inbox had activated, there was an email. I rushed to sit down, make myself comfortable in anticipation, god why were the actions of mouse and computer so slow on such occasions. It was from Sallyb.

Hi Frilly1

Where do I start and how, gosh this has been difficult for me but its time I found some answers so here goes.

When I was fourteen, I used to have a cousin come to stay. It was always quite an occasion for me as I was an only child and to have someone near my age around was always a bonus. Kevin was eighteen and although there was an age gap we were more in tune than we were with our parents, especially when they all came at Christmas.

It’s that particular Christmas that I want to talk about, something happened that has had a presence ever since. It started as any other Christmas, his family came early on Christmas Eve and the two of us socialised like teenagers do. But I overheard his mum and my mum talking about him and his perceived lack of interest in girls. They both seemed to think it was only a matter of time and that he definitely wasn’t gay. His mum said he had plenty of pictures on girls on his bedroom wall and she’d found the odd magazine. Both said that it was a shame that we were not closer in age, I think that was more about who I could introduce him to, than implying that we should go out together.

Then there was Christmas Day and present opening time. Mum had bought me some new underwear, pretty knickers and a bra or two. He was embarrassed looked the other way. Well it embarrassed me too; I loved the gift but didn’t want to display them in front of the whole family.

Boxing Day was peculiar too, all of us went to Gran’s for tea except him. He stayed behind, said it would be boring and besides there were some good films on the TV. It suited everyone because we could all cram into one car.

We got back late too, he was already in bed and all of us turned in as well. It was the next morning when I was dressing that I thought something odd had happened. My new underwear had been neatly piled on my dresser and I saw it had been disturbed. Not hugely so but enough to make me think I hadn’t left it like that. Then there was my knicker drawer, that wasn’t how I left it either. It was though it had been turned over, there were knickers on top that I hadn’t worn for a while and really wanted chucking out.

I thought it all strange but it wasn’t until they had gone home that I noticed some of the older stuff was missing. You know like part of a set. It was then I began to wonder if he’d taken them and what did he want with them.

It happened again too when they came to visit and then I never saw him for years until we met up at a family wedding. I was pleased to see him although he was different, sort of reserved and almost did not want to talk to me. I met his wife, who was quite the opposite, chatty and interested to meet me. She had said that he had always talked of me, his little cousin and how fond he was of me. That made me think too, because that’s certainly not the impression I got then.

Can I ask you do you think he had a knicker fetish, like some of you describe on the forum. It may sound odd now that I ask, but it’s sort of always bothered me, not knowing if you know what I mean. Can you tell me too why he wanted mine, after all we were nothing to one another, only cousins.

If you don’t want to reply, I will understand. It’s just that you seem different to the rest on the forum; you seem to know a lot about how men think on the subject of underwear.

By the way this is easy for me to communicate with you as I am divorced (another story) I do hope it is for you and that I am not intruding on your personal life.

Best Wishes

Sallyb
I sat and read it over and over again. There wasn’t a lot to go on, she’s given me a beginning and an end and said very little about in between. I needed to think about it so I slipped the rest of my clothing on and made my way down to the bar. It felt daring and wicked as I made my way along the corridors. I passed others too, that had probably just checked in and here I was wearing my pretty little underwear.

At the bar I felt cupped and cosseted around my balls. It gave me nice feelings and little stirrings of half erections, making me feel different, for a brief moment I’d wished I had a little cunt down there to match the femininity of my underwear. I ordered food and sat down with a pint and stared at the big wide screen TV that was pumping out Sky News.

I wasn’t in the least watching it but with no sound on it gave the appearance that I was trying to interpret what was going on. In my head I was mulling over Sallyb’s email, the beginning and the end. Yes I was certain he was a knicker fetishist, probably had a crush on his little cousin or maybe it was any port in a storm without any signs of a relationship with a female.

I’d felt like that at times in my life, no females around but the chance to indulge in the next best thing, that little piece of material that protected their most desirable parts. Even when there were females around for me it was still there, it was like I had to consume all of them, right down to the little gusset that snugly sat against their pussy.

I didn’t think any other knicker fetishist were different, so why would her cousin be. After all a fetishist had a compulsion and that largely never went away! Sallyb had hinted that it had happened again, so it wasn’t a one off and indeed he talked about her to his wife, so in a way he was fixated on her.
The waitress come barmaid flitted in and out delivering to tables. It distracted me for a moment, what a perfect little bottom she had, clad in black trousers with just a hint of knicker line. I dropped my hand into my lap letting my knuckles brush my half ready cock. The two materials of trouser and knickers fought against the friction to produce a stirring. It made me so conscious again that I was wearing such pretty underwear underneath. I wondered about the waitress’s too, did she have pretty underwear and would she forfeit it to me?
A little fantasy about her now interrupted my thoughts, especially as I caught a glimpse of her tight little crotch, with her trousers forming the beginning of a nice little camel toe. He stirred and moved in his own slinky nylon at the very thought of her own little gusset pressed into the delightful flesh of her cunt. I’d have loved to have gone down on her, spreading her legs and burying my face deep into her trouser crotch. Perhaps she would be the guest of honour in a little fantasy I would have later or would it be Sallyb?

Ah Sallyb, what else was behind her thirst for knicker knowledge? Did she feel she’d missed out on something? Certainly she had such distractions now; divorced and obviously unfulfilled otherwise she would not bouncing around the extremities of knicker boys little forums. And why me, did it look like I knew the answers from my prose on paper or was she looking for that fulfilment and the lost opportunity of her youth. Or was it me just wishful thinking, my food came and I was distracted again by the appearance of the sweet little camel toe.

Now how should I answer her, I mulled over as I pushed and gathered food around my plate. I’d tell her what I thought but it would also lead to questions from me, I wanted answers too, ones that I’d hoped would lead to opportunities for me. She’d obviously found me interesting in character, maybe there could be more, maybe she’d yield some of her underwear and fill the gaps in her adolescence. Maybe there was something more, another Janice perhaps? There I was again wandering off on a fantasy of my own.
Back in my room I sat there in front of my laptop and relieved of myself of my trousers. I teased him, playing with him in the lovely filmy nylon, made him big and sticky and wilfully leaking a little patch of pre-cum into the front panel. Now how shall I answer this and what little snippets could I add that would have the bird taking the worm or was I the worm?

Hi Sallyb

An interesting mail, reminded me in some ways of myself. Yes I certainly think your cousin Kevin was a knicker fetishist and probably still is, it’s something you never really grow out of. It is very similar to my own story, except mine was the girl next door. The reasons seem to have a similarity too, at that age I’d always struggled with girls, never knowing how to go about it and so the next best thing was to get close to them in other ways.

I hope this makes sense, it seems pathetic looking back on it, worshipping and having a relationship with someone through their underwear but it seemed to me the next best thing, kind of real too that I was close and intimate with her. Don’t ask me how it starts or what gives you the idea, maybe it is a recognition, that this garment is so intimate and in a moment you realise you can have access to it.

Mine started in the school summer holidays when I was asked to go in and look after next doors tropical fish. They were away for two weeks and being fourteen I was at home looking after myself whilst mum and dad were at work. As you know six weeks holiday can get boring after a while and if your mates aren’t around then you have to look to other things to occupy yourself. The key was there, no one was around and neither would they be until tea time. Although Joanne was a year younger I still fancied the socks off her and suddenly I found myself in their kitchen and for very different reasons.

Soon I was in her bedroom being nosey and I suppose trying to get that bit closer to someone I really liked a lot. Then I was there, going through her dresser, opening the drawers and when I found her knickers I found my cock was instantly hard and throbbing in my pants. (Gosh why am I telling you all this, maybe I too have the feeling that you will understand).
It was the start of it for me, that sudden realisation that female underwear did something for me. From then on I never looked back, if I couldn’t have the girl then perhaps I could have her underwear. I plotted and schemed for the rest of the week, was in there at every opportunity, at first just seeing and touching her knickers. Then with an erection demanding more I began to experiment I, had him out and began to stroke him into the most intimate place, her gusset.

On the last day before they were due back, I stole a pair and thought to hell with the consequences, by then I just could not see myself in the empty wilderness of the following week, I just had to have them.

Since then it has been an escalating journey, you want to own knickers and not just from real persons but also the imaginary, I even buy them new to feed my desires to wear them and fantasize.

I hope this still makes sense, I know its obsessionanal, like anything else people seem to collect. For me personally it doesn’t even matter if I am having a relationship with someone, it’s still there and I still want knickers from where ever I can get them.
If you can, because it will help me, can you tell me how you feel about the whole situation, what did you think then and how do you think now after a littlebit of background. Does it abhor you or is there a freaky fascination?

Please email again and feel free to ask what you want, I would so like to communicate with someone who is as intrigued as I am on the subject. I too am divorced so there are no issues with whom I talk to.

Look forward to hearing from you soon.

Frilly1 x
I pressed the send button and off it went. Then as a routine my hand went straight down to my knicker clad cock. I teased him into an erection and got him out for a little wank. He was sticky and wet, probably from my thoughts that went into the email. It had been some time since my head had ventured back to those early days of discovery. Visions of Joanne came flooding back, her growing thirteen year old body that was at the time an epitome of perfection to one who was only fourteen. I wanked myself silly there and then just thinking about the times I had spunked into her crotch.
Now I was back on the bed again scrambling around for my cushion that so aided my masturbatory habits. Gosh if I only had Joanne’s innocent little girl knickers here now, I’d make a little crotch pocket in them and fuck them like it was yesterday. It was strange this, all retrospective as I never had such notions in those early days.
There were lurid thoughts too about the young Kevin sneaking into Sallyb’s room and discovering for the first time, her knickers. It stirred my imagination, the innocence and learning of those early knicker obsessional days. Back then it was a journey of frustration, you couldn’t get enough of them, perhaps owning just one or two pairs. Perhaps that’s what built the obsession, sort of like the first enchanted bite of the apple that gave you the need to go back for more.

There were two pairs of knickers on my cushion, their little open sex pockets teasing me into sensating in them both. I tried to imagine them as belonging to a 13 or 14 year old and drive me into a fantasy that went back nearly twenty years; it was hard as the knickers were so plainly adult. I tried focusing just on the crotch and leave the rest to the visions that were being recalled in my head but it wasn’t really doing the trick. My cock wanted it and so did my head but it wasn’t to be, I just couldn’t conjure up that figment.

I sat back and watched him as my foreskin rippled the gussets open fuck tubes. I would cum but perhaps not with this fantasy. And now there was with Sallyb’s email a driven demand to relive those early days of learning, I wish I had some little girl knickers now to remind me of those very special early days. 

The sensations of the little fuck pocket were having their effect. Little movements on my part increased the ecstasy of feeling, slowing and positioning made a difference as did swapping to the knickers on the other end of the pillow. I could feel it build and so I backed off wanting to prolong my orgasm for as long as possible. My slow rhythm of watching intercourse with knickers had me gasping and calling Joanne’s name from all those years ago. Then the flood came, uncontrollable and in waves. I watched him pump his spunk, wetting the back panel of the crotch with an enthusiasm that made me score this as one of the best ever. Perhaps it was the reminiscing of my early days of discovery; perhaps it was a realisation that apart from a good fuck then this was the best substitute ever.
