 Special Arrangements Chap 9

Sunday afternoon at home and alone was a whirl of activity. There were chores to be done and a readiness to be achieved for yet another week on the road. Work had been considerate and sent me a schedule for the week that saved a trip into the office on Monday morning. I loved this arrangement especially as next week’s scheduled had me more or less at the other end of the country and involved at least a day’s travelling.

I checked my personal email account too remembering my exchange with ‘Sallyb’ but there was nothing there. I was glad really, she did say it would be after the weekend, at least I would not feel obliged to answer it as I was completely knackered. These weekends with Janice were fantastically exhilarating and did wonders for my sex life and little gambit of needs but their fullness left me drained and glad that we only had it as a special arrangement. So tired was I that even the prospect of a little play with Alise’s knickers was put to one side as they were packed with the rest of my things for the week ahead.

Monday morning was always a rush for me. I always wanted to be away and on the road before the rest of the world decided to raise their sleepy heads. It suited me, breaking ground and finding some distant motorway service area to ponder and relax over a cup of coffee. It gave me chance too to fix in my head my work for the week, what it entailed and how it would be delivered. It also gave me time to think about where I was heading and if I had been there before and if I finished early what were the prospects for a little of my own retail therapy.

I had it all worked out, a perfect world, a woman around when I wanted one, my own place with freedom to do what I wanted when I wanted and time and space to indulge in my passion. Perhaps things would get even better, perhaps I would be indulging in the lovely Alise’s underwear soon, perhaps I would be communicating with Sallyb too, getting to know her, perhaps there was a chance that I could indulge in her knickers too.

All this mulled around in my head and I felt certain that with charm and patience I could have it all; surely I had the persuasion to make it all happen.

I was on my way again, hitting the motorway and having lurid thoughts of how it would all come together, my time spent with Janice, the little packages of heaven hopefully to be acquired from Alise and with any luck conversation and maybe with some charm on my part knickers sent from Sallyb. Then I had thoughts of whether my expectations were just too much, was it reasonable to expect all these things and whether they were natural in the real world or just the strong desires of a fetishist!

By mid afternoon I was at my destination. There would be no training this afternoon, discussions on what was required and the level of depth I would go in to and then I would be ready proper for a start in the morning and continue throughout the day. As predicted it looked like I would be at this location for at least another night and move off to a new task on Wednesday morning.
By five I was in my hotel room and yet another ritual of making myself temporarily comfortable. It was an inevitable ritual, kicking off my shoes and setting the all important complimentary cuppa going before unpacking my bag. As usual I drew the curtains more in habit than privacy as any moment my clothes would be dispensed with and I slip into the prettiest little briefs I’d brought. For a moment I’d catch up with the world, lying on the bed, tea by the bedside and a scan of today’s paper.
I loved this ritual and unwinding, knowing this room would be my own little sanctuary for a few hours to do exactly as I pleased. Between pages and the folding of the paper for one handed use, I’d play with my cock through the material of whatever underwear I had chosen. It was bliss, momentarily thinking what antics I would get up to tonight. To be sure there would be a lot of self teasing and manipulation ether with the internet or my imagination. Perhaps there would be some conversation via email with Sallyb, it ran through my head the cyber discussions we’d already had.
Relaxed and refreshed I set up my own laptop and connected via the hotel’s Wi-Fi and waited. A feeling of apprehension sneaked in on me as I wondered would there be that all important email from her. God don’t these things take an age I cursed as I waited for it to load up then access accounts.

Yes there was one message in the inbox and indeed I was not expecting more as this account was solely for my personal foibles in life. ‘Sallyb, you little angel, you did reply’, I thought to myself. I opened it up!
Hi Frilly 1

Gosh isn’t it complicated, I hadn’t realised there was so much behind it. To be honest I thought Kevin was an oddity but I’m glad to say it’s not how I feel now. You could say I’m rather more interested than I should be, maybe it’s because it has plagued me for so long and perhaps now the memory of it has become intrinsic in my mind. Maybe too I’m deeply flattered that my cousin had in his own way plied me with so much attention and interest. Even more flattered that he was in fact older and yet wanted to be close to me, a younger and plainly just an annoyance of a teenager. It’s also kind of nice to think that this adoration goes on behind your back, you’re not aware of it and yet this person is sort of showering you with admiration from afar.

Does all this make sense to you, or perhaps from your side you don’t see it that way? I don’t know, perhaps I should not be guessing what goes on inside your head. Gosh I hope I am not saying the wrong things and you are offended, I don’t mean it that way. It’s just that I am truly fascinated and want to understand more and perhaps in a way would still like these little connections. Oh hell I feel I’m saying too much, what makes me open up like this and to a stranger too?

Changing the subject slightly, how do you feel? I suppose I’m asking are there differences to all this, do people have different levels and needs? I’m sure there are, especially reading some of the stuff posted on the forum but I guess I’m asking what makes you tick, are you in some way closer to Kevin.

Oops! I’ve probably already said too much again but it does seem like I can already talk to you so please take it as a compliment. Perhaps I’m seeking from you the answers that I never got from my cousin or for that matter never will do. Please, I hope we can continue the conversations, in hope and until next time…..

Sallyb  x
I read and re-read Sallyb’s email several times, the second time I was fondling my prick through my delicious knicks. There were words that I picked up on and wondered what they meant, word like ‘little connections’, what was she offering. Immediately my head told me it was her own underwear, she wanted to continue where it had left off with Kevin, she wanted someone to have that secret admiration; she wanted to know that there was someone out there having fantasies about her. By now I was wanking at the very thought, I’d left the laptop for a brief moment and sought out another pair of knicks. I sat there masturbating trying to imagine them as a present from Sallyb, it was her gusset that I was now creaming myself into.
But, let me come back to this I thought, the evening was young and I was getting hungry, a shower and a meal I told myself and then I could be back here, to quietly indulge in my fantasy. Even in the shower I could not stop thinking about it, twisting her words around in my head trying to make something out of it. The more I recounted them the more I saw and was positive that Sallyb was offering me her underwear.

Then as usual, the reality check came into my head, I argued that it was all wishful thinking I told myself, you’ve read too much into it, there could all be a simple and easy explanation to all this. Round and around it went as the water flowed over my head and de-stressed my neck. Then again came another counter argument, we are talking of a woman on a mainly male orientated website; she must be looking for something.

Back in the room I stood dressing myself, the pretty knicks again and then I found Alise’s little offering, out they dropped from their special hiding place and I got another reminder of the weekend. How could I have forgotten about them, they were until now going to be the centre of my attention this week and something else I had so many hopes pinned onto.

I held them up to examine them and remind myself of the delicious little body that owned and adorned them. The little hair band fell out of them, it must have been thoughtfully placed there by Janice. The weekend came flooding back, greedily I wanted them both, well now greedily I wanted them all, all their knickers at least but most of all I wanted to have Alise, suck on her little knickered cunt, taste her eastern European flavours and best of all fuck her like she had never been fucked before.

They felt absolutely gorgeous riding against each other, two slippery sets of nylon hidden under my trousers as I made my way to the bar. The little hair band had been carefully placed over my erection keeping the dainty pair of knicks just in the right place and now tucking him inside the others. As I walked there was almost a faint rustle as the two horny materials chased each other around with every step taken down that long hotel corridor. In the bar my newspaper and book hid any prominence to my trouser front as I ordered from the bar menu and got myself a drink.
A quiet table, a neatly spread newspaper gave all the impressions of another businessman going about his business. Little did anyone know what was going on in my head and how it would secretly excite the half erection in my trousers. My knuckles stirred him over my fly and he was recognising the wonderful notions and feeling that lay within. I watched a pretty guest in with I presume a male colleague, sit across the way. Little did they know how I was dressed underneath and to my gratitude neither did they seem to care.
My concentrations flitted between the half reads I tried to take in from the paper to wondering how and when Janice would have a little conversation with Alise. My thoughts too turned to the mysterious Sallyb and how I would answer her email. Between my imagination and the paper I was deeply away from it and distant from my surroundings and hadn’t realised until it was put in front of me that my meal was ready.
Yes I was like Kevin, I told myself. I’d tell Sallyb that too, not just to draw her in close to my little game but I began to imagine the scene she had painted and knew instinctively that is how I would have reacted. Yes I was willing to be Kevin and in some way re-enact his journey into a liking for knickers.

I checked my personal phone frequently in anticipation of receiving some sort of text from Janice. It was idiotic to expect one so soon but there was always hope, either unfortunately or fortunately this was how my life as far as the love of knickers went. I was driven by it, consumed and it filled the pockets of my life outside my professional activities, almost to a dangerous distraction. But the text never came and I told myself how stupid I was to think it would on the first evening after the weekend.

He sat placid in my trousers now. Eagerly and expectantly he was still held in place in the pretty little knickers by the hair band and then coveted by my own knicks. For moments I actually forgot that beneath my outer clothing I was attired in that way, it lulled me into thinking that I was normal and it wasn’t until I started to stand to go back to my room that I remembered what I had down there. It was at times like these that I would have a momentary panic and wonder if the whole world knew and could see my secret. Nobody stirred or batted an eyelid.

Back in my room I lay on the bed facing the dressing table mirror and tried to re-create that scene from the weekend. My fly was open and trousers spread and I watched myself hump the dainty little knickers as I tried to do at the weekend. I remembered my helplessness and containment and so deliberate for a few minutes tucked my hands behind my head and watched myself wriggle against the little sensations I was feeling down there. Stickiness became apparent in an instant although I knew only too well that it had been secretly discharging itself ever since I’d slipped the hair band over them. I humped them one more time and then made my way to my waiting laptop.
Hi Sallyb

I’ve looked forward to your email all weekend. It was good to see it there this evening and I really would like to communicate on the subject if you wish to as well.

I suppose I am like Kevin a lot. Your story is so much like mine with my neighbour but I kind of get the impression Kevin had more opportunities than I did. It’s made me think back to that tim, so much that I rather regret there wasn’t more, I suppose I’m quite envious of him and wished I had had the access to your knicker drawer like he did.

I don’t know if you have realised there is a tremendous rush of adrenaline and excitement carrying out raid on someone’s knicker drawer. There is expectation, fear and trepidation all at once and yet despite all that there is a deep inner need and wish for fulfilment that pushes you on. Since your mails I’ve lived a hundred scenes like that in my head often wishing I was Kevin devouring your knickers.
There were times too that I wished I’d done more collecting at that age. Equally I remember the great fear of being caught and I would have thought that Kevin suffered that too. It may even be a reason why he distances himself from you now and wonders if you ever realised what he was up to. It won’t have left him either, if he is anything like me, it will still be there, not dormant but very much part of his life even if he has a fulfilling marriage.

I stopped writing for a moment to think about what to say next. In my head I dearly wished to be involved with this person and hoped that I read it right and she wanted me to indulge in her underwear too. She hadn’t specifically said that but I read it between the lines with her reference to ‘little connections’ and contrary to the weekend I didn’t want to be the make the  suggestion as I had done with Janice and obtaining Alise’s knickers. I wanted her to suggest it and offer me a proposition and I certainly didn’t want to have to pay for the privilege.

It bounced around in my head, what could I say that would influence her to offer her underwear without hesitation. In the end I decided to make up a little scenario and started to add it into the email.

I have had such fulfilling relationships in the past and yes at the outset I become very satisfied especially if my partner appreciates my little knicker foibles but after awhile the old leanings and hankerings come back and you need something a little illicit .It was on one such occasion I got caught out with my former wife, she found underwear that did not belong to her. In fact it had come from a colleague with whom I had quite a deep relationship with. We weren’t having an affair or anything but we over a period of time go to know each other really well and it didn’t take very long for her to find out about my interests in women’s underwear . It amused her and intrigued at the same time and it wasn’t long before she was asking me what I liked to see on a woman and what would be nice to buy to surprise her husband.

Of course over time our conversations became quite intimate and we’d talk about the whole sex thing and how she’d had success with some of my suggestions. Then one day out of the blue she produced a little parcel over lunch, a present she said for my thoughtfulness and friendship and why shouldn’t I have some of the pleasure. Instinctively I knew what it was and was slightly embarrassed as we were surrounded by other colleagues on other tables having lunch. She winked and smiled at me suggesting that apart from us they wouldn’t have a clue what we were exchanging and in the end these little transactions became the norm and she did it by placing them in a video box.

I looked forward to them so much I’m afraid they became too much of a distraction and that’s how my wife found out, I suppose that was the start of the end. But, of course all that doesn’t matter being single again. Now I buy my own and have preferences, nothing gaudy you would be surprised to know, I like my underwear plain and pretty and the sort of stuff that you would wear every day. I’m definitely not into thongs and the too skimpy, after all I do have my manhood to contend with. There’s nothing like being able to wear some pretty underwear under my every day clothes and leaving the rest of the world blissfully ignorant…I hope.

Best off now. Please email again.

Frilly 1 x
That was it, I’d hoped that it would do the trick and I really didn’t want to say anymore at that point, I wanted Sallyb to do the running. 

Back on the bed I was masturbating again into Alise’s knicks. Wonderful memories came flooding back of the cute little creature with the perfect body sat on Janice’s sofa at the weekend. I homed in on the remembrance of the way those jeans hugged every sweet little contour. I imagined the knickers I now had sliding up and down my cock deliciously adorning her body.

Then came other memories built around the conversation of Sallyb and her cousin Kevin. I was transported back to the time when we were pet watching my neighbour’s house, feeding the fish and generally keeping an eye on the place. Of course it was my job, my parents told me it would give me something to do during the school holiday and relieve them of the burden whilst they were at work.

I was transported back to my first steps into their house, the unlocking of the door and my entering. I stood there with it locked behind me in the white silence and picked up the fragrance of another family. Then I was in their hallway looking upward towards the stairs and wondering what intriguing things I would find in Joanne’s bedroom. Then it came to me in an instant, a question, what were her knickers like?

On my hotel bed I wanked gently in the slippery nylon of Alise’s knicks as the memories came flooding back. The soft gusset teased me, encouraged me as I relived the journey up the stairs in my neighbour’s house. I had to hold myself back from cumming many times , prolonging what in my head was now part memory and part fantasy.

Now I was turning the handle of Joanne’s bedroom door and stepping inside. The wonderful fragrance of teenage girl hit my nostrils striking a strange kind of fear and yet at the same time sapping my strength. The steps to her chest of drawers seemed to take minutes as in my head I never seemed to get near it. I held him in Alise’s knicks, holding him off from flooding them with my sperm, my thoughts for a moment flitted from one to the other, Alise or Joanne and occasionally telling myself I was Sallyb’s cousin.

Silently I pulled on the top drawer of Joanne’s chest, slowly as if the sun was rising an expanse of girly pretties exposed themselves, almost hurting my eyes in a vibrancy of colour. The unique smell of female wafted up and fed my brain with something that I never knew was there, a desire to have and hold them and most of all rub them on my cock.

On the bed I held myself off yet again as my head recaptured that scene over and over again like a stuck record. My fingers held him holding back the rush that otherwise would flood Alise’s gusset killing my ardour and ending the evening. I didn’t want that, I was relaxed here and on a sexual high that had to last much longer and when it had finished I’d be exhausted and fall into a wonderful dreamy sleep.

Slowly playing again I was back in Joanne’s knicker drawer, hoisting the pretties aloft and examining them. I let them brush against my face dusting their softness against my skin as an instinct told me to unzip myself. My young and virile erection was out and exposed in a female room for the very first time in my life. I shook with fear but knew no reason why I should, the house was empty and the family miles away. Then instinctively I lowered the pretties towards my stiff and bouncing cock. With my other hand I pulled back my foreskin and shivered with excitement about the experiment that was about to happen.

It was almost as if I had some primeval instinct or like I’d been here before and knew exactly what to do. That first brush with my glans had me letting out a huge moan that I was sure could be heard in the street outside. It stopped me in my tracks as a dull ache consumed my balls and told me I must masturbate in them. I bounced and skidded them over my exposed glans sending thrills like I had never experienced before.

For a moment I stood and watched my knees shake in anticipation of what I was about to do. My hand holding her knicks moved towards my cock like I was trying to capture something in a net. They surround me before I let him sink inward and enjoy their fluffy softness that had me again wailing in verbal satisfaction. I whispered her name many times as I let my fingers tease the soft material in every nook and cranny of my glans and foreskin.

I whimpered at the wonderful feeling and sheer enjoyment that spasmed across my body. My legs were shaking so badly I had the make for her bed. I sat and watched the dance of material and fingers as I sought satisfaction and pleasure. Instinctively I manoeuvred them into the gusset like it was my god given right to seek out where her teenage pussy had sat and began to wank, slowly at first, still enjoying the new found sensations and then more frantically as my brain imagined and saw who they belonged too. 
I saw her as I had seen her every day, in her school uniform or out and about at the weekend trying to look older than her years. It was her sweet body that my mind captured, her pubescent features of slim legs with the slow build on her hips and that little sway that went with it. Then it was wondering if on any of those occasions these sweet little knickers that I now so intently wanked into had adorned her perfect teenage body. God how I wanted her little pussy, even more so now as the super sensuous crotch of her knickers sent me into a delirium of lust to have her as mine.

Spunk flooded into Alise’s knickers as my mind worked its wicked fantasy and for a moment I looked downward and feared that it was actually Joanne’s gusset that I’d shot my load into. 
