I had known Gary since the beginning of senior school. In those three years we had got to know each other quite well, sharing quite a few interests. He had taught me fishing and I helped him plan his model railway. I nearly always called for him in the mornings and usually walked home with him.  In school holidays we were always off doing something, either together or as a larger group.

Gary had a younger sister Janet who was in the year below us. She was quite an attractive girl but a bit on the large size for her age. I used to see her at school playing netball in her navy blue gym knickers but it was her friend who I was more interested in. That said a glimpse of her navy blues or any other girls was enough to send my heart racing. Her knickers were was always on my mind when I called for him and especially in the mornings for school. Monday’s was always a good day for spotting Janet’s knickers for that was wash day and they were usually on the line. If I was lucky they were pinned up on the line nearest the house as I came in their back gate. If I was really lucky I would have to brush against them to get to the back door.  I cherished these moments and prayed for them to be there and be in the right place. When they did brush against me, they caught me on the side of the face and I captured their dampness and freshness. Oh how I lingered trying to saviour the moment without being to obvious. If the cuff leg caught my cheek I was in heaven. If it skimmed my lips then it was ecstasy. Sometimes there was disappointment opening the gate to find nothing but then I got to know the family’s routine. After knocking and being let I would usually find they were still doing the washing. Gary was often roped to help, turning the mangle while his mother fed it on from her hot tub. His mother was often flustered, sometimes rushed trying to complete the task before going to work herself. On the odd occasion when she was late Gary would be left to sort it and he would ask me to turn the mangle. He would feed the mangle plucking the hot dripping washing with tongs. I would turn the mangle and catch the washing into a bowl the other side. Naturally we played school boy pranks like turning the mangle in the opposite direction dropping it back into the hot water. I did cherish when Janet’s knickers came through making sure I handled them well into the bowl. I think Gary shared this moment because he always made a big fuss of them coming through being less than complimentary about whose they were. ‘Yuk’ he would say. If Janet was around and she usually had the task of hanging it out, she would give him a sideways look of embarrassment and annoyance about the attention he gave to her knickers. ‘No skid marks in mine’ she would retaliate. ‘That’s only cos the colour don’t show em’ Gary would snide.
Another opportunity to get close too or even look at her knickers was their airing cupboard. Funny house really, because it was located in the kitchen, emersion heater in a bottom cupboard and airing cupboard above. Very often I waited for Gary in the kitchen whilst he got ready. Sometimes he would rush round collecting his school things and go to the airing cupboard for his clean games kit. Janet’s navy blue knickers would stick out like a sore thumb to a trained eye. The navy blues were so obvious even when in a stacked and folded in a pile of washing. If he left the kitchen again and the door was open and me on my own, I used reach out and touch them. If I was really lucky I could slide my hand in and caress them finding the gusset and the ribbing of the cuffed legs. Had to be quick though and it always made me tremble with excitement. Luck would be on my side if they were the top of the pile. Once when I judged he would be a while, I picked them up unfolding them as they drew towards me, I sniffed them, smelt their freshness and also a little hint of Janet as if they were impregnated. What joy to feel their softness and the cuff leg as they rubbed my cheek. Fear would get the better of me and I would put them back, in this instance just in time! Gary came back in just as I moved from the cupboard! He gave me a sort of knowing side ways glance and I saw his eyes track to the cupboard. I flustered and asked him if he was ready. Nothing more was said at that time but I think he knew I had and an interest in his sister’s knickers or definitely navy blues. This recognition often came in our maths lesson which coincided with his sister and her friends PE lesson. The maths classroom was in an old wooden hut which sat right alongside the netball courts. Gary would sit next to me and nudge me when his sister and friend would come up and down the court, practicing passing. He knew I fancied his sister’s friend, as I was sure he did too but he would always make sure I knew they were both there. Nothing was every said or even a hint of recognition about my interest in navy blues but he was always with me in the right places, when I was definitely loitering! Nothing until the day and event of the first day of our school holidays!
I had arranged to see Gary on the Saturday and we would just hang out, nothing special planned. He had asked me if I would look at one of his trains on his railway as it was not working. He said come around about 9.30 but I was 20 minutes early. As I was nearing his house I spotted his mother and sister on the bus stop, his mother waved and smiled his sister sneered and looked none interested in the other direction. I presumed they were going shopping for the day they usually did! I got to his house and knocked the back door, no washing on the line, shame, oh well! Gary came and let me into the kitchen.
 ‘Want a cold drink, orange squash’, he said.
 ‘Why not’, I replied. Then I asked. ‘What we doin today’.
 ‘Dunno’, was his answer, ‘maybe we should go to the park to see who is hanging out’.
‘Yeah ok’, I said, ‘but lets have a look at getting this train running, sounds like brushes to me’. He fixed the drinks and we made our way to his bedroom.
We entered his bedroom which was as usual immaculately tidy. We put our drinks down near his model railway and he stretched to get the engine. I just glanced around the room when I spotted something navy blue on the floor by his bed. My eagle eyes told me they were a pair of his sister’s knickers, I could spot navy knicks from a mile off!

 ‘Hey, what are your sister’s knickers doing in your room’, I smirked.
He looked around, shocked by my discovery, clearly embarrassed he went very red!

‘Ah ah, dunno’ he stammered.

‘What are you doing with them’ I pushed, knowing full well what I would like to do with them.

‘Piss off, dunno how they got here’, he said defensively.

With that he dived for me, pushing me back on to the bed. He grabbed the back of my thigh muscle with his fist and gave me an almighty horse bite. I screamed with agony as his grip got tighter and tighter.

‘Bastard’ I said, ‘I’ll get you for that’.

But I didn’t get the chance; he released his grip and quickly dived to sit on my chest pinning my arms down with his knees. I could not move! This was exactly the kinda horse play that boys of this age got up to. A rough and tumble! In this case it was borne out of  Gary’s embarrassment for me discovering his sister’s knickers. It was a sorta one up-manship to get back respect and authority.

But it was not working, cos I asked him, ‘What were you doing with your sister’s knickers’. With that he leant back and with his right hand grabbed my prick and balls through my jeans. This was another show of authority, that I was not in control but he was! I screamed in pain, not so much that it was deep pain but that it was tender to have your balls crushed. Besides that my prick was already semi stiff as I had seen and thought about the navy blues.
Gary still had hold of my balls and prick and trying to gain the upper hand said. ‘You like my sisters knickers don’t you, I’ve seen the way you are always trying to get to look at them. I couldn’t deny that and anyhow with this talk my prick was now fully erect. Gary detected this, released the grip on balls and now held my prick through my jeans. He looked down at me from his advantaged position and I still could not move. ‘Hey, your dick is really stiff; you do like my sister’s knickers, don’t you’? 
I looked up at him and then to the front of his own jeans I could see he had an erection himself. With that Gary reached over the edge of the bed and without releasing his grip on me, picked up those navy blues. 

‘Would you like to smell them’ he asked.
Well I think the look on my face told him I wasn’t going to object! With that he brought them up to my nose ensuring the gusset was in line with where I could smell them. Immediately I picked up their scent. They weren’t clean and I guessed Gary had taken them from Janet’s PE bag because they  had smell of gymnasiums and changing rooms and had a hint of her own smell and possibly exercising. I was in heaven; this was something I had always dreamed of, getting this close to a pair of navy blue school knickers. I breathed in deeply savouring this new found smell. I could now feel my dick throbbing in my jeans and a wet patch  forming in my pants. Gary must have felt my throbbing. 

‘You do like them don’t you’, he said. 
I am still breathing through his sister’s knickers when the next thing I feel is the top button of my jeans being un-done and my zip sliding down. Suddenly Gary’s hand is on my Y fronts stroking my prick through the material. He found the head of my prick and the wet patch in my pants and started to knead me through the material with what felt like his thumb and fore finger. My immediate thoughts were I’m not gay but this sure does feel good. Yes I’d larked around with boys before when we were play fighting and wrestling and we had grabbed each others balls, much the same as Gary had done to me but this was something different! All sorts of thoughts went through my head, no I’m definitely not gay cos I really fancy girls and couldn’t wait to shag one. On the other hand, or should I say Gary’s, this felt so good, I’m being rubbed by my best friend whilst smelling his sister’s navy blue knickers. The sensations were incredible, him rubbing me and her knicker’s smelling of her and changing rooms. Then Gary slips his hand in the opening of my Y fronts and pulls my prick out. Now he is wanking me slowly, rolling my foreskin up and down. Now the sensations are even more intense and I can feel my pre-cum lubricating my foreskin!
‘You do like this don’t you’, Gary said ‘or do you want me to stop’?

Feebly I said, ‘no’. But just then Gary climbed off my chest where he had pinned me and he snatched his sister’s knickers from my nose and face. God he’s going to stop I thought.

‘Please don’t stop’ I pleaded, I want you to wank me, I like it.

‘It’s OK don’t panic, I will, but I’m fucking hard and you can wank me as well’, he replied. 

Gary kneels beside me and un-does his jeans, drops them, kicks of his shoes and suggests I do the same. I do and when his jeans are off I notice a huge sticky patch on his Y fronts too, just where his erection is sticking up. We move around the bed so that we are long ways except that he his head to toe with me and his head is where his erection is and my head in line with his Y fronts. Janet’s knickers reappear now but this time he brings the down to my prick. Next thing I know Gary has my prick inside their waist band and touching the head of my prick with the gusset. Then slowly he starts to rub and wank me as he did with my Y fronts.

‘Come on do me as well’ he pleads, ‘don’t be selfish’

‘But I have never done another boy before’, I reply.

‘Just wank me slowly like I’m doing to you’

I slip my hand into his Y fronts and pull him out. He has a foreskin just like me but I already knew that and had noticed that from our PE lessons. He is very wet and I slowly started to wank him.

‘That’s fucking fantastic’, he said, ‘I’ve never been done by another boy either, feels fucking great’.

Meanwhile I was feeling fucking great myself. Janet’s’ navy blues had caught some of my wetness and were being slightly caught by my foreskin every time Gary wanked me slowly up, then down. Gary moaned as I wanked him and I could feel his stickiness on my finger tip and thumb.

‘Are you enjoying this’ Gary asked in a sorta quiet voice.

‘Oh god yes’, I managed to squeal.

Suddenly he takes the knickers from my prick! I’m surprised! 

‘My turn’ he says, ‘you toss me off in them, you can’t have all the fun’

‘But I never done this before, not with anybody or been wanked in knickers’

‘I do it all the time’, he replies, well when I can and when know one is around’. ‘Anyhow’, Gary says, ‘I’ve watched you looking at my sisters knickers, caught you in our airing cupboard, do you fancy her or something’. Before I had chance to reply he said, ‘She fancies you, I know she does’. 

‘Never really thought about it, doe’s she’, I exclaimed.

‘You bet’, Gary replied, ‘always going on about you, asking is that nerd coming over, I know she really fancies you’.

‘Mmm…’ I reply, ‘don’t know, never had a girl say she fancies me’.

‘Anyway, shut up about her, this feels so good, your wanking me nicely’, Gary pants.
We carry on wanking each other very slowly, Gary now enjoying the sensations of the knickers and I can see and feel his wetness clinging to the navy blue material. I look down at him rolling my foreskin up and down and notice particles of a navy blue ring around my prick where the material has been trapped. We both concentrate on wanking each other making sure that the feelings are sensational. A couple of times Gary says to slow up or stop as he feels like he is going to cum and he doesn’t want to end it yet.
I ask,  ‘what are you going to do, are you going to come in your sisters knickers and can you wank me in them before you do’.

‘It’s all right’, Gary replies, ‘I have a solution, we can both be wanked in knickers, stop a minute.

He gets up off the bed with the navy blues still dangling from his prick. I watch him go to his chest of drawers and pull out and remove the bottom drawer. He reaches into the space and retrieves something brown. He holds them up and I can see they are a pair of small brown school knickers.
‘My secret hiding place’, he says, ‘these are Janet’s old Brownie knickers, mum had a clear out last year and chucked them out for the rag man, I stole them back before he came’. ‘Now we can both toss each other off in school knickers’, he said, ‘and don’t worry you can have your girlfriends’.

‘She’s not my girlfriend’, I say, as he makes his way back to the bed. We settle down into the same positions and he hands me the brown knickers, while he rolls my foreskin back ready to accept Janet’s navy blues. I roll his foreskin back very slowly. Gary gives a big sigh, ‘that’s nice, I like the way you wank me your very considerate’. 

I notice as I’ve rolled it back he has a little blue ring round his knob end and his foreskin as well.

‘You’re goina get a brown ring around your cock now’, I comment.

That’ll be nice’, he laughs, ‘especially as you put it there’.
I put the brown knickers on to his prick making sure his knob end is sat in the gusset and start to slowly wank him again. He is doing a very good job on me rolling my foreskin up and down in the navy blues as the sensations are increasing. I guess I’m doing a good job on him because he gives little sighs and keeps saying that’s nice. Pretty soon with Gary’s gentle wanking I can feel myself goina cum. ‘Gary I’m goina cum, what about Janet’s knickers’.

‘It’s ok you can cum in them and I will cum in these, I will sort the brown ones and Janet’s can go back in the laundry bin’. ‘You can think about Janet as you cum’. he breathed.

God I was so close to cuming and curiously I did think of Janet, Janet actually wanking me in her own school knickers and then I came, I gushed and throbbed into them for what seemed ages. When it was dying down Gary sighed ‘I’m cuming too’. I felt him pump his load into the brown knickers making my fingers all sticky.  We both lay there attending to our own pricks, wiping our selves dry, Gary with the browns and me with Janet’s navy blues.

This was my very first wank with another boy and a first into a pair of school knickers. To be continued
