Chapter 12 Finding Answers from the Past

I awoke Monday morning feeling on top of the world. Yes my stiffy was there to greet me, bold and raring to go. However he felt, I was in mood of quiet contemplation following what was a full and satisfying weekend. A tinge of sadness flitted through my thoughts though; I wouldn’t see her, my little lover now, not until Friday. I wondered how my week would pass, how would I fill it and indeed how would I control my urges.

It didn’t take long for those to come into question; here I was in the bathroom staring at the Wilkinson’s laundry bin. Rosemary was already up, probably busying herself with getting ready for work and maybe finishing the chores after their weekend away. The girls were probably still in bed, it would be another week before they would be rushing around in preparation for school. The thought of catching and seeing them in school uniforms everyday flitted through my mind, a grey uniform too, such a pleasant reminder of my own school.

I kept coming back to it, the lid of the laundry bin, shall I, shan’t I open it. The visions of them both, yesterday afternoon, creamy sun kissed legs, their little bubble bottoms and the thought of their knickers underneath. Temptation and a stiff cock take a hold, just a look, Georgina wouldn’t mind, perhaps she would be encouraging me. But do I need these distractions now? Now I have Georgina, or was it George or even Georgie?  But what were they wearing underneath yesterday I ponder, those denim clad sculptures of beauty. You cannot not know, you have to find out, I tell myself; just a peek will do no harm.

Slowly I lift its lid, peering inside. Sunshine, fresh air and sun lotion hit my nostrils. Feminine smells too.  Just one T shirt and shorts come to view, they are not Sarah’s, they are Rebecca’s,  I can tell by the colour of the T. Slowly I lift them both, carefully noting their arrangement. My heart beats faster and my senses tune to the sounds of the house, for the moment I will not be disturbed. White with little red edging appears; yes these are Rebecca’s, the size a giveaway. Oh, and what’s this, Minnie mouse adorns the front, sitting on what would be reserved Rebecca’s tummy. Is this where it comes from I question, the childish nickname, given by little girls to their private parts. Is it part of the whole female protection of modesty, does mum say ‘careful dear, I can see Minnie’.

That’s not important now I tell myself, park your little theory for later, besides my stiff and again weeping cock has other ideas. He wants to be nudging and nestling where Rebecca’s Minnie has sat. He wants to feel the soft cotton of her gusset tickle him, pull on his glands. He wants to pretend he is where he shouldn’t be, couldn’t be, here in her innocence without harming her. I pull them towards me, holding them in one hand whilst I slowly wank with the other. Glancing back to the laundry bin greed will not be on my side, Sarah’s little treasures will not tease him, they are probably still in her room, maybe she still has them on.

Back to this moment, I inspect them, they can’t be yucky, any way she is a clean girl. Nearing my face I pick up her perfume, her uniqueness, her yesterdays toil of femininity. Near my nose I gorge on her activities bringing me secretly within her world. I imagine her running around, this soft cotton protecting Minnie, snuggling her, coveting her little tides of exertion.  I have visions of her on the arm chair again, playing her little game, perhaps it is the game that fills my nostrils now. 
Whatever it is, he is becoming impatient below, where, he demands is his action and fulfilment. His greed moves me on, he’s there now, pulsing himself with her yesterday, becoming part of her. The soft cotton tickles and clings to him as he rolls into her Minnie territory. Why does he love this feeling so much, is it the sense of closeness? It doesn’t matter for now for he is enjoying it, rolling his foreskin next to the domain of little Minnie. With every stroke the sensation is heightened sending wonderful satisfaction throughout my body. He gorges on the slow movements of my rolling foreskin, burying himself into the softness of her gusset. Perhaps he is bathing in her fragrances picking them up and trapping them under the rolling skin. Perhaps too the baubles of soft cotton trap themselves underneath. I can see my foreskin now wrinkling the cotton and hold it in his folds. My whole body spins with excitement but I have to stop, another few short strokes and my spunk would pump into Minnie’s place. This can’t happen, it’s too much a risk of being caught, my little games must not be disclosed, this sanctuary of knickers is much too precious.

Everything is back in its place; I pride myself with the ability of concealing detection. Practice, that’s what it is and knowing how the female of the species acts, well I think! Down stairs I join Rosemary sat as usual at the kitchen table. Soon we are chatting around tea and toast. Her natural women’s nosiness soon brings up the subject of Georgina.
‘How are you two?
 I don’t say anything but my smile gives the game away.
‘Good’, she says, I had a feeling you two were a good match, Catherine will be pleased too’.
God, these two practically had us married off already, but I wondered if they knew how much of a match we really are. Did sisters know that much about each other? In this case I figured and hoped not! I wondered too whether Rosemary was relieved that our coming together would take the heat out of any desires between me and her daughter.
‘By the way tomorrow evening we are off to the pictures can you sort your own tea out?
 ‘It wasn’t a problem’, I replied. Alone in the house again, he stirred below. 

Work was as usual; when I wasn’t concentrating on the job in hand my mind flitted back to my glorious weekend. The move up to here really was the best move of my life, a good job, a new girlfriend and great lodgings. By Monday afternoon I was on my forth conversion of the day, until then I hadn’t really thought about the benefits of my work and the game. I suppose I had dismissed them, did I still need them and the risk that came with it now that Georgina was here to stay. 
Now I found myself on a landing staring at a sign that said Julia’s room. A twinge of excitement and expectation ran through my body. My legs held a weakness and my breath emptied my lungs in a great sigh of the moment. I listened and pondered. There was only the man of the house in, or at least that all I have spotted and he was more interested in getting back to his little office once I’d been shown all the locations. Should I or shouldn’t I torment myself. I dismiss it and quickly got on with my job in the bathroom.
Unfortunately the job was completed in minutes and I question myself whether I should let my desires take over. Well, a least there was no laundry bin in here, the temptation of that kept me in check. I left my tools where they were and crept back out on to the landing. God every creaky floorboard in this house was like a cannon going off, I stood and listened. There was silence all around apart from the nervous labour of my breathing. The excuses ran through my head should I bump into someone, like, ‘I’m sorry I couldn’t remember where I had come from’. You had to think of these things; sometimes I hated the devious side to my habits.

Fortunately, ‘Julia’s’ door was ajar, although the bloody thing noisily creaked into action as I slowly pushed it open. This was something I never really had a measure of, should I gently push, or should barge in as though I’d made a mistake. The gentle approach I figured may not alert someone too much if it was occupied, maybe it would allow me to peer in and then duck out un-noticed. There was never a right answer to this however much I rationalised, if caught it was better to have that good excuse. Well anyway, disappointment, peering in the room it was empty save for a bed and chest of drawers. By the looks of things it hadn’t been occupied for some time, no personal effects, another fledgling flown the nest I guessed. Of course alone in the house I may have explored that chest of drawers, too risky with someone in the house. Alas I move on dispelled by fear and maybe a reluctance of need. 

Tuesday arrives and brings a sort of optimism, well its one day nearer seeing Georgina again, and tonight is the night of the Wilkinson’s trip to the cinema. Excitement reigns through my body with the prospect of a rummage through their knickers again. I have little plans too, today I am working near Twickenham and maybe if I finish early I will have a little treasure hunt around the shops.

By mid afternoon things are looking good just one more quick conversion after this one. I’m working in the under stairs cupboard on this one, big old rambling house and the owner is somewhere in the garden. Well I know they are because there is the constant hum of a petrol lawn mower, it tells me they are busy too.
 I am all but done here but time just to have a glance around at the contents of this old cupboard.  Yes it has the usual contents, a vacuum cleaner, somewhere to store shoes, cleaning materials and of course an ironing board. My torch scans the deepest recesses. Interesting, an old rag bag, I pull it forward. It has the usual contents, spray polish, tins of furniture beeswax and old ragging. I sift through it, old T shirts and yes bingo a familiar colour catches my eye, nigger brown. The last time I saw this colour in action was in a recreation ground, their two owners treating me to a delightful display of handstands. I pull them towards me, disappointment, they are badly torn, the leg cuffing coming away from the knicker body.  They have wax ingrained into what was once a soft and delicate surface, ruining any use I have for them. The bag yields nothing more of interest to me and I shove it back towards its corner.
 That’s when I spot them, there’s no mistaking even a crunched up ball when you are a knicker expert. I pull them from their deserted corner covered in household fluff. There’s no mistaking a pair of navy blues. I dust them down, they must have fallen out of the rag bag, discarded and forever been pushed into the corner by the cupboards contents. Montfort, size 22 and barely worn, what a prize. They must have been bought in the last throws of schooldays, probably just for games.
They are mine now, nobody will miss them, who knows how long they lay deserted in this little corner, Their new owner will appreciate them more, cherish them, wear them and make love to them. Quickly they a secreted into an empty card box for a part I have fitted. Away and in my tool bag, I will enjoy these tonight.

I am so pleased with my find; it bounces me through my last call. Soon I am parked in a side street in Twickenham. I am surprised about this place, it’s so small for a town centre, and maybe I have a distorted view about all these infamous places that I am now able to visit. I discard my uniform jacket leaving me un-identifiable from the next person on the street. I know how nosey these old biddies in shops can be. 

The main street was so short and had little shopping to the side streets. Still once explored it would either be a hit for finding ‘treasure or a flop to be dismissed. At the very least its smallness meant I could keep an eye on the charity shops even in a short lunch break.
 The Oxfam shop came into view and I dived quickly inside. A cautionary look at everything was expected so that I did not draw attention to myself. I figured that my browsing must be considered to those who served to be casual. Sometimes I had picked up the odd book; it was how I got a copy of ‘His Lordship’ by Leslie Thomas. Lastly and as if by accident I would browse the girls wear as if I spotted something that a younger sister might wear. If this little game didn’t bring on the consternations of the ‘biddies’ then I would continue. Nothing of relevance in here though, a rummage through the netball skirts brought up sizes even too small for my modest waist.

Further down the street was a Red Cross shop. Immediately on entering I noted it had far more rummage value, less organised and a reason to be ferreting. It also gave the opportunity to delve more quickly, you had to search to find. They had considered that a new term was about to start and had considerately grouped all the school cloths together. I flicked through the netball skirts and almost immediately found a waist size 30 in grey. ‘Nice’, I thought. ‘my old school colours’. I pulled it out and put it to one side.
A grey cardigan came next, perhaps a little small at 36 inch but maybe it would stretch. In the box below I found a white PE polo shirt size 38. I had considered knee length socks too but they all looked too grubby for my own personal comfort. I was disappointed there were no school knicks in the box; it always gave me a huge thrill to find any. Satisfied there was nothing else to catch my attention I moved to the biddy on the counter to pay for them. I hated this bit; I felt sometimes self conscious and tried to put on an air of aloof confidence. I paid and departed.

The last shop I found was the Salvation Army, I nearly walked by it, I thought it was a junk shop, it really looked the part. Inside was an Aladdin’s cave of disorganisation, I didn’t know where to look first. But hey, wasn’t that a good thing, not having things regimented meant that I could look everywhere without feeling steely eyes of suspicion, ‘what does he want with girls clothes’.
There were cardboard boxes all over the place, unless it could be formally hung like a suit, dress or an overcoat it was all piled into boxes. I decided to start from the back of the shop and work forward. Yes in the end I had to agree there was some order, jumpers in several boxes, mixed swimming costumes together and then underwear all thrown in together.

There were about two boxes of underwear it was hard to tell, slips seemed to have muddled with blouses. There were huge mammoth bra’s that I imagined made the owners look hideously top heavy. Ah now underwear, big Y fronts and gigantic old ladies knickers were a huge turn off as were baby pants and rompers. Most of the women’s underwear had seen better days, threadbare, holey and elastic stretched beyond imagination. Quite what the old biddies of helpers thought they were doing or who would buy them.
Then I struck gold, I thought it was a beret at first, the colour wasn’t one I had come across before, royal. There was no mistaking the cuffed legs, double back panel and the elasticated waist. I examined them quickly but also giving time to take in their form and attributes rapidly.
They had to be Montfort I thought judging by the pattern of the stitching on the legs. Wrong, inside revealed the maker as Jonelle, 16 inch in size and a name tag of Sarah Lucking. Of course they would be mine I told myself plucking up courage. How could I leave them here, how could they not become part of my collection? It didn’t matter I told myself what the old biddy thought or the fact that I had nothing else to purchase, besides I doubt she’d ever remember me again anyway.

Outside I was pleased with my purchases and my earlier find in the under stairs cupboard. I am soon heading back to Kingston with the thoughts of some playing tonight. I hoped the netball skirt would fit me and the cardigan would not too tight. Of course I remembered too the Wilkinson’s were all going to the cinema, yes I would be having a grand evening.

Back in London Road I was greeted by a hurried departure and apparently a change of plan, they were off to Rosemary’s parents for some tea before making their way to the cinema. They would be back around nine, oh and would I mind switching the washing machine on once I had loaded it with my smalls! I glanced at it as we were talking and could see it was already partially loaded. My mind immediately went into its overdrive and wondered what knicker treasures were in there. Gosh this changed the whole outlook for this evening. I them watched all charge out of the door, the pretty Levi clad bottom of Sarah couldn’t wait to be rid of the treacherous Dave.

I stood in the kitchen in amazement, partly through their rapid departure and partly because my luck at being left alone again in this wonderful knicker heaven. The washing machine looked very tempting to explore right away but there was always that danger of a ‘forgotten something return’. Patience I told my twitching cock, your turn will come. Besides it gave me the opportunity to retrieve today’s finds from the van and at least 5 or 10 minutes of modelling them.

On the way up to my room I quickly vacuumed the dusty and fluffy navy blues. Job done I thought, no need to wash them for the moment. In my private space I started to undress, my cock already stabbing at the front of my trousers.
Drawing the curtains I surveyed the empty netball courts below, it stirred him on to a throbbing erection of anticipation. Torn I was between my finds and the washing machine below. Hurried by those prospects I cut short the ritual of slowly gliding the navy blues up my legs. They fitted very nicely though thank you, admiring my believable female bottom in the mirror, a little flat perhaps but passable from some angles.
The polo shirt was snug but not too bad, the white and navy blue together had me tenting and weeping into the soft knicker material. I covered him up with the wrap around games skirt somewhat hiding his attentions. The cardigan can wait I thought as I admired myself. One last ritual though, the Royal Blue Jonelles. I flipped the skirt open exposing him again dropped the waist band of the navy blues and buried him rewardingly in the soft royal gusset. I momentarily watched him throb there spilling his pre-cum into the area where Sarah Lucking’s nonny had once sat. I imagined her perfect in every way as I wanked into the softness of her gusset. I could easily have exploded into them there and then, in a normal situation, then yes I would but then tonight there were so many choices.
I slipped out of my little netball outfit admiring the unique combination of white polo, grey skirt and navy knicks along the way. The knicks stayed, my tenting cock already christening the front panel with my sticky goo, besides he felt comfortable in them and so did I. Over the top of them I slipped on a track suit and made my way down to the kitchen.
I had purposely forgotten my smalls, a logic in my plan and something to be always considered, for if they came back for some unknown reason I had yet to load it. Nearing the kitchen brought on a de-je-vue as the strange anticipation and fear wafted through my body. What treasures would I find? I listened to the silence of the house as I slowly opened that machine door. I knelt on the floor to get a better view of the contents.

I started to lift garments and pull them out, a T shirt, a bra, socks and then the first pair of knickers. Here I was reunited with Minnie Mouse again, after our meeting in the bathroom yesterday morning. They look so appealing, the white and red and little Minnie peering at me on the front panel. Yes, here and now I could quite easily of dropped the front of track suit and navy knicks and spunked into that little gusset quickly. It didn’t matter now did it, soon all my expulsions would be washed away. But I had bigger goals, what else was in the machine, did Sarah have any treasures for me.
There were a couple of more pairs of Rebecca’s knicks came tumbling out, enticing me into action. But wait, ‘you can play with them all’, I told myself now gathering to the side a little pile. Gosh this next pair are so sexy, a lacy red nylon, they could only be Rosemary’s. Yes they intimidated me, because they were hers but they had my cock straining against the navy.
I took him out momentarily and tickled my foreskin with the red scalloped edged and in defiance of my feelings I buried him deep in the white soft cotton gusset. There, the intimidation gone, I was sure to have left pre-cum in them. I peered back into the machine, denim shorts, I wondered, yes they were, they were Sarah’s. Slowly extracting them revealed they came with their contents of Sunday afternoon, just as she had probably peeled them off that evening. Delicious sexy and waiting for me, they could have been any colour or style in the world, just as long as they were Sarah’s. Blue and grey horizontal stripes decorated them, I wanted them, and above all I would spunk into these.

It was obvious there were more of their knickers in the machine but to get them all out was foolish, playing with numbers always added danger. Thoughts came to mind, what if I accidently drop a pair on the way to my room, or leave a pair there. The risk of them coming back prematurely and having a bundle to gather up and get back to the machine would be a nightmare. No, taking just these three pairs for play was enough for the moment, yes if they were away for the weekend it wouldn’t be a problem, time to double check on my activities ensuring their things were back in the right places. No sense in ruining a little session with the paranoia of possibilities. I loaded back the contents of the machine, stuffed their little treasures into my pockets and scuttled off to my room.

Track suit bottoms off, I lay there in my navy knicks toying and playing with their knicks through my fingers. I bring each in turn near my face to examine them, firstly taking in their shape, design and colours. When I’d noted that in my head then I would discover their intimate secrets of their wearer, the little smears of life and the fragrances that eluded from them.
In turn, with the stirring of him down below I would ease into my little fantasy. Rosemary’s first, hanging their between my fingers, ‘was she wearing these on Sunday when she came back from the beach, or perhaps Monday morning whilst we had our chat about Georgina’, the things that went through my mind. Ah Georgina, I could picture her wearing these, how she would look, the material pulled and shaped into her exquisite form. But back to Rosemary, how did she fill them and would I want to be there to witness her display. Yes I would I told myself, shoving the delectate red nylon into my now exposed and sticky cock, my little cream hole finding the soft white cotton where her pussy has sat. I imagine I am having sex with her, from behind, these knickers are pulled to one side, I’m pleasuring her after her lonely husbandless existence. I watch her bottom bounce back and forth into me as I now wank into her knickers. I have to stop though for I shall surely spend my load into them and that isn’t in my plan, its Sarah’s knickers that are my goal.

I toss the red nylon to one side, Now my fingers are playing with little Minnie. I examine them for any signs that I had played with them in the bathroom, none visible. I lower them to face capturing the uniqueness that is Rebecca. My nose nudges where nonny has sat and my hand below appreciates this closeness, rolling my foreskin into its sticky goo. I have her pictured running around the beach, perhaps her denim clad bottom plonking itself into the sand, the hot sea breezes whisping and tanning her thighs. Doe’s that breeze find its way under and through the gap between her legs lapping over the soft cotton that now adorns my nose? Can I detect that and of course all that is naturally hers? Distractions, taking me away from my goal, I know my plan and my body is ready to play it out.

Again I toss these knickers to one side, its Sarah’s that has replaced them. I look up at them above my face, examining every detail. The royal blue and grey remind me of the shades of school knickers that I now own. My head diverts to a little scene where these two colours transverse between knicker and skirt. It’s a pleasing concept, royal knickers and grey skirt and vice versa. I must remember it, perhaps for Georgina. Ah Georgina again and that memory of her masturbating me in Sarah’s knickers, it has me rolling my foreskin again. Does it give me that permission to be here now, I guess it does and with Georgina’s consent. The thoughts that filter through my head, as I lie here studying her most intimate garment. How could I ever give this up, I’m shaped and moulded that way, the same way that Georgina has been shaped and moulded.

I bring them to my face, yes a different fragrance but one that very much stirs my desires. I drift off into some far fantasy as they now sit on my nose. Here we are alone in her room, maybe I am between her legs delivering little kisses up and down her thighs. Above me the blue and grey wrinkle with her excitement as the kisses get ever closer to little nonny, her sexual energy filling my nostrils with encouragement. This is to be her first, the first of many where I worship and devour her honey pot through her knickers. Where I taste and nibble little nonny to an orgasmic fulfilment. The baby soft skin of her inner thighs tastes like a silken peach as I kiss my way to heaven. She heaves and thrusts her hips towards me demanding I take her on her virgin journey. I hear her gasp as my nose traces her little crease; a fragrant dampness moistens my skin urging me on. My cock twitches and leaks his own excitement and would dearly love to swap places. But this is her education; his turn will come when her love is in my grasp.

My fantasy continues to devour my inner thoughts, mean while in reality below her knickers tease my foreskin. I roll him slowly capturing him in her soft but smeary cotton sending tickles of excitement through my body. I listen to his lubricant slurp their way to joining hers, soaking into the softness where her nonny has sat. This intimate little joining, so secret brings us closer than she will ever realise. I wonder if she knew would she be flattered or upset or maybe even jealous that her knickers get my attentions.

In my fantasy now I am devouring her little honey pot through the soft cotton of these blues and greys. My mouth French kissed her sopping and demanding gusset.  Her hips buck and rock striving me to taste her ever deeper, sending her into a spiral of demand. She’s wants her orgasm and I give it to her, my thumb joining my mouth to secure her little bump. She’s mine forever now, I have set the scene, and her journeys will never be the same.

Below on my bed my own journey begins, my sperm begins its travel, the destination her soft nonny patch. My creamy oozing has awakened and revived her own juices and soon my spunk will join them. He’s caught again my foreskin, deliciously trapped by her gripping gusset. It’s too much for him now, that trapped and entangled feeling pushes my senses to the limit and on to my orgasm. I watch his gusseted head as the white flood charges forwarded darkening the blue and grey.

Later I watch them all through the glass porthole of the washing machine, tumbling in a soapy froth, my play being washed away from discovery. I ponder whilst I am sat here having my tea what a successful day it has been, so many finds and treasures to devour.

Wednesday is another day of routine, the jobs running smoothly and nothing too complex to cloud my mind. I started to think deeply about the word nonny! Where I had first heard it and by whom? I was sure it was Susan probably whilst a group of us kids played doctors and nurses. I remember her being the youngest so she would probably been nominated the patient. Of course as we all did, buttons were undone and pretend stethoscopes placed on various parts of the body. I think with her, liberties were taken especially by the girls, a vest pulled up or a tummy exposed. I do distinctly remember many occasions when her navy knicks were exposed. It was always a turn on for me, she had such creamy skin, the knickers fitted so perfectly showing off her little bubble bottom and her delicate hips and I loved the way the material dived down over her tummy and formed little wrinkles around her nonny. I pictured her in my head; gosh I was starting to get an erection.

It must have been one of these occasions I heard her first use the word. ‘No mustn’t see nonny’, she covered the front of her knickers with her hands cupping and hiding her secret place. Her brother had said she always used the word especially at bath times. This was a word that always stuck in my head; I never questioned it at the time, we as children used lots of words that we thought adults would not understand. Anyway the word stuck, it was Susan’s, I’d watched her grow with that word, watched her display those lovely navy blues. I wondered how it came about, wondered if it was a form of denial, it always seemed that way, particularly when she phrased it. ‘No mustn’t see nonny’, and occasionally using her hands to cover up her secret area. I toyed this idea around in my head as the day progressed, in the end it seemed to fit. It was certainly Susan’s, although everyone seemed to recognise what it meant when ever she used it, perhaps it was the occasional covering of her secret area that made its understanding. 

Many memories from the past came back that day. I wondered too if it was Susan that influenced my leaning towards school knickers and later knickers in general. My thoughts raced back to it, it was always hers that I looked for first. I wondered if she too had recognised it, was it a lot like the game that Georgina played with her cousin John. A shiver when down my back, the very thought that it was in a way orchestrated. Gosh were some of her displays on the old swing acted out in the hope that I would be watching. Was it that the infinity that seemed to have us drawn together, especially into our teens?         

By Wednesday evening I began to feel down and lost. Maybe it was the day spent rationalising the past, maybe the day was too easy as far as work was concerned or maybe I was missing Georgina and was love sick. Either way I took myself up and into my room tried to get into some music through my head phones but found myself seeking our ever more sloppy love songs. Eventually I sank into the Everly Brothers which didn’t help a bit. The lyrics just rolled around in my head making me miss her more.

Thursday arrived, perhaps a better day at least I would see her tomorrow evening. It was another repetitious day at work and at lunch I decided to find a sandwich shop. Teddington was the nearest so I parked up in one of the nearby streets and walked in. It wasn’t the type of area I was used to working but hugely familiar from my past, a modern council estate. As I crossed one of the roads a corner house caught my eye, there in the sunshine hanging on the line were school knickers. There was no mistaking them even at 25 yards; the sombre but exciting colours reigned in my concentration. Yes even at this distance there was no mistaking three pairs of maroon and two pairs of navy blue. Onward I ventured though, must get that sandwich and perhaps a paper.

A cunning plan formed in my head though, I would take my lunch back to the van and drive and park in view of the knickers. Around 10 minutes later I was sat watching these delicious sculptures of material sway in the light summer breeze. Luckily for me the street was deserted, probably something to do with the mid day heat or the fact that it was lunchtime.

Who owned these I wondered as I sat there trying to be an inconspicuous tradesmen just having a bite to eat. Again the paper in my lap disguised my real intentions. I reckoned there were two age sizes between the smaller navy blues and the larger maroons. Probably two girls in the house then and I would guess at around ten and twelve. You got to know these things after a while, studying and knowing your subject. I wondered for a moment if they belonged to the girls I had seen in the park, I tried to picture them in my head again watching these five pairs parade themselves as colourful bunting. He stirred below recounting that little scene of upside down display and gave a little throb of excitement.

I watched how they hung, the shape they took on, almost surreal like their owners were hanging there with them. Thoughts of creamy skin and bubble bottoms had him fully erect as they danced in a slight breeze. I tried to identify the maker too; they had an air of being Montfort about them but then again in this part of the country there were makes that I was not familiar with. Either way, I decided they were of reasonable quality, I would love to have them all in my collection.

Strange really, sat here watching school knickers dance around on a line, even stranger was it excited me to do it. I rationalised it in my head my almost solitary existence of my teenage years, life without the intimate encounters that I so dearly longed. Perhaps it was a poor substitute, to idealise their knickers instead. Anyhow, I’m stuck with it now; it won’t go away, besides now I have a girlfriend who understands it. It also struck me sat here that I had not seen where the Wilkinson’s washing line was, did they dry their knickers in public? I made that mental note to find out.

At home that evening Rosemary remarked on my sombre mood.
‘Missing her are we’, she teased’. She chuckled to herself, ‘if it’s any consolation the little lady herself had a face like a wet blanket today’. ‘If you ask me you’re both love sick’.
‘Did she ask about me’, I enquired, letting my defences down on how vulnerable I was to being wanted.
‘As a matter of fact she did’, said she couldn’t wait to see you tomorrow’.’Look why don’t you ring her on the hall phone, I’m sure it will cheer you both up.

It didn’t take long for her to answer, almost like she was sat by her own phone waiting for me.
‘Hello’, I enquired.
Her reply followed mine, almost as if the days of absence had distanced us.
There was almost a hung silence before she flooded out with, ‘I’ve missed you’.
‘I’ve missed you too’.

‘How much’, came her rapid response.
Out bumbled my heartfelt words, ‘well I want to be with you right now’. ‘I wish you were here. 
‘Georgina misses you and so doe’s George and Georgie’.
It was almost a probing statement, an affirmation that what we had constructed last weekend was still there. We had opened up with our inner most feelings and Georgina was testing that it still existed. I could feel the pause and knew how I wanted to respond but had to check at my end that nobody was listening.
‘I’ve missed you Georgie’, I bleated confirming that the Georgie part of her was not alien to my thoughts.
‘Do you really, really miss Georgie ‘, she enquired in an elated tone.
‘Of course, but and the others as well’, I wanted to confirm that it was her as a package I wanted. ‘How could I not’, I added, ‘that is so much part of me too’.
‘I take it there are others around possibly within earshot’, she asked.
 ‘Yes right’, I confirmed.
‘Ok, we can talk tomorrow then’. ‘Do you fancy going to a pub for tea?
‘That would fantastic’, I replied.
‘Well meet me outside Bentall’s staff entrance at 6, ask Rosemary where it is’. ‘Oh and we will walk up it’s only along the Portsmouth Road’.
 ‘Sounds good to me’, I replied.
‘Oh and Dave, I love you’.
 Guardingly I looked around me before I mumbled, ‘I love you to Georgie’. A kiss came down the phone and she was gone.

As I put the phone down just as Sarah appeared from the lounge, I smiled at her but only got a half hearted response. Had she been listening to the conversation, I guess she was put out still, but I knew in my heart that as much as I found her attractive our ages at the moment we were a million miles apart.

Friday came with excitement; tonight we would see each other. My work bounced along and any thoughts of temptation or treasure hunting were obliterated by day dreaming about Georgina, George or even Georgie. It was easy how this little package of characters had developed in her life; they were almost ages of realisation. I could see how the influence of her cousin John and first boyfriend Mike and their interests in underwear had struck a chord. It must have been very flattering for her, the attentions of John and the power she could wield over him just showing him a glimpse of her knickers. It was there with Mike too but perhaps it was with him that the sexual awakening finally clicked. 

I tried to recall my own development, especially where the display of a girls knickers started to trigger something sexual. Of course, at the age of eight or nine there was a realisation that I liked to watch these little displays but when did it become sexual? Was it around the development of my erections and what they meant and then later the fantasy of masturbation? All those visions of Susan upside down doing her gymnastic displays on the swing came flooding back with fondness. I’m sure I spent the day in a state of semi erection.

What also came into my head was that whilst Georgina was practicing this art I was very much on the sidelines as a voyeur. There were never such opportunities with me as there were with her  and her cousin John, or was I just too shy or maybe scared to make that sort of move. There was no doubt what he was doing was wrong but how much of an influence was Georgina in leading him forward and in reality was Susan doing the same to me. Thinking back, some of her little knicker displays were almost contrived, they must have been, on reflection they were always put on when no one was around. I smiled to myself that Georgina and I had found each other. Here we were fixated about the sexual triggers of our childhood playing out the fantasies of her reality and my wishful thinking. 

By mid afternoon it was plain that I would be finished by four. It would be somewhat stupid to start another conversion only to find that I would need some vital part. To leave a customer without gas and then to find that depot was out of stock would be futile for all. 

Back in Kingston I was quickly washed changed and out in the town in readiness for meeting Georgina, but first a plan. The late afternoon shoppers were busying themselves before the shops shut and it was perfect for me to do the same, I had a plan.
I was always a nervous shopper when it came to buying knickers, so self conscious that everyone I’m sure was wondering why that lone male was buying underwear. Perhaps my paranoia was justified, the nosey old biddies in charity shops sometimes making comments as I rummaged through the children’s clothes looking for school knicks. But today I told myself I should be more self assured; I was buying them for my girlfriend. Mmm, that made me feel good too, a first, something to relish, enjoy and a new perspective. 

Here I was in Marks and Spencer’s with that goal. Here I was on the first floor, perhaps now a little more apprehensive for this was ladies wear and gone were the mixed traffic of both sexes. I always pondered at this point, should I be purposeful or casual and browsing. Today I decided to have a purpose, after all time was not on my side. I must admit when I found them, those blues and grey’s a little uncertainty crept in, shall I actually buy Georgina the same underwear as Sarah. Wasn’t it mixing the two, reality and fantasy?
I fingered them, toyed with the gusset feeling the softness wear Georgina’s pussy would eventually sit. What was it about them, they were not garish or outwardly sexy, was it an innocence and portrayal of femininity? Yes it was, and as a present would it also show to Georgina that I cared and saw her as something more that a sex object, at least I hoped it would. What size is she went through my head, my memory raced back to us both stood in front of her knicker drawer and her encouraging me to rummage. I was get hard thinking about that, concentrate, if I was buying for me a size 12-14, Georgina if obviously more petite, it had to be size 8-10.

They were in my hand, brave now, my head filled my pretence of they were a present, well they are today, what confidence I had. How about a pair to match some dusky red and grey’s too, wouldn’t that seem more of a gift and wouldn’t it distance it in my head from being a replication of Sarah’s underwear. Well I certainly not had seen the red and grey in her knicker drawer, did that make it right.

Well I’m outside the shop, the stressful task completed, not so much as a batted eyelid from the sales assistant. Cocky and confident I felt now, not like ten minutes ago, I wondered how Georgina would react with my little gift. Then it suddenly struck me, I missed a trick, oh well it will have to wait till tomorrow, then I’ll go back again. Off to wait for Georgina!     
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