Chapter 13
I made my way towards Bentall’s excited about the prospect of being with my little lover again. It had only been 5 days since we had been in each other’s company but it seemed an eternity to be apart. Maybe it was because in the short time we had known each other we had gained a lifetime of understanding; maybe it was because we were two peas from the same pod. Either way we were meant to be. 

I wondered how she would react to my little present and how soon I would get to see her wearing them. Visions of me slowly un zipping her jeans to reveal the blues and greys came into my head. That tantalising first glimpse as the waistband and then the fabric stretched across her tummy had me yet again stirring below. The care and extraction of her denim would be like peeling fruit to find the succulent flesh inside that would surely have me panting with desire. Her delectable shape would unfold before my very eyes, blessing me with the perfection of her perfect figure. I would study the material and how it would compliment her trim hips and bottom. My eyes would then transfix to where it dipped from her tummy to her mound, delicate, like the contours of a gentle heather covered coombe. My mind ambled but senses took me towards her place of work without thought. In a moment of surprise I found myself staring into her window display, I was distracted again.
I focused on the school knickers particularly the grey, fond memories of my secondary school came to mind, the netball games and the impromptu little shows, contrived or by accident I wondered. This would be gone within a week or so, this window, lost until the next summer term, no longer needed as the new terms would start, probably making way for a flourish of autumn fashions . I had noted too that these school uniform displays were becoming a thing of the past, perhaps less numerous in this London metropolis than in other parts of the country. Sad but a fact, there was more money to be made in ever changing fashion.

I waited by the staff entrance like some eager puppy waiting for his master. I watched self consciously as each time the door opened and security let someone out. No not her, please come I mumbled to myself. God how had I become this devoted so fast, something I had told myself I would never do again, especially after the heartaches I’d been through. Eventually my little one came, the security guard eyeing me up and down for the last time finally realising my purpose. She was with me, we were back together, a radiance of happiness lit up my eyes, her deep smile triggered my sense of being hers, her boyfriend and my girlfriend, it made me feel warm and happy inside.

She pulled me into a door way yards along the street, our eyes scanned and our mouths met. We clinched into a long soft and deeply meaningful kiss. It secured the emptiness of the week, repaired the loneliness and reaffirmed where we had left off. We found each other’s tongues too, lustfully devouring each other for that lost time.  Eventually, love found satisfaction and we broke to look into each other eyes.
‘I missed you’, she confessed.
‘I love you’, I blurted, not knowing if I had said too much too soon.
Georgina responded pulling me towards her, reaching up and planting a big kiss on the tip of my nose. It was one of those moments when words became insignificant, the kiss answered what a thousand words couldn’t, we knew we were in love and that is all that mattered.

We stepped back again to look each other up and down, to capture those lost images of desire. I noted that she had changed before leaving work. Her Levi jacket and jeans hiding the green blouse of her Bentall’s uniform. That outfit turned me on, jeans and jacket, it showed off her petite little frame in all the right places. I twisted her round sideways to capture that sweet bottom accentuated by the little red Levi tag.

‘What’s in your bag’, she asked, ‘you’ve been shopping’.
I grinned broadly, ‘for you I said, handing her the bag.
She peered inside and giggled at what she saw. ‘Thank you’, for me or for you or both’, she grinned.
‘Ah, both, I hope they are the right size’.
‘Yes perfect, such a good guess, she mocked, knowing full well that I would know all about knickers. ‘Funny, she said, ‘I have a present for you too’, pulling open her Bentall’s carrier bag to reveal another smaller one.
It was cellotaped down and held a form that implied it was a staff purchase. Georgina removed that and the receipt and handed it over. My turn to peer inside, I probably didn’t really need three guesses, time and experience had given me the knowledge of the weight and size of knickers.
‘You’re size too I hope as she watched me stare into the bag, ‘your favourite colour’.
The grey peered up at me, that delicious colour that stirred my sexual desires at secondary school. Those memories came flooding back of this girl and that perhaps as they danced around a gym or netball court.

‘I have never had a pair to keep and wear’, I declared. 
Well you have now’, Georgina commented, ‘at least we will be able to play games together, oh and sorry they weren’t maroon, they were out of stock for the moment, it’ll be the demand for the new term’.
I fumbled with the soft cotton inside the bag not daring to bring them out in public view, first feeling the tunnel ribbing to the legs, than noting the double back panel before finally twisting them to reveal their Cherub label.
‘There’s a story to tell about them’, she said, ‘something we can talk about in the pub’, hinting that we might move on. It was my turn to kiss her little nose in appreciation, we moved off towards the Portsmouth Road and the river.
Getting to the river path we stopped occasionally to kiss and reaffirm our relationship. It allowed us to amble along arms around each other in a slow coordinated saunter. When we stopped and kissed I would take a sneaky look in my bag at my school knickers. Yes I had owned pairs before but this was different, I had been bought them by my girlfriend, a girl who shared my passion for knickers. Georgina would peer in with me and smile at my pleasure knowing that she had chosen right. We came across a bench, taking advantage of the lull in the pedestrian traffic to sit and kiss. When we were sure there was absolutely no one around Georgina got her knickers out to examine them. I watched fascinated by her female scrutiny, the way she tugged at seams and stretched elastic confirming their quality. Lastly, she tested the softness of the nap sliding her fingers over and back as if to test their feel and how they would react against her skin.
I too had visions of them on her skin, how they would sit on her petite little frame and how they would look and accentuate her bottom hips and thighs. I began to get an erection thinking about that and wondered when we would share that intimate moment.
‘What do you like about them’, she enquired.
I suppose I had never really thought about this but the answer was instantaneous, ‘their innocence’, I responded. 
That’s interesting’, she said drawing me into a little pecking kiss as a show of appreciation of my response. 
Georgina searched soulfully into my eyes as if to confirm the honesty of my answer and when she found it she pinched my cheek with affection pulling me into one of her fabulously deep and meaningful kisses.
I gasped for air at the unexpected demand and when we finished my emotions burst forward with an ‘I love you’. 
We both smiled deeply, words were not needed; now we walked off towards the pub.
Getting inside, food was the priority, we decided on cheese burgers and fries and with a cold shandy a piece we settled into a corner. With our backs away from the staff and customers I peered into my bag yet again. I was thrilled to have been bought school knickers, especially grey and by an understanding girlfriend.
‘You like them I take it’.
I pecked her cheek as a thank you, ‘yes very much’.
‘I hope they fit you, I am dying to see you in them’.
That comment was a little disconcerting; I hadn’t really thought about that, her seeing me in them, my knicker fetish had so far in my life been a solitary distraction, too now share it with my girlfriend had me behaving meekly.
I put my hand on her thigh and said ‘you won’t laugh then’. 
‘Of course not silly, thought you had realised by now that we are two peas in a pod’.
 I know I replied, ‘it’s just I have always thought of it as something to hide, something perhaps to be ashamed of’.
‘Don’t be silly, we both know how it has become intertwined in our needs, besides you are my first boyfriend who has not tried to hide it’.
I stroked her thigh pulling her in for a little confirming kiss, another one that cemented what we were and our acceptance of each other. My hand had cheekily caressed an invisible knicker line on her thigh and under her jeans.
‘Sorry’, she said sympathetically, ‘your little nonny is out of bounds today, it’s the wrong time, it will probably be back tomorrow’.
 I must have looked terribly disappointed.
‘You know we can still play our games and I do love you touching and caressing me through my clothes’.
With that the food came interrupting our conversation. Later when the plates were clear I went and topped up our drinks. When I came back I had noticed that my gift from Georgina had gone, I looked around puzzling as if it had slipped to the floor.
‘Don’t fret I have them for safe keeping, besides we don’t want to accidently leave them here, they are getting hard to get’.
I picked up on that last comment snuggling in beside her.
‘What do you mean hard to get’. 
‘Well, it’s a bit of a story but the company rep says styles and materials are changing’. ‘She says girls are rebelling against wearing them every day, choosing to just wear them just for their PE lessons’. ‘There is also a move towards producing sportswear in nylon materials just like we have seen tracksuits change to nylon’.
‘Why is that’, I asked.
‘Well the rep says nylon is easier to wash and dry and probably doesn’t feel so cumbersome to wear and exercise in’. ‘So it means that into the future cotton knickers will disappear, so unless you like nylon material your beloved school knickers with double back panels and cuffed legs will no longer be available’.
I stared into space for a moment, my mind filled with hundreds of memories; knickers flapping on washing lines, shop windows and counters with them displayed or stacked, playgrounds and sports fields with tantalising glimpses and most of all the Susan’s hanging upside down from swings and bars. The thought of all that going was as if I had been transported to a whole new world, what would I do without them.

‘Hello, are you still there’, it was Georgina’s words bring me back into reality. ‘Gosh you were gone somewhere’.
 ‘Sorry, yes I know, it was what you said, gone, being replaced, gone forever’.
‘Wow, I knew they had an effect on you but not this deep’, replied a surprised Georgina.’
‘Neither did I, I suppose its growing up with something, it formulating how you feel, shaping your life and becoming obsessional about it, to have them disappear  seems very numbing’.
‘Gosh where did all that come from, I’d never really thought about any of this before’. ‘Well, they’ve been part of my life too, what with Cousin John and the boys at school. ‘I’ve grown up with them; I have seen how they fascinate some males and how they have become part of playing’.
We did our usual soul searching into one another’s eyes and then finally kissed each other in agreement. For now the conversation ended there and we both recognised the need for movement.
‘Come on lets go back to my flat’.
I was surprised just how short a distance Georgina’s flat was from the pub and the river, it was deceptive cutting through the side streets and walking the steep climb up Surbiton Hill. As usual we pulled each other into shop doorways along the way to grab all those desired kisses and cuddles. We teased each other too, petting each other through our jeans, me tamely fingering the outline of her knickers through denim and Georgina lightly brushing my cock through mine.
God she had the ability to make me wet in a moment, especially teasing me by saying she was dying to see me in my grey school knickers, the very thought had me leaking profusely into my pants. Of course she knew that and worked her thumb and forefinger over my jeans. Such expertise she knew and felt my foreskin even through two layers it rolled itself into a sticky goo. God I wished that she was not having her period I did so want sit my cock between her little nonny lips, not before I had teased her, frotting against her new stripy knickers.

We couldn’t wait to get each other to the other side of her front door. Georgina  took the lead with the petting, whilst I had my hand sliding up and under her blouse she had me already unzipped and inside my pants. Our tongues danced and darted around our mouths whilst her thumb and forefinger played slippy slide around my foreskin. I had to stop her, I was in danger of Cumming there and then, it had been 5 days since she had last touched me and I was all ready to spunk.
I stopped her, ‘slowly, let’s play’.
She looked at me in acknowledgement, knowing I was using her stance and that she was educating me that way. 
‘Besides’, I said, I love the way you tease me, holding me off Cumming. 
With that she dragged me off towards her bedroom our clothing in disarray as we went. As soon as we were in the room I could see her little ploy again, she led me to her chest of drawers. Delightfully and slowly she slid open the top drawer to reveal its contents. This too was a turn on for me and I imagine for any other knicker boy, the moment when the contents reveal themselves, a colourful array of wantonness and lust.
‘You choose’, she suggested.
This I could easily do, indeed on my own I would already have been formulating in my head which were knickers of interest to me. There was so many to choose from, mostly bikinis’ in style and in either cottons or silky materials. I pecked her on her forehead acknowledging her offer but said, ‘no you choose, you choose which ones you like.
I watched her fingers rummage delicately turning over the contents. It was a scene familiar to me in my exploration of other girls knicker drawers. The action by Georgina was I suspect purposeful, designed to delight and at the same time arouse, titillating and teasing me as they were turned over in her fingers.
Having this done for me allowed me to focus on the beautiful churn as they revealed themselves, one by one,  the colours and details like little scalloped edges, bows and flowers, cottons and silkies, rucks and elastication and probably best of all the soft cotton gussets.
I stood imagining Georgina in all of these, how they would sit on her pert little shape and display themselves on her perfect body. Finally I could see she had chosen, her attention focussing on grey nylon, slowly bringing them upwards to reveal themselves in all their detail. Delicate they were, scalloped white edging and rucking shouted femininity. A white bow decorated the centre of the waistband designed to focus sensuality on the contents that would sit below. A soft cotton gusset revealed itself in partial promise. 
Two pictures then traversed my mind, again how they would appear on her perfect form and secondly the motion of Georgina fingers; masturbating me into that cotton nest where her pussy would sit. My cock throbbed and leaked in its anticipation.
She was guiding me again, back towards the lounge. Why not he bed I thought, maybe the venue was all important to her, perhaps her education with Cousin John focused on such places! Whatever, it didn’t matter to me, my own limited experience had always taken place where opportunity allowed, perhaps sexual contact in illicit habitats made them all the more exciting.
Again I was being manipulated towards the settee with a certain amount of sexual persuasion and light petting along the way. By the time I was slumped into the soft confines of the cushions I had lost my trousers ant pants to half way done my thighs. My cock stood to attention as I was pushed backwards into a semi prone position. I felt vulnerable and it was a bit all one sided.
Of course nonny was out of bounds so pleadingly I asked if I could see her knickers and touch her bottom. I promised to be a good boy and not let my hands wander into forbidden territory. Georgina prompted her yes by encouragingly unbuttoning her jeans and promptly hooking them half way down her hips. Why did I get the impression at this stage her needs were not the centre of her focus? She kissed and pecked me quickly on the lips almost as a token of the overall acknowledgement that this one sided game was totally all right with her.

There was no doubt she had the element of control and was fascinated that a single pair of knickers could yield such pleasure? Again I wondered if these preferred behaviours were all part of her growing up sessions with John. Did she get some of her sexual kicks from seeing the power of her knickers just as much as the receiver?
When she had me just where she wanted me she began. Firstly she tickled my inner thighs with the feather like scallops of leg band lace just an inch or so from my balls. God we both watched my cock throb and ooze its pre-cum in response. 
By now my hand had found her knickers down the back of her jeans. I strained to touch and feel the mere hint of material, they were definitely a soft delicate cotton, that much I could tell but I could not see them. I toyed with the waist band and the silky warm skin that lay beneath, this much I had to be satisfied with. For it was Georgina calling the shots. From tickling my inner thighs she had now begun the teasing of my balls. Mesmerised we both watched the effect it had on me, I gasped at the sensations being sent through my body, it was her knickers and her touch that generated this over whelming sexual occupation.

Her progression continued, now that scallop of lace tickled the underside of my ridged shaft causing my whole cock bounce in a gyration of desire, a desire to be teased into an orgasmic eruption. I could feel the slow build and movement of my sexual fluids meandering my reproductive canals. My breathing became deep as I watched those little scallops reach my semi rolled foreskin. She knew where the sensation was to be had, Georgina must have been here before, practised this seductive art, and perfected its use. But it was not a cohesive act of control, it was also an acknowledgement of sexual function and preference and I was lucky to have found such an understanding giver. Oh how that scallop tickled and teased. 
We watched intently as my pre-cum pumped itself out in a trickle of goo in appreciation of Georgina’s masterful strokes. With her other hand she used her fingers to smear my goo around the bobbing head of my cock creating a pattern of sensuality all around my exposed glands.  I gasped with excitement as the tingling sensations continued to build and the flow of excitement began to ache in my balls.
I just had to kiss her, out of passion, lust and probably to stop myself exploding my seed everywhere. Sensually my tongue swept around her mouth in the same way Georgina had smeared my juice around my cock. Our oral ballets were becoming a perfection of love and penetrating wantonness. Whilst for that moment it stemmed the flow of my spunk it didn’t stop the desire to complete the act.
We broke from that kiss gasping in lust. I watched again as Georgina made her next move.
‘Slowly’, I said, ‘I don’t want to cum too soon’.
She smiled, acknowledging my desire to make it last and I watched her rearrange those knickers for their next performance. This was obviously learned from past experiences, I wondered how many, or was I her first genuine knicker lover. She opened them out so I should see that soft and delicate gusset. It’s virginal whiteness with the merest hint of wear, perhaps a few baubles of cotton, but still retaining their fresh nap.
Again we both watched transfixed as she guided that soft cotton over my excited and bouncing cock. She let them fall into place; they hung over my throbbing member like a drooping flag. My juice oozed into them creating a tiny wet patch in the grey nylon. A scallop of lace had twisted to tickle my shaft as it bounced with its excitement. Her fingers entered the scene tracing my hidden shape in the nylon sphere. I gasped from that touch, like it was my first ever, although on my own I acted out this scene for a lifetime.
Georgina took me between thumb and forefinger and slowly rolled the nylon up and down. I felt the nylon slip over the cotton as the gusset teased my cock. Sensations and thoughts ran through me as I gasped in pleasure. I watched her skilfully manipulate my cock while visions of her wearing these particular bikinis flooded my mind; it excited me to think that her nonny had sat where cock was now being manipulated on its journey of orgasm. My pre-cum began to spread outwardly, forming a darker patch of grey, as the soft cotton of nonny protection rolled, tweaked and tugged at my foreskin.

‘Slower’, I pleaded, not wanting to end the sensations that ran through my body.
Georgina complied and then added, ‘does your cock like to be where my pussy has sat’.
‘Very much’, I replied, ‘but make it last little one, I just love watching you do it’.
Her pace slowed to a motion of gently tickling and sliding the material into my rolling foreskin or using her forefinger to manipulate the soft cotton into my glands. Little weeps and slurpy sounds concentrated my mind on the effects it was having on my body. I knew that despite Georgina’s efforts to prolong our game it wouldn’t be long before she would be milking my spunk into her soft nonny gusset. 
That ache and movement in my balls told me I would soon be pumping and although I would like the event to last all evening there was also a contradicting desire to cum. The wet patch was growing and the now soaking material entrapped my foreskin making the sensations deeper and harder for me to resist nature’s intentions. My tubes deliciously filled; in slow motion I felt the entire travel of my seed. We watched together expectantly, my breathing signalling an eruption. Georgina skilfully slowed her actions to a swirling finger tracing nylon, cotton and rolling foreskin. The spunk flowed and my abdomen convulsed, my sharp intakes of breaths recording an intensity that my own masturbations couldn’t mimic. ‘I love you Georgina’.
The grey nylon flooded, my pumping organ erupting in uncontrollable spasm, Georgina’s handwork giving me the deepest pleasure. We watched as the grey changed its colour and the last ebbs flowed between her delicate hold. My lower abdomen felt empty, my reproductive canals drained and a feeling of relaxed contentment overwhelmed me.
I kissed her forehead ‘that was nice’.
‘It was meant to be, I know how you like spunking into knickers’. ‘Besides, I enjoy the giving, it makes me feel warm inside’.
I stroked her bottom as best I could, the acute angle we had slipped into. I made furtive attempts to explore deeper but Georgina wriggled herself from my grasp. ‘Tomorrow’, she said, I promise you and George will wear your new knickers for you’.
Georgina made positive steps to clean me up using the dry parts of her grey bikinis. She watched him semi stiffen as she contained my eruption. Teasingly she tucked him away in my underpants patting him affectionately and telling him ‘see you later’. 
The mess contained we snuggled into the settee finding our kisses to affirm our love. We settled into a cuddled ball, me still playing with the soft cotton that lay over her beautiful bottom.
‘Tomorrow, meet me here after work, George will be waiting for you, hopefully down below will be out of the way’. 
I kissed her neck in an acceptance, confirming and planting more sloppy wet ones around her hair line, her body perfume intoxicating my brain into a natural conformance.
‘I hope so; I do so want to be inside you’. 
She pushed her bottom towards me as a confirmation that it was her feelings too’.

‘We need to get you a netball skirt and polo shirt’, she announced as if a plan was forming in her head.
I grinned, aware in my head at what I had bought on Tuesday. ‘I have both already, I declared.
‘Thought you might, tinker’. ‘Bring them around tomorrow evening for George, we can play some games! ‘Oh and bring back my navy knicks too, I will need them for a game next week’.
‘Can I wear my new grey knicks too’, I asked pleadingly’.
‘Of course, its part of the game isn’t it.
I hadn’t had to think about this situation before in my life, my knicker habits until Georgina had been solitary, maybe the odd girl friend had noticed my endearing interest but none prepared to explore.
‘So what colour is your skirt?
‘Fortunately, grey, my old school colours too and my favourite, then of course comes navy blue’. 
‘You know you’ll have to start looking around for other colours’, Georgina declared, ‘they are expensive to buy new, and perhaps you ought to rummage the charity shops and jumble sales.
‘I have never been to a jumble sale, not sure if I would have the confidence to buy from there, too many busy bodies wondering why he wants to buy that! 
‘Oh it’s easy, I’ve been lots of times, and my mother is an avid goer’. ‘Most, offer a bin bag these days, you just pile it in and pay buy the size of the bag’. ‘Try it; you never know what you might find’. 
Georgina could see me churning the idea over in my head. ‘Maybe I will have a skull around tomorrow.
Our lips found each other’s again, deeply cementing and bonding our relationship. I had never felt so secure before in my entire life, here I had a girlfriend who understood me and knew how knickers could be part of it. My hand explored under her blouse unhooking her bra at the front. Soon I had the buttons undone too and was sucking on her little tennis ball boobs. Georgina gasped as I swirled my tongue over her nipple, teasing and pushing it like I was licking an ice cream. Her skin was so soft with a satin sheen and her bodily fragrances intoxicated my nostrils, she felt and smelt so young and fresh it was easy to imagine her as the 15 year old George or perhaps the younger Georgie. I played too with the waist band of her knickers, twanging them against her skin in a playful way.

‘When will I see you in the bikini’s I bought you’, I enquired.
 ‘Shush, don’t spoil things, perhaps George will wear them for you tomorrow evening’. We settled into a blissful cuddle and wiled away the evening.

Back at the Wilkinson’s all had retired for bed. I crept around silently so as not to disturb but also in a kind of stealth, was there washing drying, to be put away or laundry bins to rummage? My little plan that crossed my mind in Bentalls came flooding back, would it all fall into place I wondered. In the kitchen the washing machine door was ajar. I scurried around like some wild animal on tender hooks, listening for sounds of movement elsewhere in the house. Satisfied that I was reasonably safe I pensively approached the door. It was loaded and from the array of the contents not yet washed, a bundle dry human toil.

I slowly pulled the door open, one ear cocked to the house the other to the sounds of that door, did it have a squeak, a calling sound to give me away, I couldn’t remember. Fortunately it swung open silently only revealing the pungent smell of its rubber seal. I peered inward trying spot the familiar fabric of underwear. I also needed to an extent, to put things back in the same more or less place. I didn’t want to arouse suspicions that it had been disturbed, did people notice I wondered.

Familiar colours caught my eye, shouting out for my attention, a pair of Rebecca’s navy blues revealed a fragment of cuffed leg. Something silky of Rosemary’s, perhaps the edge of a slip or the scallop of a leg band. I removed the top item, a T shirt and mimicked its crumpled position on the floor. My senses still alert in the silence of the house I peered further in to see what my excavation had revealed, precious little! That skirt had to come out too, its blackness and bulk too secretive to what may lay below.
Yes that was a slip and to the side something of lilac and pretty, I guess Rosemary’s. My first complete find, I gently lifted them free. In my jeans my cock grew, straining at the fabric and giving me reminders of Georgina’s play. They were light and delicate, scalloped and rucked in all the right places. A white gusset partially showed, fluffy and inviting, its shape almost forming what perhaps had been sat there maybe a few hours ago.
My erection grows and I have an urge to have him out to be teased in the fluffy cotton.  I imagine its owner and what she possesses. But it’s not safe here, to indulge and have such fantasies. The house may be silent but it probably has not ebbed into a deep sleep yet. Supposing they are listening above, trying  to gain peace of mind that there is no intruder, suppose they question, then come down to see. I must move quickly, complete my task and be off.
I drop them on the floor and move on and back into the machines open door. Yes thank you, they are here, I knew they would be, her favourite of the moment, just as it had become mine, the red and grey. I pull them carefully from their hiding place noting their positioning. My cock wants these now, demanding to be pulled free and sit where her nonny has been.
Foolishly temptation and lust get the better of me and I unzip him into freedom. He bounces from his confinement eager to nuzzle and be manipulated into her soft gusset, to mix with her and tingle in her exertions. But it’s my turn first, to examine them and feed his frenzy. Oh they are so sweet and lightly stained just as I expected them to be, mother has taught them care.
He is eager, wants to be part of the action, that proxy relationship with Sarah, the fake intercourse with the softness of where her nonny has sat. My head is telling me it’s dangerous but his wanton lust has no control, what he wants he gets. He sits in the softness of her cotton gusset throbbing and thinking about her. The bottom clad in those Levi’s, that little red tag that accentuates her perfectness. These knickers clinging to her young and yet to be womanly form, that smooth and delicate skin in the bloom of spring.
 He frots gently, tickling his foreskin, mixing his leakage with hers. Time to stop, take control, getting caught can only be a countdown to a disaster not worth thinking about, besides this was not the mission. He’s tucked in but not zipped away, temptation for a little distraction is always there.
I look around the kitchen, ah a note pad and pen, just what I need. Hold on there is a message for me, ‘Dave, you can put your smalls in the washing machine, I will switch it on in the morning’.
Perfect, a change of plan, maybe he can have what he wants, but quickly!  I tear off the note; it’s an indication that I have seen it, besides I need this bit of paper. Size 8 to 10 I write on it, the size on the label of Sarah’s delicious knicks.  Now I am possessed, I’ve noted the information from both Rosemary’s silky lilacs and the navy blue’s of Rebecca. Carefully, with the exception of Sarah’s knicks I repack the washing machine in its order. The red and greys slip into my underpants and sheath my ridged cock. He weeps into them appreciating their softness, soon he will cum in them. 
I tread those stairs for ever listening to the sounds of the house and whether the occupants will stir. Passing Sarah’s door I feel an affinity with the angel that is a sleep on the other side. My cock twitches as I think about the structure of the fantasy I will have as I masturbate into the softness of where her nonny has sat. Naturally he leaks more and alighting the stairs to my landing I can feel the warmth and specialness of her underwear pressing against my hardness.

In my room I quickly gather my smalls into a bundle ready for the machine below. I unzip myself again slowly, watching the scene reveal itself. It’s all part of the pleasure build up the see those red and greys poking out over the waistband of my own pants. I free him, slipping my jeans and pants down my legs and stepping out of them. I now stand with the softness of her knicks, her knicks sheaving my erection. I gasp as I look at him standing proud, the little coloured cotton hanging like a lowered flag. I throb at them using my stomach muscles to bounce him in little spasms. I pull them gently into place ensuring her gusset is positioned against my foreskin and flop back on my bed.

Propping pillows in place I watch this special wank as I slowly tickle him in the softness where her treasure spot has probably sat today. Soon I add to my pace ensuring that where she may have leaked my rolling foreskin is now enjoying the intimacy of her nonny place. I imagine the both of us stood in the darkness of their kitchen. We are young teenage lovers experimenting with our feelings.
We have been French kissing and practicing the art of petting. She has allowed me to unzip her jeans and dip into the softness of her folds of her sex through the delicious cotton, this cotton so sensually frotting my cock now.
She has my cock out of my pants, holding him and mastering the rolling delivery of a wank. Our tongues pressurise the moment urging us forward in a sensual lust. We tease each other in a never ending game of further, further than the last time, further in the excitement of new feelings.
We have little whispers caught between pleading kisses, ‘can I place him between your legs on the outside of your knicks’. Naturally as my wanking fantasy unfolds and I edge towards this spunking moment she agrees. Of course she does, it’s my fantasy, besides the little nonny protected by those red and greys is sopping with love, a desire to have my teenage erection nuzzle between her learning lips. We give little promises to each other, not to go further and please don’t let go down there but we are chasing feelings, the one’s that will eventually lead us to full love.

In my head I am nuzzled there, rolling my foreskin between her lips and her ever widening thighs. Sarah breaths heavy as we simulate the movements of intercourse in the wet cotton below and we gasp at each spread along her furrow. I’m near to spunking now, the fantasy reaching its own climax and re rolling like a film flickering on a broken spool. I visualise that furtive scene of fumbling and practice as I watch my solitary cock ride and roll in her gusset. I press harder and longer and watch him pump his spunky white into her cotton gusset. I hold on to those delicious feeling as they ebb away and whisper on my breath Sarah, Sarah.
Time to clean up this little scene, and get these knickers back into the washing machine. A little nag of guilt washes through me about whether I should have just done that, violated this family’s privacy, betrayed a trust. But I can’t help it, I have been made that way, knickers found me not the other way round. It was society that put them there, made them what they are, a temptation. I never designed them, put their appeal there, made them part of a forbidden world of hushes and sometime inhibition. It was society emphasised them in a contradiction, made them the door to temptation and all because of what sat behind.

I gather my smalls carefully hiding the red and grey’s in the bundle and sneak off down stairs. As I pass Sarah’s door now there are no lustful thoughts, perhaps a hint of sorrow and regret though. In the kitchen I carefully place her knickers deep into the pile hoping here will be no reason for Rosemary to unload it again. Mine follow at the top, a sure sign for her that the load is ready for their wash.
I’m tired now but before I alight I snatch the local paper and the yellow pages and make my way to bed. These will be the source for my activity and planning for tomorrow. 
