Chapter 14

A distant rumble intruded on my semi conscious brain. Gradually I began arouse from my deep sleep, flitting fragments of dreams were swallowed up in a dark tunnel of twisted confusion as I tried to assimilate with my waking brain. No they were gone distorted beyond keeping, lost now perhaps but would probably emerge in later episodes.

I lay there gathering my thoughts listening to that machine toiling and churning its load. Red and greys would be there, being cleansed from our secret love. I wondered if they would tumble past my smalls, touch and intertwine in a seductive way. Would they dance past the door in a clean sweep dredged of my emissions? Would they emerge cleansed and fresh waiting to be dried for their owner. Would she ever suspect we two had been so close?

A thought returned of Georgina, or was it George today, and what about Georgie, when would she arrive. He was throbbing again with excitement, the memories of the grey nylon came flooding back and he was stiff and ready to go. I held him, tweaking him in a playful promise. I was out of bed and into the hiding place; I had to have them, Georgina’s navy blues. Back in bed I stroked them over my erection whilst thinking about our sexual relationship, the soft cotton as usual tickling all the right places as I imagined her wearing them. I couldn’t think if we had played and masturbated with the navy blues or whether I had had that close up vista of her wearing them.

It would have been easy as I was lying there to take my urges to spunking in them but would it spoil my plans for the day quell my appetite for hunting treasures. After what Georgina had said about the changing fashion of school uniform and the disappearance of cotton school knickers I felt I had a mission, a mission to collect as many as I could before they were gone forever. I had a plan today too, to visit charity shops, maybe a jumble sale or two and also seek out the shops that sold them. I also had another sneaky plan formulating around the Wilkinson’s knickers the one that came to me whilst buying Georgina’s red and greys, the same ones Sarah also owned and that I had a delicious wank in last night. I would buy a pair in her size and be able to swap her dirty ones for clean ones in the laundry bin or washer. I would then own her knickers for a while whilst she owned and wore mine. It excited me to even think of this and I had to control myself from cumming in Georgina’s navy’s.

Maybe, with gathered information in a little note book I could do the same for Rosemary’s and Rebecca’s. I would have to work out where to hide them too and the ever growing collection of school knicks and uniform. It all seemed so easy, exciting and cunning, to be able to have their dirty knickers, well at least the ones I lusted after, here in my room, to masturbate into them and return and swap them for another pair whenever I wanted. So it was a definite trip today to Marks and Spencer’s for the reds and greys but would Rosemary’s lilacs still be on sale?  

I’d better stop playing with the navy blues; the excitement would soon be too much and to cum would disrupt my urges. I must remember to take them back tonight. Thoughts turn to my activity of the day, the need to treasure hunt, my quest prompted by Georgina to collect school knickers in the form that I knew them now before they disappeared forever! 

First I scanned the local paper not knowing where to look. Soon I found the local what’s on page; it immediately caught my eye, a jumble sale at 10 am today at Tolworth Girls School. A girls school I wondered, jumble and school knickers, there had to be a chance. Then there were two in the afternoon, one in Chessington, the other Hinchley Wood. I would look them up in the A to Z’s that my firm had provided in the van. There were other jumbles too but a thought had crossed my mind did I want to come across Georgina’s mother. Of course I had never met her but I may in the future, best avoid the area around where her parents lived. After all I didn’t want to meet her in those circumstances.

I took the yellow pages next, looking up charity shops, department stores and school outfitters. Gosh I needed that note book there were so many charity shops and I needed their addresses too for the A to Z. I hoped the department stores would be promising, especially if they were like Bentall’s. Of course they could be hard work, my confidence knocked by whoever was around and how easy it was to browse without pestering or suspicious looks. Mmm..... I wondered too about the school outfitters, tackling those would have to be with a real purpose, not the sort of place to be casually looking and how could I change my mind, say from one colour to the next because they didn’t have my size. No you either wanted grey or navy blue or whatever colour to match the school. 

Thinking about the day’s hunting excited me, such an adventure and maybe treasure at the end of it. I was hopeful that I would be successful in the jumbles and charity shops, after all knickers that had been owned were far more exciting than new ones. They had fantasy, who had owned and worn them, was she an attractive girl or maybe girls just like the Wilkinson’s. Of course they always were in my fantasies, attractive, hanging upside down on some gym apparatus or doing handstands and cartwheels or being damn right unladylike sat on some swing or wall. None of them were ever ugly; there was never a pair of school knickers that wouldn’t get me stiff.

I suppose I had better put in an appearance down stairs. I could still hear the occasional noise below, Rosemary busying herself with her household chores. First though that ritual of the bathroom, a quick bath and perhaps a sneaky look in the laundry basket. I stood cleaning my teeth, the water pounding into the bath to the side of me, what perfect cover for creaky wicker laundry baskets. The temptation was too great, although I severely promised myself I would not indulge in any play with their knickers, a sneaky look wouldn’t hurt. Slowly I lifted that lid; the expectation grew as did my cock of what I may find. Disappointment, all was bare, it was obviously all in the washing machine down stairs. Oh well at least my will power wasn’t compromised to masturbate here and now, it would surely take the enthusiasm out of my day.

Rosemary was at the sink when I entered, arms deep in suds, I guess she was seeing to the delicates.  She looked up and smiled and I returned the compliment.
‘Good morning, late night’, she enquired.
‘Yes, sort of’, I answered trying not to show too much committal although I knew what she was getting at.
It was a little game of tease, not a sordid tease, more of an, ‘I’m pleased for you, you’ve settled in nicely’ sort of remark. I watched her as she dried her hands to make us both a drink; she wanted to be social and nosey at the same time. She busied herself with that and I busied myself taking in her cute bottom. Trousers again today, amazing, she had the bottom of her daughter, it belied her years, so accentuated and perfect in the cute cut of those trousers. For a moment a fantasy flashed through my head, she stood at the sink; those trousers slipped onto her thighs and me frotting in the lilac of those pretties that were in the washing machine. She pushed back onto my cock, teasing its nakedness with that little crevice of nylon. Her wiggles manipulating my foreskin into creaming and spilling my pre-cum into the silky valley. I kissed her neck and manipulated her breasts through the silky matching bra.
‘Toast, toast, she said, bringing me away from my love dream. ‘You were far away, she said, ‘probably in the arms of Georgina’ I coloured with embarrassment, knowing how wrong she was.

‘Yes toast would be fine’, I stammered.
‘Loves young dream’, she giggled, ‘are you seeing her tonight?

‘Yes, don’t know where we are going’, I lied, knowing that it was George that had promised to greet me and that we would be staying in for games.
‘It’s serious then, you two, Catherine said it was’.
I grinned and said nothing in a non committal way, it was obvious that Catherine and Rosemary had talked, discussed what her little sister was up to, perhaps from Rosemary’s point of view it gave her the confidence that there would be nothing between me and her daughter.
I changed the subject, ‘what are you and the girls up to today?
There was a motive behind this, I didn’t want to be shopping for knickers and suddenly find I was in the company of anyone I knew. Gosh that didn’t bare thinking about, how embarrassing.
‘Oh we will be at home today, there is much to do, the girls are back at school on Monday, you know, last minute things with uniforms and that’. ‘Besides, I want that all out of the way, a clear day tomorrow, maybe a picnic to take their minds off of the return, especially Rebecca being her first day’.
It seemed a logical argument to me but my mind was also wandered to maybe there would be an empty house for a while tomorrow.

‘What about you’, she asked, anything planned for today’. ‘Mmm..... between a mouthful of toast, I need to do some shopping and I thought a bit of exploration, get to know the area, what’s Wimbledon like?
‘Well, not great, not what you’d expect, one small street, I think you might be disappointed, perhaps Sutton would be better’.
‘Mmm....how far is Sutton?
‘I would imagine they are about the same distance, five or six miles’.
‘Ok I’ll try it, just somewhere different’.

Rosemary was by now emptying the washing machine.  I watched her secretly, watched for the colours that I knew were their knickers. Shame red and grey didn’t put in an appearance, must have been hidden in the mangle of clothes. Lilac did though, almost a full picture, I imagined them on her pert frame as she bent over to empty the contents, delicious. No sign of Rebecca’s navy’s though, probably indistinguishable amongst the t shirts and jeans. I had to apply some restraint; my lusting was getting out of hand, supposing she turned around and caught me. Maybe being around all these females was tipping my hormones or was it the fact that I now had a girlfriend that positively encouraged my desires.

‘Change the subject of sorts, where is the washing line’, I enquired.
‘Oh I’ve not shown you have I, come and see’.
She led me out of the back door and to the left side of the house.
‘Here we are’, pointing to a small rotary nestling between the shed the garden wall and the side of the house. ‘It gets a bit of a breeze through here’, she said pointing towards the gap between the houses.
‘Well at least I know were to peg out now’, my thoughts also turning to being able to see their knickers flapping around in a breeze.
‘Do you need a hand’, I offered, hoping she would decline.
She did and I made my way back in but I couldn’t help noticing that the location of the line was not in view from my bedroom window, too steep an angle down to here, sod it.

Back inside Rebecca had made an appearance but no sign of Sarah but then did I want the distraction?
‘School on Monday then’, I pronounced.
She looked at me and smiled as if she was undertaking a big adventure. Well it was, I remembered my own first day, excitement of seeing old friends and the probable new ones from other schools and of course in my case lots of new girls to look at and the thoughts of which ones did I fancy.
‘Are you looking forward to it’, I enquired.
She beamed back at me, ‘yes I can’t wait to wear my uniform’.
I must admit I thought, I couldn’t wait either, to have two school girls about the place giving me luscious thoughts of the kind of knicks they had on excited me too. 

Rosemary was back in by now so I thought I had better start to prepare for my trip out. Back up in my room I had a tidy up. Yes I needed to be more inventive as to where my growing knicker collection was hidden. Somewhere locked away was the answer, a small suitcase maybe but the prospect of storing some at Georgina’s was a better idea. I was still thinking of solutions stood in the queue of Tolworth Girls School waiting for the jumble to start.

I did feel somewhat self conscious stood here. Well at least that’s what I told myself. I’m sure those around me weren’t that bothered at all, it was me telling myself what I had come for. I stared aimlessly, tried to focus on some artwork that ran along one wall, listened to the gossip of those around me, then imagined school bells sounding and the corridors filled with the excitement of schoolgirls. Well perhaps Monday that would happen but not for now.

The queue inched forward in its anticipation of going in, in reality it was only the opening of the hall doors that caused the surge and heightened their expectations. I looked at my watch, another five minutes to wait yet. I would come to expect that these moments of waiting were some of the longest of my life.
I had a new wall to look at now and a huge radiator to lean on. I started focusing on its battered and distressed look, no doubt caused by the waiting of others and especially girls with satchels. Something caught my eye, a dark shadow behind the radiator. I tried to focus and inched closer to gain recognition, yes I was certain it was, could I see some cuffing, was it indeed some navy blue school knickers. I was sure it was, every time I looked convinced me more that that’s what they were, a discarded and hidden pair of delicious navy blues.

How to get them and own them raced through my head, they were after all abandoned destined for a dusty existence sat behind this radiator. The more I looked the more convinced I was that it was a pair of school knickers. Thoughts of who had put them there came into my head? I checked the queue around me for anyone else who had spotted my interest and where I was looking. Keep calm I told myself, you will have them. Now I wondered how they got there, was it some schoolgirl prank, were they discarded, maybe to get out of doing games, was it an end of term defiance about the school rules and discipline, either way they would become mine.

I tried to look in another direction, look at my watch, anywhere but the little treasure package stuffed behind the radiator. Fortunately the doors officially opened and we paid are money and dashed in. This had been my very first jumble sale, well, probably as an adult, especially where I had only one goal in mind. I watched the majority quickly scan the layout that the helpers had so thoughtfully laid out, women’s, men’s and then children’s, all piled up on the central square of tables.
A women helper handed me a black bin bag and I made my way to the distinct pile that was obviously children’s clothes. Boy did I feel self conscious turning over the piles, no real order here, everything had to be turned over.  

My mind wasn’t fixed on this activity yet, it wasn’t natural, at least that’s what I told myself. Besides, something in my brain had changed my enthusiasm and I knew it was the desire to have the navy blues that I was so sure were behind the radiator outside. That’s what was driving me, taking away any will power to stay and search. I feigned interest on a few items, t shirts and jeans as though I had someone in mind. But it was all a game just to show I was part of the jumble sale crowd. I had a brief look at the other tables to complete the deception and moved.

Now I was back in the hall where we queued minutes before. My mouth was suddenly dry, I felt nervous. A quick scan around me to ensure I was alone and in passing their hiding place I’d scooped them up. Briefly they dangled in full exposure confirming they were indeed navy school knickers. Late comers were coming through the school gates ahead, with difficulty I stuffed them bulging into my rear jeans pocket.  I passed them without interest their sights set on the bargains inside.

Back in my van I spread them out in my lap. Fortunately few would have a need to walk past where I had parked, I could lust and not be disturbed. I scanned them taking in their every detail, their light fading from washing and wearing. The baubled nap caused by the friction of skirts, their soft and delicate feel. Cherubs, size 16 they were, the initials S L neatly penned in on the same label. I turned them over to admire the double back panel. I ran my fingers over their stitching and cuffed legs and wondered what beauty had owned and worn them.  I tried to imagine her slipping them up her legs, adjusting them so snugness would comfort her. I turned them, opening them up to expose where her nonny would have sat. There were no visible signs of the wearer, just the unique feminine fragrance of her sex and exertions. Later I thought, my cock would nuzzle next to where that nonny had been being tickled and teased by her soft baubled gusset. I was already erect thinking about that and I restrained myself to such exposure. It would have to wait for the privacy of my room.

I drove away towards Sutton for my excursion to new territories. I tried picturing in my mind more finds of treasure, the ease at which I came across them and my courage to pursue ownership. Would I feel the awkwardness, sense the perceptions of shop assistant’s, questioning my motives or would my purchases flow like the satisfactions of gathering autumn fruit. My thoughts turned back to the navy knickers I had just acquired, again how did they get to their secret destination, why and how were they put there. A little scene of school girl mischievous played out in my head.

I parked up just off the town centre and started my little adventure; hopefully I would be successful and have many trips to this town. The first place I came to was a large department store, perhaps not as large as Kingston’s Bentall’s but perhaps large enough to have school uniforms. I made my way to the children’s department and was hugely disappointed. It was a mediocre affair, some very select clothing maybe the sort that would be bought for parties and weddings. I stood at lift entrance and scanned the store layout information. Nothing, I went up and down that list a couple of times, just to be sure I hadn’t missed the word Schoolwear. It was not to be, Better venture elsewhere for my excitement.

I found Marks and Spencer’s like a lost friend. Soon I was scanning all the ladies underwear, yes I had found the red and grey’s but were there any others I recognised as being owned by Sarah and her mother. Alas no, or maybe, I couldn’t make up my mind if they had these or those or even what size Rosemary had. There was no doubt that a little note book would come in handy for getting it right.

Size 8 to 10, that I did know was the size of the red and greys that Sarah owned and that I needed to buy. I fingered them on their hanger outwardly giving the impression that I was being choosey with my purchase. Well at least that’s what I hoped people would think, I never knew if I had played out that little scenario too long? They were in my hand now and me on the way to the cash desk to pay for them. It was with some relief that I didn’t feel so self conscious today, maybe it was me getting used to the idea that men could buy underwear for their girlfriends. Maybe also it was the fact that I was not known in this town or at least the possibility of bumping into someone I knew was more remote.

I was pleased with myself stood outside in the street. I tucked the little bag inside my jacket pocket, that in its self conjured up my thoughts of swapping these for the one’s that Sarah had worn. My cock stirred in my trousers as I surveyed which way to turn for my next little excursion. I spotted Woolworth’s across the way, the note book I thought. I wandered across the road and into a busy store. The stationery area was very busy, lots of children with mothers collecting the bits and pieces to fill pencil cases.

The book was soon in my hands and as I browsed on the way to pay the school wear display caught my eye. Casually I made my way towards it giving the impression I had reached it by accident. Again too it was a busy area but the mothers and children seemed younger. I guessed that it was mainly the junior’s who had their uniform bought here. I suppose the brand ‘Ladybird’ did little to inspire the senior school pupils and who would want to be seen wearing that. Besides, the senior schools still had dress codes and specific designs and Woolworth’s couldn’t cope with that. I noted too that most of the uniform fitted in and around navy or grey.

At last they were out of the way, that family who were lingering where I wanted to get to. Yes the shop was crowded but there was no good time to do this, examine the school knickers that is. If the shop was empty then would I be more conspicuous or did I get lost in the crowd, I couldn’t make my mind up. It was Georgina’s conversation that brought me here, her talk of school knickers changing to the horrible nylon variety. I had to examine some for myself, close up to dismiss them of any interest.

I had a pair in my hands now, holding them by their hangar. They seemed stiff and unnatural, perhaps heavy too, perhaps it was thicker material. The colour was wrong too, no vibrant navy blue, they were more duskier and pale. I fingered the leg openings; they were heavy and less tactile. The cuffing and ribbing had changed too, no longer would they produce little red welts on delicate soft skin. They felt coarse to touch and I couldn’t imagine them giving any sensual feelings.

I could see how Georgina’s explanation fitted in; these were for wearing for sports only, not to be worn all day. It would as she said change the rules; no longer would there be dozens of these in a girl’s wardrobe, just perhaps one pair. The days of seeing proper school knickers were numbered.

I put them back on the rack and paid for my book. Outside I scanned the main street, where was I likely to find my treasure, Charity Shops. I headed outwards from the main retail area to explore; they were always located in the less populated parts of the shopping area, where rents were low. 

The first two were disappointing, large and nationally well known and they obviously had policies on what could and could not be sold. Underwear would be a definite ‘no no’, ‘we can’t be seen to be selling the public second hand knickers’, and even the children’s clothes were limited. By now I was beginning to think Sutton was a wilderness devoid of the treasure I sought.

The third shop looked more promising at least there was a good selection of school uniforms, they ad even divided it into boys and girls. I rummaged through everything looking for treasured school knickers but alas there were none. There were plenty of ordinary knickers but I couldn’t buy those I reasoned, who would buy second hand and a lad of 19 too. Sure I could have had a few fantasies about them being displayed upside down in handstands and from bars but to buy them would raise suspicion from the old biddies who served. There wasn’t even a gym skirt or polo shirt that would have fitted me. I moved on.

I had pretty well exhausted Sutton, what a huge disappointment, just one shop across the way and I had done with its offerings. I peered in its window first, beyond the display was chaos, boxes and racks of clothes everywhere. That appealed to me, it told me they would sell anything, including having no scruples over knickers. Inside was dark and dingy; it looked like they were probably here only temporary, perhaps on a short let. Nothing was fixed and barely in any sort of order. That pleased me it meant potential.

I found the children’s boxes and baskets and crouched besides them. They were so full and deep that I had to take everything out as I sorted through them. There was an odd expectation as I came across perhaps a navy T shirt. Intriguingly I came across a pair of old fashioned tennis knickers made of a stretchy nylon. The lacy legs came into view first; they actually ticked my knuckles with their deep frill. Slowly I eased them out of the tangled bundle to reveal their full glory. They had a full lacy ruffled bottom, the lace arranged a seductive wavy W. They would fit me I’m sure I told myself, my cock almost stiffening himself with the thought. I had to have them, feel that succulent ruffle on my bottom and perhaps frot and tickle my foreskin too in those lacy waves.

Yes they will be mine I told myself. I put them to one side and continued my search. In another box there was some ladies underwear which I sneakily pawed over in the box. I would love to have had these too but again what was a lad of my age doing buying second hand ladies underwear.

I had searched all the boxes now and not found any more treasure. Then sat alongside the last box and almost hidden by the overcoat hanging above it I saw what I recognised to be a gym or shoe bag. It was pale blue and homemade but obviously bulging with contents. I pulled it towards me and loosened its cord. I stretched open its neck and was hit by the keen fragrance of female physical exercise. That excited me as it wafted into my nostrils, a unique smell of gymnasiums ad sweaty females.

A label appeared, sown on the inside of the bag declaring the owner as Emma Reade. I peered inward to view the contents. A grey gym skirt came into view; I pulled it free from its captive bag. It unfolded before me showing me its pleats. The waist size was 26 and again Emma’s name tag appeared alongside it. Next I extracted a white polo shirt size 34 chest. Underneath laid the distinct softness of school knickers. Excitement overran me as I realised that these were not navy blue but royal blue a colour I had seen but not held before. My hand gathered in the bottom to scoop them up. My erection gained stiffness as my fingers registered such softness; I pulled all from the bottom to tumble to the floor.

Such delight I surveyed all before me, not one pair of royal blue’s but two, and a pair of knee socks to match. The knickers took my attention and I scooped up the first pair. Well worn by our delicious Emma and size 16 too. Nice double back panel with baubles of wear and those delectable ribbed and cuffed legs that would have marked her legs with a millions little welts of indentation. I imagined them sat on her perfect frame snugly fitting her hips, bottom and thighs. I spied too where her nonny would have sat, he leaked in anticipation.        

I put them down and selected the next pair. They were new, had never been worn and still had their label attached. The size was encouraging, 18; they would fit me very snugly. I wondered why they had not been worn, were they bought in expectation; maybe Emma had given up games near the end of her school career. Any how this little package would become mine along with those deliciously frilled tennis knickers.

I scooped Emma’s kit up neatly replacing everything in order as though she had packed the gym bag herself. Grabbing the tennis knicks too I determinedly marched up to the counter to pay for them. Come hell or high water I was going to own this treasure trove regardless of what the old biddies thought or even said. Fortunately, one was on her own at the till, she made no comment apart from the politeness of the transaction.

I was outside in the fresh air again breathing in deeply and finally acknowledging that Sutton had come good. ‘It’s not so bad after all’, I told myself, ‘maybe I will come back here again, maybe it will be fruitful again, a couple of months maybe’, time to move on and back to my van.

I sat there daydreaming, the quiet residential road devoid of human traffic and all but few cars. My erection throbbed in my jeans as I surveyed my finds and purchases laid out before me. The red and greys that I had bought and would swap with Sarah’s spread out on my knee. On the other knee the navy blues found stuffed behind the radiator. Tennis knickers draped over the bottom of the steering wheel and Emma’s little hoard arranged on the passenger seat.

I surveyed them all, having little fantasies about each in turn and trying to imagine scenes of sexual desire played out before me. Crudely I arranged Emma’s kit in a mock of how it would have been worn. It mimicked flatly, a shop window display, I even had the new royal blues poking saucily out from underneath the gym skirt and the well worn pair displayed across the front.

What would Emma have looked like? In my head she was perfect, creamy thighs would have filled those sensuous leg holes pressing and witnessing the little red welts on oh so perfect skin. I imagined her rear view, maybe the little grey skirt flounced upward to reveal the delicious contrast with the royal blue. The grey pleats accentuating a slim waist and divine bottom. In my head she was nothing but perfect.

The same too for the navy blues, as I replayed a little scene of perhaps schoolgirl mischief. Maybe her friends had stolen them as a prank, hiding them behind the radiator, perhaps fully intending she should have them returned later. In my head I had watched them do it and only moments later stole them away as a trophy. Of course they would get the blame, her friends, now she had no knickers for her PE. Instead I had them and would frot softly into their gusset imagining her without them.

The tennis knickers too played out their little game on the court. My erection leaking now as I watched them ruck and wrinkle as Miss Perfect danced and played the court. The little frills and ruffles teasing me into a submission as my thoughts gathered and pictured their every move. I wondered too, watching their every movement how the nonny or pussy that sat below reacted to her every coordinated movement.

And so to the purchase of the red and greys, the duplicate of the one’s that Sarah owned. Here was a mix of fantasy, reality and betrayal to my lust for two females. First my girlfriend, who now had the self same knickers and with any luck she would wear them tonight. And then to Sarah, the delicious body I craved but would never have nor in other respects even wanted. Besides, I would never see Sarah actually wearing them; she was much too ladylike to ever display them, even accidentally. I had to be content with knowing she had worn them, then me seeking them out from the laundry bin. But now I had the power to swap and own them at will, taking them away to play and masturbate into at my pleasure, then to swap them back again when the duplicate pair re-appeared. Surely this was better than a snatched view from under her skirt. I wondered too when I would get that chance to make that first swap and frot into her soft and used gusset. It would have been easy to sit here all day, daydreaming of my little fantasies and the masturbation into these knickers but I was a mission today, to seek out and find other school knickers.
Soon I was in Hinchley Wood for my second jumble sale. There I was once again stood in the queue that had formed listening to the gossip that ensued around me. It occupied my mind for awhile whilst I waited, occasionally it amused me and sometimes lead me down a path of horror and imagination. I quickly came to form the opinion that jumble sale queues crossed the path of the whole social spectrum. There were those were there that had the absolute need, it was the only way they would get clothes and then there were others that lived on the higher rungs of society, I judged these to be the ones who were keeping quiet.

I wondered too about those who had donated, did they do it with satisfaction of the cause and perhaps knowing that this jacket or that coat would help the needy. And what too of those who donated their underwear, did they think about it afterwards. Did mothers wonder what happened to their daughter’s school knickers, did their daughters speculate who on the netball court have their old knickers on? Did mothers and daughters even in their wildest dreams ever think a male would buy them!

The queue sauntered in, another hall with a similar layout. There was an art to this table laying, where was that learnt I wondered and how was it passed on, maybe it lay in a childhood past, perhaps a game of playing shops? Anyhow, it was instinctive the layout, you could tell from yards away which was which of the piles of men’s, women’s and children’s clothes.

I again rummaged through the table, turning stuff over, occasionally faking interest in perhaps in a cardigan or jumper, would it fit a nonexistent, sister or brother. Desperately and with great hope I searched, needful of a find or finds to add to my collection. Each pair obtained would have their own story to tell or one that I would fabricate in my mind about how these knickers had coexisted with their fictional perfect owner.

It was not to be, here on this Saturday afternoon, there was nothing to be sought. I wondered why? Did the people of this area not donate their daughter’s knickers, was it taboo, to have someone else wearing them. I didn’t know, maybe when I had become a regular that I would begin to understand, what made the social classes different when it came to their riddance of clothes. I’d wandered now; it caught my eye, the big old brown suitcase on the far side of the hall.

It clunked nicely open on solid catches and hinges. The slight waft of moth balls hit my nostrils and made me think of granny. It was nicely lined in a silky material with pockets with zips on either side. I opened one to reveal a pair of keys on a string, they worked too. I admired its robust plywood construction covered in its tan leather, at one stage in its life it would have been a real quality item and one that would have expected of Hinchley Wood!
‘50p’, came a voice.

It was mine; proudly I carried it out of the hall. I’ll have to keep it in my van until tomorrow I thought. The Wilkinson’s will be on their picnic it can come up to my room then. Gosh I thought as I ran through the accumulation of knickers and uniform I had already collected, would I soon fill it! I thought too I had better start noting where the treasure had come from, or maybe my finds would whirl into an indistinction and I would not remember eventually which of the navy blue’s had been the one’s rescued from behind the school radiator and which were Rebecca’s or Sarah’s. Maybe too, Georgina would let me keep some knickers and bits of uniform at her flat; she certainly seemed keen on me wearing some.

I made my way to the last jumble sale at Claygate. Its start at 2.30 meant I barely had time to get there. I could see the queue moving in as I parked up and ran across. I could see that this jumble sale lark would need some planning, there seemed to be a set ritual of times that these things took place. I supposed it was based on when the helpers could manage it and planning that there wouldn’t be a clash with rival jumbles.

As I got into the village hall it was well underway, the bargain hunters ravaging the tables like some pack of hungry wolves. I watched as they eyed each other with suspicion sometimes impolitely manipulating the piles of clothes so as their neighbour would not have first pickings. For a moment I couldn’t imagine there being a squabble over my requirements, after all who wanted school knickers, just a pervert like me! I entered the affray at the edge of a group of women who were clearly rivals for the same things. A women serving gave me a smaller black bag, well at least smaller than this mornings at the school.

I felt self conscious again, stood here, maybe it was the feeding session going on alongside of me or maybe my own hunger had waned with gains of this morning. I turned stuff over but my heart wasn’t in it. What were these inner feelings of reluctance, was it the intimidation that was going on to the side of me, inwardly I’d had enough. Even when I turned over and found a pair of the nylon version of school knicks there was not an inkling of interest, not even an intrigue of who had owed them or what she looked like. I wandered off around the hall, acting out my charade of being there for other bargains soon I was sat back in my van despondent.

I sat there trying to work it out how these feelings emerge and what triggers them. It seemed if my will had suddenly lapsed whilst in the hall, was it a feeling of being uncomfortable and intimidated. Working it out in my head it felt that way, it was similar to being asked by old biddies in charity shops, ‘what are you looking for’. Well if that was it, it wasn’t going to go away, I couldn’t change how people reacted to me or how I felt, I guess I would have to conjure up some belligerent confidence and an attitude that ignored what was happening around me.

Cheer up I thought, you will be in the arms of Georgina in a few hours, she understood you. I gave myself a wry smile, she did understand me, definitely, she was the other half to this complex jigsaw puzzle that had shaped and moulded our lives.  

