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It was Thursday morning and as normal I was out and about in my usual patch of Hampton, Teddington and Twickenham. I had been on such a high earlier that morning with the memories of being with ‘George’ last night that I hadn’t even bothered with my sneaky rituals in the Wilkinson’s bathroom.
It was now with my solitary and repetitive tasks freeing up my thinking time that I began to question why I hadn’t. It wasn’t as though Georgina wouldn’t have approved, I think she would have expected it. It wasn’t even as if knickers were not at the forefront of my mind, I’d even remembered to bring along a plain and personal jacket perhaps for a jaunt into some charity shops.

No, there was an inner satisfaction this morning, something that said at that moment in time I didn’t have a need. Yet here at mid morning those urges were in fact coming back. I’d even noticed that I was getting to be curious about this house I was in, yet had dismissed and indeed never even thought about it in the first two I had visited. But, here and now I had visions and wonderment about what I might find here, if I actually went looking.

Of course it wasn’t possible in this house with the occupier fleeting in and out, nor did it even seem that this house was a candidate for a treasure hunt when I thought about it. It gave the impression, that everything in here was dark and dingy so I imagined that the underwear here would be the same.

As I was packing up my tools I realised just how close I was to the Twickenham town centre and wondered if I could spare 10 minutes to pick up a sandwich and have a quick rummage in the charity shops again. In the van with a quick study of the A to Z I reckoned a turning left at the end of this road and up to the end of the next and I would be able to park up and take a very quick walk into the town.

With my own jacket on now, I looked less conspicuous and not easily recognised as, ‘the man from the Gas Board’. As I wandered along my thoughts turned to hope, about what I might or might not find today. Of course there might always be disappointment, the deep feeling of not achieving, as you wandered from charity shop to charity shop without finding a thing. Today, and here and now it felt different however; there was an expectation in the air, an excitement too of never knowing what I might find.

I dispensed with the sandwich first and a can of coke, at the first bakers shop that I came to. There wasn’t even any dithering over what to choose for my lunch either; the satisfaction of food was far from my mind.
The Oxfam Shop was first and even before entering I knew it would be a disappointment. Oxfam had been one of the first charity shops to appear, at first they had a good rummage value but of late they seemed to be getting particular over what they would sell, things started to take on an organised air. Of course this was Twickenham and as well and this part of Middlesex it had to have its standards. I was quickly out of there and promising myself that it would be crossed off my list for future visits.

I remembered the Red Cross Shop and the grubby school clothes that I had found there the last time but had decided that I did not want to contend with. Maybe there would some new stock in, I certainly hoped so. I would casually look all round the shop at first, showing perhaps the faintest interest in some men’s clothing before moving on to a quick scan of the books. There was only one other person in there when I arrived and she was looking through the racks of women’s clothing. Luckily, the old biddy behind the counter was too busy and engrossed on pricing up some ornaments. I moved quickly to the children’s section.  
It was pretty much how I remembered it a few weeks ago, bits and bobs of clothing triggering my memory that I had searched these boxes before. The grubby school uniform had gone and it set me wondering if someone had actually bought it, indeed I wondered if it was someone like me, was I unique, or were there others out there just like me. That conjured up thoughts of competition, the thought of that someone could get their hands on my ‘treasure’ before me was unthinkable, I greedily wanted it all to myself.

That sinking feeling that there was nothing here started to roll itself out in a demoralising rush that almost had me get up and walk away disappointed. My watch was saying that too, where did those minutes go to, I was running out of time. And, then I spotted it, a black bin bag at the end of the boxes. It was partially open and the familiar starkness of the colour nigger brown caught my eye.

The blazer was on top, its heavy serge fabric protecting what I hoped would be more school uniform. I lifted out immediately noticing it was a larger size than I would have expected. The school badge had been removed leaving behind the cottons that had held it. Neatly it swung open revealing the manufacturers label and the size 36. Immediately below it was all the confirmation I needed, Louise Jones, form 5A. I carefully I folded it glancing at the still occupied old biddy behind the counter. My cock stirred slightly with anticipation and hope, I continued digging into the bag. 

Next I removed two school skirts in the same dismal brown, their sizes again confirming all were from an older girl. Two white blouses followed and then a cardigan and yet I had only emptied half the bag. I was eager and excited and peered inward at my prospecting. Clearly I could see a pump bag which surely must contain a PE kit. Slowly I pulled the bag upwards, my expectations now making themselves known with a stirring cock.

Cautiously I pulled open the drawstring and peeked inside. Oh this was all such a torment, visible was definitely a brown games skirt and a yellow polo shirt but what lay beneath? I left the skirt and the shirt in the bag and lifted them to one side, yes, bingo we have treasure, the obligatory nigger brown gym knickers, two pairs in fact and a pair of fawn coloured socks too. I couldn’t lift them out, I didn’t want the old biddy knowing that I had discovered the contents, I wanted her to think that I was just buying a bag of uniform, which by then I had convinced myself that was for the purposes of fancy dress.
There was more mystery too; there remained even more items in the bottom of the bin bag, which I did not want to uncover now. Whatever it was, it was a bonus, besides, time was moving on and I really needed to get back to my job. I piled it all back and marched it up to the counter determined to purchase all of it as a job lot.

The old girl looked up at me; I’d obviously distracted her from her pricing. She looked disdainfully over the top of her glasses as though she hadn’t wanted to be disturbed at the very least by a customer.

‘Can I buy this bag of old school uniform as a job lot?

‘What do you mean we haven’t sorted it yet, it has to be inspected and put out’, she said in an annoyed tone.

‘But I want to buy the lot for fancy dress, my girlfriend and her friends are going to a party, how much do you want for a job lot’, I said forcing the issue.

She looked around her; the shop was crowded with other things to sort out. I could see an inkling of desire to get shot of me and the black bin bag, which would give her less to do.

‘I don’t know’, she said, ‘I suppose it would be all right and save me a job as I am on my own this week’. ‘What’s in there then’, she enquired looking at the bag.

‘Skirts and blazers, shirts and cardigans mostly’, I said sheepishly not wanting her to examine the contents.

‘Fancy dress you say’, she mused, ‘for your girlfriend and a party’. ‘Well what about £2’, she suggested.

‘Seems ok to me’, I said wanting to do the deal and be have done with it.

It was mine, I was on my way back to the van, delighted with my little purchase and ever hopeful some of it would fit me. I looked at my watch and decided I had time to make up. Back in the van there was excitement of the prospect of discovering exactly what I had but not here and now, that would have to wait for later, maybe parked in my favourite spot in Bushy Park.

I rushed through the next job, catching up to where I needed to be for my time sheets. I’d have to be careful; these little outings could become habit forming, especially when I found myself so close to shops, with every prospect of treasure hunting. It was difficult, I found myself having urges when I knew the possibilities of gaining more school knickers were just around the corner.

In Bushy Park it was deserted. The day had decided it was to be cloudy with the threat of rain, there was a breeze too, tormenting the trees in preparation for autumn. It seemed to be keeping people at bay, there weren’t many about, the odd dog walker far in the distance.

My sandwich was scoffed quickly, so as I could explore my new find. There was no need to be cautious and wonder if I was being watched and yet I still took my time in a game of build up to my excitement. My cock sensed this too and started a little ritual of letting me know he was there, firstly by the little sensations of extra blood flowing to him and then in sitting there in half hard anticipation.

The blazer I had looked at and dismissed, it was at least one size too small to fit my chest. The skirts may be a possibility. I looked at their waist opening and decided that the hip size may accommodate my straight down body shape. Like the blazer they were of good quality labels that were not from any old chain store, I suspect a bespoke school outfitters somewhere in a posher part of West London. The same went for the blouses and cardigan.
Next I pulled out that pump bag, eager this time to fully examine its contents. Again I tugged at that drawstring, opening it fully, allowing me to empty it on the seat next to me. The brown gym knickers ended up on top as Louise Jones’s PE kit tumbled out. I stared at it momentarily not believing my luck at such a find. At last I picked up the first pair and held them up, they looked quite big, big enough to slip over my slim hips. I guessed and was right, Montfort, the label declaring them as a size 20. Yes they would fit me, my cock’s stiffness also confirming my ability to get in them.

Louise’s name appeared under the maker’s label and again confirming she was indeed in class 5A. The knicks had little wear and I guessed had little use in her fifth year or for that matter in her sixth. I studied them both and was pleased with myself. The gym skirt I decided might just fit me with its 30 inch waist, especially if the zipper was not all the way along its track. The polo shirt was a 38, which should just about fir with a squeeze.

My cock was suitably impressed too; I felt his sticky goo of desire leak into my pants. I’m sure he would love to spill some of his weeping pre-cum into one of Louise’s gussets imaging that her little nonny had sat against them. But, onwards, there was still half a bin bag to go, for which I had no idea of what it might contain.

I rolled the plastic downward, another skirt, navy blue and a pale blue blouse underneath. I pulled them out; it was her Guides uniform, the blouse showing the signs of where the badges had been taken off. I checked their sizes quickly and confirm I would not fit into them but maybe Georgina would. That could be fun, some games with a Girl Guide.

There was more in the bag; I decided to empty it out. Treasure upon treasure, more brown knickers, four pairs I counted and six pairs of navy blues. I examined them all carefully, picking up a larger pair of navy blues. Size 20 again and I guess these were to be worn with her Guides uniform. Navy blue, my cock twitched at the thought of slipping them up my body to encase him.

I looked through the brown knickers, they were smaller than the first two pairs, Louise’s name tag confirmed these were worn in her first year and marked 1A after her name, they also showed a size label of 14. The other navy blues were again smaller still; I guessed perhaps the remains of her junior school days, maybe this was the final declaration that childhood had ended and a new life as an adult had emerged.

I toyed with them in my lap, feeling the soft cotton and imagining Louise in her varying stages of growing up, the slim hipped little junior school girl, to the final curvaceous young women. My minds eye saw her at every stage, perhaps stood in her very own room in these delicious and wankable navy blues, pure white vest tucked neatly inside, an accentuated bubble of a bottom, pure lust and innocence all at the same time. I envisaged the brown knickers too, perhaps not so desirable, at least not in my eyes, but they still stood for a school girl growing up, the naughtiness of flashes and glimpses, either spied or offered in some recreation or playground.

As usual my cock would have liked to play, a frot of imagination in a soft gusset where once a nonny had sat, a roll of my foreskin catching the baubles and nap of the double back panel. But, he must wait, it was all part of the game of tease and expectation, maybe tonight in my room he would be rewarded with a fantasy and later a spunking into the delicious little Louise’s knickers.

The afternoon dragged on, my mind although concentrating on the job was occupied with thoughts about the weekend, not just our little games or the sex that would follow but also about spending so much time with Georgina. It would be for a short spell as if we were living together, sleeping and waking up with each other, being in each others company and doing the every day things in life. I was too, particularly looking forward to our shopping expedition to Oxford Street, most of all us both choosing underwear for one another, the excitement, the daring and the getting home later for our games.

Back and parked outside the Wilkinson’s I had a dilemma, how to get my acquired hoard into the house, that bin bag was awfully big and would be noticeable even to the girls. I stuffed one pair of the small navy blues into one of my jacket pocket and the larger pair in the other. It showed my definite preference and liking for my favourite school knicker colours and brown was my least favourite.
Indoors I scuttled past the lounge not even bothering to see if either of the girls were there, especially the young Rebecca and her tendency to ride the armchair. In my room, emptying my pockets I hit upon a plan, another trip to the van on the pretext that I had forgotten something. It was easy the coast was clear and this time each pocket contained brown school knickers, a pair each of Louise’s larger and smaller offerings of her life in secondary school.

As I locked the van door Rosemary appeared.

‘Hello Dave, how was your day, she asked.

‘Fine thanks and yours’, I politely answered hoping I did appear to be flustered.

‘I saw Georgina today; she said you were staying the weekend’.

‘Yes I hope you don’t mind, will it upset any meal arrangements’.

She laughed, almost in an acknowledgement that I had neatly avoided the key issue, that of course we were bound to be sleeping with one another.

‘No not at all’, she replied, ‘as a matter of fact it helps, not that I don’t want you here but  Sarah is having a friend over to stay, you know what I mean, it just makes things easier. I don’t want you to think we want rid of you, of course, we don’t’.

‘That’s fine, I understand, I said following her in. Her bottom in those black trousers was so attractive, the visible panty line would be memorised for perhaps one of my little excursions into fantasy, perhaps too when my cock was happily masturbating into the gusset of a pair of her soiled knickers.

Back upstairs, I emptied my pockets again. I laid and spread my finds onto the bed in an arrangement that probably mimicked the order of years that Louise had worn them. Again I studied them trying to picture how the delightful Louise would have filled them. My cock was out of my trousers exposing the pink and sticky knob end that glistened with excitement. I rolled him gently up and down, listening to the slurpy sounds of my wetness take me into an imagined fantasy of being in her room looking at the knickers spread over her bed. It probably excited me more to be in her room, perhaps I had sneakily got in there by working in her house.

The excitement  and wonderment worked together to make my erection feel all the more sensitive, even demanding that I spill my seed deep into one of her nonny patches. But, that couldn’t happen yet; at any time now there would be a calling, to come down for tea, I couldn’t continue to the verge of cumming, my fantasy would have to wait. Besides I didn’t want to go down stairs and face the girls in a state of fluster knowing that only moments before I had been wanking furiously in my room.

I tidied myself up, tried to give myself some composure and work out how I was going to get some of the other treasure out of my van. I also needed to get ready for my weekend away and especially wash and dry the soiled ginghams that I had worn last night. Georgina was going to ring too, to discuss the arrangements for Friday night and perhaps tell me about the little surprise she had in store. I wondered about that but started to get a hard on yet again, so I tried to dismiss such thoughts from my mind and then Rosemary called up as expected, tea was ready.
I slipped into my seat at the kitchen table mid way through a conversation between Rosemary and Sarah about her friend staying over. I could see also that Rebecca had felt pushed out; maybe she wanted a friend to stay too. This became apparent as we tucked into our meal and finally it poured out, pretty much as Sarah had finished discussing the finer details.

‘And what about me mum, can I have a friend to stay too’, Rebecca demanded.
‘Well yes you can but not this weekend, Rosemary declared.

‘But why not’, Rebecca bleated.

‘Because darling, it would be just too much for me to have four girls in the house at the same time, besides who would you want over and isn’t it a bit late to arrange now.

Rebecca sighed, but I guess she could see the sense. My mind began to run into overtime with Rosemary’s comments about four girls running around the house. Thoughts of nubile and desirable little bodies about the place and the possibilities of encounters with new knickers stirred me and made it hard to concentrate on the meal. There was a feeling regret too, that I would miss such an occasion. I was greedy, I wanted it all, to spend a weekend with Georgina and have the chance to indulge in my little games back here.
After tea I helped Rosemary with the washing up, drying and putting away for her.

‘Are you looking forward to your weekend, Rosemary probed?

‘Yes all week’, I replied not really knowing how to answer such a difficult question.

‘Well I know Georgina is, well she said she was when we spoke today’, enthused Rosemary. ‘You two seem to have hit it off’, she laughed, ‘I think even her sister is amazed’.

‘I like her a lot’, I said trying not to sound too committal, ‘I’ve never had a girlfriend like her, we understand each other very much’. There I’d said it and then wished I hadn’t, I hoped Rosemary wouldn’t probe too much more.

‘Are you doing anything special’, she enquired.

‘Well, we are going shopping in Oxford Street and then a troll around the West End, I think’. ‘It’s a long time since I’ve been to London, not since I was at school; I think Georgina is going to show me around’.

‘That’ll be nice, guard your wallet in London though’, she advised. ‘Look I do hope you don’t think you are being forced out this weekend, because your not. And, even if Rebecca has a friend over next weekend don’t think you have to make other arrangements’.

‘No, not at all, I am really looking forward to being with Georgina’.

With that the phone rang in the hall and I had a premonition it would be for me. Rosemary answered it and it was, she smiled knowingly and left me to it. A quick peep around the door in the lounge confirmed it was empty, the girls must be in their rooms and Rosemary busied herself in the kitchen.

I picked up the receiver, ‘hello’.

‘Hello Dave, how are you?

With a guarded look around me again, I replied quietly, ‘missing you badly’.

‘Me too, wish you were here for a cuddle and some games’, she implied.

‘I’d like to be there too but I guess you’re busy’.

Georgina laughed, ‘well yes I am she said but its getting ready for the weekend, I do want it to be perfect’.

‘Why what are you up to, is it the little surprise you talked about and will you tell me’.

‘Can’t you guess’, she teased.

‘No, I really don’t know, I haven’t a clue’.

‘I really don’t know whether I should tell you or not, I wanted to see your face, to see if you approve’.

‘Oh go on, please, you know I won’t mind’.

‘Ok, but please tell me if you are not comfortable with what I say’.

‘Of course I will, you know that’, I blew her a kiss down the phone.

‘Well, do you mind if Georgie is here on Friday, will Uncle Dave baby-sit for her?
‘Gosh’, I gasped.
‘Is that a no’, she asked.

‘No, of course it isn’t, gosh you can’t know how that makes me feel’. ‘I can’t really say now but I would be disappointed not to do that, you know what I mean’, I said guardedly.

‘Well that’s why I gave you the key, so you could come in and find Georgie waiting for you in the lounge’.

‘I can’t picture that at the moment but I’m looking forward to it’.

‘I was rather hoping you would, it means a lot to me, it’s the trigger that set it all off, you know what I mean’.

‘I think I do, you sort of explained that the other week’.

‘I hope you don’t get too frustrated with our games, like missing out yesterday’.

I laughed, ‘its all part of it, it’s what you and me are isn’t it and what we mean to each other’.

‘That was nicely put, I like that. By the way bring all your knickers and uniforms we are going to have a fun weekend’.
‘I will and the ones from last night’, I said not daring to use any words that would alert any one in the house as to the nature of our conversation.

‘About 7.30 then, let yourself in’, Georgina blew me kiss down the receiver.

‘Can’t wait, bye then’, I replicated her kiss and she was gone.

The snake in my trousers stirred again as I thought about the conversation we had just had. I couldn’t for one minute imagine the scene I would find tomorrow night. I wasn’t even sure I was entirely comfortable with it but weren’t we just playing a game, for Georgina a re-enactment from her youth and me a catch up for something I had missed from mine.
I made my way back up to my room passing the bathroom on the way. I hadn’t had a little ritual in there today, I needed to wash my black and white ginghams, and perhaps I needed a little adventure in there again and wondered too, if Sarah had worn her red and greys again.

Those urges really kicked in whilst I was collecting my knickers to wash and I decided to see if it was ok for me to take a bath. I checked with Rosemary who in turn checked with the girls, yes my little adventure was about to begin. I ran the hot water, it gushed noisily on to the heavy enamel, giving me the perfect cover to open the bin and explore.

A pair of Rebecca’s grey school knickers were on top, I pulled them upward to my face to inhale her sweet fruit. I wasn’t disappointed; her subtle fragrance gave me the perfect vision of them hidden under her school skirt. My cock ached, his stiffness impaired by my clothing. The delicious greys were slipped over my head whilst I stripped naked. I slowed the taps down too, wanting to prolong my visit. Peaking through Rebecca’s leg bands I continued my search of the treasure basket.

A pair of pale blue cotton’s that I guessed were Rosemary’s ticked my foreskin and joined the little white streak of pussy juice that smeared her gusset. Then a little leak of mine mingled with her already dry fluids, teasing him and forcing me to roll and trap him in the soft and pulling cotton. I spent a few moments wanking him furiously into the double layer visualising her wearing them under those neat black trousers, her little ass filling them with perfection.

Holding back for a moment to avoid a spunk; I asked myself would I ever fuck her, or want to, given any sort of opportunity. I wondered how we might relate, whether her maturity of years, would be too much of a divide for such an encounter. I dropped the pale blues to the floor and went in search of an offering from Sarah.

A pair of royal blue bikinis surfaced, but were they hers, it was getting hard these days to tell the difference, I think that last shopping trip narrowed the size gap between them; yes I was sure they were hers. I turned them inward to inspect where her little honey pot had sat deliciously leaving it’s subtle fragrance. Yes these were hers, a single downy pubic hair, lighter in shade than her mothers confirmed it, immediately I brought them upwards to sniff.

Out of all the females in this house her knickers and sweet scent that came with them were the most desirable. I inhaled deeply, filling my head with the heady perfume and imagined her sitting over my face, teasing me with a soaking gusset. I wanked myself again bringing him up to the line of Cumming with very deep and near the edge sensations. I had to hold him off, squeezing my shaft to prevent an explosion of cum. Cautiously, as it ebbed away, I sat him central in the soft cotton of her nonny patch, he bounced as the tickling cotton teased my glands and then stupidly threw a globule of spunk into her gusset.
That wasn’t meant to happen, a serious misjudgement on my part of recognising my state of arousal, maybe it was his anxiety and frustration of the events of today and the thoughts of the weekend ahead. Quickly I mopped it up with a bit of toilet paper, catching it before it soaked inward. Relieved that I was successful I started to put the laundry bins contents back in the order that they had been extracted. I had stood here long enough and it was not in here at this moment time that I really wanted play; it would be upstairs later, where I’d have a game and fantasy with the mysterious Louise’s school knickers.

In the bath I was quick, washing my black and white ginghams with some borrowed shampoo; I thought smell most appropriate for my pretty and very horny knickers. I avoided too, a strong temptation to tease my cock in the wet and silky nylon that I knew might lead to an uncontrollable orgasm. My time in here was running out, I did not want to arouse any suspicions downstairs.

Back in my room the ginghams were draped over a plastic hanger, hooked on the back of the chair and above my little electric fire. I watched the steam rise immediately and adjusted the chair; I did not want my little favourites to scorch or burn, to spoil the soft and silky feel that so deliciously cupped my manhood yesterday.

As always in these moments of sexual enjoyment, my cock waited patiently in a state partial readiness, eager for some play that would ultimately lead to his satisfaction. But once that was reached, there was nothing left, no more impetus for play and that’s something I wanted to do and save for tonight, the whole evening of getting ready for the weekend would be a game.

The brown school knickers belonging to Louise were pulled up my legs with the usual ritual of excitements that the soft cotton induced, my cock obligingly christening the front panel with a little offering of sticky wetness. I viewed myself the mirror, admiring the feel and cut, telling myself that ultimate lie; that I actually looked like a school girl. I bent over rounding my bottom in an attempt to mimic the desirable female form, then watching the cuffed legs replicate the curves of some imagined thighs. The double back panel revived memories of wonderment, what was its purpose, other than to accentuate a perfect form of nubile bottom, a belief at this moment that is what it was doing to mine.
For a moment I considered retrieving the rest of Louise’s uniform from the van and then decided that it was too much of a risk and would perhaps bring attention. So I busied myself gathering together my collection of knickers and uniform that I could wear. Firstly I laid them out in little piles upon the bed, school knickers and other knickers and then the odd bits of uniform that I would take. I also began putting what was left in some sort of order, school knickers in colour and size. Occasionally I would pick something up to touch and feel the tactile attraction, a cuffed leg to tickle and tease my fingers or to capture that sensation of a super soft gusset.

They would come to my nose too, to capture some long lost fragrance of some knicker drawer or gymnasium, a sweetness that combined the owner, their home or their school. And, when I found something, something that triggered my deepest and most inner desires I would pull down the front of my brown school knickers and tease and torture the rigid cock that sat there. There would be a few moments of play or slow masturbation ensuring he was encased and caught in a soft gusset and then I would hold him off to avoid spunking.

I loaded my holdall, first with my little collection and then lastly with a meagre gathering of my everyday clothes. Thoughts crossed my mind just how much time I would spend in my male clothing and then running around Georgina’s flat perhaps in a gym skirt and school knickers or perhaps the dare of wearing female underwear under my trousers for our trip to London. My erection bounced and leaked as a continuous stream of fantasy flitted and flirted with my brain.

I wondered too about the little game of ‘Georgie’ that we were planning on playing, deciding that would be captured in one of my fantasies once I had sorted here, a pair of Rebecca’s sweet little girl knickers retrieved from the bin bags would help that along the way. Thoughts wandered off in a direction of unsatisfied lust too, that Georgina and I hadn’t fucked on Wednesday, a desire that both of us had so much wanted. When would that be satisfied?

The Ginghams had dried nicely so I stuffed them into a corner of my bag, accessible should I decide on wearing them tomorrow but then again would they fit in with the little scenario of baby sitting Georgie? Other thoughts came into my head around that little game; I put them to one side to pick up tomorrow, perhaps another shopping trip!
Now for a moment I lay on my empty bed, my cock still tenting and leaking into Louise’s gym knickers. With me were Rebecca’s cast off’s and Louise’s smaller navy’s and brown’s. Firstly I put the navy blue’s to my nose, they were clean but there was always something to smell, the perfume of washing powder, the sweetness of perhaps a gym bag or the heady fragrance of a knicker drawer. Sometimes there were other hints as well: the house that they came from and occasionally the sickening smell of cigarette smoke.

The navy blues were giving me the fragrance of a knicker drawer, perhaps where they had sat for many years, dormant because their owner had grown out of them, pushed to the back and discarded, a memory too of perhaps junior school, one that is best forgotten when you are a maturing young women. I picked up Louise’s brown knickers too, for comparison; a hint maybe of the sweet and sweaty smell of gymnasiums, is this when she last wore them?
I teased my cock, dropping the front panel of the knickers I was wearing. The navy blues joined him, my foreskin pulled back to deliberately sit him in the soft gusset. I wanked him, conjuring up an imagined 10 or 11 year old, just a bit younger than Rebecca readying herself in a bedroom. I saw a little white vest tucked in a navy waist band and a young girl frolicking and prancing her room, her femininity pouting and mounding deliciously just at the spot where my cock now bristled with satisfaction. Slowly I manipulated my foreskin up and down pushing him into the soft cotton where once the younger Louise’s nonny had sat. Fabulous sensations began to emerge, probably helped along by the fantasy I had of her and the intense tickling that engrossed my glands. I held him back every now and then, not wanting to explode and end my game, waiting until the feelings began to subside and then encouraging him again with another vision and fantasy of the young Louise. My sticky lubrication oozed into the softness, creating a wetness that pulled at my foreskin tempting me more and more. I had better stop again, recover and perhaps change to a new fantasy, maybe Georgie, with the help of Rebecca’s knickers.

They were proper little girl knickers, sweet, endearing with a high waist, hopefully the sort the character ‘Georgie’ might wear. I immediately put my cock inside them, finding the patch where her nonny had once sat. He frotted gently at first, trying to picture when Rebecca might have last worn them. I watched the little baubles of gusset wear, tickle and tease him into a throbbing leaking and demanding demon. The sensations he felt sent little shocks back into my balls stirring the liquid that sat there.
Thoughts came into my mind in a confusion, did I see Rebecca or was it Georgie, sat astride an arm chair riding in an innocent play, trying to understand her body. Whoever, I could see tantalising glimpses of these pretty little knickers, a thigh of silken skin gripped by a leg band of this very super soft cotton that was now exciting my cock. I hoped little tingles and sensations flowed from her body, dampening her knickers right where my cock now frantically masturbated. Maybe, Rebecca or Georgie would bite their lip when their own little shocks exploded into new found enjoyment, just as I was biting mine as my spunk pumped into the nonny patch. I watched elated and exhausted as the white sticky mess soaked inward to join the imagined dampness that they had created. My thoughts too ran to what wonderful things Gerogie had in store for me tomorrow.
Friday was a wonderful day; I was bouncing along with my work without a care in the world. Such was my high that I even ignored the Wilkinson’s laundry bin again and had given no thoughts this morning to treasure hunting in the houses I had visited. I was I was actually counting the hours and minutes before I would let myself into Georgina’s flat end encounter the surprise that Georgie had in store for me.

Again at about eleven I found myself near Twickenham town centre and time for a sandwich and my thoughts about what I wanted to buy for this evening’s little game, Uncle Dave must bring a little present for his niece Georgie. In Woolworth’s I began to fill a bag with some rather childish Pick and Mix, very apt I thought to be baby-sitting my little pretend 10 year old. Maybe we could have a little game around the sweeties.
I then moved on to the men’s clothing area. The thought had crossed my mind last evening about some of my first sexual encounters as a teenager, of how my cock would swell in Y Front’s and how I loved for it to be manipulated and played with, fingers through the fly hole and the sensation of it being partially brought through. I stood in front of the men’s underpants looking for my size, it was such a long time since I had worn anything like this and was working out which size would fit. On the one hand it would be nice if they were tighter as it would create a fumble-ness that would tease and have me leaking copiously in his tortured extraction, yet on the other hand a looser fit would mean he could be manipulated and rolled in the cotton, just as I had remembered in one of my youthful encounters. The looser fit it was!
Lunchtime, in my usual deserted spot I sat and unpacked them, examining the fly opening and imagining Georgie’s fingers innocently curling in to find her uncle’s monster thing. My cock as normal bounced into life at the thought of my little fantasies and began leaking in my own briefs as my own fingers sensually ran over the soft and new white cotton. My decision had been made, I would wear these this evening, rather than the black and white ginghams.

I got back to London Road a little earlier that Friday afternoon; I suppose it was the excitement that had me finishing my worksheet early and the fact that in just over three hours I would be turning the key in Georgina’s door. As I turned the key in the Wilkinson’s door I could here laughter on the other side, opening it I came face to face with Sarah and a friend. It was one of the girl’s I had seen her with on the corner, she was introduced as Caroline.

They both giggled with immaturity, just like one of them had told a naughty joke. Of course I recognised it as a typical trait of girls that age, when confronted with an older male. It was the sort of silly-ness that didn’t endure me to younger females and made me rather glad I was seeing and going out with Georgina. Of course it didn’t stop me desiring their young and athletic bodies, to be able to teach them a thing or two about life, or to lust after their underwear and spunk into where their virgin cunts had sat. But all this was wasted now; they could make a fast exit for all I cared and it seemed that’s just what they wanted to do. Both had changed out of school uniform and into jeans and t-shirts.

Sarah asked how long I was stopping before I went out and could I just keep an eye on Rebecca. It would be another 40 to 45 minutes before Rosemary would be in from work and at that moment in time I’d rather not be around two immature and giggling schoolgirls and so I agreed. I asked where Rebecca was and got the reply that she was in her room. So off they went into town for some last minute window shopping that I’m sure would appeal to girls of their age.

I watched them disappear through the lounge window and up the road. I was about to leave to get a bath before going out when I noticed a gym bag had been dumped just inside the door, it clearly it belonged to Caroline.

I lifted it carefully on to the chair, keeping a watchful eye for the girls returning or perhaps Rosemary coming home early. My cock started to get excited, the prospect of what might find inside. Caroline, like Sarah was bound not to wear school knickers other than for games, I was ever hopeful that they may be inside. There was obviously no chance I would be able to do anything with them, taking them away to wank in them was out of the question, it would be all too easy to get caught out and not be able to get them back in the bag.

Slowly the draw cord was pulled open, just as I predicted there they were, lying on top of her other kit, no doubt accessible for washing when she got home. I lifted them slowly outward, for ever watching the window and the drive. I held them up by the waist, allowing them to form the flattened shape that they would have resembled on her body. I studied them quickly, taking in their every detail, how the gusset formed the rudimentary shape of her pussy sitting in them. The intricate way the stitching criss-crossed and held the leg bands on to the marly grey cotton.

Her own sweet smell wafted into my nostrils, different again from either Sarah or Rebecca. My cock was straining now, thinking about temptations to be out and free, perhaps a single frot into her virgin gusset, just to say he had been there I thought. No I couldn’t, not here, it would be too dangerous; I put them back and made my way to my room, to gather my things for the bathroom.

Here I stood once again, almost 24 hours from my last encounter with the Wilkinson’s laundry bin. The taps were running in a ritual that masked me lifting that creaking lid and I stood here naked peering inward. Gosh, that temptation once again, the mirror image from a few moments ago down stairs, here were Sarah’s grey school knickers too. I sighed deeply at my lack of resistance, here behind the bathroom door I could do what I wanted, well within reason. I wouldn’t spill my seed in them, no that would not and could not happen, it might not pass Rosemary’s inspections but at least I could have a little wank, tease my aching member before an evening of fun. God, Georgina would have expected it, a knicker boy not missing an opportunity to pleasure himself with a little fantasy in available knickers.

Softly I nudged him into the open gusset, finding it clean and soft to touch. He bristled with excitement as I gently moved him upwards and downwards in the trace of where her sweet pussy had sat. Her fragrance too wafted up, maybe a hint of talc and perhaps the sweet toil of some exercise. I wanked him now, pulling the first layer of her gusset under my foreskin with my rolling action. Oh God I whispered to myself feeling the soft sensuous tickles it was giving to my glands. Visions of her wearing these brought urges, urges to spunk in them, perhaps it was also in a retaliation of her behaviours towards me earlier. But, I couldn’t, I reminded myself about this evening that would be more satisfying than this, besides I didn’t want Rosemary to find them. Alas I got on with my bathing and returned to my room.

I slipped into the virgin white Y Fronts, it was a nostalgia trip, I’d last worn these when I was about 13. I remembered fondly my own furtive fumblings of masturbation pulling my cock out of the fly opening, to explore the joys of wanking. I remembered too, the little games with other boys, examining sizes and the differences between being circumcised and not, and then there was excursions to the other side, little games of boyhood experimentation.
I was excited again and was very tempted to masturbate to some adolescent memory but then I could hear that Rosemary had arrived home from work and I thought I had better put in an appearance. Besides, I wanted to ensure that she understood the arrangement I had made with Sarah to be around until their mother had come home.

The minutes seemed to eek themselves out into hours now; such was my excitement at the prospects for the evening. Sarah and Caroline had arrived back from their little excursion into town and we all sat down for some tea. Fortunately I was out of the conversation somewhat, being the only male in attendance but was happy to sit and listen to the female view of the world, especially the worldly wise comments of 15 year old girls.
I couldn’t help it, once or twice, when the opportunity arose, to ogle Caroline, well she was something different to look at, nice body too, I was determined at some time or another I would again play with her knickers. Later, after tea I watched her gym kit disappear, her mother calling to swap it with another bag of clothing for the weekend. It was a shame I wasn’t going to be here for the weekend!
