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Thursday lunchtime I sat in my usual place in the park, windows shut as breezes whisked the rest of the leaves off the trees. I had walked around the house this morning in a daze and it had taken me all morning to work myself out of it. I wasn’t off colour just delirious with love and in a trance of thought. It hadn’t affected my work, I still functioned, almost as a second nature, being able to focus on jobs and yet inwardly so deeply relaxed and happy.

The park was empty and I felt solitary and warm in the snugness of the van. And then I remembered the knickers I had acquired from school were still shoved down the side of my seat. The coast was clear I lifted them upward. The silky red and blacks got my attention first, turning them inside out to examine the gusset. Nothing was detectable there, not even my leaking pre-cum has stained their slippery surface. Looking round I brought them to my nose, trying to sniff out any signs that they had been worn, There was nothing and it made me wonder what little game had been played by leaving them at school.

My thumb and forefinger rolled and slipped at the nylon just where her sex would have sat. The snake in my trousers stirred as I tried to imagine the owner and how she would look in them. Tantalising I’ll bet, the little scallops of black frill framing an imagined perfect body. I watched them wrinkle in my fingers, the material mimicking the movement as her hips swayed and she paraded before me showing herself off. I remembered last evening the thrill they gave my foreskin, tickling him to a near spunking. Sometime, perhaps tonight I would recreate that scene, spilling my seed deep into the panel of nylon.

The bottle greens were examined in the same way. They smelt of games and gymnasiums, sweet and maybe sweaty. I placed them over my knee inside out to examine the threadbare patch where her sex had once sat. My finger traced all around the double panel in an attempt to be part of her. I imagined her abandoning them with out a care to their destiny and wondered if she would be surprised where they ended up.

I plucked at the threadbare area, separating it from the intact panel beneath. The light shone through it telling the story of just how much use the poor knickers had received. Then they gave, forming a little hole as the material undid itself. I traced around that hole, the threads of cotton tickling my finger as they broke loose widening the entry to the next layer. My finger slipped inward in a mocking attempt at slipping into a fresh and inviting nonny; gently it slid in and out as if I was satisfying it. The hole had expanded, giving way to let another finger join it; suddenly it came to me, a game for later.

I looked at my watch, time to move on; they both went back to where they came from, the side of my seat. My clipboard of jobs was urging me onward with a renewed vigour what would the afternoon bring? I picked up my work sheet for this afternoon, strangely and I hadn’t noticed before, it was just one job, a Mr’s M Samuels in Teddington. The conversion was described as a House and Studio with a time allowance of two to three hours.

I drew outside Mr’s Samuels gates and was even more puzzled by the name ‘The Old Forge, all the descriptions started to confuse me and I wondered if there had been a mistake. The rambling old house was a mix of alterations, windows bricked up and bits added on to make it look like some Victorian detached villa. A knock on the door produced a woman in her early thirties, quite good looking even without make up. Her long shoulder length hair looked as though it had just been released from platting, a reformed hippy if ever there was one.
‘Ah Mr Gas’, she said ‘you have come to convert me’.

‘Yes madam’, I relied trying to live up to her expectation of a tradesman.

‘You’d better come in then and get started’.

Once inside the aloofness I detected seemed vanish, almost as his her doorstep manner was more about putting on a show for who ever might over hear.

‘You seem very young to be a gas man’, she implied.

‘Well, I am qualified’, I responded.

‘Ah good, she said showing me into the kitchen, ‘here my husband has left you a list’.

Immediately I picked up there were two boilers, two gas stoves and a few gas fires.

‘Two of everything’, I enquired.

‘Ah well you should have the Studio on your list too, don’t tell me you haven’t’,

‘No its here’, I acknowledged.

‘Well would you like to start in the house first?

‘Yes Ok, but does the Studio have a separate gas supply, I mean can it be turned off separately.

‘Yes I think it does, because it used to be a forge’.

I carried on with my work in the house which took no time at all. Looking around me it was plain to see there was wealth here and culture too, lots of artwork and figurines. Some of looked home grown too, not that it was amateurish, more inspired I thought by the hand and taste of Mr’s Samuels, perhaps hence the studio. When I had finished I called out for her and went looking in the hallway. There was a beckoning reply from somewhere out in the back, I followed the voice.

She was to be found in a conservatory clearly engaged in her latest piece, stood behind an easel pencil in hand. I could see her concentrating across the paper making slashes and curves whilst eyeing a small figurine on a table in front of her.

‘Not your day’, she laughed, ‘I should have had a sitter here naked as the day she was born’, she laughed again. ‘I won’t be a minute, stand and watch if you like, I won’t charge you’.
I stood behind her watching her glide over the paper. For a moment I was captivated by the ease at which she moved, the lead just seem to appear on the paper effortlessly. Then I was captivated by the movements of her body. Her shoulders were perfect in the little pink T shirt she wore. The pink tapered inward to a narrow waist, where it broadened outward over a long flowing light cotton skirt that ran to mid calf. Her bottom hinted at perfection not dissimilar to Rosemary’s, I watched her hips sway invitingly in a slow a sensuous dance as the art flowed from her body and on to the paper.

‘Of course I pay too, if you are ever interested, for sitting, in the nude of course’. One of her laughs came again, teasingly as if she was testing me.

‘I’ve never thought about it’, I said trying to sound confident with out a care one way or the other.

‘Oh don’t worry, I’ve seen plenty of erections’, she said mockingly, on the other hand they soon usually disappear.

Her form beneath her skirt was enticing, the outlines below her hips of the underwear that deliciously covered her under that skirt. I began to see her in a different light. Her calves were smooth and shaven giving off a sheen of desire. There was a cuteness about her bare feet, the nails painted in a myriad of different colours. Her whole persona shouted freedom, she was definitely a wild child of the sixties, and memories of Marianne Faithful the like came flooding back, feeding my inner desires.

‘Let’s go and look at the work in the studio then’, she declared dropping the pencil.

She led me through the house and into the garden where she paused unexpectedly. I saw in the garden, statues assembled in various locations as if to create a vista for canvas.
‘Impressive’, I said not knowing a damn thing about the subject.

I in one corner of the garden near the bottom was what looked like an old farm cart. Again I supposed it was a feature for those who had an eye to capture it.

‘It was here when we bought the place’, came her remark knowing that I had spied it, ‘left over from the days when this was a blacksmiths’. ‘This is the old forge’, she said pointing to the building in front of us, ‘and of courses it’s now the studio and accommodation for my two students’. ‘They are at college today so they won’t get in your way’.
I was led into the converted building through an old stable door. Inside it had been tastefully laid out, Mr’s Samuels pointing out that the girl’s bedrooms lay ether side of the corridor. Of course my ears pricked up at the information, girl’s meant knickers and students meant perhaps young and fashionable knickers, I felt a stirring. And down here she pointed is the kitchen and boiler and next to it the bathroom. Then we turned and went through another door that opened out to a large room that was completely kitted out with windows on three walls. This is the studio and lounge she remarked.

‘Where is the gas tap’, I enquired?

‘Oh yes, now you’ve reminded me it is in the main house but it is separate from it’.

We re-traced our steps to find it.

‘I will leave you to it’, she decided, ‘the bedrooms have radiators should you need to work on them’

I gathered my tools and made my own way back. That feeling of apprehension gathered around me, based on opportunity and fear. Now that I knew the place had younger females there were urges to see and get close to their underwear. A kind of sick feeling over whelmed my body, I started to question myself, would I or wouldn’t I just take a sneaky look in their rooms.

I tried to overcome these feelings by just getting on with the job, deciding that I would get that out of the way first and leave myself time maybe for a 10 minute look around. The cooker was fine and then I hit a problem, the boiler had a malfunction wouldn’t fire up after even after I had fitted the conversion parts. So I took them out again and tried it then, still no luck. A process of elimination told me it was a thermocouple and a new one would sort it. Normally I would have just walked away from such a job and got someone else in to do the repairs but ideas began to enter my head. There were other issues too, the boiler looked to have corrosion on some of its pipe work, not a good sign and really told me it was on its last legs. It was time to investigate the bedrooms before I gave the bad news to Mr’s Samuels.

The coast was clear and so my hand turned the door knob on the first door. That trepidation crept in, almost in an instant bringing the usual dryness to my mouth and a weakness in my legs. The door was slowly pushed backward to reveal the emptiness I had expected. A feminine fragrance hit my nostrils just like an aphrodisiac, allowing a level calmness to rush over my body but it remained, my bodily incapacities, just subdued, perhaps just waiting for the next shot of fear.

There was a framed photograph on chest of drawers, a girl in her school uniform looking pleased and happy. She was attractive and slim, the occupant of the room I presumed. My hands grasped the noisy brass handles of the top drawer. Slowly I exerted effort and pressure on their runners to open and reveal. Fragments of recognition came into view, little scallops of frill and colours of the feminine rainbow, excitement began to fill me.

Then just as it arrived so it tailed off with the disappointment of what I was looking at. This was a rather plain underwear drawer, it would be exciting if there was nothing else, a greed had built up in my mind with this game, perfection had always to be there, a move to the next room I thought. Quickly I reversed my moves and found myself at the other door.

Noisily it creaked open in a never ending ‘eek’ of its hinges. Another fragrance hit me, stronger, bolder and expensive. It heightened my expectations, expensive perfume and quality knickers I thought. It weakened me too, wondering what delightful pretties I might find. This time it was a dressing table, somewhere where she sat to preen a beautiful body and slip on tasteful underwear.

I was not disappointed when these came into view; frilly nylon filled the top drawer. Deeper frills and scallops sold themselves salaciously, fixing my mind on how they would sit against her perfect body. My fingers traced over them, tickling my senses and stirring my cock below. Soft cotton gussets had me imagining my pre-cum weeping into them in an effort to be part of her. Time to exit, I pushed my luck long enough, I will have them though, be back here again and feel my foreskin slink across their surfaces.

I found Mr’s Samuels in the conservatory again, this time applying water colour to her drawing. I waited patiently behind her watching her underwear move seductively in opposites to her thin skirt. I wondered too what her underwear drawer was like and whether I would ever get to see it and perhaps have an opportunity to play. In my head I had plans to be back here again.

‘Have you finished’, she enquired.

‘Well yes and no’, I added confusingly.

She turned and looked puzzled urging an explanation. I explained about the thermocouple which would fix the boiler temporarily then expressed my concern about how long it would last and that it should really be replaced. I explained also that I might have to comment on my worksheet about its condition and how it might not be safe.

‘Oh gosh expensive then’, she said worryingly, I better ring my husband.

She left me standing there whilst she went elsewhere. My head filled with possibilities of how to tackle this job and enable me to get back here again. A plan was formed.

I could hear her talking in the background, saying yes and ok and then she appeared again.

‘My husband asks if we could pay cash’, she said sheepishly and looking for a positive reaction from me.

‘You mean a ‘foreigner’, I said smiling.

‘Is that what they call them’, she said innocently.

‘Yes, but it means you will have to order the part yourself and I will pay and collect it and settle on completion’. These were the guidelines my colleagues gave when starting and until now I hadn’t used but now it suited and gave an opportunity to get back here in my own time.

‘When can you fix it then?

I thought about my own circumstances but I wanted to be here on my own. ‘How about Sunday morning then’, I asked.

‘That will be perfect; both girls are away this weekend as part of their art course, somewhere in Norfolk’. ‘You’ll have to come before 10 and I’ll leave you with a key as we have a Sunday Lunch engagement in Richmond’.

She didn’t know how perfect that was for me, my cock giving a little jump of excitement in my pants and the prospect of playing with her students knickers. In my head the job would only take around 15 minutes and leave plenty of time for some fun.
‘Now what about replacing the boiler at some time, my husband asks would you be interested in doing that too’.

I ran that through my head, nearly a day’s work, maybe more with testing and the students would need to be out of the way because of the upheaval.

I explained this to her and she immediately came up with the answer, both girls would be going home for a week at half term and could I do it then. It was perfect in my mind and then she threw in that her and hubby would be on holiday too, somewhere in the Caribbean and how I would have to have a key. I said I would have to do the job in the evenings with the possibility it would run into the weekend. Perfection again on my part, it meant I could come and go as I pleased and have all the fun I wanted!

I gave her the business card of the gas supplies company and told her to tell them that a gas man would come and pick them up tomorrow. I also said that I would bring back some brochures for suitable boilers and they could pick one as they wished. We agreed the time again for Sunday and off I went.

On the way home the whole situation occupied my mind, the excitement and possibilities for this weekend, I would have a key for both properties and there was even a prospect that I would get to see Mr’s Samuels underwear too. My head schemed and planed to the week I would fit the boiler too, both places would be completely empty, time to play and even maybe to cum in their knickers. I could even wash and dry them too, needing to test the boiler they could dry on the radiators. It was perfect my cock stirred as usual in my pants.

Back in London Road I sneakily secreted in the bottle green school knickers and the red and black silkies, these would be my fun for this evening, unless of course there were opportunities with any of the Wilkinson’s underwear. A second thought probably said no, too many risks, besides these would be enough to occupy my fantasies.

The girls were home somewhere, there was a vacuum cleaner going in Rebecca’s room, I guess she was preparing for her sleepover tomorrow. Sarah was nowhere to be seen, probably in her room and avoiding me as she normally did these days. There was a momentary urge to use the bathroom and peek in the laundry bin but I thought better of it, best not to set up patterns, even the girls might start noticing.

Back down stairs I flicked the switch on the kettle and waited for it and Rosemary. Her key slid in the door and the Hoover upstairs went off, the sound of an excited schoolgirl came careering down the stairs and was at the door even before her mother had entered. There was a gabble of chatter about the only thing on her mind at the moment. I could hear her telling her mother how she was cleaning like she asked. Rosemary appeared in the doorway as I was pouring her mug.
With just the two of us sat at the table Rosemary started up the conversation.

‘I’ll be glad when this weekend is over’, she laughed, Rebecca’s excitement is driving me to distraction. Still at least Sarah will be away; oh she has arranged her own escape with a return sleepover, one less to worry about! Oh are you still ok just to keep an eye on them for Saturday morning for me’.

‘Yes of course’, I said without to much conviction.

‘Well only if you don’t mind, I’m sure they won’t bother you I’ll send them into the garden to play or something. Oh and you’ll get some peace tomorrow evening as I’m take them to the cinema’.

A thought ran through my head, an empty house and yet another chance to indulge in their knickers, I was hopeful too that Rebecca’s friend Lindsey would bring me something exciting to play with too.

‘Are you out’, Rosemary enquired?

I doubt it; Georgina has practice for a game on Sunday. Still I will see her Saturday night and pick her up on Sunday afternoon.

‘So what else have you got planned then?

I started to tell her about the ‘foreigner’, leaving out the details.

‘What about Saturday afternoon then?

‘Well I might start to look around for a car’, I said, I’m getting a little tired of always being out with Georgina in a van’.

‘Oh that would be nice what do you fancy?

‘Well I’d quite like a Ford Escort if I can find one half decent’. And if I get some money in from these jobs I might be able to set my sights on something newer’.

‘Sounds like a good plan to me’.

While Rosemary sorted the meal I nipped up to my room. I’d almost forgotten what was stuffed in my pockets and was surprised Rosemary hadn’t commented. Perhaps she had thought it was ragging left over from my job. I pulled one from each pocket, slowly watching them emerge with excitement. He grew in my trousers as they appeared eager to have some action with them, but I was determined to wait, my little plan from lunch whizzed through my head again, this was to be a new experience and waiting would make it all the better.

Just before tea I slipped into the bathroom for a quick wash and freshen up. Temptation overcame me, it was a ritual, and I just had to know what they all had been wearing. The lid quietly behaved itself as I peered inward. Dear little Rebecca had discarded her grey school knickers; I lifted them invitingly to my face and sucked in their sweet fragrance. Of course he wanted some action but wasn’t going to get it; I would sort him out later.

I stood for a few moments inhaling the sweet little girl’s toil of the day. She was a clean and careful little girl, obviously mum had taught her well. It suited me that she was, the subtle hints were an aphrodisiac for me, nothing turgid and overpowering. I wondered if I would get the opportunity to do the same with her friend’s knickers tomorrow, I hoped so, I had it all planned out.
I just had to put them back, a call for tea would come soon, I didn’t want to be in a fluster, half wondering if I had a part erection that might be noticed. I finished my clean up and made my way down. The table was ready; Rebecca had stepped in where I had left off, engaging her mother in a whole host of conversation mainly revolving around her sleepover. Sarah sat there reading a girls magazine and gave me only the merest hint of acknowledgement.

I was happy to listen to Rebecca chatter; I picked up little snippets of what her friend Lindsey was like. Sarah made the odd quip aimed at her sister but she seemed to miss it as though her mind was set on the weekend. When the meal was finished Rosemary insisted that they both help with the clearing away and washing up leaving me to wander off back to my room.
Even climbing the stairs, him down there had a twinge of excitement, something new for him to indulge in. I sat on the bed for a moment starring at them both. What a contrast the sauciness of the red and black slinky nylon and the regimentation and authority that came with the bottle greens and yet I found both a huge turn on.

I pulled a cushion from the chair and began. I turned the school knickers inside out, slipping my finger into that threadbare hole again. I probed it as if I was finger fucking the girl who had owned them. Then moving on I slipped them over the cushion trying to imitate how they would sit on her torso. I pulled them upward straightening and positioning, pulling and arranging the cuffed leg and ensuring the crotch sat anatomically right.
My cock was stiff and ready as I pushed back the pillows behind me. I undid my jeans pulling my zipper downward and heaving them partway round my hips. He sprang outward from my pants bouncing and leaking his love juice. Firstly I raised the cushion to my face sitting the gusset submissively against my mouth and nose, just as if the imaginary female was sitting on me. The subtle fragrances of wear and gymnasiums permeated my head filling me with a wanton desire to have her. I couldn’t wait any longer this was new and exciting.

I dropped the cushion to my aching cock and nuzzled him near the hole in her gusset. For a moment her bottle green knickers ticked and teased him at the broken entrance and then he nudged forward. A whoosh of breath expelled from my lungs in the pleasure I began to feel. I pulled and manipulated him inward to be captive between the two thin layers of cotton. He sat there throbbing against the material, the soft and thin gusset tickling my glands and sending a stream of pre-cum weeping outward.

Slowly with my hips and hands controlling, I thrusted him inward toward the thicker sleeve. The tingles increased as the stretched material caught my every sensitive place, sending little shocks everywhere. This was a life changing moment, much more exhilarating than masturbating into the gusset. There was a sense of separation too, my hand not actually touching my body, it created involuntarily sensations just like intercourse.

The upward sensual strokes sent little rushes of excitement, delivering  a euphoria everywhere. The backward strokes wrinkled and rucked the gusset, holding and swathing him in the magic cotton, I watched it get deliciously caught under my foreskin. Speed and slowness created new sensations just as a fuck would, heaven had arrived, this was a universe away from a wank.

Minutes and an hour went by in this delirious state of chasing these sensations. I held off many times in a greed not to spunk and savour my new found world. I rested for a moment watching him bounce in the wet patch that had formed and then a glance at the silky red and blacks prompted a new thought.

I pulled them towards me, first to my face to capture the elixir of the nylon gusset. I had forgotten there was nothing there; these had not been worn for very long, no doubt for as long as the dare to break the rules would allow. An hour maybe, before the young lady lost her will and disobedience against the rules but it was enough for me. I had to imagine her sweetness filling my head to be part of her, the idea had been sprung.

I reached toward my bedside cabinet and pulled my nail scissors out. Then I studied them, never in a million years would they yield from wear like the school knickers, I had to intervene. To the front I thought, a little snip inward and next to the seam, would allow my cock to penetrate to the back. Here it opened outward in a fan that would have covered her bottom, it gave room for him to be inside, loose and slidey in her little fuck tube.

That first incision was with trepidation, to spoil, to gain was turmoil, the throbbing cock in the bottle green love tube made up my mind. Carefully I snipped inside the crotch from one side to the other, opening the virgin territory to accept the girth of my manhood. 
I slipped him outward from the bottle greens and turned the cushion upside down, from the other end I turned the inside out knickers over the soft and forming mimic of the female torso. Carefully again that inviting crotch was positioned to replicate a knicker clad female form.

There was a moment of almost deja-vu as he sat near the man made opening to the love tunnel. Again I teased him at the entrance, my finger opening up my imaginary female ready for me to fuck her knickers. My breathing became heavy with expectation; it wasn’t hard to see that the red and blacks had less give; the tunnel was smaller and very probably they would hold me like a glove.

I had to help him in, which wasn’t easy, by now my pre-cum had boiled over, such was his excitement. He slithered and slipped in my fingers as I teased him into the love pocket, my bulb head being gripped on all sides by the not so giving nylon. A cotton gusset on onside would have been better, perhaps it would have had a little more stretch. Finally the crotch fanned outward toward the back seam he was contained and throbbing.

My shaft stretched and rucked the nylon containing me nicely; slowly I began to move the cushion. The nylon immediately dampened with my lubrication and I watched it wrinkle around my foreskin as I increased my simulated fuck. Little movements were best, the sloshing and slapping sounds of a very wet cock was so much of a turn on. I gasped as sensations began to build.

I had to slow down to almost stopping, to cum now would end my pleasures, these were new found and I wanted them to last a while. A fantasy ran through my head, I was fucking the girl who owned them on the floor of the lost property cupboard where I had found them; the tight little tunnel of her gusset was her tight little cunt. The salacious little tart had teased me after finding me rummaging for knickers, threatened to spill the beans unless I let her sit astride my lap. Not content, she wanted it inside her, riding me in punishment, I had to let her, her exposure of those delicious red and blacks destroyed all my will power.

Slowly the love tunnel traversed my cock, finding little sensations in every slide up and down. Greedily he pushed and thrusted the back seam its barrier and pressure on my glands taking him ever nearer the inevitable. On the downward strokes my foreskin was caught in the wrinkles and rucks of tightness, soon this all would all be un-controllable.

When it came, there was a sensational build up of which I was not in control; it was like watching something tumble and wobble off of a table, it had me gravitating out of control. Spunk rushed, spat and gushed into her and her little red and black tunnel. Wearily I fought back the sapping energy in my hands, controlling and manipulating the knicker clad cushion to every which way I wanted it. It drained me like no other fuck as I sat helplessly watching it all ebb away, he sat there swimming and going limp in a sea of my seed.

I sat there for an age watching him fall from grace to half the man he was. Shrivelled and now half hanging out of the love tunnel. Thoughts ran through my head, I had to do this again; it was now with me forever. I visualised all the knickers I had, inspecting their gussets to turn them into love tubes and fuck tunnels. Later I dug them all out and grouped them into those that I would and those that I didn’t want to spoil. Sleep and exhausted sleep came easy that night.
