 The Lodger Chap 3 Kingston
As I strolled into Kingston my mind wandered back to my morning games. I had the good fortune to have the house to myself on that first morning giving me the opportunity to explore. As my mind recalled all the little scenes of playing with the Wilkinson’s knickers I realised I had fallen on my feet, I couldn’t have a better place to lodge.

My thoughts lay ahead now as I approached the busying town centre and whether there were any prospects of buying school knickers and indeed would I be brave enough to carry it through. The girls and Rosemary had talked so much about this department store Bentall's, it would be number one on the list for visiting. Of course I dare not risk being in the school uniform department with the possibility of bumping into Rosemary and the girls, oh no that would not do, it would give my little game away.

A head I saw the music shop that Sarah had mentioned, London Road Records and decided it had to be a diversion, Beside’s how could I converse later with the family if I had not visited the shops of my supposed interest. The shop certainly was interesting a mixture of new and second hand and had a good rummaging value to it. I mixed with the other customers, browsing the sleeves and eyeing the tracks. Whilst stood there I glanced up and looked out onto the road, Rosemary, Sarah and Rebecca walked by on the opposite side of the road. Their hands full of shopping bags, they were making their way to home. A warmth came over me as I realised that probably the only people that I knew in this town were heading in the other direction and the possibility of bumping into someone else were nil. I walked out of the shop to see them disappearing towards home. Good, I thought, but then I ran through in my head of all of the people I worked with, did any of them live in the Kingston area? I dismissed the thought immediately, in all the weeks I’d been in Surrey I’d never ever bumped into anyone I knew. 

I turned left and made my way to the main part of the town centre. Before I got there I spotted an Oxfam across the road thoughts of second hand school knicks came into my head and the possibility of having some of my own.  Self consciously I wander around the shop looking at paperbacks, the odd record and uninterestingly looking at men’s clothes. There was a women browsing through the children’s section and I wanted her out of the way before I had my own rummage. Selfishly I did not want to share the racks with her and by chance if I spotted knickers have her wondering what a lad of my age was doing seeking them out.
She was gone now and I had the section to myself. I told my brain I was looking for something for a fictitious brother, sister or even cousin. The purposeful school section jumped out at me with the Gingham and Candy striped summer dresses of all different colours. I made my way down towards it feigning interest at this garment and that before I got to where the rack started. Now my fingers were rummaging the various colours of blue, green and pale yellow and my thoughts turned to what knickers had once laid underneath them. I conjured up navy blue, bottle green and maybe even grey or nigger brown. I spotted a games skirt in grey and immediately sought out its size. The name Susan Fisher jumped out at me with a disappointing size 26 waist. I knew it would be too tight on my waist of 32. They usually were in these smaller sizes and to imagine a girl with a 32 inch waist was most off putting I told myself.  There was nothing else of interest in this shop so time to move on and explore.

I move between the town centre crowds now and thankfully not a knowing face amongst them. There are mixed feelings about this, so far from my home town and friends but equally no one knows me here either, I can be and do want I want and will probably never see any of these people again in my life. In the distance I spot the infamous Bentall's department store for all those aspiring Surrites, the want to be’s and those who wanted to be admired for the wealth of being able to shop there. I decide that it will be my last port of call for my afternoon of exploration, the best till last I hope.
I find myself in Marks and Spencer’s school wear area looking at the school knickers they have on offer. Although quality, they are but an imitation of the real thing as my thoughts take me back to the Cherubs and Montfort’s, of Rebecca and Sarah. I’ve lingered too long here, I feel I’m being watched or I am out of place amongst the parents shopping for a new term.
I’m back into the side streets now searching out the charity shops. The local hospice shop looks promising, a bit junkier than Oxfam and they care less feel about what they sell as long as it makes money. I browse amongst the clutter and avoid the stares of the old biddy volunteers who serve. I imagine they bewilder themselves with why a young man is searching through the children’s clothes. The battered cardboard boxes and supermarket hand baskets invite me to find something and I know this type of shop will have, they will have no scruples about selling underwear.
Colours are my goal and I can spot the shade of a pair of school knickers from a mile off. The odd T shirt will throw me and disappoint me but I search on. My heart pounds with excitement as I unearth a pair of bottle greens, Montfort I know instinctively by the style and stitching of the cuffed leg. I handle them within the basket but bring them to the top; I do not want the old biddies to see my interest in this garment, besides I need to be sure that I have discovered all the treasure to be had and there are not other pairs in the depths of the basket.
I look at their label and am excited to find they are 20”; a size in school knickers that I know will fit me. I carefully put everything else back that has tumbled to the floor and move the bottle greens to the next box. I must search them all I tell myself, to be unsure that I have missed any would plague me, besides then I would have to come back to satisfy my mind. At last it’s clear that these are the only ones in the shop to be had so I pick them up for the very first time. Their soft delicate feel on the pads of my fingers gives me tingles of excitement.
I’m conscious that I am holding them now and wonder if the other customers or the old biddies are watching me. My brain tells me they are going to be mine regardless of whatever they think and any moments of embarrassment I have will be worth it just to own these knicks. I wonder if the owner has donated her gym skirt too and quick look through the rack reveals she has not.
I need to be out of here soonest now and am irritated that there is someone being served at the counter and I will have to stand in line feeling myself consciousness. At last I am being served and the old biddy looks at me enquiringly as I place them on the counter and ask the price.
‘Mmm.....what do you think Alice’, she asks her colleague, ‘25p for gym knickers’.
I’m sure the whole shop has heard her and I fluster wishing the moment is over. Fortunately they agree and in a moment they are bagged and I am outside the shop.

My embarrassment subsides, I’m out here now disappearing into the crowds and nobody can see my purchase. I relax and feel pleased and excited about my find, this will be the first bottle greens I have ever owned. For a moment as I aimlessly dodge the crowds, I imagine myself back in the quiet of my room drawing these wonderful knicks being drawn up my legs and thighs. The cuffed legs tickle me as the travel upwards and over my bottom; the waist band eases itself over my balls and cock as they finally fall into place on my waist. I smooth them down and adjust the legs and get my manhood sitting in the right place as this first time stirs in my imagination, Walking along the streets I feel euphoric and cosy about my purchase an my cock leaks in to my pants in appreciation.

I wander half heartedly now, feeling a sense achievement and take in the rest of Kingston’s charity shops with ease as the excitement of getting these knicks back to my room torments me. I force myself to continue as come tomorrow I will regret not having fulfilled my little treasure hunt, I simply must explore everywhere. Besides this will be a regular haunt for me, keeping an eye on these charity shops, I need to know where they are.

I’m outside the Bentall’s department store now and the window display catches my eye. They have a back to school display of school uniforms. They have split the window into two halves, one side boys and one side for girls. I stare intently taking in the information and realise there are three girl manikins displaying different uniform colours. My eyes are drawn first to the grey uniform with her blazer, skirt and blouse. The dummy holds a little sign saying ‘Tiffin Girls’. At her feet and neatly placed is her gym kit, a Saxe polo shirt, and grey skirt and Grey Cherub knickers.
Immediately my thoughts return to Sarah’s gym kit of this morning and I imagine Sarah stood before me ready for netball. Rebecca too will by now have this kit, what fun I am going to have rummaging their gym bags and their knickers drawers. The Manikin in the middle is wearing navy blue and holds a larger sign reeling off lots of school names, Southborough, Tolworth Girls etc and many more, clearly navy is popular around here.
The navy knicks are here too at her feet and I marvel at their deep new colour. Lastly the third manikin is in green holding a sign that says Bonner Hill. I remember Rebecca’s words and this is the school behind my lodgings and so the knicks I have in my bag are probably from there. I stare down at the bottle green knickers on display realising the knicks in my bag were once running around outside my bedroom window, I try to picture what the owner would have looked like. 

Now I am inside the store standing at the foot of an escalator, the store guide tells me I must go to the second floor. I fumble anxiously with the hand hold rubber as I make my ascent, the unexpected lies ahead of me. The moving stairway takes me upwards and I feel I am not in control. What will I find and what will I emerge into? The second escalator has me now and I tremble with fear. I’m there now and quickly scan what is before me. The colours come into view, the rack of blazers, trousers and skirts, confirming this is the school department. A quick assessment tells me the way straight ahead takes me to other departments to turn right is a purposeful move into what is just the school wear department.
There are mothers and children milling around as I enter, immediately I feel out of place. I pretend I am looking at the boy’s sports kit, maybe I am buying for my brother. I really do feel flustered and awkward about my surroundings. I note there is an older woman serving at the cash register and a number of assistants generally milling around. I try to look interested, looking at football shorts of a particular colour and at the same time establish where the girl’s gym kit is. I think I see where it is located and try to work my way round to that area as I browse. Suddenly they are there in front of me, all arranged on shelves in colours and then sizes. I immediately start thumbing through the various sizes in grey. Fear and excitement over take me at the same time and my mouth goes very dry. I’m hoping to be able to find some in grey size 20 that I know will fit me, so that I can be wearing the same as Rebecca and Sarah. Damn and blast the nearest size is 16. I tell myself that maybe I should get navy blue but at that moment one of the assistants walks by behind me.  I am turned inside out with embarrassment; I think to myself what would a lad of my age be doing buying school knickers.
She has spotted that I have been rummaging the greys and now to turn my attention to the navy blues surely this sends the wrong message, if I tell myself they are for my younger sister then why do I suddenly change from looking at grey to navy, sisters just don’t suddenly change schools. I’m flustered now and have really over cooked it, besides, a very young assistant is looking directly at me now and I fear she will come to ask if I need some help. I know I won’t be able to cope with her questions or sensibly ask for what I want. All I wanted was to be able to seek my size immediately and walk to the till and pay for them. Even that would have been a monumental task but to ask for a size and perhaps wait to be served, no I can’t do it. I exit the school wear section by the fastest possible route. I unavoidably pass the very young assistant as she crosses my path in front of me, god she only looks 16.

I’m safely on another escalator upwards now, feeling hot and sweaty against the cooler air of the travelling stair. I reach the toilets and cool my face at the cool water of hand basin. I try to calm myself telling myself that nobody was really looking at me back there and I try to assess whether the assistants had taken any notice what I was doing, I’m sure the very young one looked me up and down and asked herself what is he doing there.
‘It can’t be done I tell myself, not in this store, the school wear is out on its own, you can’t casually select them, it has to be deliberate and then at the till why would a lad of my age be buying school knickers, surely that is a mothers job’.
I argue in my head telling myself I can and cannot do it. Maybe I’ll come back another day when it’s quieter and not so many assistants about, maybe I’ll come back after the start of term. I feel sick with indecision, I need fresh air, I don’t need to put myself through this, at the same time I did so want a pair of cherub grey’s, just like Rebecca’s and Sarah’s.

I slip down the back stairs and I am in the street now. I find a bench and sit facing the Thames. I feel so torn and stupid to have these moments of panic; I close my eyes and listen to the ducks. If I’m going to do this I tell myself then it must be in a situation where I am in control. Now if the shop was like Woolworth’s, or Marks and Spencer it would all be so easy, not somewhere where I have to deliberately and consciously go into a school wear department.  It too late now, my courage has gone, it’s over for the afternoon. I console myself with looking into my carrier to see the vibrant bottle green from the charity shop. Oh well at least I have these and the knicks I have already acquired from Sarah and Rebecca.  I make my way back home.

