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Marks and Spencer’s was extremely busy despite the weather. It suited me in a way, perhaps to be indistinct from the crowd and the sales assistances that were preoccupied serving the customers. This afternoon I blended in nicely, just another male buying underwear for a girlfriend or wife. Nobody noticed my devote scrutiny and careful examination, it wasn’t just a prettiness, a size, a colour, they had to be special, a touch, a feel and most of all trigger something inside of me.

For a moment I stood and gazed at the red and greys and the blue and greys. It would so easy just to select some more, for both Georgina and myself but wasn’t that getting a little bit too boring. It had to be something new and different I thought besides I didn’t want knickers with love pockets in them to be at first glance indistinguishable from the others, especially swapping over with Sarah’s.
They had to be cotton I decided, it would be a shame to snip at something more expensive like in silky nylon. My eyes were drawn to a pack of five further along the rack; it was the colours, navy and maroon that struck me first. Two of each, divided by a pale blue pair in the middle, it reminded me of the pattern of a school rugby shirt and most of all one in school colours. At first I was put off, on the packet it stated that they were a full brief and it suddenly struck me that this was what old ladies would wear!
But then I began to think, how different were they to school knickers and besides the colours were the same, I even began to see that the pale blues were reminiscent to the school knicker colour saxe. On Georgina they would even look like school knickers and what about George and Georgie too!

I held a packet, pressing on them through the plastic in an attempt to gauge their softness. Then on the bottom shelf I noticed someone had conveniently opened one, I bent downward to touch and feel them. They were softness in heaven, delicate and inviting. The crotch panel was wide and long just like school knickers, I visualised them tantalisingly spread across open thighs and even the glimpse up an open skirt, if a little snip was inserted in the right place frotting Georgina’s nonny could be so wonderful.

My mind was made up; I was going to buy them, even regardless of what they thought at the till, ‘why is he buying these unfashionable big knickers for his girlfriend’. I was in the queue to pay, feeling all self conscious and flustered about paying. I tried to divert my inward feelings to watching what was going on around me, spotting other men, some with their wives and one or two on their own. I held the packet close to me, so no one would see what I was purchasing, fishing for my wallet too, trying to look as if I didn’t have a care in the world but deep down I was full of trepidation.

Getting out of there with the knickers purchased was a huge relief. I felt weak and drained with fear but there was also a pleasure too that I had succeeded and had yet more knickers to satisfy my needs. I thought I had mastered these anxiety attacks as I mulled the last few minutes over in my mind. I figured that if it had been the bikini’s I had bought, then perhaps I could have rationalised it in my head, convincing myself that it was plausible, to be buying knickers for my girlfriend but the full briefs were perhaps something else. I tortured myself with the thoughts that I looked so obvious back there in the queue and that the people stood around me had noticed and were asking themselves why does that young man want to buy old ladies knickers?
I stood on the corner of the street for a few moments gaining my composure, watching the world go by and started to look out for pretty girls. For a few moments I played a little game of counting in my head those that I felt were really attractive. On a busy Saturday afternoon I was soon up to twenty and then I got bored and moved off to rummage the charity shops.

By now it was getting late, 4:15 and many of them were closing. Disappointingly the best one’s had already shut at 4 o’clock and I was left to religiously go through the rest just as a matter of course and tell myself that they were empty of treasure. This was becoming a ritual, not being able to pass them by just in case they had desirables inside; I had to cross them off in my head, I didn’t want to leave them there if they existed at all for someone else to find. Were there others out there like me I wondered?

I got back to the van and sat pondering, how would I introduce the ‘game’ to Georgina? For the moment I hadn’t a clue. I thought about having another sneaky look at my jumble finds of the afternoon but the road where I had parked was busy with pedestrians making their way home or back to their cars. For now I just had to sit there and while away the time before I went to collect Georgina.

As usual I was early outside Bentall’s, forever keen and loyal I told myself, a puppy dog waiting for his master. My insecurities crept in, teasing me with my usual uncertainties and it wasn’t until I saw her arriving that they diminished and floated away.

She got into the van and we kissed like we had been separated for months. Whatever I felt moments before was flushed from my system and again I felt elated and excited. How could just a kiss get me such a raging erection?
‘Pub tea’, she suggested, ‘along the Portsmouth Road?

‘Sound’s good to me’, I said starting the van.
Her hand dropped to its usual comforting place on my thigh. Occasionally when the lightness of traffic allowed I played with her fingers or picked them up to kiss and show affection. I love you I told her, she smiled back.
We settled into our usual corner and studied the menu. On the way to the bar to order I could sense Georgina watching me and I looked back to find her smiling intently. That made me feel good inside, our days of separation sometimes cast doubts in my mind, my insensibilities wondering how long we would last. When I got back to the table she had questions for me.

‘How have you been up to then’, she asked.
A kind of unexplained truthfulness came out whenever I was with her, it seemed a natural for me to confess and open up in a most honest way, even to the extent that what I shielded from others I would declare immediately to her.

‘I miss you’, I blurted.

Our hands locked in a loving tangle of acceptance, a declaration without public intimacy of how we deeply felt about one another. There was that look too as our eyes engaged, of commitment and recognition that this was truly deep. I could feel mine welling up in a show of emotion that said please don’t ever leave me.

‘You’re mine’, she said feeling the uncertainty that flowed from me, ‘I ain’t ever goina let you go’.

I needed that all the time, the reassurance that said I wasn’t going to become another female reject, as I had done so many times in the past.

‘So what have you been doing today’, she asked again.

I blurted it all out, like I was in some confessional; every last detail and then I started to tell her about the shopping trip.

‘I bought you some knickers’, I declared.

She looked puzzled when I explained they were a full brief and I had to come clean with the whole sordid story of my experimentation with the bottle green school knickers and the red and black bikinis that we acquired from the school on Wednesday night. Then I explained about the reasoning for buying full briefs, how they looked like school knickers in colour and how maybe we could play the little hole and frotting game.

For a moment Georgina looked bewildered as though she was working it out in her head, how it would all work. I could see the recognition form on her face, the penny dropped with a big approving smile. Another sign was her index finger playing in the palm of my hand, it circled intimately mimicking the kind of petting I would do in foreplay, circling her nonny lips before slipping into her wet cunt. She copied that too, closing my thumb and forefinger to form a little hole while her finger slid gently in and out just like the most tender of our fucking.

I still looked into her eyes for approval though. She winked saucily back at me, I knew we would play the game.

‘It might be convenient that’, she declared in a whisper, ‘I started my period Thursday and I don’t like disappointing you’. Don’t worry, I’ll still look after you, we might be alright again for Sunday’.

I clenched her finger with my fist closing round it and gripping it like a penis in a tight vagina. It was strange, that little play of role reversal, I kissed her nose in recognition and wondered for a brief second what it would be like to have a cunt of my own.
The food came and we tucked in. For a moment there was a temptation to hurry and get it out the way and make our escape but I sensed from her and felt it too, a kind of calm. Besides it wasn’t necessary, we never rushed our sex, well hardly ever, there was always a desire to be petting, making love and cuddling forever.

Later in the van we snogged intently, making use of the dark car park to start our little foray of intimacy. We knew here too, that we couldn’t get into anything heavy but it excited us all the same, teasing us in a journey to make it last. Her fingers squeezed my cock through my jeans making him wet and sticky they then traced around trying to find the sensitive spot for a bit of tender manipulation.

‘Can I do the same to you’, I asked whispering in her ear and seeking permission.

‘Yes but only gently and no probing’, came her specific instruction.

My hand slipped between her thighs and on to the black trousers of her work uniform. The heat from her pussy was immense; I could feel the little line of her cunt lips through the thin material of the trousers and the cotton of her desirable little gusset. There was a dampness too; Georgina was already wet with excitement. I wondered what she would get out of the new game later.
After about 20 minutes I got the prompt, ‘come on lets go home to play’. 
We held hands where we could on the way back; again I’d pull hers up to my lips to give it a little loving and affectionate kiss. I briefly outlined the discussion I’d had with Rosemary about them going away at half term and how we could use their house. Georgina agreed it would be good, neither of us would have to go home at the end of an evening and it was a shorter distance for her to get into work. We also talked on the way about my job for that week too, the boiler for Mr’s Samuels, naturally I missed out all the detail about who exactly was living in the studio. We decided there and then we couldn’t stay together all week; maybe a couple of nights, as Georgina had netball practice too.
At the back of her flats we kissed and petted over our clothing again, it was our ritual and where there was opportunity we did it. It was the same too, on the way up to her flat, sneaking into the corners on the stairwells to snog like two demented teenagers. I think deep down we enjoyed the risk and the excitement and the possibility getting caught.

Inside her flat door, she was quick to have my cock out of my trousers and tease him into a full erection. I loved her forwardness, it signalled that there were two sides to this relationship and although it was for my satisfaction I knew she took great delight in masturbating me and making me cum.

Her fingers just had to find how wet I was and I felt them trace all over my cock head to find my lubrication. Greedily she found what she was looking for, her fingers being retrieved to her mouth taste what she knew was there. I licked her fingers too, whilst my hand massaged her cunt lips through her trousers in a ritual of petting and teasing one another. We loved doing this sort of thing; it was so immature and so behind the ‘bike shed’ behaviour.

Then she dragged me toward the lounge and pushed me on to the settee. We snogged again devouring each others tongues in a frenzy of lust whilst her hand wanked me. I had to stop her; it would have been so easy for her to make me have an orgasm.

In a while we stopped, almost as if it was a natural interlude. Her eyes searched mine, darting and seeking out the story that lay behind them and then she said…..

‘Well where are they?

I retrieved the bag from inside my jacket pocket and passed them to her to unwrap. Lovingly she pulled them from their packaging laying out just one pair of the navy blues and one pair of the maroons across her lap. Teasingly she dragged the pale blue pair across my bouncing cock sending a myriad of sensations through my balls and into my thighs.

‘So how is this going to work’, she asked fingering the maroon gusset in approval’.

I thought about it for a moment, visualising how they would look on her body. I also thought about where we should insert the slit to make the love pocket, where did I want my cock to sit when they adorned her body. Nudging or getting near to her little nubbin would be perfect and avoid an intrusion with her tampon.

‘Here’, I said pointing to the back of the gusset on the outside, ‘cut a slit there that will allow me in from behind’. ‘You can close your legs on me too and hold me’.

She kissed me on the cheek, ‘you have it all worked out’, she teased, ‘how about I put on my navy netball kit too?
She was up and away, making her way to the bedroom. For a moment I thought about following and then I remembered her period, it was a girly thing and I thought she may want some privacy. I sat there teasing my throbber with pale blue full briefs.

‘Naughty’, came a comment from the doorway, that’s my little job when we are together, she laughed.

My girlfriend was stood there in all her glorious attire, her gym skirt pulling my attention and fuelling my wonderment of what lay beneath. I tried to visualise that, and the contrast of navy and maroon and how those knickers would grace her body. I imagined too, the feel of those knickers as I slid into the little love pocket that I hoped she’d carefully constructed.
She made her way towards me tantalising me with every move. It wasn’t a sexy walk, more of innocence and uncertainty. It prompted me to ask that all important question….‘who are you tonight?

‘Well who do you want me to be’, she said reaching me and sitting down.

I thought for a moment about what we were about to do and who would perhaps play this game in real life.

‘George’, I muttered in encouragement.

‘Why George then’, she asked.

It churned over in my head found an answer and then I let it out. ‘Well because it’s possibly what a 15 year old might allow, frightened of intercourse and pregnancy but giving into her boyfriend on the outside of her knickers’.

There was no response; instead George’s hand started playing with the ridged pole through the pale blues. I found her lips and let my hand slide under her polo shirt to find her firm little breasts.

‘Nice’, I breathed into her mouth as I found she had purposely left off her bra. She moaned as I cupped first one and then to the other. My fingers swooned over the hard nipples, tweaking and manipulating them as though they were a button I was trying to work.

She adjusted the pale blues, enticing him into the crotch panel. I tried to imagine that they were her knickers, fresh and dirty from her day at work, a little dampness perhaps. She cupped my balls too, sending shockwave through my groin. It was no use, we had to move on, I knew where I wanted to be, besides this little game was new, I wanted to feel it for the very first time, our bodies held together, with just the thin cotton of her gusset separating us from sex.
I turned her, manipulating her up onto her knees and bent her forward to present her bottom. The tops of her thighs, creamy and adolescent teased and enticed me forward. That tickle on my fingers with the lift of the gym skirt as the pleats sawed across my skin, upward, slowly like the raising of a stage curtain to reveal the entertainment. Then navy gave way to maroon, sitting in a crease between her legs, puckering the material of the wide crotch.

The seam at the back had been neatly slit from side to side. My finger tested its opening, while my free hand drove the pale blue gusset deep into my exposed glands. Slowly my finger traversed the opening, tickling her bottom and making her eager legs spread wider. It was an invitation, to enter the soft world of new virgin cotton and pretend that there was a virgin pussy beneath.

George gasped as I explored the crease of her bottom, the heat from her nonny rushing backward to warm my finger. Onward it went feeling the warm become hot and then onward to the wetness of her excited sex.  I had to be careful though, I did not want to intrude on the privacy of her period, or make her feel violated and pushed beyond her comfort.

‘Put him in between’, came her plea, ‘I want to feel it’.

And so I did. There wasn’t another place in the world I’d rather be, well perhaps inside her but in practical terms this was the next best thing. I slipped my finger backwards teasing and tracing as I went, I shuffled forward on my knees to meet him at the cotton entrance and looked downward at the enticing scene below. Her navy gym skirt flipped upward to expose the pert maroon of that pretty little bottom. I caressed the soft new cotton feeling it give across the baby skin beneath and then moaned in satisfaction at what I was about to do.

Just as my finger had done, I edged my cock forward. He sat there throbbing in anticipation and bouncing against the silk of her inner thighs, he centred himself at the little pocket. My fingers helped him, spreading the entrance, before he nudged forward into the sensual sleeve. Simultaneously we both gasped at his presence and the significance of what was about to happen, slowly I copied the journey of my finger and teased him inward.

That delicious cotton surrounded him, pulling at my glands and holding him so very special. The journey forward was slow and calculating, our bodies giving and taking to assist with progress but each move brought pleasure as we became entwined in gratification. I held her hips centring and wiggling them as I did my own body to get to where we both wanted to be. It was into the wetness with difficulty, the cotton was denying, but also giving a new found pleasure as we both fidgeted to make it possible. Above my cock recognised her sex, below the confines and sexual imprisonment of her gusset.

‘How does it feel’, I questioned?
‘Nice’, she panted, ‘sort of naughty and forbidding too, perhaps that’s why it feels so nice’.

‘What about this? I thrust my cock further into the gusset and forward toward the little valley that lead to her nubbin.

‘Oh err, that feels better, gosh I can feel your cock against it’

I pushed greedily and then withdrew backward in a slow fucking motion. The knickers were now soaking and sitting in the crease of her cunt. I felt part of her, confined and captured above and below in the love pocket.

I held her hips and rocked slowly backward and forward pushing and pressing against her sex. The gusset below rucked and caught in my foreskin at every little movement, sending a new dimension of sensation through my body. I gasped at the pleasure it gave and listened to sexual sounds of our combined lubrication. Leaning forward I kissed and nibbled on her ear lob. My cock pressed forward towards her tummy and the ascent toward her nubbin.

‘Can I touch him’, I asked not knowing if it was a request too far.

‘Yes but only on the outside of the knicks’, she replied.

George winced as I found him, backing and pressing on to me with vigour.

‘God this is so horny’, she mouthed, ‘so adolescent and naughty’.

I rolled my hips seeking her out and pushing against her. Georgina followed suit, working herself against my exploring finger and pleasuring the little nub for all she was worth.

It was that time again, we had both gotten use to orchestrating it, we would both cum, and soon, the signs were all there. That sensation built up in my balls, spurred on by George’s grinding movements. The first throw of spunk had me buckling at the knees. I had to gain composure, finding the strength to push into her. Her legs clamped me in place as her own orgasm followed. She milked me with her pulling action, my throbbing member pumping sperm deep into the love pocket that contained me.

She held me there, squeezing and chasing her own pleasure. Slowly I felt her grip loosen as her orgasm ebbed away. We both sucked in air, feeding the deepest of pleasures that traversed our bodies until all that was left was exhaustion.

Slowly I pulled out of the sticky love tube feeling the cotton hold and unroll my foreskin. I looked downward at him bouncing and nudging on a dry patch of the maroon and watched as a globule if my sperm soaked into the cotton.

‘That was different’, sighed George, ‘inventive too, I like knicker games.

‘I’m not sure’, I teased.

She giggled, ‘liar, you invented it’.

I kissed the softness of her bottom in an acknowledgement. Then she moved and went to the bathroom. I guess to clean up and retrieve a clean pair of knickers. I wiped myself on the pale blues only to be caught again as she stood in the doorway. Her forefinger beckoned me towards the bedroom. We would cuddle now, drawn into her cosy bed to listen to the late London shoppers alighting from the trains in Surbiton station.

It was bliss in her bed, I snuggled in behind her. Her body spooned itself into me, intoxicating me with her presence and perfume. Naturally my hand found her hip and was enticed into caressing the fresh underwear found there.

For a few moments I thought about the day’s events, tried to question the closeness I had witnessed that morning between Rebecca and Lindsay. I was interrupted by my own brain as the vision of them displaying their grey and navy school knickers took over. Without realising an erection began to intrude on Georgina’s bottom.

‘Again,’ she complained, ‘does it ever rest?

‘Sorry’, I said, ‘just thinking’.

‘Well yes, you never stop’, she teased, ‘and I can guess what about’.

‘No nothing’, I replied, not wanting to be drawn into explaining my thoughts about the two girls, well not in this instance at least.

‘Well what have you been up to today then, as well as shopping in Marks?
‘Jumbles’, I confessed.

‘Well come on spill the beans, she teased, ‘you weren’t hunting for antiques’

‘Yes I did’, I responded being non committal.

‘Did what?

‘Find some knickers’, I said guardedly.

‘And you don’t want to share them with me, are they in that suitcase in the van?

‘Yes, but I want to go through them first, there’s a lot of rubbish in there’. I explained how I had gathered up carrier bags from the floor and was just taking pot luck with contents. I didn’t tell her that I’d already gone through most of it but wanted a second look, wanted to decide what turned me on, wanted to make my mind up what was worth saving and those that I may just spunk into and throw. It was a decision process, a private one that satisfied something inner, as much as I loved my understanding girlfriend there were things that I needed to do!
‘Oh’, came a reply of disappointment, ‘I think I understand but I want to look at what interests you’.

‘That’s just it, at the moment not all of it does, some of it is frumpy and old, perhaps also is a turn off, I don’t want to go through it together.

My answer seemed to satisfy her, which I was pleased about. It was true anyway, there were some that I may yet throw but some of those held a strange interest too, of how they might feel, cut to make a man made love pocket.

We cuddled and talked quietly about seeing each other tomorrow. I had the boiler repair to do in the morning and discussed when I might finish it. I aired on caution giving myself loads of time to complete it, making excuses about how this and that and how there may be a problem, all the time knowing that it would probably be over in fifteen minutes and the rest of the time I would playing in the students knicker drawers. 
We decided on about two o’clock I would pick her up from her netball match. I’d worked it out that I perhaps had about two and a half  hours to explore before I needed to set off. For a moment it seemed incredibly short but if I got the job to replace the boiler, I hoped I could come and go all week.

It was greedy of me really, I wanted it all ways, the understanding girlfriend and where opportunity existed, the freedom to illicit pleasure from the knicker drawers of others. I never had these sort of opportunities at home and I was damn well going to make use of them while I could. 
When I got back to the Wilkinson’s, the house seemed to be in darkness, good I thought they are all in bed, a chance to sneak in with the suitcase and not be seen. On the landing I saw a chink of light from Rebecca’s room, were they still up and awake? I suppose it was to be expected when you had a friend to stay, the chance to sit and talk, to be naughty and disobedient when you are supposed to be a sleep.
