Knickers in a twist

Backstory:

Carla’s waistline is expanding, and now obstructs the view of her toes. She’s joined the local all-women city gym and started a new ambitious regime of fighting the flab. It has become an obsession and she is there most lunchtimes, partially to execute the new fitness regime, but also to conveniently avoid the frequent liquid lunches the highly strung males in her department keep inviting her to. 

After her husband’s unfortunate death and her married daughters no longer at home, she is rebuilding her life and self esteem. Men and romance are certainly not in her plans. Men mean trouble, all they want is a slave, whether it is for sex or food. She can do quite well without them.

She is even thinking of going the whole hog and becoming celibate, but still has a problem with being lonely at night, so if the opportunity arises maybe, just maybe, she would taste the thrill of a homoerotic adventure. 

The all-female gym, however, had a dark secret that she almost discovered yesterday. Little does she know, but in a dark room somewhere in Birmingham, Carla’s pheromones are still achieving their goals. 

Carla speaking to the nearby lady getting changed in the locker room yesterday.

I hope you don’t mind me asking you this. It’s actually a little embarrassing really, but when I heard that Johnson had replaced your lost knickers with some Janet Raeger, I thought that’s a coincidence.

I’ve only been here a few months, mainly just during the lunchtime. I need to tone up the mid-riff flab that all those business dinners have deposited there. 

(Nervous giggle)

Well it’s so convenient isn’t it? Two minute walk from the office and such a pleasant surrounding and above all no men. I hate all those gyms full of men lifting those heavy weights in front of long mirrors. It makes you feel so weak and inadequate as a woman. 

At least here you can feel feminine and not under constant attack from testosterone.

(Closing in and whispering)

I sometimes manage to get here four times a week. But I was finding it such a bind having to bring fresh sportswear each day. With the heavy workout I get through its not practical to wear anything twice. All that sweat, it would smell so much. So I had to cart fresh kit in and out each day. That was when old Johnson approached me.

(Both now sitting down in their cotton briefs)

He said for a modest fee he was providing a laundry service to busy professionals in the area. He told me he had access to some industrial washing machines that washed hotel sheets at night but had some spare capacity during the day and was looking for putting the machine downtime to some good use. At only £3 per day it suited me perfectly. 

(Quickly looking around to see if anybody else is listening) 

I must admit at first I wasn’t so sure about a stranger washing my smalls, so I rushed out to Marks and Sparks a bought a supply of those nondescript white pristine cotton briefs, nothing fancy you understand. Besides Johnson must be sixty if he’s a day.

It was working so well. Every lunchtime fresh sports kit sitting neatly ironed in my locker. Then at the end of the session I’d pop all that sweaty washing into those plastic bags, you know, the ones for the wet swim costumes; and leave it in my locker. As I never kept any valuables in the locker overnight I had no problem him having a spare key made. I mean he’s so harmless isn’t he?

(Other woman listening intently nodding where appropriate while applying body lotion to her upper torso)

Anyway it was all working tichitibo, until one lunchtime when I received a note with my fresh washing. Something about how my underwear has been damaged by the machine and as way of compensation would I accept a pair of replacement underwear? When I looked at the label and saw Janet Raeger, well I can tell you I was pleasantly surprised. He had gotten a pair of my sweaty M&S specials and I had a new pair of Janet Raeger; a result, as my daughter would say.

There were also a few times when he must have gotten a few things mixed up, as I am sure that my M&S knickers did not have a lace surround. But what the heck they were clean, fresh and did the job.

I thought nothing of it until I overheard you talking to your friend about your replacement pair of knickers yesterday. It got me thinking. 

(Looking down between the strangers legs)

But I can see now that you also wear simple white cotton briefs. So I can’t imagine that he is stealing our knickers. Besides, who on earth would want some mid-aged woman’s sweaty white cotton knickers? 

(Look of realisation now on the other woman’s face)

No, that’s not the issue, I really just wanted to tell you not to get too excited, my Janet Raeger’s shrunk on the first wash and the entire colour has now run out of them.

Fancy going for a drink?

