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Despite the stack of magazines having dwindled by half, Jacob had yet to find the perfect picture. The small lounge room contained stack after stack of magazines. There were so many they almost completely covered the spartan furniture.

Vogue, Marie Claire, Cleo, Cosmopolitan – Jacob owned these titles and then some. He bought them all and never discarded any of the old issues. Whenever possible, Jacob tried to obtain his magazines for free or for as little as possible. Sometimes at the doctor or dentist, he’d discreetly place a magazine or two in his backpack. Charity shops were a positive bonanza for magazines at very little cost.

Jacob sighed as he flipped though a few more pages. Still the face eluded him. He sipped his coffee and scanned more pages, ignoring the advertisements for mascara, lip gloss and other female accoutrements. Soon he’d reached the end of the magazine. He placed it on the ever-growing pile of magazines he’d already perused.

The next magazine was the January 1984 edition of Cleo. He didn’t think it held much promise, but Jacob was nothing if not methodical. He noticed that he’d already cut some images from this issue. It gave Jacob some hope that his task was almost finished, not that he viewed this activity as a chore. Jacob viewed picture hunting as a pleasure.

Casually flipping through the magazine Jacob couldn’t believe how much fashion had changed – make up, hair, clothing, everything. Retro was good. Perhaps an older-style picture would be suitable.

Bingo.

He came across a model he thought would be perfect for his latest acquisition. The model had blonde hair, styled into a tight perm. She was wearing neon pink lipstick. Her eyelids were coloured in pale blue, which seemed to be popular during that era. It was one of those images where the complete look was highlighted, shoes, blouse, handbag and so on. The stockists and prices were listed at the bottom of the page. He chose her because her shade of lipstick almost perfectly matched the colour of the material he was using.

Taking his scissors, Jacob cut out the head; he very rarely used the full picture. With the precision of a surgeon, he cut around every blonde curl. He cut around the face and the curve of the neck. Soon all the background had been cut away.

Jacob then placed the craft cutting board in front of him. He placed the pink cotton panties on the board and lovingly smoothed away the wrinkles. Taking his black laundry marker and circular template, he drew a circle around the crotch of the panties.

A perfect circle.

Using his fabric scissors, he cut out the cotton circle. After a quick search, Jacob located the glue stick. With almost religious reverence, he took hold of his journal. The journal was an exquisite piece of workmanship. It was bound in leather and the pages were of a rich parchment. Jacob referred to the journals as his ‘memory books’. He had them made-to-order online. It was safer that way. He glued the picture onto the blank, creamy parchment. With his little finger he smoothed away any air bubbles or creases. Next, he dabbed glue onto the back of the circle of fabric. Once again he smoothed out any wrinkles.

Jacob sat back and momentarily admired his work. He picked up his fountain pen and wrote all the appropriate details on the page. The woman’s head and the fabric looked delicious sharing the page together.

Pink cotton briefs-Generic Brand.

Corriedale Crescent,

Ringwood, Victoria.

2.25pm, August 21st 2015.

Jacob never commented on what the original owner of the panties may look like. He let his picture and imagination do that. He sipped his coffee and began to fantasise about many and varied sexual acts with his magazine panty model. He could feel himself getting hard.

“Dirty whores, all o’ dem!” said his mother’s voice.

Jacob O’Halloran winced. Her Irish accent wasn’t the gentle brogue associated with the Emerald Isle. It was harsh and astringent like vinegar.

“Mum, please,” he whimpered.

“Satan’s harlots, wid dere painted nails and plunging necklines. You’re sick, boy.”

“N-no I’m not.”

“Yes yer are boy. You’ll die, yer hear me? Ye’ll die from one o’ dem dere slags havin’ given yer der pox. Is dat what you want, boy?”

Jacob whimpered, “No, Mummy, I don’t want to die. I never touch them, just their panties. Honestly, Mummy.”

“It’s going ta happen, Jacob. One of dem dere scrubbers will give ye a filthy disease, an’ den yer man ting’ll turn black and....”

“I promised, Mummy. I promised you I’d never sleep with any of them.”

“An’ den it will drop off!”

Jacob punched himself in the mouth.

“An’ den yell go ta Hell and be tormented for all eternity, ya filthy boy.”

He struck himself in the mouth again.

“I prayed for you, da Lord himself knows dat. Ever since I caught ya kissing and fondlin’ dat girl when you were fourteen. Ya remember dat, Jacob? Da ya remember how Father O’Leary an’ I tried to get ya to repent? A good ol’ thrashin’ with the birch and ye still kept tryin’ ta see dat young whore.”

“She wasn’t a whore, Mum. Only...only some are, but...”

His mother wasn’t interested in his defence of women in general. A puritanical Catholic, Eileen O’Halloran had been drumming her straight-laced views into him from an early age but with little effect. Jacob was simply a normal teenage boy with heterosexual desires and needs. Somewhere along the way, those desires had become warped. Jacob screwed his eyes tighter.

“Noight an’ day I prayed to da Blessed Virgin ta save yer soul. Yer a dirty, wicked boy...”

It was only after Jacob had split his lip open that his mother’s reprimanding abruptly ceased. Retrieving his handkerchief from his back pocket, Jacob began dabbing his lip. He ensured that not a single drop of blood landed on his precious journal. His lip may require stitches, but if so, he could take care of that himself. Jacob was very self-sufficient. In the kitchen he wrapped a packet of frozen peas in a tea towel and applied it to his lip.

Lately his mother was becoming more vociferous. In the beginning, a sharp word would be enough to quieten her. In the last few weeks only self-harm would dispel her. Perhaps she was using Jacob to inflict the blows that death had made her incapable of. With his journal under his arm, Jacob entered the room he had converted to his study. It amused him greatly that he had chosen his mother’s bedroom for his hobby. How she must be seething.

Jacob had stripped away every iota of his mother’s personality. Gone was the horrid floral wallpaper. The wardrobes had been removed and the sickly mustard-coloured carpet had been ripped up and replaced with polished floorboards. The room now gleamed with white glossy walls and alabaster light sconces. One entire wall featured a built-in shelving system. Many of the shelves contained older versions of his journal, all chronologically labelled on the spines. The years were divided into two halves: January to June and July to December. The very first volume was from 1995, and twenty years later he was still a bachelor, now forty-six years old. It really didn’t seem like twenty years since he began his little hobby. 

He placed his current work in progress back in its allotted space.

To an outsider, the room would appear to be set out like an efficient, well-run home business. That’s exactly how Jacob treated his hobby. Along one wall was an enlarged map of the Melbourne Metropolitan Rail Network. The rail lines were colour-coded, yellow for the inner suburbs, blue for the outer suburbs. Jacob had travelled the Melbourne rail network more times than he could count.

Like other capital cities such as London or New York, Melbourne was a bustling metropolis. It slowed down to take a breath or to catch forty winks, but it never truly slept. For a man with Jacob’s particular peccadillo, Melbourne was a potential treasure trove. There were thousands upon thousands of inner city houses with backyard clotheslines. He liked to picture it: the Australian sun coupled with a light breeze, gently drying women’s panties. Although the inner city was alluring, Jacob knew it was also dangerous. Too many pedestrians quick to remember a man scrambling over a fence into an alleyway. Whilst it was very easy to blend into the anonymity of a capital city, it was also full of police on foot patrols.

Jacob avoided the country for completely the opposite reason. It would be simplicity itself for Jacob to catch a V/Line train and visit regional centres such as Ballarat or Bendigo or any number of rural towns in between. The trouble with country towns was that strangers stood out like a sore thumb. Should knickers go missing, country folk would easily remember Jacob and his backpack.

It wasn’t that Jacob was particularly memorable. He had no physical deformities or impediments and no distinguishing marks. In fact he was reasonably attractive. Jacob was almost six feet tall and was quite toned but not overly muscular. His trim physique was due to his regular gym workouts rather than constantly climbing over fences and walls to steal panties and then make a quick getaway. He was a masculine-looking figure with a square jaw and prominent cheekbones. His hairline was receding, though. Quite a few women found him attractive, but Jacob couldn’t have sex with any of them – thanks to Mother. He’d given up any ideas of marriage or a long-term relationship. Collecting panties fulfilled his sexual needs and desire for female company.

He walked over to his desk. He put his makeshift icepack down and was thankful that his lip had stopped bleeding. Jacob picked up a yellow flag pin and wrote the date on it. He quickly scanned the map of suburban Melbourne. Once he had located Ringwood he stuck the flag pin in. Jacob was extremely organised with his hobby. Every year he bought a brand new map of Melbourne. He changed the colour of his flag pins on the first day of January and ordered another six-month supply of journals. The purchase of a new year’s supply of journals delighted him and gave him a sense of anticipation for the year ahead.

Sometimes on one of his panty raids, Jacob would disguise himself. His long vision was weak. He normally wore contact lenses, but on some trips he’d revert to glasses. Jacob owned quite a few pairs and was able to change his look frequently and quickly. He used to dye his hair until he noticed his follicles were thinning faster  than normal. He now stuck to growing beards or moustaches.

Some people would call Jacob paranoid, but he preferred the term “cautious”. For the next few days he’d think about which suburb he’d visit next. Tomorrow he’d wash the car and do some grocery shopping. Jacob never used the car for his trips; number plates could be remembered and reported. Jacob was in an enviable position. Thanks to an inheritance from his grandfather in Donegal he no longer had to work. He was the owner of both commercial and residential properties. The rents, combined with the cash and sale of his grandfather’s house and belongings, provided him with a moderately comfortable lifestyle. He smiled at the irony. His mother had died before Grandpa, his father had died when he was six. His mother would be screaming from the bowels of Hell to see how he was spending his inheritance.

No, don’t think those things. She may come back and Jacob didn’t have the physical or mental strength for any
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