Chapter 11 Naming the Games

Sunday morning I awoke with a raging hard on.
A few moments of realisation as to where I was then my brain kicked in and the memories of yesterday came flooding back. Yes they were there under my pillow where I had put them, Georgina’s navy knickers. I pulled them slowly out getting a sniff of her sweet perfume as they came into view. I studied them fastidiously, imagining her in them as she bounced around the netball court. Her petite frame fills my head as I take on every aspect of how and where they fit on her wonderful body. I finger and toy with the leg openings as if she wore them, pretending that I have pulled them to one side to find her little pussy.

I turn them around backwards to view how neat her little bubble bottom would fit and fill the double back panel. Holding them in one hand I roll my foreskin as I capture and savour the moment.
He’s wet and slurpy down there, obviously with more memories of the last 36 hours than I have. It would be all too easy to satisfy him by sliding the soft cotton of Georgina’s knicks on to his stickiness. It would also be too easy for him to spunk into them gorging on the flashbacks of desire that my brain feeds him. But it’s not for now, what’s there, is to be shared with Georgina. 

My mind wanders aimlessly around the scenes of the last few days. It fills me with a special warmth that I have not felt for a while, any thoughts about being away from my home town, my family and former friends seem not to matter. This is different now; I have never had these feelings of belonging or being wanted before. I feel settled in this place and recognise the special bond that is between me and Georgina. Yes it’s been hurried, maybe unconventional but it feels a thousand rights, this bond, and this shared desire.

My thoughts have lost him down below, he’s no longer stiff and excited, still sticky but very limp. I tap him in encouragement, ‘Georgina will sort you out’. I even drift in recollection of my little forays around the house but he doesn’t respond, perhaps my mind is too content. God that does remind me though I must retrieve Sarah’s pink ginghams from the airing cupboard, getting found out with them in there doesn’t bear thinking about.

Yes they are dry. I replace the towel to its original location and amble into her room. I guess they will be back sometime this afternoon, it’s much too early for them to return now, gosh they would have to have been up at dawn to get here.
I’m safe here for a while, replacing them in her drawer. He stirs now, throbbing into action as I look at the delicate contents. My fingers pad around in soft cotton as I toy with leg bands and gussets. Yes he still wants her, the leaking pre cum tells me that but is it right now, now that Georgina is here. Her words about Rosemary feelings towards her daughters relationships with an older boy bound back and, deep inside I know that it would not work. My relationships need to move on, not with a never ending stream of 15 year olds. Besides I am in love with Georgina but with Georgina’s blessing it doesn’t stop me having her knickers.

Well that’s sorted that in my head; well at least I think it did. I ponder over the whole situation of my underwear fetish whilst soaking in the bath. Would Georgina appreciate me playing in Rebecca’s knicker drawer, or for that matter Rosemary’s? I tell myself she understands, she must do, or why would we have had the game yesterday with Sarah’s knickers. It does seem different this time, usually at this point in a new relationship I am wracked with guilt but it feels extremely different now. The water has gone cold now and I quickly clean myself up and back to my room to dress.

My mind settles and the urges kick in as I chase clothes around the room. I pull my knicker collection out from their hiding place and I’m drawn to the bottle green’s. I need to feel them on my clean body and already my cock begins to leak again in anticipation. My head recalls the sensation of pulling them up my legs and thighs and I must experience it again. He’s stiff with excitement as I step into them and begin that sensual journey. I breathe deeply as their shape and form begin to take on mine. They tickle the hairs on my legs as I slowly draw them up. The elastic at the waist and leg holes grip me sending shivers of excitement throughout my body. Over my knees now they glide heavenly upwards enclosing me in my paradise. I stop at my balls, the waist elastic deliciously tickling the underside. He stands erect waiting for his encapsulation in the super soft cotton as we both shudder with excitement. Slowly I draw them up and over my manhood feeling the material give and manipulate in all directions. We are there now, they are in position holding me firmly and registering their fit.

I sigh deeply as my sexual kick is complete. At this point my imagination sets a usual scene as I traverse from male to female in my head. Again today I ponder having a nonny down there one that I can finger in to a moist orgasm. I wonder if Georgina has such feelings about a mere covering of a bodily part. I imagine her stood here in these bottle greens, how they would take up shape and form on her beautiful body. I look at my own reflection in the mirror lying to myself that I too have that form. In appreciation I palm myself through the soft cotton feeling my foreskin roll and squidge. I sigh deeply again as my body tingles with anticipation, will I or wont I wank him into a cummy mess. Thoughts of being with Georgina stave the desire for now but I can keep him on the boil with more.

I stand near my window peering at the edge of the drawn curtains. Below are the netball courts of Bonner Hill. Empty now but in a few weeks they will be occupied again as I imagine a scene below. Maybe a netball game, will they wear skirts or just knickers? I visualise a game, whistles blowing, stops and starts as the ball is thrown from one to the other. Flicks of skirts reveal cuffed legs and lovely bottoms as goals are tried for. I single them out putting them in an order of attraction, rarely in this game are there any ugly girls. I’m transported back to my own school days borrowing body parts from a Jane or Anne. Who is the number one and for what reason I ask myself palming my sticky cock in encouragement. Enough or I will succumb to temptation and wank into the bottle greens. I need to move.

I’m on their landing now, doing my ‘should I shouldn’t I’ routine. Do I need to be here, now I have Georgina! Is it wrong again I ask and punish myself? Temptation yields but why am I in Rebecca’s room and not Sarah’s. Ah it is the nonny rubbing on the sofa and the previous reminder of cuffed legs of Bonner Hill. I want to fondle and play with those greys, the ones she did it in. I will tell them apart, the only grey one’s washed, the rest being new. There they are sliding open her drawer. Gosh smaller then Sarah’s but cute as I imagine them shaped around that squashed thigh, the one dangling of the chair arm. They are in my hand now and I bring them to my lips kissing the ribbing of the cuff. Their clean washed smell hits my senses but also I detect them taking on the unique smell of her knicker drawer. My cock throbs below as my mind titillates his senses. I feel him leak again and watch as a damp patch forms on the green cotton.

Still holding them to my face I wonder if I am still interested with the other contents. Yes there are her navy blues but have I moved on from her other knickers? Such guilt and confusion always reigns at this new point in a relationship; I have to tell myself yet again that this time it is different. I do dismiss all the others on a kind of notion that I need to be mature and that lusting after little girl knickers takes me back to my younger needier days. God it’s that bloody torment again, the one that tells me to move on and mature, the one that has destroyed knickers hoards in the past, the torment I always at some point regret. Of course it’s different I tell myself, Georgina makes it different, a girl who has recognised the power of her knickers.
Well I have moved on, I’m now in Rosemary’s room peering into her knicker drawer! Has that maturity brought me here or is it the fact that I can be in here now. I tell myself that it’s the later, the fact that they are not home and that maybe this will be my last chance for a while. Yes it’s that, relish what you can see and touch now, for it may be some while before you have the freedom to stand here again.
I imagine her cute bottom too as I carefully rummage and fondle the super soft contents. The little scallops of lace tickle my fingers and naturally him down there finds more leaks to soak into the green cotton. I resist removing any, disturbing the layout, creating uncertainty for the owner. But I do take in the contents, mentally record their styles, colours and materials. Gosh I even imagine Georgina owning some of the prettier one’s and what would they look like on her fabulous body. Yes I am here because I can be, it’s in my make up,  it’s what’ s shaped and formed me , made me what I am and now what has attracted Georgina to me!

I can’t continue with my little game this morning, palming him through the now sticky green cotton is pushing me nearer to maybe wanking in some of the Wilkinson’s knickers. I dare not, for fear of spunking into them and having so little time to perhaps wash and dry them. Equally I do not really know what time they will arrive back and to be caught in possession of their knickers or to have to sneak them back would be a major problem. Enough is enough for the moment; there will be other times I now tell myself.

Gosh it still is only early, 10 am on a Sunday morning. I sidle back to bed to snuggle up next to Georgina’s navy blues. Carefully they are stretched over a pillow mimicking a crude version of her body and they join me under the covers as I wait for the bed to warm through. Tipping the pillow upside down I come face to face with the navy crotch and bury my nose deep into it. Her smell is still there, its unique, yesterday’s netball toil, her perfume and washing powder. They have a sweetness all of their own which I devour with deep sniffing. I kiss and nibble at the cuffed legs and furtively dance my lips towards where here pussy has sat. My nose pushes inwards as though I and trying to find her deep and sopping sex. I whisper her name in an act of love making; I am content with her, she is the one for me. Dreamily I fall into a sleep as the cosy bed soaks in my body heat, the hours now drift by. 

I am woken by movement down stairs gosh its past mid day. I hear Rosemary calling my name up the stair well. I am up quick as a flash to respond from a just open door. Good job too as coming to my senses I realise I am still wearing the bottle green school knickers. I reply I have overslept and will be down shortly. Their return is earlier than expected and I thank my lucky stars that my urges didn’t let me continue playing little knicker games. Quickly I get dressed in my normal clothing and make my way down to greet them.

Rosemary already has the kettle on the boil and we sit and enjoy a mug of tea. I can hear the girls in the other room catching up with television. I comment that I didn’t expect them back this early.
‘Ah well’, says Rosemary, ‘the town can get a bit crowded on a Sunday with day trippers and we wanted to avoid traffic coming home, besides the beach is no fun when they descend’.
‘You’ve caught the sun’, I comment’.
She laughs, ‘the girls more than me’.
Never the less she has a golden glow about her and it’s brought out an endearing rash of freckles on her cheeks. It makes her look younger almost adolescent and I wonder if the girls have the same trait.

‘So’, she says quietly, looking to see where Sarah is, ‘how did your date go’?
I blush, giving the game away but feebly reply ‘it was alright’.
‘Oh, only alright’, she smiles mockingly, ‘that’s not the message I got from Catherine’.
God my colour deepens, they must have talked and indeed so must Catherine and Georgina.
‘Inseparable, Catherine say’s, can’t see enough of each other’, she mocks.
I give in, ‘well I suppose, I really like her’. ‘We have so much in common’, I say hopefully not giving the game away.
‘Well you are both kind of shy and reserved’, she comments.
Phew, I think at least that’s let me off the hook of an explanation.
‘So you seeing her tonight’, she enquires.
At this point I know full well that she already knows that answer.
‘I did say I would pop round’, I offer being very non committal.
She finished the conversation by saying ‘I think you will be very good for one another’.

It was a good job it ended there because in walked Rebecca followed by Sarah. God I would have dropped through the floor if their mother hadn’t been there, both were wearing what I took to be new denim shorts. What a knock out they both were, their creamy skin complemented the blue denim in unimaginable ways. I tried not to look in any detail for fear of being spotted but at opportune moments I got a mental recording of what was before me. Both had very nice slim legs and it wasn’t hard to see what Rebecca would develop into with age as I compared to her older sister. The way that denim fitted them both around their bottoms and hips would have had me stirring down below had I not recognised the need for control. Besides, my relationship with Georgina now stole my attention. Never the less a few sneaky peaks were in order to capture the moment. I did notice too, that both were displaying that little Y triangle that seemed to be a family trait.
My mind wandered back to last evening and the thought of Georgina masturbating me in Sarah’s pink ginghams. And of course now I had a view of the geography of where those pink ginghams sat and would still do in the future. It was hard controlling myself as I sat there listening to the family chatter, also wondering what little treasures of knickers were as and now adorning her pussy. Still I would not know today, maybe I would find out tomorrow and would find them in the laundry basket. 

I couldn’t help but notice Sarah avoided any form of communication with me, yes she was naturally shy but had her mother discussed with her my date with Georgina? It was certainly on Rosemary’s mind and to bring it up in conversation so soon after they got back. Rosemary was most pleased too that it had worked out was it because she knew it would take away her daughters interest in me. Regardless I tried asking her how their weekend had gone but all I got was a terse ‘it was alright’. She was upset with me I could tell because her conversations with her sister and mother were on a more even keel. I suppose in a way it was a blunt reminder that girls of that age emotionally immature however developed their bodies were becoming. A pang of guilt flashed across my mind too, that I had enjoyed being wanked in her knickers. That little scene rather soured the rest of the afternoon so I kept out of the Wilkinson’s way and busied myself in my room.

I was rather glad when the time came to depart for Georgina’s. I left it as late as my tormented lust would allow me telling myself that I didn’t want to appear to be too keen. In the end I’d talked myself into 5.45 as a reasonable time and set off in my van. My mood changed too, excitement overtook me that I would be seeing her again, my precious little lover that enjoyed knicker games. I imagined as I negotiated the streets our greeting and first clinch. Yes I had found my other half with Georgina. 

The doorbell to her flat was answered immediately almost as if she was waiting behind it for me. Gosh her smile radiated outwards and a confirmed our relationship without words. If I had fears as to how this was going they were gone now. Golly she still in her netball kit too, the game must have finished hours ago. I was pulled into the kitchen a propped against the worktop as she sank into my body for what I would term was a, I really missed you embrace. We found each other’s lips, tenderly pulling on each other with puckers of love. 
In between, Georgina whispered, ’I’ve missed you dearly’.
I responded with, ‘I have been waiting for this moment since waking’.

Oh my God navy blue again, I love her wearing her kit. I pulled her inwards my arms around her waist as our tongues danced around our mouths. I cupped her bottom feeling the sharp edges of her pleated short skirt.  There was recognition too that underneath this was a delicious pair of navy gym knickers accentuating her beautiful body.
Breaking from our kiss Georgina whispered, ‘someone’s pleased to see me’, referring to my erection nuzzling into her tummy.
‘He wants you’, I replied.
‘Later’, came Georgina’s response, ‘after we have played’.
I was beginning to realise that this was a game we were playing, quite adolescent, reminiscent of my furtive youth (if I could get it) and not unlike Georgina’s descriptions of her and John.  I also recall that such fumblings excited me with the anticipation of not knowing how far we would go. I wondered too if Georgina had these feelings, is this why we are doing it, is this why we are both stood here like teenagers.

Yes I would have liked to whisk her off to the bedroom, pull those delicious navy blue’s down and fuck her but there was more to it than that. I was beginning to understand that here and now we were living out a fantasy, one that nobody had ever been with wanted to participate in before. I really had met my match. We kissed yet again, it too reminded me of those insatiable evenings in some alley or behind some shed kissing girls with expectations that I would get to touch their knickers or even finger their pussys. And so, I started to indulge in a little fantasy. I cupped her breast through the white polo shirt she was wearing. Her small boobs excited me, reminded me of just such a youthful scene. She panted deeply as my palm caressed the enclosed nipple pushing her hips towards me and her tummy onto my erection. Our tongues danced with each other directing our game.

In a testing movement I brought my hand to her waist, pulling that polo shirt out from the waistband of the netball skirt. Unchecked my hand slid upwards across her smooth silky skin and on to the cotton of her bra. Georgina gave a slight gasp as my thumb and forefinger tweaked her covered nipple. Her hand too responded outlining the shape of my hardness through the denim of my jeans. He began to stir down there, throbbing and leaking his pre-cum into my pants. It was my turn to gasp mid kiss and forage ever deeper for her tongue. Onwards the game was played as if it were a snatched liaison in some secluded alley. 

Bravely I hooked her bra upwards to expose her breast, cupping it, sizing and palming it lustfully. I broke from our continuous kiss to expose it lifting her polo awkwardly upwards. The shirt rode up her back as best as it could giving me minimal access to the front. It was enough, enough to stoop and take her little globe to my lips. Again she gasped as I suckled her, tasting her nipple and her soft smooth flesh. Her skin scent filled my nostrils with desire feeding my want for her and her body. Her nipple swirled as my tongue danced around it.
Suddenly I was aware she was unzipping me tugging it downwards over my awkward erection. When it became possible her hand slipped inside finding my stiffness on the outside of my pants. She teased it in the way I had with her nipple, her thumb and forefinger manipulating my foreskin in the sticky goo of my leaking. I gasped on her nipple as she found me, if not for her continuing movements around my whole length I think I would have spunked there and then between her fingers.  

Naturally she had moved the game onwards. In an adolescent way it gave me a permission to touch her lower half. Considerately I covered her breast and dropped her polo shirt as we stood and regained our kissing. I loved kissing her, it had a deep meaningful passion all of its own. Georgina could have my cock twitching and leaking just by her kiss. Greedily we played with each other’s tongues, her fingers and thumb still swooning all over my covered erection. My hand dropped to her bottom and was immediately tickled by those pleats of her netball skirt. That in itself was enough to turn me on, the very thought of what lay beneath. I flicked my hand under to find that deliciously silky skin of her inner thigh just in the cup of her bottom. My fingers glided upwards to find that horny cuffed leg. The mere glimpse of one of those in a classroom was enough to have me stiff and leaking. Yet here and now I was feeling the architecture of the material, my wonderment and lust over its feel and what it meant in the game.

Georgina flinched and gasped at my touch, breaking our kiss in her expectation and excitement. It obviously meant something to her too, this petting game. The opportunity of our broken kiss sent me glancing over her shoulder at my actions below. Gosh, shock I was so wrong, was that another colour that caught my eye. Wow I was so wrong to predict navy blue. This I recognised but had never experienced, the gorgeous maroon, I just had to touch and feel again starting back at her skin and gliding forward. It was true, nothing different in feel, except that I had never touched this colour before, it was a first. Yes I was aware they existed, even in the flesh, as I recalled last week in Bushey Park and yes previously in shops and windows and maybe flapping around on some washing line. But here and now was a first for me and my fingers soaked up that experience. They teased the cotton, testing and pulling at it. Must not neglect Georgina though, my brain was still coming to terms with both in the same place at the same time. My fingers followed her bottom and then one last look as they disappeared between her legs, capturing her flipped up navy skirt and the complemented contrast of seeing it matched with the maroon. 

We kissed again as I assisted her in parting her thighs to allow me onto her little honey pot. The imagined look of that maroon both stretched and creased along her pussy, sent me wild with a lust I knew I had to control. The heat from her little sex radiated outwards as I swooned in the soft cotton and the dampness that was now seeping through. It certainly was with me too, Georgina was in my pants now swirling her thumb in my sticky foreskin. This was heaven; yes I had the urges to be inside her but yet again this was fun, a game to be played out and one that gaining in understanding and respect.

Suddenly I was being motioned again, today towards the lounge. My cock still standing rigid through my fly I was led awkwardly to her settee and gently pushed backwards. Georgina neatly followed climbing upon my lap and straddling my erection. I watched with throbbing anticipation as she teasingly and with precision lowered herself towards me. A little lift of her netball skirt allowed us both to watch as she positioned her knickers to where she wanted them to be. This was not a selfish act of her own lustfulness but it was conceived for the enjoyment of us both. I could also see that all though this was spontaneous it was also a practice and enjoyed position.
I watched and throbbed, leaking my pre-cum as her maroon covered pussy hovered over and around my cock. Indeed we both watched as her controlled lowering precisionally tickled my sticky foreskin with the damp cotton of her gusset. We both gasped with excitement at that first touch, the cotton pulling, tugging and rolling into my stickiness. The maroon material showed tautness engineered by her spreading thighs. I watched the whole scene and felt the wonderful sensations as she skilfully manipulated me. In reality I was being wanked by the positive actions of her strong thighs and the cotton drum of maroon. As yet I was nowhere near touching her pussy but I watched as she manoeuvred herself so the gusset rucked, pulling the material in different directions. In animation even the leg bands of those gorgeous maroon school knickers slid deliciously up and down her thighs. This was a practiced game, Georgina had been here before, and perhaps with John all those years ago, never the less it was clear that she too was getting off on this.

It continued, and we both watched the lustful reactions on each other’s faces. This indeed was a game, one that I now realised I’d always wanted, an adolescent game that I never really got the chance to play. I would have liked it to go on forever but I could see her legs and thighs quivering from the position she held.
I was quite nearing spunking now, with the cotton manipulating me and the added satisfaction of watching my creamy pre-cum soak into her gusset. We both looked at one another in recognition that this was indeed heavenly and that for now it was enough. Finally she sat back on my thighs almost exhausted from her muscle control. We kissed greedily feasting on each other’s tongues.

We stared at each other, her doleful eyes searching deep into mine for my inner feelings. I bent forward and pecked and pulled on her soft lips. She clenched her teeth on them playfully holding me in place as we deeply searched each other’s soles with a stare.
God I wanted her at this time, to push her back and gorge my lips on her knicker clad pussy. But there needed to be patience, it would come why rush besides at the moment, looking deep into one another’s eyes we were seeking out the true meaning of our relationship and I liked what I saw.

Finally she spoke. ‘Did you enjoy that?
I smiled, that answered her question.
‘Good, my little lover is tuned into my wavelength. ‘I knew you were a true knicker boy’. ‘I bet you like wearing them too’, she said teasing my sticky cock with her thumb and forefinger.
I playfully retaliated swooning my fingers all over her damp maroon gusset. She felt deliciously wet down there and in a tit for tat I hooked the leg band to one side and slide in. My fingers found her downy mound, leading me to her slick and slippery pussy. I could smell her sex from here; it filled my nostrils with her horny scent. They slipped into her creamy cunt and I traced her folds gently teasing out her wetness.
‘Oh play with Minnie Uncle Dave’, she let slip in an almost childish manner.

She realised her slip of the tongue and searched my face for acceptance.  Quickly her words registered, it was more the ‘Minnie’ than anything, guessing it was her pet name for her beautiful honey pot. I leaned forward in acknowledgement pecking her lips and at the same time sliding my finger deeper into Minnie.
Breaking from the peck and whispering to her lightly I said, ‘don’t you mean Nonny’, I winked.
She gasped too as my finger played in her deeply. Then she smiled too at my use of a pet name. We pulled at each other’s lips now as we both caressed each other’s sex.
‘Does Georgina want Uncle Dave to play with Minnie’, I teased.
Georgina could see in my face that I was playing and responded, ‘no but ‘Georgie’ would like Uncle Dave to play with her Nonny.
Now we had a two way recognition of our words, Minnie and Nonny, then there was her new introduction, ‘Georgie’, was there some connotation in her voice that Georgie was younger? It certainly seemed that way; maybe I should question it further. 
Still pecking and playing with each other I whispered, ‘How old is Georgie?
Georgina searched my face deeply looking for recognition and acceptance. Of course it was there, she could see that, there was definitely no sign of revulsion on my part.

When she was ready she blurted, ‘ten or eleven I suppose’.
She looked perplexed and not without a little guilt, almost as if she shouldn’t have declared herself.
That look soon disappeared with my deep returning smile, before I added, ‘another Susan then’.
Now it was her turn to smile, we had both opened a door on our hearts and it felt good to relieve and share.

‘I’ll tell you about my uncle err um my cousin later’. ‘And you must tell all about Susan’.
I kiss, deep into her mouth and the manipulation of my fingers in her Minnie confirmed our pledge. For now we both knew that we were indeed sharing common ground in our gambit of sexual pleasure. But suddenly she is up and off of me dragging me to my feet. She’s tugging at my trousers, clearly she wants them off. It’s a relief although my cock has slipped back into my pants and is tenting furiously.
‘He’d look good in school knickers’, she commented, ‘shame I have none that will fit you, we’ll sort that out another time’.
My cock throbbed at that very thought and I wish I had brought my bottle greens. Now I was being pushed backwards again now to a slouchy position on the settee.
‘Georgie' wants to sit on Uncle Dave’s lap’, she insisted.
Suddenly our genitals are nudging each other again through the thickness of fabric. Georgie presses Minnie onto him almost in an innocent fashion. I’d wondered how this game would have begun if we hadn’t sort of started to play it part way through. Would we get to sometime re-enact the whole Uncle thing, I’m sure we would.
Right now I wanted to slip my fingers back into Minnie but from our position of frontal closeness this was impossible. I flipped he netball skirt from the rear whilst she lay cuddled into my chest. I was picking up the smell of her freshly shampooed hair and sensed her calmness as she lay on me. She did not move purposely but wriggled occasionally as if she was acting some little scene from the past. She wriggled again as my fingers swooned over her knicker clad behind. I traced and patted that beautiful shape almost as if I was being a comfort to her. I wondered what thoughts were going through her head.

Now I began my journey downwards, between her buttocks picking up first warmth then radiated heat from her wanton Minnie. I reach her dampness and wetness now, as I find Minnie, tracing and pushing the maroon fabric into her. Greedily I hooked back the cuffed leg to continue my journey. She gasped lightly on my chest as the cooler air exposed Minnie to my fingers.
‘Find nubbin’ she pleaded, in an almost innocent whisper.
I swooned my finger pads up and down her sloshy little Minnie delighting as they slipped inward along her sex. The slurpy sounds of her squidgy Minnie gently teased my ears fuelling my erection as it sat on her maroon tummy. My stiff cock nudged her wishing he was between those lips where my fingers now played. But it was Georgie’s time, her little fantasy or maybe re-enactment of a time with her cousin. For the moment it was hers, something I was happy to share although the reality had not passed this way for me before. 

Then I found him, little nubbin, sat like a pebble at the head of its own stream.  He danced around my fingers as if avoiding me in a pool of wetness. To catch him occasionally brought little whimpers and gasps from the Georgie girl who bucked and rocked in appreciation.  My thumb secured him now, commanded his eagerness to slip away whilst my fingers descended into the raging stream. How smooth I found the sides and eager to meet me more than half way. Oh how I now wanted to be there adding my own stickiness and filling this little cavern of honey.

Patience Dave, I told myself, besides wasn’t a fantasy of my own coming to the fore. Wasn’t this now a Dave and Susan that never was. Wasn’t this a canal bank with Marlene before she slipped into the arms of another? Wasn’t this the finale of a bedroom scene with Anne before her mother came to fetch her in? Yes it was, they were all there, those missed opportunities, now being acted out by mature adults. Now I was part of it and in away it didn’t matter that my cock wasn’t in Georgina, instead my fingers were in Georgie living a past that never happened.

My little sweet Georgie whimpered on my chest as she edged towards her cum. God I wanted it to be good for her but I was also getting signs of my own closure. Never had I accomplished this far, to finger fuck my little fantasy whilst in the setting of our school days. The cuffed leg deliciously tickling the back of my hand as my fingers worked and thumb teased nubbin. Oh little Georgie you can have your cums like this forever, I truly love you. Yes now is your time, I recognise your rush as the little river swells and the boulder pushes upwards. Yes whimper to your supposed age suggests little Georgie, I love your greed forever.

We lay there for a while me still paddling my fingers in the ebbing stream, kissing her forehead as she lay on my chest.
‘Minnie liked that Uncle Dave’, she said softly.
Was this a prompt for me asking questions I thought? Well maybe, but my stiff erection had other ideas; he was still patiently throbbing onto her maroon tummy. As our bodies naturally moved so he jerked into action leaking his excited fluids into a wet patch. Georgina had realised this now maybe it was because my finger was still playing in the little rivulet.
‘George wants it in her nonny’ came her suggestion. ‘Did you bring any?

I presume George was asking about a condom but where did ‘George’ come from, where and how was there a relationship between George, Georgina and Georgie, did George sit in between. Hey, this is not for now my cock told my brain, little nonny wants you inside, get on with it.

I kissed her forehead, ‘of course I’ve brought them’, my finger confirming I was ready to go inside her.
I watched her slowly climb up my lap, stopping her about half way to expose one of her tennis balls. I sucked and swooned over her nipple French kissing it and trying to milk it. Her sexual switch had been turned on and I got the impression she thought it nice but she really wanted me inside her too.
She pulled my head away and kissed me deeply exploring my mouth. We sat for a few moments gorging on each other whilst my hands held her hips and I toyed with the waist band of those beautiful maroon school knicks. I think George thought I wanted them down, little did she know I secretly would like to be inside her with them on.

‘Where are the French Letters then’, she enquired.
I pulled my jeans toward me pulling a Durex from the back pocket. At this point I was about to tear the foil myself watching my throbbing member exposed out of my pants but George had it from my hand and was already removing the contents. Expertly she withdrew it manipulating it in her fingers for a fitment. I had never had this experience before, one being rolled onto me. It made a statement of trust and love and I was eager to watch it happen.
Firstly George just played with my foreskin, rolling it in my wetness sending little shivers throughout my body. We both watched this now as my hand and fingers swooned in the maroon material on her tummy. She rolled my foreskin half way down and placed the cap over it. He jerked demandingly as she began to roll the sheaf downwards. It was one of those slow motion moments to be savoured and remembered in time. He pushed greedily upwards to meet her, soliciting himself to her touch.
Masterfully she depleted the teat and launched herself forward. Yes it was to be so; we would fuck up the side of those wonderful school knickers. The very thought sent tingles through my balls and near had me cumming there and then.

We watched downwards at the scene below, her fingers stretching the leg band to one side and manoeuvring her body into position. He was momentarily caught between George’s silky thigh and the elastic cuffing giving him a wild sensation of enclosure. And then he nudged into the warmth of her sex, parting her lips as she guided him on his journey. Impatiently he pushed upwards getting nowhere but resisting skin. It was George who recovered his foolishness placing him at her slick entrance. She teased him, holding him there, sliding herself on his tip. He throbbed in anticipation sensing his pending journey. Her knees moved, then, fractionally lowered, he journeyed inwards only to stop again. New sensations flooded him again, warmth, wetness and entrapment. Muscles manipulated him, squeezing and relaxing on him, spewing his own wetness into the protection of the teat. Sweet tingles gilded his entire length. He wanted to thrust upwards but he was not controlling the game, George’s nonny was. 

Slowly, she lowered herself, sending us both into an ecstatic groan of pleasure and love. The maroon netball knickers followed too, gripping the side of my sheathed cock. I watched him disappear, captured physically and mentally in my wildest fantasy. They all went before me, those past desires and their names, the ones I wanted this to happen with.
We reached the sexual buffers deep inside one another, experiencing all the little pleasures that our two locked bodies gave. We played with movement, subtle and engrossing in sensuous lust. We watched it too, together looking downwards at this curtained peep show. I wondered too if it had the same meaning to George as it did to me. Was this a twist in an adolescent game, a recreation in adult form? We groaned, panted and gasped as we played it out, the little movements orchestrating pleasure.

I wondered how much more he could take below, we weren’t even fucking. Yet, here I was on a turning tide, ebbing towards orgasm. What pushed me this way, and indeed it seemed to be the same for George, whimpering her way towards her moment. Was it this a shared interest of fantasy, playing out long ago fragments of teenage petting, a collage of snapshots of the past. Was it a common frame of mind and the growing of a love that was now shared between us?  Whatever it was we were now inseparable as lovers in twined in games once imagined but now very real.

I held her waist through the fabric of her gym knickers, rocking her gently on my impaled cock. Every movement was vocally appreciated as we journeyed together. Her muscles clenched me too, squeezing and pumping my moving fluids. Yes it was on the move, that familiar sensation of little electric shocks through my balls and the feeling of liquid moving through my tubes.
George was moving too, at first I thought she was about to withdraw, her knees pulling her upwards. Her hand shot into the waist band of her knicks, stretching them grossly as she dived for her nubbin. Slowly she held me skilfully at her entrance pressuring and milking my glands. The rush was here all too much as the torrent started to flow. She too was there, descending downwards manipulating nubbin and her flexing nonny, tracking every contour of my aching cock.
We greedily sought out our own pleasure too, pushing ever into and onto each other. My sperm furiously pumped into the teat as she contracted all around me. Coming down now we sought out our kiss, tongues confirming our lust, our love and most of all our game, the warmth and closeness overcame our bodies.

It seemed an eternity that we sat there coupled. My cock sat inside her almost placid but still bristling with a little stiffness with the memory of our copulation. We kissed or either just gazed deeply into one another’s eyes, confirming the permanency of this relationship. I suppose really we were registering our inner feelings towards each other without voice. It was Georgina who spoke first and when those words came it clarified the silence and set the scene for those past moments.
‘I love you’ she declared with such passion it brought an instant tear into the corner of my eyes.
 They began their watery journey down my cheeks. Georgina saw the moment, it was inappropriate now to be still coupled, she lifted herself and settled onto my lap.

She sat back and looked at me bewildered, was I happy or sad.
I grabbed her hand clenching it tightly whilst all I could mumble was, ‘don’t ever hurt me’.
She stared at me deeply registering that my upset was not negative but one of happiness.
Finally she replied, ‘of course not my precious one’.
Those comments elated me inside, bringing out a deep smile which could only be complemented by one of our kisses. Our lips met so tenderly, hovering first on a mere touch. Sense and feeling came next as we puckered and pulled against each other. Finally our tongues tasted and tested each other cementing our relationship in a dance of joy.

When we had confirmed, beyond reason and without words our true love for each other we came down off of our kissing cloud to look and stare into one another’s eyes again. We were not searching for commitment now, perhaps more of how to start a conversation. Yes we were lovers, but only counted in hours; the openness that comes with time had not embraced us yet. We two knew that we shared a great deal in common, yes physical attraction, yes the need to be with one another, but there was more, there was sexual focus and direction that life had moulded for us. Yes we had talked, pulled out some of that recognition but it was only a declaration of common ground. Where were the inner feelings we shared, and what were our needs? Starting that conversation seemed to be the hardest in the world.

I suppose it was me who had to start it, after all our little game had revealed little scenes of fantasy coupled with the use of words from an adolescent past. They were her games too, yes with some of my words, when I had finally recognised the plot but it was Georgina who had initiated it and it was me who was intrigued.
Bravely I spat it out, ‘why Uncle?
Georgina sat and pondered, obviously the demands of her fantasy far outstripped the ease of explanation. But after a moment of soul searching, then a confirmation from my expression that that I was not unduly challenged by what had happened during our Uncle fantasy she started to open with the story.
Uncle John was apparently her mother’s much younger cousin, in fact he was a mere 5 years older than Georgina herself.  She said he had often visited their house throughout her childhood and whilst they were much younger they had played together. In fact he was between the ages of her and her sister Catherine so there was a natural inclination in their younger days for the children to be left to play especially at Christmas and holidays. 

She went on to say that John had always made a beeline for her in the house, often teasing and tickling when they were perhaps 7 and 12. Later she recognised that if they were alone that he would dare her to do handstands or play roly poly games.  She said that it was with him that she first started to recognise that he wanted to see up her skirt. He was she said, the trigger of that recognition she saw with other boys, for they often tried to initiate the same games and often had that same look of distraction.

Georgina went on to explain that sometimes if the two families went on outings in one car, that in the squash she would end up sitting on John’s lap. She got quite used to it and recognised that John was always keen to volunteer. She recalled a memorable occasion when they had been down to Guildford to visit some elderly aunt, just she John and mother and father. On the return journey mum had accepted an offer of lots of material for curtaining, it had filled the small boot and onto the back seat, she had to sit on his lap again. The journey back was in the dark and as John held her in place on his lap he began to stroke the skin of her outer thigh. She remembered feeling him sticking into her bottom and his hand creeping up and under her short skirt. For ages he seemed satisfied to play with the cuffed leg of the navy knickers she had on but later, towards the end of the journey and before they got into the street lighted areas he’d briefly ventured on her tummy.  She said she had squeezed her legs together and felt warmth and tingles in her Minnie.  She remembered too that he adjusted her on his lap, pretending that she was slipping off, he did it purposely to allow her short skirt to ride up, that was when she really felt his thing sticking in her bottom.

She went on to tell how a month or two afterwards, just before Christmas John had been commandeered one afternoon to come and sit her whilst mum and dad went shopping. She said she was watching television at the time, lolling around lazily and un ladylike on the floor. He purposely came and sat in the armchair behind; she knew he was angling himself to look up her skirt. He boldly teased her that he could see her knickers and that they were pink. She got annoyed and ran to playfully hit him and he pulled her onto his lap. She was intrigued, he placed her like they had been in the car and they pretended to both watch television. But much sooner than the car his hand was up her skirt this time exposing her knickers.
He had sighed deeply when he saw them adjusting her onto his stiffy. Georgina felt honoured that such an older boy was giving her attention, she felt powerful too. She remembered her knickers had a little print of Minnie mouse on the front and he asked if he could stroke Minnie. So it was then obvious where the name had come from and why it now in a game, applied to her pussy. 

Finishing her story, she looked at me appealingly, ‘can we play games like that?
Did that need an answer, hadn’t we just played it, besides she could now see my cock was agreeable to her suggestion.
I kissed her button nose playfully, ‘of course we can, we just played it’.
‘Yes we did but only a little part of it; I want it to be right when you arrive’.
‘But how do I know when you will want to play it’.
‘Well I could ring you at Rosemary’s, ask to speak to you to confirm when you were coming around and then indicate that it  was Georgie speaking, or even George or Georgina’.
‘Whoa’, I smiled what’s the difference, you haven’t explained that’.
She pecked me on the lips in a playful fashion almost to persuade and gain my acceptance. Also I could see some reluctance and uncertainty in her face about choosing her words to explain this. Yes it was her fantasy but from what I had encountered it was also mine, the ones I had never played out with Susan or Anne. She had found in me, someone on her wavelength, someone caught up with and fixated with their past.

Her answer came now, ‘Georgie is about Rebecca’s age and George around Sarah’s’.
I smiled deeply in agreement, kissing that button of a nose again in acknowledgement.
‘And Georgina’, I asked.
‘Well, Georgina’s me, the one you went out with on Friday night’.
‘Mmm’, I like that idea, but what about me, what do you want me to be? She played out the little scenes in her head before giving her answer.
‘You can be my cousin, uncle or boyfriend, or, or maybe a girl’, she said testing the water. My cock twitched uncontrollably at those thoughts, especially being her uncle or even a girl. ‘I know you like knickers’, she said, ‘but will you wear them in front of me?

It was my turn to consult with my thoughts now, yes I did wear them on my own, they were a substitute for when I didn’t have a female around but would I want to display this trait. It was until this weekend, locked away, part of my inner self; an indulgence for times when there was no girlfriend but here and now was the opportunity to have both. Don’t mess it up Dave I told myself, you have found in Georgina, your opposite, you love her; life is never going to throw you this line again.
If I hadn’t given an answer my cock had, he was bouncing and twitching in excitement.  Georgina, George, Georgie had noticed too, she had the condom off and was rolling him in his spunky goo. Was this as encouragement or did she not need my answer only his, she manipulated him into his wanton state.

‘You don’t need my answer do you’, I panted, ‘you have it in your hand, you know what I am like, what is really me and what is really you’.
She smiled in recognition that we had both opened our books, chapters that would now be joined and pages played out in a mutual gratification. We teased each other, petting and kissing, cementing a promise that we had named our games.
‘Would like to dress up’, Georgina enquired in an interlude to our lust. ‘Do you have school knickers that fit you’, came her next question.
The little scenes I’d played out before quickly came into my thoughts, stolen gym skirts and knickers from my school lost property and the bottle green’s in my room.
‘Of course’, I answered in a typical male non committal answer.
Georgina looked at me, first puzzled, then acknowledging this typical male trait.
‘Testing the water are we’, she smiled, ‘Uncle John would have given the same answer’, never sure if I had said it just to laugh at him’. She kissed me deeply and passionately, ‘there’, she said, ‘I’m not teasing you know, it’s within me too, your liking knickers and maybe dressing up is a turn on for me too’. ‘I’ve been shaped along the way too, it excites me that you want to see and touch my knickers, it’s been part of my life too’.

My brain ticked over, taking in what she had said. It was hard to comprehend that I could now share my secrets and desires with someone. They had been kept hidden for years, a source of embarrassment at times, a ridicule to myself, something that I told myself I should have grown out of, left behind with other adolescent traits. Georgina watched my thought process; maybe she had witnessed it before, perhaps with ‘Uncle John’.

I smiled at her, playing and toying with the cuffed leg of the maroons. 
‘I have just one pair that I can wear at the moment, bottle greens’. ‘All the others were destroyed before I came to Kingston, I didn’t want to get caught with them’. ‘I have a few others’; I meekly confessed not wanting to reveal they were Sarah’s and Rebecca’s.
‘Well we can put that right can’t we’? ‘What waist size are you?
 ’32’, I replied remembering that Bentall’s didn’t have any in my size whatever colour.
‘Grey, navy’, she prompted, ‘and maybe maroon?
I grinned like a child with the prospect of a present.
‘I thought so’, she giggled, ‘I think you’ve rather taken to maroon’. I was still playing with her knickers, teasing her, teasing me, yes maroon were different, gorgeously sexy and complementary with Georgina’s navy netball skirt. ‘Of course, they will have to be ordered, as you’ve found out’.  ‘It’s not normal to carry a good stock of those sizes but I can say they are for some team mates’.

‘Have you ever worn a skirt?
I was still a little uncomfortable with these questions, admitting to all this was usually something for my own head; openly discussing them with a girlfriend was new to me. Yes in the past I did try to orchestrate conversations around to school knickers but most of my ex’s would be trying to put the wearing of them behind them. In most cases it brought back the less enjoyable moments of school life but here with Georgina it was so obviously different.
‘No, not really’, eventually finding the courage and the wording, ‘I did find one at school once and tried it on at home with grey knicks and a polo shirt’.
‘Mmm’, she replied, ‘maybe we source that from Oxfam or a jumble sale, that size would be expense from work’. ‘We’ll see’.

I looked at my watch, it was getting on, and we both had work tomorrow. Unfortunately our arrangements for seeing each other would have to be towards next weekend, Georgina had netball practice and coaching lined up for the evenings. I was disappointed but on the other hand it this had been a busy weekend. We made our arrangements for the following Friday and reluctantly let each other go. 

