The Lodger Chap 15
I pulled my van up just around the corner from the Wilkinson’s house. How, I wondered was I going to get my little hoard of treasure into the house, that is presuming the family was in. Of course they were or I should suppose they would be, Rosemary had said they would be home readying for the new term on Monday morning.
I can’t take them inside in the suitcase I pondered; someone is bound to ask what was inside or what I wanted it for. I couldn’t take them all in at once either, too many bulges for my pockets and besides the shoe bag was much too big. I had to be selective I decided, what would I want to play with if given the opportunity. It had to be the navy blues from Tolworth Girls I decided and the tennis knickers. Those I imagined sliding up my legs to display the sumptuous ruffles around my bottom. That decided I squashed them both into my pockets.
I pulled into the drive and apprehensively walked into the house. To the left inside the living room I could see the girls busying themselves with pencil cases. It looked like Sarah was showing Rebecca how to mark her pencils and crayons. Through to the kitchen was Rosemary, sat altering what looked like a school skirt.

‘Hi’, she shouted out, just got to get this done and I’ll make a cup of tea’.

‘Fine’, I said, gesturing that I was going to my room.

Brilliant I thought, just the sort of entrance I would have hoped for, no fuss and the Wilkinson’s occupied with other things. I alighted the stairs to the top of the house wondering if I should have chanced bringing my other finds of treasure. There was no turning back, that would arouse interests, besides my cock was urging some play after a day of teasing erections. 

I closed that door behind me, feelings of excitement rushed through my body weakening my legs. I removed the tennis knicks and the navy blues from my pockets spreading them on the bed in a display. Again I marvelled at the navy school knickers taking in their detail and imagining them formed over the most perfect body. I fingered where its owners nonny would have sat pulling open a leg hole in a mock petting.

My lower body filled with sensation and expectation as I unbuttoned and zipped my jeans, the hairs on my legs bristled in anticipation of a sliding sensation of underwear travelling upward. My own pants unhooked my aching cock and he sprang forth. His sudden freedom and engorging of blood made my legs feel weak as I watched him leak with excitement.

My lower torso discarded of my male clothes; I now felt that affinity with the lesser sex. I wondered briefly if female had such feelings of sweet apprehension but dismissed it immediately as nonsense. I questioned too that nonsense that maybe their feelings were of femininity. I rationalised mine too and decided that it was sexual first and then perhaps a hint or a wish to be feminine.

I turned the tennis knickers over to a back view of ruffles. They excited me; my imagination took on the feeling of those ruffles tickling my foreskin as I slipped and frotted over their surface, my cock shivering in their lacy surf. He was teased by my thoughts, I watched him bounce and expel another globule of pre-cum, stop teasing him satisfy him I told myself.

My feet stepped into them, tickling my ankles in delightful expectation. My fingers hooked the elastic pulling them slowly upward bristling my body hair as they went. That sensation sent shockwaves upwards ascending to my balls where a pleasant ache of flowing blood teased me to continue.

Past my knees they began to take on the fullness of their feminine charm persuading my mind into a vision that I had a female form. The contradiction of my male genitals confusing the scene but also an essential must of my sexual satisfaction.

Pulling them over my hips now and looking rearward to the mirror my rewards were visually female, well at least that is what my brain had directed. The ruffles lay in the confusion of up and down; I flattened them telling myself my bottom looked female. My cock believed it too, twitching and throbbing in his encased delight, the lycra mix of taunt material pulling on my foreskin. I adjusted the legs too in female mimickery and to ensure my balls sat nicely in the gusset. Fingering that gusset found its lining to be soft and towel like, it warmed my sacks of laden spunk too. I watched too another globule of my excitement dampen the front panel as I smoothed and caressed myself.

Temptation was there too as I palmed my foreskin around the giving material. The sensations already building as I imagined these tennis knicks on a most wonderfully fit female. I had to hold it back, I didn’t want to spunk, lessening my ardour for this evening with my Georgina. Or was it going to be George tonight, my little schoolgirl lover?
I tried to fight it, kept holding back but as I kept palming myself and stroking my ruffled bottom I got hornier and hornier. Suddenly I was having a fantasy about these knickers belonging to Chrissie Evert, her dancing around the court in them at Wimbledon. God she was sexy, I could just imagine her in these, her pussy exerting itself in the gusset where my aching balls were now sacked in.

 ‘Cup of tea here if you want it’, Rosemary bellowed up the stairs.

God, I panicked, I moved towards the door trying to judge where she was! I shouted back, I’ll be down.

Well that sorted that out, fantasy gone and my cock slipping away into a limpness. Well it least I wasn’t torn between a cum and saving it for Georgina tonight, that was a blessing. I quickly redressed and secretly stashed my treasures with the rest of my hoard and made my way down stairs.

‘George rang’, Rosemary informed as I appeared in the doorway.

It was the use of the name George, I know Georgina and I had discussed it, using this code of Georgina, George and Georgie but I thought that would be just between us. If it wasn’t shortened by Rosemary’s intervention then was it was a clear sign indeed tonight there would be games with George . That prospect excited me immensely but I had to find out one way or another.
‘Is that all she said’, I enquired.

‘Well no, we did have quite a chat, sort of catching up, when we bump into one another at work it’s really only the pleasantries we get round to’. ‘I get the impression she is quite taken with you, wouldn’t stop talking about you at one stage’.

I blushed deeply but it was good to hear this from someone else, it gave me confidence that I wasn’t going to be used as in the past.

‘I rather like her too’, I blurted, ‘she’s different, makes me feel wanted’

‘That’s good; we matched well then, sounds like you will be good for one another’. ‘Anyhow you have to go and meet her at the flat after 6.30’.
Rosemary stopped then as Sarah came wandering through for a top up of orange squash. It left me wondering about their conversation, what was said and how well Rosemary knew her friends sister. My mind again wandered to the use of the name George and the evening ahead. Sarah wandered off again with me casually looking over her petite Levi clad bottom. I did have a momentary wonder when those red and greys that she wore would come into my possession and when would I be able to swap them over.

Rosemary and I continued to make small talk, mainly reminding me that she was taking the girls out for the day tomorrow, it being the last day before school term started. Gosh those red and greys came into my head again, would it be tomorrow for a swap, probably not I told myself, she only just worn them and had them washed, patience!

I busied myself in my room getting ready. I managed to have a bath without inspecting the Wilkinson’s laundry bin thank goodness. God knows how, it was such a temptation lying there in the bath with an expectant erection and knowing there was bound to be knickers in there. But save myself I must, for this evening with George.

Back in my room sexual needs did take over with the navy blues found behind the school radiator. I had time to kill and couldn’t resist a teasing frot with them; well I was already leaking and excited about the evening’s prospects. I blissfully lay on my bed tickling my rolled back foreskin with the baby soft gusset. The sensations ran through my cock and into my balls causing a joyful ache as I positioned him in the softness of where her nonny had once laid. I wondered too where she was now, out there somewhere not many miles away and what did she look like. Would she be back next term, had she replaced her knickers that she had unknowingly given to me?

But I had to stop, as always too many wonderful tickling sensations that would have me cuming. I must stop I told myself just taking myself to the edge again, I don’t want to spunk and spoil my evening with George.

I am early, I always am, so I park up and wait for at least five minutes in the road down from hers. I am already hard and dreamily thinking of George and how she will greet me. Will she be wearing the new red and greys? What other clothes will she have on? As we haven’t played this side of our game before I have wishful thoughts of how I would like her to be dressed, my schoolgirl George.

I’m impatient, at least 3 or 4 minutes early when I knock on her door. Gosh it seems an age waiting here before it finally opens. George peers round to be sure it is me and her smile deepens as she acknowledges it’s me. Slowly and teasingly she pulls back that door to reveal herself in a full grey school uniform. Gosh I’m taken a back she looks absolutely perfect and not a day over 15. I take in her efforts of transformation, the two little pigtails in her bob of hair, the grey cardigan and white blouse and lastly her short grey skirt and knee length grey socks.
She pulls me inside and behind the closed door she pounces with a deliberate all consuming kiss. Our tongues find each other and gorged on wantonness forever cementing our desires for one another.

‘George has come to play’, says Georgina stepping back to show off her school uniform.

I look her up and down again lustfully and in a way that I would never dare do ordinarily with a real schoolgirl. ‘I like George’, I said grabbing her hand to pull her towards me, my intentions overcome with the demand of my growing erection. 
‘Not so fast Tiger, play time, remember’.

George tows me to the kitchen manoeuvring me to lean against the counter where we wrap around each other in some adolescent clinch. We’ve been here before, this position, it’s almost a mimic of a ‘behind the bike sheds’ or the ‘shelter’ in the recreation ground. In my head I am reminded of Georgina’s little story about Mike and how they use to fumble, perhaps against a tree or a wall at the back of some shops. So this is what we are doing re-enacting those furtive thrills of teenage petting. Well I’m up for that, seeing as my own memories are so short on the real experience.

We kiss again, more slowly this time, almost as if we are learning for the first time. Cheekily I cup her breast like some teenage fumbler. She gasps as though it is my first ever attempt. With no resistance I sneakily slip my hand inside her school cardigan and start the process again on her blouse. I finger it tracing the outline of her nipple that is hardening under the slide of blouse and silky bra. It’s all so one sided too, that teenage male game of do and dare and wait for the hand to push you away. But in this case there is no female uncertainty about the boundaries of acceptability because those furtive little scenes have moulded a thrilling little game, Dave and Georgina’s game.

Our tongues dance in each other’s mouths building on a rhythm of sexual need. While my hand swoons around her breast through cotton my erection throbs against George’s tummy. She presses against it, teasingly bouncing it with every dance and turn of our kiss. This is the unspoken signal of adolescent acceptance, a game which encourages the male to go further.

Awkwardly, I now fumble with her blouse buttons slipping each one through its hole to reveal her chest and the silky bra. Three will do, giving me enough access to start the dare process all over again. But I’m greedy now, my cock leaking in a youthful persuasion as her tummy nudges me. We break that kiss, momentarily for me to assess this bra situation. Ah yes I see, a front fastening, straight to her breasts. I unhook it, surprisingly in one easy move and so back into the tongue mashing. My thumb and finger find that hardened little nipple to softly tease, one gasp from little George and I now permission is granted for the next steps.

But it’s not me that takes the lead, a hand barges its way between us to find my erection. Brave George now wants to take the game forward, no doubt persuaded by the needs of the adult Georgina. I break our kiss and transfer my affection to her breast sucking and teasing her nipple as she palms my cock. George gasps as I taste her, her bodily sweet fragrance filling my nostrils with encouragement.
I can feel my zip being slid along its tracks and George’s hand slide inside. Gosh my turn to search for that breath as she hooks my pants down to get him. I wonderfully feel that first moment of her touch, her seeking out my pre-cum with thumb and forefinger. She teasingly smears it round and round my cockhead. I break from her breast to watch her.
‘I want him’

‘You can have him if you have finished’, I reply referring to her period.

‘That’s why I want him’, she said pulling on my lips to secure her demands.
‘In a moment then’, I replied; ‘besides I thought we both liked the petting games we play’.

‘True’, she said, slowly pulling back my foreskin through my slippy pre cum.

God that sent a shiver through my body, I loved her playing with my cock, Georgina had this knack of combining adolescent fumbling with adult know how to produce a teasing want. Of course she was George at this moment, playing sweet little 15 but all the same it fitted the scene.
I was not to be outdone, she’d upped the ante and I wanted some adolescent fumbling too, it satisfied my lost youth. Yes I did want my cock in her feeling her grip and manipulate me but I also wanted and lusted after that teenage petting.
We clinched, pulling each other towards one another. I lifted her grey school skirt and caressed her knicker clad bottom below. I had to look over her shoulder but already knew by the touch that the soft nap below was the new red and grey’s I had bought her. I sucked in a deep and satisfying breath as I saw them; it weakened me, turning my knees into jelly. It also dropped me lower into her body where we both able to naturally place my cock between her legs. I had to further slither my body down the kitchen counter to get there and then my cock nestled into the V of her new knickers. A shudder ran through me as we touched, I felt her sexual heat and gasped at its pleasure.
We frotted each other now pressing into each other’s sex, rolling and humping in lustful desire. My foreskin caught nicely in her trough of delight. I heard him and felt him slop as my pre-cum oozed into the soft and griping cotton. George was wet too, soaking and radiating heat. She positioned herself too, moving her body to where she wanted my cockhead to sit. God how I wanted her nonny, to be inside her but here at this moment we were playing our game.
As usual we found each other’s tongues in a desperate bid to manipulate all of our sexual needs. It was awkward humping and grinding our sexual organs together and kissing at the same time but it sort of worked in a clumsy school boy and girl fashion. Apart from being in Georgina’s kitchen it did feel like an adolescent rumble, sneakily played out in some secluded spot.
I was sure to cum soon I thought as the sensation in my balls suggested my spunk was on the move. My cock slowed and I sat in her entrance albeit sheaved and prevented by the soaking cotton of those horny red and grey knickers. It enabled us to formulate a proper kiss now and eased my feeling of ejaculation, although that soft and tender kiss pushed my urges towards the need to be inside her.

‘I want you’ I gasped into her mouth

George smiled back and started to disengage from our foray of teenage petting. She tugged my hand pulling me into her hallway, perhaps towards her bedroom. I watched fascinated as her skirt dropped to conceal those lustful red and greys. A plan ran through my mind as I ogled that schoolgirl bottom swish and sway in invited lust. It teased me that bottom, making my cock bob along as I followed her. 

We reached her bedroom, now it was my turn to manoeuvre her. Gently I pushed her backward to fall on the bed, her legs nicely dangling over the edge. That saucy school skirt flipped itself conveniently upwards revealing the V of those gorgeous knickers. My cock bounced with anticipation as I lustfully spied her peachy mounds stripped in red and grey.

Down to my knees my goal almost there I kissed her schoolgirl knee above its sock. Her body fragrances filling my nostrils with her intoxicating perfume. George my pretend little 15 year old gasped in a realisation of my journey. Upwards those kisses travelled gliding gently over silky smooth skin.

I could smell her sex now, her wetness and wantonness for me to complete my journey. Inches from her nonny I teasingly planted little kisses all around her inner thighs. My shameless schoolgirl spreading her legs in a subtle effort to get me to land one on her honey pot. I watched those knickers, soaking with her excitement and ripple with her movements, the little peach below identifying its lustful cushions of desire. In a moment of betrayal it was Sarah I saw there in those red and greys waiting for me to take her virginity. Quickly I emptied those thoughts from my head dismissing them as wrong and deceitful. 

‘Please’ interrupted my mesmerised stance. I had intoxicated by the heady perfume of my little pretend school girl’s body. I wondered too why George was just lying there waiting was it all part of a game on innocent pretence. I planted my first kiss in the middle, gathering the sopping gusset between my lips greedily tasting her bodily lust. George thrust upwards to meet me shrieking and moaning in a demanding attention.  
I rained down on her, devouring and feasting on her nonny honey pot, pulling on fabric and flesh with greed. My nose became wet with her sexual expulsions filling my nostrils with her oh so sweet scent. My hand joined my lips, seeking out and masturbating her button of love through the wet cotton. I pushed the material inwards too in an attempt to selfishly define her sex. Her legs flayed and her hips bucked in her attempt to ensure I had it all.

Finally George hikes herself up and on to her elbows, ‘stop’ she demands, ‘condom’ she blurts.
She pulls me towards her pulling me in for a demanding kiss. I wonder if I am sharing her sexual lather that still coats my mouth, can she smell and taste it, that delicious nectar that still has my cock bobbing and oozing pre-cum.
George less innocently insists on taking a lead fishing around in my back pocket for the condom she knows will be there. Finding and securing the foil she is insistent on removing my jeans and pushing and manoeuvring me to where she wants me. Suddenly I realise I’m not in control of the game and indeed should she be, playing the fifteen year old?
Who cares I tell myself being pushed down on to my back, if Georgina and George want to take the lead then so be it. I do lift myself up to remove the red and greys but am soon told, ‘leave them on’.

She takes my cock; I guess in retaliation and slowly rolls my foreskin up and down in a most wonderful cycle of living sensation. My turn to be teased I presume. I watch in slow animation that sheath of skin being manipulated in its own lather and listen to its own little retorts of sticky sound as it travels up and down.
I wonder too if this is the sexual forwardness of a supposed fifteen year old schoolgirl or am I watching the combination of both. I gasp too as my million sensations kick in suggesting that I vocally am about to cum. George or Georgina stop, is this her tease or her own needs kicking in. Again for the second time in our relationship I watch her take the foil and tear it releasing our rubber safety net. 

She prepares me rolling my foreskin teasingly downwards, in such a slow manner I think I will cum at the end of her journey. He throbs and pumps in anticipation as she prepares the condom. 
‘Aw.......’ I gasp as George covers him, the sensual feeling of gossamer enclosing and tickling my oh so throbbing cock.
I watch her now; control our event, the one we have waited for. She hoicks her grey school skirt and the butterfly of red and grey appears. Such beauty before me, of silken skin, of desire and soft but wet cotton hiding her treasure pot. She ambles towards me on her knees and climbs over to position herself. I make a grab for her hips but she dismisses my intention to help, making it plain she is in control. This must be Georgina.

Anticipation is killing me, nonny covered red and greys hover but an inch from my demanding cock. My head almost feels our intercourse as she teasingly runs a finger down the middle of that tantalising gusset. Her fingers pull it to one side revealing her fluffy down and globlets of her sexual dew. Her sex is hidden from my full gaze from this position on her pillow, that is until she spreads herself in preparation.

Fuck, the sensation in my balls of this display that for the moment I play no part in has me teasingly near orgasm. The little minx lowers herself with such annoying control, holding herself open in her readiness. We touch for the first time and I watch her sink slowly, then the tease stops. She holds me there clenching me with her muscles, I witness those fit thighs tense to have the desired effect. It works too,  I swear am being milked as my fluids move and sensate in my balls.

‘Aw......’, another gasp from me as I lay helplessly mesmerised by her the sight of her controlling our sex.

‘You like that’, she pants giving away her own desires.

‘Of course’, I whimper, ‘very much’, as her nonny squeezes sensationally in all the right places.

Georgina grins,  she for a moment is not Georg. I watch her lower herself down my shaft. Her tight walls un-roll my foreskin in the sheath of rubber and flesh. A little spasm of thrill rushed through my body as she envelops and consumes me, my cock sensually disappearing somewhere inside those red and greys.
I lie there panting in the realisation that I am deep inside George my little pretend schoolgirl lover. Visually her face is a picture too, her skirt hiked up and her looking down and seeing what I am seeing. She bites her lip as I throb inside her and then matches me by clenching those wonderful toned muscles. I try to push upwards but her bed is much too soft to allow any of my body movement.

I can’t see as much as I would like too, I am a little too prone so I ask, ‘can you put some pillows behind my head’,

This is a manoeuvre in its own right, an effort by both of us, sensual too as our careful movements send the signals of intercourse through our bodies. Vocal as well as we both gasp as the pillows finally prop me up.

Now I can see properly without straining my neck. George repositions her skirt too giving the most wonderful view of her and the red and greys with my cock buried deep inside them both.

I see her positioning herself, rearranging her knees. Next she gloriously lifts herself very slowly upwards controlling her nonny muscles as she go’s. We both sigh heavily at the deeply sensual movement. I watch as she slides upwards revealing the beautiful sight of a ring of sexual mucus that has formed at the base of the condom. I marvel too at the red and greys sliding up one side and her nonny lip on the other slowly revealing my sheathed shaft.
From my new position I am now able to help little George by holding her hips. I feel I have gained some control over our game, maybe I can control the cum I feel building up inside. What is it I wonder that makes me want to explode every time my cock enters her little nonny?
It helps too, me holding her hips; I get to hold her skirt in place whilst George steadies herself on the bed. My fingers toy with the soft cotton reading her slim and perfect body. But George has other ideas as I feel her nonny muscles clutch me and she begins our journey. Again slowly she lowers herself down on me. I watch myself disappear into her partially hidden by the sodden and wet knicker gusset. My seed is already travelling, I can feel it tingling and trickling through my balls. It’s helped on journey by the sensations of being tightly held by my little lover.
George gasps as she bottoms out and has all of me. Those virginal muscles work me, urging me towards what I know will be a massive spunk. The mixed emotion of making it last or expelling myself has me moaning and very near an expulsion. I don’t want to cum with my little lover just yet, we must journey together. My hand drops to nonny as she sits there impaled. She moans loudly as my finger swoons around my cock and her opening. It slithers nicely in her sopping juices as I trace us both in an ecstasy of love. 
That finger must journey too I decide if we are to finish together, upwards to find her little button. 

‘Ah......’ she sighs over and again as my finger pad finds her little nubbin of delight.
Biting her lip now she starts her rhythm of slow ascent and descent engorging our organs in a sensuality of deepening pleasure. Consciously I have to hold myself from releasing my seed into her sensating body, just a few more ups and downs I tell myself. I look at her face too, screwed up in the ecstasy of finishing her journey. I know too that her release will prompt mine. Will it be one more travel or maybe several?

My finger still slips and masturbates the button. My every little swoon over its delicate little form prompts George’s whimpers. That too sets the motions of her clenching muscles to hug and squeeze my cock into a delirium of shared pleasure.
It’s happening, her face contorts and her nonny frenzies and feasts on me with wanton demand. Her hunger to achieve set my own release in motion, a thousand little shocks rivulate through my balls. I groan uncontrollably as she pumps and squeezes my glands into a wonderful submission. I spunk and spunk into the rubber feeling it bounce against its restriction. Satisfaction dowses my brain washing me in love and affection. I stroke and fondle her silky thighs in gratitude for taking me here.
I watch her face, eyes closed as she transcends from our wonderful fuck. Her muscles relax and I know too her brain will be filled with the drug of our devoted love. Her exhilarating storm has ended her eyes open with the smile that shows that we two are one. My softening cock allows her to lean forward in search of my lips to seal our bond of recognition.
Our tongues feather each other in affection, declaring our pact of devotion. My world has been perfected here, here with her. Warmth and happiness flow through me as her tongue gently twists and turns with mine.
I feel myself softening and slipping out of her, something we both must catch, to safe guard the condom and its contents. Jointly we see to this lover’s inconvenience, George wrapping it in a tissue. I playfully caress her bottom as she reaches across me to place it on the bedside cabinet, her final stretch finds my fingers teasing her nonny lips and dipping into her little pot.

‘Your fingers touch nicely’, she pants holding herself in mid air.

I slid into her, tracing her every fold in the slippery little honey pot, first just one finger then another, fumbling and examining her inner body to trace every contour.

‘I love finger fucking, especially your soaking little nonny’.
I have her moaning again, her legs swaying to my exploring fingers. My cock begins to harden excited by her reaction and indeed how wet I am making her. My fingers are coated with George’s heavy honey, thick slippery and very enticing. I swoon around that delicious cavern gathering up as much as I can.

I sense George’s impatience her legs by now probably weak with the exertion of our slow fuck. She moves backwards eradicating my digits in a control that has her back in charge of the game. She is sat on my chest and I am looking straight at those red and grey’s again neatly hiding the little pot I have been dipping into.
A broad smile opens up as she leans over me. I try and work out its many meanings, does it signal she is in control, yes there is a radiating love and affection but does it also mean she is controlling the game. Either way the honey on my fingers intoxicates the air with her unique muskiness, I must have it, I need to taste it, consume her into my body.
She watches me as my fingers sit in front of my nose learning her fragrance as I watch for her reactions. The smile beckons encouragement, perhaps daring me, willing me to take our love forward. Slowly I bring one finger to my lips, my tongue already outward to meet it. I hover in the unexpected, perhaps of her taste and my commitment, but behind her my rigid cock sends its message of encouragement.
My tongue tests the honey; my taste buds explode in foreign sensation, her salty, musky elixir of love consuming me in a lust to have her inner body. I lap and suck on the finger with relish feeling, my senses kicking in and my saliva washing it into my throat. 

I want more, must have it, make it part of me. George senses my greed and stops me, grabbing my hand and pulling it towards her. She wants some too as I now watch her sensually extract herself from my other finger. 

Her tongue laps at it like she is pulling ice cream across her taste buds. This can’t be George, it must be her reverting back to Georgina and no fifteen year old would ever indulge in this sexual practice, even a pretend one. I’m bemused, maybe our ‘game’ isn’t fixed, or maybe she has difficulty in sticking to one role play or the other, maybe her sexual needs overcome her.

My fingers clean now I begin kiss her, wanting to taste her more and join in the sharing of her nectar.  But it’s gone; instead we feast greedily on one another’s tongues, a ritual that has become so us.
She is on the move again, as if she has an idea, is it George or Georgina I wonder. Either way she slides down and off my body to kneel between my legs. She is looking at my stiffened cock enticingly and I wonder if she will sit astride me placing it neatly in the gusset of her damp knickers.
How wrong I am, a sudden move and her nose nuzzles my foreskin. Quickly her tongue is tasting the remnants of my cum. It’s a first for me, a girl down there licking me. I’m overwhelmed by the sensations that now are running through my body. My balls feel like they want to explode as the slippery little eel slips, slides and tickles my glands.

I wonder in a delirious spin whether she will take me in and suck me breaking my first completely. No she’s gone, back up and hovering over me her eyes piercing mine.
‘Taste yourself’, she says.
Slowly she lowers her face towards mine, her lips parting in readiness for this act of love. Our tongues writhe in a motion of lust. Maybe there is a hint of something there but now it’s gone lost in our ritual of proving affection.

She’s back on the move again, encouraging me to slip between the covers of her big double bed. Cosily we make our little nest, spooning into one another, my cock nudging her knicker clad bottom. We have been here before snuggled and cuddling; it’s so warm and relaxing. Those trains clatter in the cutting below making their way to Portsmouth or Waterloo. We listen in comfort knowing we are deeply in love.
After a while Georgina begins to talk.

‘Did you bring back my navy knickers’, enquiring whether I had remembered. ‘And did you bring your P.E. kit that you have bought?

‘Yes,’ I reply, ‘didn’t you see me drop the carrier bag in the hall as I came in? Obviously she hadn’t, whisked me away too quickly to the kitchen to start the game with George.
It began to trigger a reaction, that reminder about bringing my P.E. kit, my cock began to nudge against her knickers. Georgina must have noticed too and decided she must waylay my urges, maybe just for a while until she was ready. Anyhow, she tried to divert it with more conversation and questions.

‘So what have you been up to today? ‘Have you been to any jumble sales and get any finds?

It was blunt and to the point, I stretched my body and yawned in an effort of decision on how to answer these questions. Naturally, or maybe unwillingly I did not want to confess to having bought knickers for my devious little plan to swap with Sarah’s. Ironic I thought as I nudged Georgina’s red and grey’s that they were the self same ones Sarah wore.

Playfully, Georgina elbowed me in the ribs, both to distract my little frot on her knickered bottom and to encourage me to answer the question.

‘Come on spill the beans, I want to know what my little knicker boy has been up to’, she teased.

There was no getting away from it, I had to tell, well at least selectively, maybe miss out the bit about buying more red and greys. Firstly I told of my find at Tolworth Girls School, the navy blues behind the radiator. She was as intrigued as me about how they came to be there but agreed it was most probably a game my one of the girl’s friends. Then I started to tell about the tennis knicker find. Georgina was most interested in these asking all sorts questions about what size they were, how lacy and ruffled they were, insisting that next time I came I was to bring them for her to look. It intrigued me, her pronounced interest, still we would see.

Lastly I gave her details of my complete find of a P.E. kit belonging to a girl called Emma. How it excited me that there was actually a pair I could wear. Georgina started to ask questions about how many pairs of knickers I did have and exactly how many would fit me. She suggested too I should bring across the other P.E. kit that fitted me, store at the flat for our little games.

My cock had now sneakily slipped between her legs and was nudging towards her nonny. The little minx accommodated him, opening her legs and fondling him in to place where she could tease him with her wet gusset.
We talked about the jumble sales too and how disappointed I was with finding nothing there. Georgina thought I was just unlucky, perhaps the helpers had considered underwear too taboo to put out for the jumblers. Maybe too the areas were too up market, perhaps creating phobia about others seeing and buying their used underwear. Perhaps it would better to concentrate on the less well to do areas where people hoped their old clothing would go to those in need.

By now we were playing again, gently nudging our sexual organs together to create the little foreplay that reminded us of our fumbling youth. But it was short lived; Georgina turned around and kissed me, a sort of peck of apology.

‘Got to go to the loo’, she excused herself.

She tripped across to her dresser sexily adjusting those red and greys as she went, probably pulling the wet crotch from that delicious nonny. I watched fascinated as her fingers worked the leg bands for comfort. I took her at her word and maybe thought she needed a change of her knickers and didn’t take much notice as I cuddled into her pillow.

Out of the door she went only to return immediately with my carrier bag.

‘Here’, she said, ‘get dressed’. Throwing me the bag and the pair of grey school knickers she had given me yesterday. ‘George will be in the lounge when you’re ready’.

Gosh here I was being thrown in the deep end. What mixed feelings I had, excitement of another game and the trepidation of cross dressing for the first time in front of a female.

I could hear her in the bathroom, probably freshening up. My heart pounded as I got out of our little love nest and started to remove my clothes. Neatly I removed the P.E kit from my carrier, spreading out the Saxe blue polo shirt and grey netball skirt in a mock arrangement of how they would be worn. The school knicks joined them too, tantalising me as their gusset and leg bands pouted in a mock form of a female mound.

My cock sprang into action in anticipation of what I was about to do and feel. My previous cum and a new oozing wetted the whole surface as I pulled back my foreskin in excitement. I teased him too looking down at my little arrangement that I was about to get dressed into. 

I removed the rest of my clothes and stood there naked in anticipation. I reached forward for first the polo shirt, collecting it and positioning it to go over my head. I swear at that moment I felt a hint of feminism run through my body as my nipples bristled with electricity and my balls shrank inwards almost as if they were to disappear within my groin. I felt weak as my masculinity drained my source of blood as I slowly rolled my foreskin.

The polo shirt slipped over my head and tickled my skin with its course but soft weave. I watched it fall down over my body transforming me perhaps into one of George’s school friends. I could hear her, still busying herself in the bathroom.
Next came the new grey school knickers. Spreading their waist band I peered inside positioning the leg holes for my first step in. So slow was my action I nearly lost my balance as my first ankle is tickled by the leg cuffing. I’m bent double momentarily as they ascend my calves shimmying the masculine hair that resides there. I pull them up my thighs stretching the leg holes and feeling them squash my skin inward as the new elastic takes on my form.
Heaven has arrived as I encase them around my body.  I finger and pull the leg bands into place. I hear George come out from the bathroom and slip into the lounge.

‘Are you ready yet’, she calls out.

I panic, ‘nearly’.

My throat and tongue is suddenly very dry. This is new to me, this outward display of what has been a very private game. I fumble with my grey netball skirt, all fingers and thumbs from my trembling fear.

I have to move I decide, after all this is my girlfriend and she is encouraging me to do this. Slowly I ease myself into the doorway of the lounge. George is there, sat at a school desk. Where had that come from I asked myself, I notice the television is now sat on the floor. It’s been in her flat all the time, just covered up with a table cloth and the TV sat on the top.

George only quickly looks up from an exercise book she is writing in. From her actions she appears to be doing some lines. I study her and realise she is not going to glance my way again, it must be a little game. Perhaps she means for me to sit down in front of her as the desk faces her settee.

Well I oblige and immediately see why. I can see she has her legs purposefully apart. I can see the V of her grey school knicks. She appears to be tantalising me as her knees keep opening and closing giving me evermore spectacular views of her knickered crotch.

Any apprehension I had has now gone as I watch her and feel my cock straining and weeping its own wet patch in the front of my grey knickers. I push forward with my tummy muscles feeling the delicious cotton tighten all around my stiff shaft. I slide too in my seat which increases the pressure and allows me a better angle on her little display.

I feel like I am watching one of my voyeuristic scenes, like in the park with the girls on the hanging bars. I take in the detail of the teasing that is coming my way. Her creamy skin of her inner thighs, the little rucks and tucks that her knickers makes as my sweet George opens and closes her legs. 

Purposely she leaves her legs open wider for longer periods of time. I catch her too, looking out of the corner of her eye. Finally she sits with her legs wide open, allowing her skirt to ride upwards; showing me what I can presume is a hint of dampness on the grey gusset. Yes it is damp; there is a definite contrast between a dry and a wet grey.

I can’t help myself, well not here at least, maybe in the van in the park there would be restraint but here and now I have to palm myself. George still stares, almost as if I should not be looking then I remember, it’s a game let’s play it along.
‘I can see your knickers’ I say.

Teasingly she closes her legs as though I have affronted her dignity. It’s only for a moment though, then they are open again, wider this time and I can definitely see the outline of George’s nonny.

‘You’re a dirty boy’, trying to see my knickers’, she goads, ‘and playing with your thingy’. 

‘But you are showing me on purpose’, I mock.

‘Yes but you don’t have to look’, she teases and trying to elaborate on the game.

‘But I like your knickers and I like you’, I say trying to think of the feeble excuses that would run through a teenage boys head.

‘Maybe I’m doing it to test you, she jibes.

‘Test me for what’, I ask trying to play the innocent.

‘Well maybe you like me or is it just my knickers’.

I colour with embarrassment, not that it is George asking me now in this little played out game but from all the times when I have been challenged like this before.

‘So you do’, George questions, ‘which is it me or my knickers?

I know it’s both and this is hard to explain, it’s a chicken and egg situation, which comes first! I know deep down it is a combination, it always is, because I’m never attracted to a plump or ugly girl if I see her knickers. I suppose it’s back to the days in the school hall watching my classmates undress on the other side. The one’s that interested me were those who I considered pretty and their lithe little bodies displayed their knickers nicely. But how do you explain that!
‘Both’, is my feeble explanation not knowing how to put my thoughts into words. Besides we are in the middle of this game, won’t so much detail spoil the little scene, aren’t we getting along famously perhaps towards some teenage frolics.

‘And what about you’re thingy sticking out and why are you dressed in a girls P.E kit?

My embarrassment stays, we are delving into my inner most feelings, or are we, do we need such detail? I’ll make it up I tell myself and see how things develop!

‘I stole it’, I mockingly admit, ‘I like to wear it, it reminds me of you’.

‘Mmm’, George ponders, ‘I wonder if I should tell on you’.

Shock and horror washes over my face, yes I know it’s only a game but the very thought of this actually happening in the scenario of my school days has me shivering with fear, oh the ridicule of being found out and my mates lambasting me for wanting to be a girl.

George is now giving me a look of how shall I deal with him. Shall I or shan’t I hand him in.
‘Plead with me’, she teases, ‘not to tell on you and report for stealing girls cloths’. ‘Perhaps it’s you that has been stealing our knickers from our P.E. kits’.

More mock humiliation but is this to draw me in, perhaps to make me submit to her desires!

Suddenly, I am in front of her on my knees pleading for my little secret not to be exposed. ‘Please don’t do this’, I mimic in a feigned sorrow.

I kiss her knee in a submission of my wrong doing. The game changes dramatically, we are no longer acting our little play, we have got to where we are going, our world of fantasy.

I can smell her sex again; I am so close between her knees. George opens her legs so I have a view of that school knickered crotch. I can know see how damp it is as its wetness clings to the outline of those nonny lips. Her muskiness drives me wild with desire and the warmth and heat from her body pushed me onwards.
I kiss those knees quickly moving forward to find the soft flesh of her inner thighs. This silky velvet skin warms as my head disappears under her skirt. My progress is impaired by the desk legs and its casing, I withdrawal.

I stand up, my cock tents out my own school knickers and ungainly pushes his way out of the opening of my netball skirt. But I grab George’s hand guiding her to the settee where hopefully I will be more successful to bury my head between her legs. I gently persuade her, pushing her backwards where I can continue under her skirt.

I make sure it is arranged that way too, to hide my head as I know the sweet fragrance of her sex will be ever more intoxicating, filling my head with an elixir of lust. Softly my kisses continue their journey on the nap of those oh so velvet thighs. I French kiss and swirl my lips onward reaching the cuffed leg of her knickers. My nose buries itself in the soft material on her tummy and draws in the intoxicating perfume of her sweet sex.

I have to pull her forward, laying her almost prone on the settee to gorge on that damp area that covers her nonny. First I push my nose into her, filling my nostrils with her heady fragrance. George gasps at my touch and I feel and hear the squelch of those nonny lips parting. My nose emerges wet and fixed with her muskiness.

Now my lips feast on her wet crotch pulling at the fabric and sucking on the sweet nonny below. George thrusts herself towards me to ensure she pleasures herself to the full. I can feel again those nonny lips squelch under my sucking and I bring my hand up to join them. My thumb and forefinger scrunch the grey cotton up to gather and masturbate those lips below. Pulling my finger and thumb apart has her opened up below the material and I greedily French kiss the cotton and honey pot below.
George is moaning deeply and is too prone to pull me in closer but those athletic bottom and leg muscles do their very best thrust and meet my ever delving tongue. I know she is on a journey towards a cum as I selfishly pleasure her, forever driven on by the intoxicating perfume of her sex.

I want to taste her now too, finger her little nubbin, bring my pretend little fifteen year old to her orgasm. I pull her knickers to one side, the gripping leg elastic pouting those darling lips below. I pull on them drawing in the sweet elixir of her wetness. She is so sweet and sour as my taste buds get their fix on the cream of my love. My nose opens her making way for my tongue to follow. Meanwhile thumb and forefinger tease the little button.

George is thrashing around uncontrollably now thrusting herself at me and at the same time trying to escape the intensity. A train rattles and clacks in the cutting below upwards towards Waterloo. I know too George is on her journey too, towards the tunnel of her orgasm.

Greedily I need to finger her, I want all of her. My cock weeps profusely into my own school knickers and yes he would like to be inside her. But, I love fingering, sliding in and out of her wet little cavern, taking my love to her special place.

George is nearly there now, her bottom finding the muscle power to rise up to meet my sliding fingers. She moans and shudders uncontrollably too as now my tongue concentrates on her nubbin whilst my fingers fuck her. She is over the top and not in control, thrusting wildly at my face. I bury my tongue deeply on the button tasting her delicious body as her moments of pleasure ebb away.
George toys with my hair as I plant lots of little affectionate kisses around her sweet nonny. I pull her knickers back into place and cuddle into her warm tummy. It’s cosy down here, my head still partially under her skirt and drawing my breaths through the heady air of her sex. I want to stay here forever worshiping my pretend adolescent lover and being so close to her knickers.

I think George understands this, leaves me there to enjoy a knicker lover’s paradise. Another train rattles through the cutting in the other direction, its brakes squealing as it slows for Surbiton. Its bliss being here with someone who understands me.
 George is relaxed too, still coming down from her orgasm. Playfully she lifts her skirt and smiles at me with my head resting on her tummy. I’m quite happy not to be disturbed but she catches sight of me toying with my cock through my own grey knickers. I’m rumbled and I guess she unselfishly wants to return the favour of our sexual pleasure.

Before I know it I am being hauled up to replace her on the settee and it’s her turn between my knees. Curiously I wonder what is in store as she arranges my clothing like a proper young lady would sit. My cock grows with anticipation as her hand creeps sensually under my netball skirt to find my stiffness.
I gasp as touches me travelling my length to find my leaking cock head. My moans continue as she softly manipulates my foreskin in the soft grey cotton causing yet another wet patch. Her little movements send tingles of anticipation as the super soft material reacts with my glands gripping and holding the rippling cotton.
Gently she rolls my foreskin upwards and downwards creating such wonderful sensations in my groin. Whilst her hand plays, she too mimics my earlier moments by planting kisses upward along my thighs. I too slid my bottom forward greedily seeking more pleasure. It has the effect of stretch my knickers taut across my manhood increasing my feelings tenfold.

One finger now masturbates my cock through cotton as I watch her reach my enclosed balls and plant a little kiss on them. I gasp again as I feel my sacks tingle with the flow of an expected cum. Her nose nudges the base of my shaft pulling my foreskin ever tighter into the cotton.

Can I take much more, I must, I have never been here before, never so intimate. George takes my sheathed shaft between her lips and kisses it at the base. I expel breath with pleasure but there is much more to come. Her finger pad has been removed and teeth now tug at the cotton at the base of my cock. It has the same effect, well, probably greater as the cotton continues to stretch and tickle my glands. Gosh if she carries on I will explode and spunk into my new school knickers.

I really don’t know how much more of this I can take. What wonderful sensations her little game is giving me, obviously it’s a learned trick from her other knicker boys. But she is still moving upward, still playing the little tugging game with her teeth. I can see where it is going now as my school knickers are gradually pulled downward. Eventually my cockhead and glands will meet the tunnelled elastic of the waistband squashing and teasing as he frees himself.

George helps this whole process along pulling my knickers sensually over my hips. He’s there now sat poking his head out from the waistband that is now sat on my tummy. I look downward as does to George to inspect her own handiwork. She watches as I flex my stomach muscles to get that elastic to just nicely sit in the groove of my glands and cockhead. She smiles too at my efforts realising that it must be giving me incredible sensations sat there.
She’s back to kissing my knickered shaft again, her breath pouring over and warming my body. Her nose tickles the waistband in the process nudging the elastic into my glands. I groan at the sensations she is affording me, never have I been anywhere near this intimate in a relationship before.

Gosh I think I will cum, her tongue moves in on my leaking cockhead. She laps the little leaky trail of my pre-cum tasting me as I did her. I wince and shudder with pleasure at this first experience waiting for her next delicious move. Slowly she pulls the waistband downward to meet the base of my shaft. Her bottom lip replaces the elastic below my glands and tantalisingly sits there quivering at my foreskin rippling him in a little motion of ecstatic pleasure.

I watch her concentrating on my satisfaction, this must have been learned and I wonder who with. It’s quickly gone, these thoughts, I can’t focus on them and neither does my body want too. The breath that flows from her nose warms me sending tingles through my skin and the flow in my balls tells me that I will soon spunk.

That feeling of an imminent release gives me so much pleasure and this time I let it wash over me without tension. I am so to speak not in any control; George’s nudging lip movement is managing my orgasm sending those little shocks rippling through my foreskin.

My tubes fill and the eruption takes over like some dormant volcano. My molten spunk flies everywhere, landing and splattering where nature dictates. George takes the brunt as I watch it land all over her face and in her hair. Globules run down her cheeks and coat her super soft skin. Her tongue is finishing me off, sensually pressurising that furrow of my glands. As I sink into my relaxed state, I watch her lap and taste the last pitiful splashes of my seed as if to confirm our relationship.

Finally, she tucks me back into my grey school knickers, stands up and makes for the bathroom to deal with my sperm. I follow my little school girl hell bent on helping her clean up. I want to kiss her too, show my undying devotion and pamper to her every need. Yes I am smitten, in love and in separable.

I catch her at the sink already running the tap with a face cloth under it. I take it from her and do my duty wiping and rinsing my cum from her delicate skin. My lips find hers too and we kiss so softly treasuring what we now have. We break and I look at her deeply confirming our love. I smile too, not just at her but at the cleaning up I still have to do.
I’m done, she’s clean but I suddenly have subservient desires of gratefulness and drop to my knees. I kiss her all over her thighs, lifting her skirt and cuddling into her own school knickers. 

‘I love you’, I whisper into her warm knickered tummy.

George caresses my head in our recognition but gently pulls me upwards.

‘I love you too, more than you will ever know’ she kisses me pulling on my bottom lip.

We kiss and cuddle as we do so often do now, in a demand that is signalling such a deep bond. I really have not felt this way about anyone in my life before and to find this here with Georgina is a most wonderful gift. What’s more to have one such as her with our equalling of minds and desires is surely sent from heaven.
‘Let’s go and nest’ she suggests pulling me towards the bedroom.

In bed we face each other demanding nothing but to look at each other and caress the silken skin of our youth. Deeply we cement the true meaning of our relationship and for the moment words are not necessary. From time to time we savour on our lips and tongues devouring and sharing the inner core of our lives. 
The clunk of doors on carriages in that far off station clatter up the cutting as another train departs for some distant destination. Silence, peace and love abound in this room; we are the passengers on this journey.

After a while George buries her head in my chest and I cuddle into my teenage lover. Her shallow breathing tells me she is sleeping; I kiss her sweet head and dream with her.
Sometime later I awake from my slumber and at peace with the world. I never want to leave this cosy little nest, here and snuggled to next to my perfect partner. A yawn tells me she has awoken too; I kiss her head filling my nostrils with her sweet bouquet. A little stretch comes too and a hand finds my chest to hold.
I can’t resist can I and she tells me so, placing my hand on that delicious knickered clad bottom and stroking it through the softness of the material. With a stretch I find her cuffed leg, fingering its tunnelled gathering and plucking the elastic against her skin.

‘I love you’, I tell her, an excuse for being so forward with her underwear. 

She turns and spoons into me, pushing the little petite bottom into my crotch. Bliss arrives as those cute curves nudge me stirring the dormant snake that sits in my own school knickers. It’s almost surreal lying here dressed in my girls P.E. kit, almost like two little lesbian lovers.

‘What’s happening tomorrow’, I enquire.

‘Sorry I’m playing some inter county matches in Weybridge but you can pick me up in the afternoon’.

I think about this for a moment, remembering that the Wilkinson’s are out on a little family outing. A last treat before the girls go back to school Monday morning.

‘Ok’, I agree, ‘but I would have liked to have seen you play’.

Georgina laughed, ‘you might put me off my stride, and then I will be of no use to my team’.

She pushed her bottom further on to my cock as a little sign that yes she probably would rather I was watching her at the game but here is a compensation that I am not. I push back to greet those pert little curves knowing I am in love.

We discuss timings of meeting up and before I know it I am on my way home in the van. Luckily I have dispensed with my P.E. kit as I fearfully think about being caught out in the public gaze, a male dressed as a schoolgirl. I shudder just thinking of it.

Later in bed my last thoughts are the opportunities I may have the next morning, the Wilkinson’s out and more time to play!

