The Lodger Chap 17
I sat in my van on the Wilkinson’s drive studying the local A to Z’s. I’d never been to Weybridge so I needed to know how to get there. I’d heard it was an affluent area, large houses occupied by stockbrokers and entertainers. I plotted the route on the map and there seemed to be several variations from Kingston. In the end I decided to have a little adventure, there was plenty of time, so via Hampton Court, Molesey and Walton upon Thames seemed a good idea.

There was a hidden purpose too, my thoughts had turned to charity shops and what each little area I would pass through contained. Ok they wouldn’t be open today but at least I could note them in my little book, perhaps get out and have a look see through the window as to whether they had potential, as I was quickly realising there were those that had potential for treasure and those that did not.
Well Molesey was crossed off the list; very few shops and all huddled on a main street. When I got to Walton upon Thames I was through it before I’d realised. Still a few familiar Charity names caught my eye so I stopped the other side to walk back and explore. It was a strange town, a mix of an old High street with a modern wedge of a shopping complex added on to the side. I found three and sat down on a bench to write them into my notebook.
I sat there for a few moments realising that the urban sprawl to the west of London might hold some potential for my treasure hunting escapades. I imagined in my head all those place names that I had seen from my maps and decided I would have my work cut out visiting every single charity shop on a regular basis. I was bewildered too by this inner drive I had to collect school knickers. It wasn’t continuously at the forefront of my mind when I lived at home but here and now it seemed to have become a prime focus. I began to formulate thoughts that made it acceptable to myself, for example at home I drove myself to rid such desires from my life because I thought it something I should be growing out of. I had thought that it was a burden to carry and a distraction from forming mature relationships and not the sort of behaviour to be expected. I had wrestled with that torment for a long time but here and now and with Georgina too, it all seemed to fit. I looked at my watch, time to move on, I was not late but I wondered what Weybridge was like.

As I drove along I noted that the houses were becoming bigger and offset from the road. Indeed as people had said, the rich live in Weybridge and this was clearly apparent by the tree lined roads and long driveways, to own property here you had to have money. I parked up by the Thames and took a stroll into the main street. It was as I expected, very posh, a high class supermarket, jewellers and clothes shops with all manner of things I could not even begin afford even from my reasonably paid job. I imagined the bustle of a Saturday morning and the well to do Surrey set shopping in their privileged little world.

Weybridge yielded one entry into my little pocket book; still it looked promising through the window. Indeed, wouldn’t the toff’s of Weybridge send their offspring to some the best schools, so wouldn’t it follow that that they would all still be wearing the proper regulation school uniforms?

Back in my van again I still had time to kill. I could see from my directions and A to Z that is wasn’t far and the school was marked on the map. Still I didn’t want to be too early and look over keen but equally I wanted to see some of the play of the game even if it was for the wrong reasons.

I sat contemplating my good fortune since arriving here. I really was lucky to have found Georgina and of course the Wilkinson’s. My fetish for underwear in the past has caused me so much turmoil but here and now it all worked. A girlfriend who understood me and in truth shared the same views towards knickers, they were part of the game of our relationship.

I began also to think of the Wilkinson girls and how tomorrow they would be back in school uniform. I had two visions of them, one of Rebecca with the innocence of her age and the carefree way which she would display her knickers and then of Sarah and her growing maturity and how she could easily fit the bill of a girlfriend, should I wish to cradle snatch just a little. After all, there was only four slim years between us, a mountain of distance now at 19 and 15 but at 22 and 18 the world wouldn’t bat an eyelid. 
I looked at my watch and then the map; I was still thirty minutes early but what the heck. Georgina wouldn’t mind, probably by now she would be expecting it. I trundled off taking it as slowly as I could but in reality I was only five minutes from the school. I felt slightly annoyed with myself inside, I was always too keen but still what is done is done.

Another sweeping drive and with my window open I could hear the whistles of the game. And was that a final whistle I heard too. As I rounded the bend sure enough the players were for one game  coming off court. Of course she was amongst them and today deliciously clad in maroon. I watched her and she spotted me, I stopped to greet her. She came bounding up, sort of coyly innocent and looking every bit about fifteen instead of her true age.
‘Hello’, she said, ‘early again’.

‘Well I’, I hadn’t time to finish before she bent in to kiss my cheek.

‘You little letch’, she said beaming, ‘anything for a glimpse at some knickers’, she teased.

Well I was rumbled and caught, I couldn’t find any words, she was absolutely right, it was probably the expectation that got me here so quickly. I fiddled with the window winder uneasily.
‘Look you can park up over there and watch the other game’; she directed at some parking bays, ‘I’ll be around twenty minutes’.

I looked up at her smiling, ‘Ok’.

She was just about to turn to go when I caught sight of her hand scratching her thigh at the front. Teasingly it was just below the hem of that wonderfully short netball skirt. The scratching got bigger and more revealing, pulling at the hem and lifting it in little exposures upward. Firstly a minute sighting of a maroon cuffed leg came into view and then on the next scratch I had a wonderful view of her knickered crotch. It was on briefly but enough to make out her neat little mound and the slight indentation of her sweet sex. I swear too I could smell the sweet perfume of her nonny. I was beginning to get hard, but then it was all over just as fast as it started, the teasing had stopped.
‘I’ll see you in a minute sweetie’, she said caressing my cheek in a promise of more to come.

She was gone and I was left letching at her cute little bum disappearing into the distance and towards the changing rooms. I moved the van into one of the parking slots alongside the activity of the last court. The court I was surprised to find was slightly elevated above me bringing me at knee level to the flashes of bottle green and grey netball knickers. The players were all gorgeously fit and toned, the little jumps and flips revealing the perfection of their intimate places.

Naturally he was stirring below again, what with those little teases from Georgina and now sat here watching her fellow netball players cavort around the court. Was it obvious me sat here and for anybody else who cared to look that I was a letch or a pervert, I stretched and grabbed Friday’s newspaper and propped it on the steering wheel. I hoped it would be enough for me to feign some interest in and perhaps in the darker confines of the van it wouldn’t illuminate me too much. It was ironic too that here was my newspaper opened out to the racing  page as though I was studying form and yet it was the form on the court that I was really interested in.

I watched the game, how it came in and out of play at my end of the court. I had a focus too; I was intense in trying to capture the many things going on and not just with those who had the ball in play. Sure yes, they would be the most active, jumping and over reaching, skirts flipping and bottle green and grey cutting and gripping smooth and creamy skins. But the others too could be just as revealing, lifting skirts and scratching bottoms, adjusting knicker legs and generally bouncing around in preparation of defence or attack. Then of course my poor brain had to contend with whom I felt most attracted too, who had the nicest bottom, or hips and thighs. It was all too much to contend with and then the van door opened on the passenger side and in she got.
‘Having a good time’ Georgina teased.
‘Uuh’, I didn’t know what to say, I made for the ignition key and checked the gear lever.

‘No no, don’t move, I want to stay and watch the end of the game’, she laughed, ‘and don’t you want to stay too and watch too’.

‘Umm’, I stumbled.

Georgina leaned across and kissed me on the side of the cheek; it was one of her approvals, a little confirmation that I had her permission to look. I kept my newspaper where it was and began to relax as I continued to watch for displays of the bottle greens and greys.

Suddenly Georgina’s hand dropped into my lap and I felt her search out my half hard cock. I looked down with amazement as her thumb and fingers outlined my part erection, stirring him to life.

‘Isn’t this dangerous’, I half-heartedly pleaded.

‘Not if you don’t move, and keep your hands on your newspaper’, she giggled.

I looked sideways at her, she was right, she sat straight forward in her seat, looking for the entire world as though she was watching the game herself. Besides who from outside would suspect anything of one of the fellow players watching the final game.

I watched too as the little skirts continued their upward journeys giving me wonderful views of desirable female anatomy. I groaned as Georgina casually manipulated my foreskin through the layer of denim and my underpants. She seemed to have her fingers move just as it coincided with a lovely knicker display on court. I really was hard now and as usual leaking pre-cum copiously into my underpants.

‘Well, she whispered, ‘which one appeals to you most’.

I was shocked and surprised, how could she ask such a question, was this some kind of trick. I turned to look at her for some kind of sign. What that sign was I did not know, just something to steer me on how to answer the question but I was just met with a smile and an encouraging squeeze of my cock. I had to answer it there was no getting away from it, she wanted to know.

‘The little one in bottle green, playing in goal attack’, I answered.

‘But why her, why is she so special’.

I stumbled, ‘she’s cute’.

‘Come on there must be more to her than that, spill the beans, I want to know’.

‘Well I like her hair, the way its cut and has that little feathered effect in her parting’.

‘And’, Georgina demanded, manipulating my foreskin just as a pair of greys flashed themselves to the waist.
‘She’s cute’, I repeated, ‘and I like her petite little bottom and creamy skin.

‘Helen, I think’, Georgina replied, Glaswegian I think’.

I continued to watch the game secretly, not wishing to bring attention to myself or to what Georgina was doing. It was becoming difficult though, I loved every moment Georgina played with cock, even to lying in bed at night fantasising about her masturbating me and making me cum. It was so to here and now, and although she was working me through the denim of my jeans it still felt wonderful, especially her coinciding her movements with every flash of knickers on court. As usual she had me in a sticky goo of pre-cum and it produced in my head a turmoil of wanting to cum and not wanting to cum.

‘Imagine’, Georgina said interrupting our silence, ‘those oh so soft knickers sliding up and down your foreskin tickling your glands’. 

‘Gosh’, I panted, ‘Georgina you will make me cum if you don’t stop’.

Helen’s skirt flicked upwards revealing her delightful bottom, the bottle greens hugging perfection in every way. Her creamy skin accentuating her petite body, a body nearly as desirable as the one sat next to me manipulating my cock. Georgina took full advantage of that little moment running a finger deep into the denim where she knew she would cause the most sensation.

Then the final whistle blew thankfully. Well was I thankful or not, I was at that moment very near the edge of exploding, spunking into my jeans in uncontrollable lust. But then again I had not and was, still to an extent frustrated. As they all walked off court I felt deprived and deflated. Georgina waved to a few of them that she knew, giving the winners the thumbs up in a kind of acknowledgement that appeared to suggest she had concentrated on the whole of the game.
As they disappeared around the corner I pulled her to me. Immediately my tongue found hers and gorged with lust for everything I felt in my loins. Without even looking my free hand shot down the back of the tracksuit bottoms she was wearing to attack her bottom. It was a kind of payback time for all the pleasurable teasing and manipulating of my cock. I didn’t know the colour of what I was touching there but they were her netball school knickers, as usual soft to touch and a source of my continued erections.

It seemed an age that we sat there swooning around each other’s mouths. It was as if we hadn’t seen each other in months, never mind the previous night but it was like that, we always seemed to devour each other at the first opportunity of meeting. I suppose it was always the intenseness of our kisses that made us wait until we were less in the public gaze.

My hand caressed her little bottom, so easily the bottom of a fifteen year old I thought and probably ten times better than the pert bottom of Helen. I found her thigh and worked my way round to her tummy. We broke from our oral ballet just to make sure we were not inviting an audience, just enough for a smile and a peck on her cute little nose and just enough too to recognise it was the maroon’s from her match that were turning me on.

We were satisfied we were not being watched and found each other’s tongues again but not before my little Georgina had slipped down in her seat and opened her legs. It was all the invitation I needed, I was straight between her tracksuit and her knickers to find the warm little cleft of her pretend schoolgirl nonny. My fingers traced her little honey pot, she was already damp and I guess very wet from her little escapade of working me through my jeans. Her legs parted more and my fingers traced her wonderful sex. She groaned heavily as they danced around where I knew her little button to be. I pushed inward too, just enough to feel the squelch of her sopping cunt.

It was an invitation to her too, to continue where she had left off, trying to make me spunk into my jeans. Maybe, she would have succeeded too if it hadn’t been the call of ‘goodbye Georgina’ from somewhere out the back of the van. Of course we stopped immediately, caught like too teenagers on a first date. We looked puzzlingly at each other, hoping and trying to confirm that we had not been rumbled to exactly what we were doing.
When we were sure they were gone, we resumed with an affectionate kiss. It was almost an idiotic statement to ourselves that, that was what we were doing all along. Childish in many ways but weren’t we indulging in that kind of behaviour anyway, petting like two fifteen year olds. Its where we wanted to be, acting out some fantasy of fumbling youth, it excited us, gave us the reality of what we didn’t have back then, well certainly for me it did.
We broke from that assuring kiss and looked deep into one another’s eyes. The message was there, we both wanted to continue this little game, after all it was so us.

‘Shall we find somewhere quiet’, I suggested. ‘Maybe back at your flat’.

‘She smiled at me deeply, ‘where’s your sense fun and danger’, she laughed. ‘That was like getting caught behind the bike sheds’.

I stared at her for a moment, she was right, being nearly caught left me with weird feelings I couldn’t explain, excited maybe. Perhaps it was adolescent, being caught doing something you shouldn’t but it made me want more.   

‘Any ideas then’, I asked confirming my own buzz too.
Georgina winked at me, ‘a walk in the woods, and who knows’.

I was already starting the van; ‘you’ll have to give me directions though’.
Soon we were making our way out of Weybridge and towards Byfleet. Georgina’s hand dropped into my lap whilst I was driving, she didn’t sexually touch me, it was more of a reassurance, perhaps to keep me on the boil for some excitement later. Next we were heading towards Cobham and then on to Oxshott.

‘The most wooded county in England you know’, a comment she just came out with.

‘Really’, I replied, I hadn’t taken much notice but now she had mentioned it the roads were often lined with woods and coppices.

‘Slow down’, she said, saucily she ran her knuckles of my still erect penis.

It sent a shiver down my spine and a feeling of wanting her to hold and play with it.

‘Turn in, just here’, she said pointing to a pull off on the left.
I turned into a narrow gateway, just big enough to shield the van from view from traffic using the road. In front of us was a steel gate and all around, woodland, except about twenty five yards a head was another gate, which I presume from the light, lead to a field.

Georgina fiddled with her kit bag on the floor and pulled out something maroon, it was another pair of her netball knickers. In my head I was trying to work out which pair she had worn for the game, the ones in her hand or the one’s she had on. Teasingly I wasn’t about to find out, she stuffed them quickly into her tracksuit top.

She was already opening her door and beckoning me to follow. It took me by surprise as I was fully prepared to continue our little petting game here in the van. She was already standing at the gate waiting, while I fumbled locking the doors. The anticipation of what we were doing had me all weak; probably my unsatisfied erection didn’t help. I joined her at the gate.
First we kissed again, deep and passionate. It reminded me of that first date in Kingston where we sought out at every opportunity in the shop doorways. We explored each other tenderly, feeding and tasting each other like it was a very first moment. Maybe it was meant to feel like that, Georgina had started the kiss and I just followed in the mood she had set. Maybe if she had it was setting the scene for why we were here, maybe it was part of the ‘game’.

We broke and she gestured that we should climb over the gate. Georgina however made that first move, easily and without the awkwardness of usual female uncertainty, her athletic body making it look so simple. She was quick too, over before I could lustfully assist her in anyway, so quick in fact that I nearly missed that flash of maroon waist band that revealed itself beneath her tracksuit bottoms.
I joined her as stealthily as I could not wanting to let myself down in the fitness stakes but she mockingly held out her hand to steady me over. My male stubbornness refused so instead she poked me in the ribs in a play against my masculinity. We started to get into a friendly play fight, Georgina ducking and diving as she started push shove or pretend to punch. I tried grabbing her and at first she got away. Of course this was the kind of thing lovers did; it was just part of silly games and bonding. But I managed to grab her, turn her round and capture her by the waist bringing her in close to me. My erection prodded at her body changing the mood, thoughts from both of us changed to why we were here.
Georgina looked into my eyes in the acknowledgement of what lay between us. Her hand dropped to my trouser front and caressed the stiffness that was forever in demand. I groaned, recalling our earlier exploits at the netball game and feeling that stickiness resurrect itself. I had visions of her un-zipping me and relieving me of all that pent up apprehension. But she didn’t, she pulled me along to the farther gate. For what reason I do not know, maybe it was to get us clear from the road and the encounter of being discovered, maybe she wanted to be sure that nobody came upon us suddenly from a Sunday afternoon walk.

We stood at the other end of the track looking over the gate. There was nothing to see, just a field surrounded by trees. Well at least it confirmed we were alone. I felt my zip slowly descend and fingers wriggle inside. I caught my breath again as she found me over my pants. Ironically we were still taking in that vista that was before us and for anybody within the closest sight, we were just a young couple stood by a gate.
Her fingers slipped underneath pulling me free and outwards. I gasped as he was teased into the open air, the coolness of some breeze just catching him and make him aware of his open air adventure. She rolled my foreskin exposing my wetness to the sensations of the colder air around him. My knees weakened as slowly Georgina masturbated me, forever rolling me back to let the breezes of nature run over me.

Side by side we stood, keeping a watchful eye on all around us, hoping we had this little corner of Surrey to ourselves. My hand dipped into the back of her track suit to caress the warm and softness of her knicker clad bottom. Conveniently she propped one leg up and onto the bottom bar of the gate opening her up for me to access. Her invitation was not wasted, my hand diving between her bottom to find the soft and damp cotton. My fingers traced her and rudely pushed at her gusset forcing the material to enter her where I wanted it to find more of her wetness.

Georgina’s spare hand retrieved the other pair of maroons from inside her track suit top and wafted them under my nose. ‘Enjoy my game’, she said.

I breathed deeply taking in her delicious scent. My fingers hooked the cuffed leg of the maroon between her legs and found her nonny. I entered her slowly as my nasal passages savoured her afternoon of exercise. It was Georgina’s turn to gasp as I slowly fingered her sweet little honey pot.
She dropped the pair from my nose and neatly manoeuvred them so my foreskin could sit where her nonny had been sitting. Slowly and awkwardly she rolled me in the soft gusset while I gently finger fucked her wet pussy. 

Every now and then we would turn from watching the surroundings to endorse our play with a little passionate kiss, just long enough to cement our bonding. Stood here too felt so wickedly dangerous but the air was charged with our desires. It felt too like a scene from youth, nowhere to go but to find some quiet spot to indulge in a bit of petting. So here we were two responsible adults acting like two teenagers, wasn’t this our game?

‘I love fingering you’, I declared as my fingers gently slipped in and out of her wet little tunnel.
‘Gosh you’ll make me cum soon’, she gasped as my thumb circled little button.

I watched her face contort in pleasure as I found her right spot. She pressed forward eager that I should satisfy her. Equally she sought to take me on my journey too, ensuring her gentle fingers rolled my foreskin in the super soft nap of her maroon gusset. I watched too as her skilful strokes teased the cotton backwards and forwards sometimes holding him snugly and sometimes not. I imagined her dancing around the netball court her little skirt flicking and flipping as she went, exposing that oh so perfect body.

A cool breeze rushed by us sending a shiver down my spine. Georgina leant into me as it caught her, that shiver had her wriggling on my fingers. I thought it was just the breeze but by now I was beginning to realise when she was near to her orgasm. She gasped and pushed at me in a demand to impale herself on as much of my fingers as possible. I concentrated on her little button too, knowing I would send her over the edge. My effort to satisfy her took my own edge away but It didn’t matter, I loved her and it gave me an immense feeling inside to bring her off this way. I really did love finger fucking, especially with Georgina.

Biting her lip told me she was on her way, the quiet shuddering below and her collapsing into my arms. I kissed her clean smelling hair as she came down from her cum. It didn’t matter that my cock had been abandoned or that a few drops of rain fell on us, I’m sure he would be satisfied later.
That breeze found us again this time bringing a shower. We sorted our disarrayed clothing out and ran to the van. Climbing inside it became heavy, the windscreen awash and opaque even the trees did not save it from the ferocious storm. Still it meant we were cosy inside and nobody would dare to be on the outside looking in.

We giggled at being caught not by human intervention but the power of the weather. I caught Georgina looking into my open fly. Just seeing her eyeing me had the soft muscle stir from his enforced interruption. Her hand stretched across this time unbuttoning my jeans. I shuffled down in my seat in anticipation. The two flaps of denim pushed to the sides she began again stroking me through my thin briefs. It was but a moment though before his size dictated he had to be out and exposed to the air, his continued growing and throbbing aided by the slow motion of my watching.

Georgina teased him, rolling my foreskin slowly downwards to expel the sticky goo of pre-cum. I could smell it too, in the sexually charged air, heard his stickiness add its unique sound to the vocabulary of sexual activity. I shivered too in the delight as the quickly returning sensations of our outside petting overcame me. She leant across finding my lips and tongue. I suppose as a thank you for her own cum and a sorry for me not having finished me. It didn’t matter though, in some weird and wonderful way I’m glad I still had my orgasm to come, I loved her playing with my cock.

Our tongues did their usual sensational dances adding to my desires below. Her fingers always seemed to find that right spot, tickling my glands and applying the teasing pressures that sent me into a spiral of lust. Yes, here and now I would have loved to have been slipping my cock into her wet little opening, maybe pushing the sopping maroons to one side and it being sucked into her imagined 15 year old honey pot. But here and now I had no control over that, it was the sex that was being delivered now that mattered.

She pulled away with her kiss but still seeing to his needs below. The familiar maroons emerged from her tracksuit top again, their soft nap inviting and waiting to soak up the lather of my lubrication. That rain battered the van relentless, with its pattering feet all over the tin shell. Still it was cosy in here, safe and daring. In expectation I eased my jeans and pants downward, her finger manipulating my secretions all around my exposed bulb as I shuffled.

Back they came, those maroons, under my nose again to excite me with her sweet scent, teasingly the intoxication adding to the sensations building in my balls. Again my imagination drove me to think of going down between her legs and taking succour from her sweet little nonny and to savour every ounce from her flesh. Oh I was so near to cumming and yet so far from wanting it all.

I watched Georgina drop them to my lap; arrange them so my foreskin sat in the presence of nonny land, where the honey pot had exerted itself. Slowly as before she started to tease him with little rolls, I watched fabric tighten over the bulb its softness tickling every nerve ending. A little bead of my pre-cum dampened the maroon into another shade and that sticky slipping and slapping sounds brought me nearer to an explosion.

The rain still lashed against the van, its power determined by the breeze that came with it. We were not going to be disturbed here, at least for the moment, who in their right mind would be stood in the open?
‘Slow down’, I pleaded, not that poor Georgina could slow her pace very much but I needed to make it last, last forever.

Her hand hardly moved now but at least the sensuous feelings were still there. She looked up at me in approval and I could only gasp with the delight. Most of what I was feeling now was the soft nap of her damp gusset just holding me. It sent a million tingles through my brain and the thought to that this deliciously soft material was once where her nonny had been. Her fingers in fact no longer moved up and down, they stealthily just swirled around sensually guiding me to my big cum.

‘You are so near’, she said listening my breath intake into little gasps and oh’s. ‘Is that good for Dave’, she teased, ‘do you want to cum in Georgina’s little nonny patch’.

I was out of control now but it was all in a very deep and slow motion. The canals were running with their load. I watched in unison the rain roll off the windscreen knowing that now I had no control down there either. The first wave hit her nonny patch sending the white of my spunk deep into the maroon. I watched it spread and soak as her fingers tightened and pulled the material downwards. The second wave had me fighting and losing control of my muscles as it spasmed out of me. Splash after splash flooded the ever dampening cotton sending it first white and then that deeper shade of wet maroon.

Calm washed over me, I felt completely drained and weakened. The recognition kicked in that I had experienced a truly wonderful orgasm, probably one of the best in my life. I began to think about it whilst leaning forward and kissing her on the cheek, yes one of the absolute best. It was her technique I mused, the slowness, the little swirling tease of tickle and, perhaps my extreme wanting to cum in her netball knickers.

We French kissed for a while, forever deepening that bonding, her hand still holding the cum soaked knickers in their place. We broke and stared into one another’s eyes for many moments, I suppose piecing together the recognition and deep affection we had for one another, something that we were both coming to realise that was indeed more than just special. We were I suppose, that perfect match of understanding and need.

‘Let’s move’, Georgina encouraged, ‘back to the flat, the rain isn’t going to stop while we are here’.

I smiled at her, kissed and gently pecked her soft lips, ‘ok’.

The drive back horrendous, the rain continued to do its business. The roads were busy; I guess it had spoilt most people’s afternoon. I thought of the Wilkinson’s and their day out at Chessington, perhaps they were home by now, soon Rebecca’s spunky navy blues would be being cleansed in the whirling washing machine. 
Back at Georgina’s we busied ourselves making cheese and pickle sandwiches for tea. We sat in her lounge with something meaningless blaring from the television and we fed each other little triangles like love struck teenagers. It was warm and cosy in there listening to the rain still beating against the windows. Soon we were spooned and snuggled up on her settee enjoying a relaxed cuddle. I loved these moments, I knew Georgina did too, I suppose it was what made our relationship so unique, just to be together.

I lay there, just savouring our moment, thinking how lucky it was that we found each other. I kissed her hair and intoxicated myself with her clean smells. My breathing became shallow and relaxed and once again I fell asleep drugged by her sweet fragrances and her love.

It was sometime later that I awoke, a little confused to be here with her. Laughingly for moment I thought I was still dreaming. Another kiss on her sweet head confirmed reality though and it stirred Georgina too, from perhaps what was for her a little snooze too. She stretched backward burying her bottom into my groin. I pushed into her as well, feeling my muscles stretch and their weakness return as I relaxed again.

My hand caressed her hip over those tracksuit bottoms, her bottom found me again. Obsessive fingers found that maroon waistband again and toyed and twanged in a friendly tease. I had to look down just to make sure they were still there, another obsession just to confirm they were still maroon, still on her delicious body and still mine.

Her words broke the silence apart from the background drone of the television. ‘You liked Helen didn’t you’, came her words. ‘Do you fancy her’, came another question.

 I could sense her teasing but I could also sense she needed an answer and maybe there was a tinge of jealousy there too. There was no denying it, I’d played my little game at the match, eyed up all the flaunting bodies and picked one that I would have wanted and lusted after. I’m sure it was a male trait, didn’t girls do it too. Still I had to be careful how I answered it, females have a habit of twisting things around.

‘I liked her bottom’, I replied, it kind of reminded me of yours in a way’. ‘Not as good’, I added caressing hers now under her tracksuit.

‘But you liked her though’, she probed.

Did I sense insecurity here, I wondered. It sounded like it; sounded like something I would say, fighting against my own fears. I knew too how unless the other person responded in the right way that these sort of thoughts festered and sought out the little doubts that sat in the backs of minds. Again I had to answer this right, besides, I didn’t want Helen and she would have never been what Georgina was to me, despite having a nice petite body and a desirable little bum.

‘I wouldn’t want to swap’, I answered hoping to make light of it. Teasingly I ran my fingers up and down the soft cotton of her bum crack as if to emphasise the fact. ‘Besides, would she understand me in the way you do, would she think me perverted in my interest of knickers, anyway she isn’t as cute as you’. I kissed her hair again.
‘Not a little desire to frot against her bottom then’, she enquired’

‘Maybe a frot against the knickers, but it would have to be your bottom inside them.

Georgina pushed backwards against me. I knew she had accepted what I had said, I was glad, for it was true.
‘Wait’, she said, interrupting for me a little excursion down the back of her track suit bottoms.

She was up and away, somewhere into the bedroom. I heard a drawer slide open and then close. Was it her underwear drawer, I hoped it would be. Something had triggered her thinking, there was bound to be one of her games just around the corner. I waited for what seemed like minutes in anticipation, my cock as usual stirring in my pants. Suddenly Georgina is stood in the doorway, gone were her tracksuit bottoms, she is standing there in a pair of bottle green school knickers.

I stared, taking in her petite little form, my rising cock a testament to how horny she looked.

‘Do I look like her’, she said.

‘Ah loaded question’, I replied.

‘No come on, do I, I’m not trying to trap you’, she said convincingly. ‘You must know me by now, just a little game; you know how much they turn me on too’.

Did I really need to answer I thought, wasn’t my raging hard on telling its own truth. But I did, ‘yes you are both very similar’.
She stepped towards me, encouraged by my answer and enticed by her own needs. I could see it in her face, I was beginning to recognise when she had a purpose in mind. She stopped in front of me as I sat on her settee and stepped between my open legs. I sat staring at the bottle greens, taking in the wondrous sight. I studied them and the way they fitted her petite little frame, clinging in all the right places. Montfort’s I thought, judging by the stitching and the cuffed legs.
‘What do you want to do to Helen’, she asked.

I felt trapped again but was I, I could smell her excited perfume under my nose just an inch or so from face. She really was enjoying this game.

‘Please, please pretend I am Helen and do anything you want to me. Take you cock out if you want’.

I sighed, as much in relief to not being cornered and with my own sexual needs kicking in. I unzipped myself taking it awkwardly out and exposing his glistening leaky slit. I rolled my foreskin backward with a little squelch.
‘You really want her too’ don’t you?

‘Yes’, came my feeble reply.

‘Well I want you to have her, show me what you would do with her’. ‘I want you to imagine you have both had a chance encounter after the netball match’. ‘She has dragged into the girls changing room and you are sat here now before her’.

Gosh I thought, you really do want this fantasy Georgina, or are you playing George or is this something from the past.

My nostrils were again filled with her heady intoxicating sex. I could smell her dampness, the aphrodisiac that always sent me on a path of lust and desire. Teasingly I turned her round to have her delightful little bottom staring at me. The green double back panel of her school knickers tantalised me with a thousand memories of past encounters. I planted little kisses all over her bottom. I toyed with the cuff legs too, pulling and stretching them knowing that they would be tugging at her body too. I knew too their soft material would shimmy over her nonny encouraging her flow of honey.
Yes I would have liked to have fucked Georgina then and there but, this was a little fantasy for us both, she was Helen, we’d met after the match, she had spied me watching her during her game, she wanted to know what I would do to her.

I pulled her bottle green cheeks apart knowing full well that it would be parting her sodden lips. Naughtily I kissed the silky soft skin I found there. Helen gave a gasp of delight as my intrusion opened her sex. Salaciously she parted her legs giving me easier access. The aroma of her little fuckpot filled my head I wanted it, too kiss and savour its sweet nectar. But not yet, I wanted this to last.
Slowly I teased the cuff legs, stretching them outward and sliding my fingers underneath, her soft baby skin encouraging me. Every now and then I would roll my foreskin backwards and forwards with my freehand adding to my own wetness. My fingers teased her wickedly, rolling forward inside the cuffed leg to where her little crease of wetness glistened. Her legs shook at my little game.

Finally my own needs kicked in too, I just had to feel the little nonny, Helen’s nonny. My fingers slipped over its surface, the cuff leg pulled well to one side. Helen tried to fall on them but I wasn’t having any it, this was going to last whether she wanted it to or not. God she was so fucking wet, my horny little Georgina pretending to be Helen. 

I touched her gently as though it was my very first journey with Helen. Her excitement flowed onto first one finger then the other, wetting them with her musky film. For a brief moment in my head it was Helen but it went quickly, how could I betray my sweet Georgina. Mind you the question was, what was going on in Georgina’s head, what fantasy controlled her brain? 

My fingers dipped into her, she gasped giving a pretence of it being a very first time. Slowly I let them take their own journey, exploring every little ripple of her virginal walls. Her wetness sucked and squelched them inward to my first knuckle. Her knees buckled and sank in both a weakness and a desire for them to enter her deeply. I didn’t disappoint my pretend lover I let them be gathered upward, deeper into her little wet cavern. I let her control her movements her quaking legs managing to bring herself down on them.

Her sexual perfume filled my head and I nibbled on the cuffed leg and double panel of the baby soft bottle greens. I rolled my foreskin yet again exposing my ever increasing wetness while Helen fucked on my fingers. But this wasn’t how I wanted it, after all it was Georgina or Helen who said I could do anything I wanted. Slowly and teasingly I removed my fingers from her sopping little hole. I could sense her disappointment too as I withdrew and popped her knickers back into place.

I turned her round slowly carefully, keeping my lubricated fingers shy of her body. At the same time as I turned her, I planted little kisses everywhere on the bottle greens. Finally she was facing me looking downward, it was then that they were taken to my lips to taste the sweet elixir of her sex. Helen’s fingers ran through my hair in encouragement, tousling it in her excitement of what I had in mind.

The front of her school knickers were soaking, I parted her legs to increase my view. She looked down on me as if to say a yes for what I was about to do to her. I buried my nose deep into the V of bottle green, wetting it and feeling it cool in the air, her heady sex perfume driving me mad with lust. But I had to swap places, her sat or lying on the settee and me on my knees drinking between her legs.

It was one quick move; we both knew what had to be done. I lifted her hips forward to the edge of the seat cushion and spread her legs apart. Now I rained kisses down on her soaking gusset teasing her nonny lips below. I French kissed them too, trying to draw out wetness. Sensually I pulled on them too watching them form and shape and ten disappear through the soaking material.

Greedily I feasted, not caring if it was Helen or Georgina I was supposed to be with, I had been waiting to suck this little pussy all afternoon. Whoever it was lying under me gasped and panted at my attentions but I wasn’t finished yet. I pulled the cuffed leg to one side to expose her wonderful sex. It glistened at me pouting its lips demanding my attentions. My tongue found her and buried its self deep into her little hole. My hand joined him to find little button, now Helen or Georgina was not in control.

God she tasted so fucking good my little lover. It was difficult keeping her in one place; she thrashed around demanding more of my face. Several times I had to reposition myself forever pulling her knickers to one side and out of the away. Her breathing told me Georgina was about to cum. Her hips pushing forward to meet me as my tongue drilled into her honey pot. She whimpered like a child as her orgasm took over her body, her demands on my face quite rough as I concentrated on keeping her on track.

She was tousling my hair again as my lips sweetly gathered hers seeking out the last remnants of her explosion. 
‘Georgina is a very lucky girl’, she mimicked as though she was Helen.

Again I slipped her knickers back into place, my hand cupping her soaking mound for the last time. I wanted those knickers as they were, soaked from her honey pot and ready for me to sniff.

‘Don’t worry’, she smiled, ‘you can take them home, I know you want too’.

God she knew me too well. Here I was completely exposed for what I was, I shuddered at the very thought. Gosh she would be able to guess all those little foibles too, like sneaking around the Wilkinson’s house in search of knickers. But wasn’t that obvious, after all it was Georgina that led me into Sarah’s room to play. All the same in made me feel a little awkward having it all out in the open. even if she was my girlfriend and enjoyed knicker games as much as I did.

I decided I might as well be up front about the whole thing. ‘Can I have them all week’ I pleaded.

‘Don’t you want to see me mid week’, she questioned.

I grabbed her arm pulling her towards me, ‘of course I do’. I followed it with a deep French kiss pulling her tongue into an intercourse of sensual pleasure.

We broke for air minutes later. Then it was her turn to pull me back on to the settee to cuddle. Conveniently my cock had slipped back into my underpants but he was soon stirring again as Georgina slid her hand into my fly opening to resurrect him.

‘Your turn’, she declared, ‘what would you like Helen to do to you?

I turned and kissed her on the nose. ‘Just be my little Georgina, I’m in love with her. Oh and just play I don’t want to cum again just yet’.

‘You just want to get these knickers home and play yourself’, she teased. ‘Mike was just the same, always wanting to fish knickers out of my kit bag to take them home for a wank’. She laughed, ‘I always thought he preferred the knickers to me’.

I couldn’t deny it, it was a trait for me and it sounded like a common one for those of us into knickers. ‘Maybe’, I replied deciding to be honest.

Georgina changed the subject. ‘You want to stay next weekend’, she said stroking my cock through my underpants.

‘What all weekend’, I enquired, ‘Friday and Saturday night?

‘Of course, I want you too, I want to be able to cuddle up and sleep with you’. ‘Besides I’m not working next weekend, I thought we could go shopping in Oxford Street, you know kind of special shopping’.

My cock jumped at the very thought. To be together all weekend, wake up together, play together when we wanted and special shopping, did that mean shopping for knickers together.
‘Great, I replied.

‘Oh and you will have to bring across your knicker collection for some special fun’, she said still manipulating my cock.

‘What about midweek’, I enquired, eager to be with her as much as I could.

‘Ah Wednesday would be good, I’m coaching after work at a school, it’s their under 15’s team if you want to come and watch’. ‘I’ll ring you Tuesday evening with the times and give you directions too’. She winked wickedly squeezing my cock too as if to prepare him for the adventure.

Then she up and disappeared again, coming back with a little bag. Of course it was the bottle greens ready for me to take home.

‘Are you sure you wouldn’t like Helen to sort that out for you’, referring to my open fly.

‘No, no it’s alright; he’s a little drained from our nice play in the van. Of course he had already spilled his load this morning too, spunking deliciously into Rebecca’s navy blues. I wondered if they were washed and clean now.
I was soon off home, it was late, besides Georgina said she had kit to wash.
