The Lodger Chapter 20

It was Wednesday evening; I was excited that I would be seeing my little Georgina again. I readied myself in my room having managed to avoid the lure of the laundry bin as I had washed and shaved. My cock was as usual in a stirring and anticipating mood. He made his presence known with a subtle ache of desire that had again created a weeping film of pre-cum under my foreskin. There was a lust there too, to manipulate him into a satisfying erection; that I tried to resist.

My watch said it was early, too early to be off and sitting around waiting for my little lover. A distraction kicked in, it was those knickers, the little lemons and the ginghams, they were urging me to try them on. Temptation was as usual too much to bear I had to do it, I wouldn’t be satisfied if I had gone out and not tried them on. Besides I wanted to know whether they fitted me and would they be in my collection for the weekend.

I sought them out from my work trouser pocket and went through the ritual of displaying them on the bed. It was almost as if it gave me a perception of what they would look like on their owner. It fixed in my head, a vision, perhaps also a fantasy of imagination that whoever they had been owned by, she was at that moment in time the most beautiful girl in the world.

I stared at them longingly, my cock now rigid in his naked erection. Which ones first I wondered, to try on and feel that sensuous release that would overcome my body. It had to be those sweet and silky lemons first, that cute little bow and the deep lacy whiteness of the frill. I looked at the crotch, what sweet little sex had hidden behind its tantalising bonds of their past. I imagined it to be perfection, small with the merest hint of down. It would sparkle too, with a slick wetness that would want me and only me.

Oh that wonderful feeling again, the tickling sensation as their little scallops of lace teased the hairs on my ankles. You lucky girls, did you ever or always feel this, was this always the same for you too, a sexual and sensuous journey of pulling up your underwear? Those frills tormented the backs of my calves giving him upstairs his stiffness, the stiffness that I promised to avoid and would not make.

They encased me, my journeys end with a perfect fit. I frotted myself into the silky front panel; what a dirty boy, I was leaving a weep of excited lubrication again. Yes they would be coming with me for our weekend of fun. They were slipped downward in favour of trying on the gingham’s; it always worked out like that, leaving the best till last!
How appealing they were, stepping into them and looking inward at the glorious contrasting snow white gusset. That super soft area of delight that would soon encase my balls making me feel in a weird sort of way, very very feminine. Of course it was all in my imagination, all part this inclination that affected my whole life but they were there now and very nice they looked too as I admired myself in the mirror. Gosh how fucking sexy were they, you gorgeous little gingham pattern. That mirror told lies, I knew it did, it wasn’t a female form I was looking at but my imagination said it was and that was all that mattered for the moment. And, as long as these wonderful ginghams took on that fantasy it suited me. I looked this way and that into the mirror, capturing every angle and pose, each time kidding myself how wonderfully feminine I looked. I adored that little frill too, marvelling at the way it curved and cupped and rounded my body.

Gosh what was the time, I’d lost half an hour playing this little game. I’d best be off to meet my little netball player. I was about to slinkily pull down my gingham knickers when a deep desire overcame me. Daringly, I would keep them on, wear them under my trousers, go and meet Georgina wearing these sexy knickers. Hell my erection nearly burst through the front panel thinking about it, he strained into the silky material once again letting go with a leak of lubrication.

Could I really do something that bold, wear women’s knickers underneath my clothes? Trepidation filtered through my brain, what if I was involved in some sort of accident and had to be carted off to hospital. Oh the ridicule that ran through my head, the laughing and comments from the nursing staff in the accident and emergency. My sexy little ginghams were nearly half way down my thighs when I had a forced change of mind again. To hell with it, I will bloody well wear them, wear them out to meet Georgina, I’m sure she will approve whole heartedly.

As I made my way down stairs I felt sort of strange and yet fulfilled. There was an inkling of fear too, fear of being caught in female underwear but at the same time there was also a sensation of satisfaction, that what I was doing was right for me. I passed the Wilkinson’s lounge, they were all in there and I peeked in and gave a quick gesture of goodbye. That felt strange too, in the presence of the opposite sex and wearing the same kind of underwear. Passing through the front door I let out a huge sigh of relief. That was one hurdle out of the way, feeling and acting normal in these circumstances was going to take a bit of getting used to.

Even driving to Tolworth in the van I felt different; I was definitely driving slower, probably to avoid that imagined scene at the Hospital. I wondered too if people were seeing me differently, did I have an odd look about me, I especially felt this paranoia sat at traffic lights believing that everyone was staring at me. Of course the idea was stupid, outwardly I was no different than I normally was it was just my inner feelings that had taken over.
Pulling into the school car park was a huge relief; I sat there for a moment sort of putting myself back together. I guess it was building my esteem, telling myself that this was good for me and was what I wanted. I began to think again about Georgina’s reaction, I knew it wouldn’t be negative but to what degree would she accept it. I wondered too whether she had with any of her other relationships had a boyfriend who had taken it to this level. And, although it was a definite part of her sexual make-up had she experienced this before. It was the question I asked myself as I sat there waiting for my little lover. But on the other hand I started to feel good with myself, relaxed about wearing something sexy under my trousers. From now on it’s what I wanted to do; certainly my cock felt that way, comfortable and pleased in his new attire.

It wasn’t long before my little beauty came around the corner. Gosh here we go again, she was tantalising dressed in a navy netball kit and came to the drivers side window. As I wound it downward she reached inward and gave me a peck on the cheek.

‘Hello you’, she said smiling with her impish grin.

‘I’ve missed you badly’, I replied.
‘And me, more than you will ever know sweetie’.

‘Where are your charges’, I enquired.
‘Pervert’, she teased, ‘they’ve all gone home, besides they don’t use this gate, it’s for staff only’.

‘Oh shame, how did I miss them’, I said with a boldness, there was no point in denying my lechery.

‘Look can you come and help me lock up, it’s a bit scary on my own and besides it getting darker inside’.

‘So where is the Caretaker then’, I said getting out of the van.

‘Well I always lock up here as he lives a good bit down the road. He trusts me, as long as I do it properly and have the keys back by 8.30’.

I looked at my watch it was ten minutes past eight. ‘We’ve enough time then’, I said following behind her.

I watched her little bottom flip and bounce the short netball skirt upward; it stirred my half dormant cock, filling my sweet gingham’s with a pulsing throb. Georgina turned to catch me ogling and lusting.

She smiled, ‘pervert again’.

I grabbed her wrist and pulled her to me, finding that kiss that I had missed since Sunday. Our tongues quickly found one another and retraced the affection that had lain dormant for the past days. She pulled me around a corner and out of sight of the road, where we briefly resumed our passion. My hand whisked quickly under her skirt to touch and feel what I knew would be there, the soft and inviting touch of her navy gym knickers. Georgina wasn’t slow either her fingers at first finding my erection and dragging them teasingly across the denim of my jeans. And then squeezing where she knew my cock head would lie in her attempt to keep up with me.

That denim slipped over the nylon that sat below causing it to feel different and teasingly sensuous. Georgina sensed the difference too, it must have felt slippery and unexpected to her too. She stopped our kiss and looked deep into my eyes.

‘Are they what I think they are’, she grinned.

I pulled on her lips with mine and mouthed in a silent breath, ‘maybe’.

‘You devil, I shall have to look but not here’.

I was being pulled towards a door, a door that looked like it would lead to a changing room. The smell of fresh paint hit my nostrils as I was persuaded inside. A familiar scene focused my attention, not that I had been in many girls changing rooms but there was a huge similarity with that of the boys. This one looked bare and abandoned not at all as I expected it would be.

I was pushed against the wall where my little netball player proceeded to snog me with a kiss that felt like we had been apart for weeks and not days. Naturally I joined in because I too had missed her like crazy. With our satisfaction sorted we settle into a more gentle rhythm of making love with our tongues. Her hand slipped to my zipper and mine retaliated finding her hip underneath her short skirt. Those pleats sawed cuttingly against my wrist as fingered the soft navy of her knickers. I was about to be discovered, my little game but decided to stay with our intense kissing and wait for her reaction.

Her fingers slithered inward in a teasingly slow manner, I guess she knew what she was about to find. That first touch was just electric, sure Georgina had felt me in knickers before but never in a situation where I was already wearing them. Her sliding action over the nylon to manipulate my sticky foreskin had me gasping and panting like some virgin schoolboy. Maybe too it was because of where we were. A dripping shower head in the background reminding me that I was in a secondary school and a girls changing room, a place of my dreams in my innocent youth.

Stepping backward and breaking our kiss Georgina undid my button on my jeans. Downward she looked as the denim flapped open to reveal my beautiful black and white gingham knickers.

‘You horny little bitch’, she called me, stepping forward again to manipulate and tease the throbber that bounced there.

‘You approve’, I asked, wondering how I would cope with a rejection.

‘I want him more’, was all she said, and continued, ‘but not here we are running out of time.

I watched as she put me back together, making me masculine and without trace of my little secret.

‘I have to get the keys back; he’ll be expecting them around 8.30. She was referring of course to the caretaker.

‘Where is he’, I asked, hoping she wasn’t going to say somewhere in the building.

‘His house, about halfway down Red Lion Road, we need to drop them off’.

Georgina looked around at the surroundings; it was a motion to me too to take in where we were.

‘I wanted you to see this place’, she said, ‘I’d hoped it would be full’, she said pointing to a huge metal basket attached to the wall. ‘They must have emptied this place in the summer, to paint it and not brought it all back yet’. That’s the lost property basket, it’s usually quite full’. ‘I was hoping you would be able to have a rummage’. She smiled at me, seeing a wishful look on my face. ‘And maybe too in a couple of weeks there will be some gym bags for you to look in, that’s if you want to pick me up from here’.

‘You’re kidding me aren’t you, how could I not pick you up’.

‘Ah’, she laughed, ‘but is it me or the knickers you are interested in’.

‘Both’.

‘Good answer’, she teased, come on lets go.

With that we were on our way and I was watching that little netball skirt do its bouncing tricks again, teasing me with little glimpses of thigh but never the ultimate, her desirable gym knickers. I watched her carefully climb into the van, not once giving me the merest glimpse of a navy crotch, oh what a tease she was. But, did I care, although frustrating, it was all part of the game, a game where we both won in the end.

She gave me directions on how to get to the caretakers house, it was simple and straightforward but I could see why he wouldn’t want to venture out to lock up and then back home, it must take a good half an hour out of his evening. I watched him sneakily leering at her and wondered if the girls at his school had noticed his trait. Part of me loathed him, hypocritically I saw him as a dirty old man but another part of me envied his opportunities, I wondered if I was him how many school knickers I would have collected. Maybe I had got it wrong, could it just be me that had these unnatural thoughts; he could just be lusting after a 24 year old girl and not the sight of her in her netball kit. I watched him too eyeing Georgina as she came back down the path and then when she got to the van suddenly realise she was with me, envy crowded his smarting face.

We were off again with Georgina giving new directions. At first I didn’t know why, I could easily work out my way back to her flat from here but then the way she had neatly slithered down into her seat told me she had other ideas. Somehow we had doubled back on ourselves and picked up the Upper Brighton Road. Next came an instruction to take a sharp right and I found my self turning into a Kingsdowne Road. It was clear that this was a select area, in places large trees lined the pavements and hid even larger houses behind; it reminded me of my drive into Weybridge.

My last instruction was to pull in on the left and we stopped adjacent to a high fence along which large trees behind. The huge branches hung over the road to create half of a sheltered cavern that even the feeble street lighting found difficult to penetrate. The leaves were starting their autumn turn, within weeks the seclusion they gave would be gone.

I had been too busy driving; negotiating the streets and concentrating on her instructions to notice but now as I turned to face my lover, I caught sight of the sexy little skirt that had purposely been allowed to ride up. The soft cream of her thighs contrasted dramatically with the mound of navy crotch that was now on display. I sighed deeply in an appreciation of what was on offer; we were here to play a game, one of Georgina’s, clearly one influenced by her past and one also that turned her on.
I edged my way towards her perhaps proposing one of our kisses. I didn’t get that far, Georgina was already daringly undoing the top button of my jeans. My zipper was crudely pulled open once again exposing my feminine underwear. It must have turned her on, me being dressed like that; insatiably she tenderly fondled my cock head through the slippery gingham. As always he was already stiff and extremely wet, in reality I only had to be in her company for that to happen.

Her petting continued even before I had edged as close as I could get to her. The damned handbrake made its presence known against my backside, so I slipped it off and put the van in gear that was as comfortable as it was going to get for now. But still, I had other ideas, now as my fingers delicately traced her skin. Despite her lack of modesty my little pretend school girl was surprising warm and gasped loudly as my middle finger found her cotton encased nonny. I pushed lightly feeling a finger squelch into the gusset of navy. If it had not seeped into the cotton by now it surely would.

‘I love it when you are so wet’, I panted as she teased my foreskin through my own knickers.

‘I love being wet for you; you turn me on so much, especially in these sexy knickers’. With that Georgina pulled me free exposing my aching and leaking cock.

I did take a cautionary look up and down the street just to make sure we were not about to be discovered. Satisfied and with Georgina’s help I eased the cuff leg of her gym knickers to one side to find her sopping hole. As always my finger found her slippery entrance, he was eargerly sucked inward along with the intake of her breath.

‘I just love finger fucking you little one’.

She rolled my foreskin back in a deep appreciation and began to very slowly wank me. Gosh she knew just how I liked it. Inside her, I circled my finger around feeling every nook of her super wet walls. She forced herself onto me impaling her self deeper. Teasingly my thumb found her little nubbin, two can play at the ‘just how you like it’ game.

‘Oh please make it last’, she pleaded, make me wait and talk to me about school’. 
This was a different slant on our relationship, or was it, weren’t we just in the pretend mode again? My thoughts played around a little scenario and then I began’.

‘So how was school today little George? ‘Did you flash your knickers to anyone?

I could feel her demanding more, pushing her self forward.
‘Did you tease Mike showing him your crotch sneakily under the desk?

George didn’t answer me; she just kept pushing forward in a lust for my finger fuck. Maybe it was what was going around in her head that mattered; perhaps she was recalling some distant memory of a furtive petting game in some quiet and secluded space.

My second finger opened her up further; her heavenly scent of wet nonny drifted upward and filled my head with desire. Her bottom came forward to meet them almost pushing the cuffed leg of her knickers past my wrist. My thumb softly caressed her clitoris flipping its little head in unison with my finger fuck. I knew she wouldn’t last much longer and I just loved making her cum.

‘Do you like Mike finger fucking you too’, I teased, ‘is he as good as this?

George was breathing very heavily now, lifting her bottom off the seat too in a never ending desire to get more of my masturbating fingers inside. I didn’t disappoint her; my other two joined them opening her up further. Her delicious nonny elascticated itself around them, squelching in a river of wetness.

Although she was holding me and gave me to odd little wank I knew that whenever she orgasmed she lost her concentration. It really didn’t bother me as I knew she would eventually bring me off in one way or another. George gasped and shuddered violently as her journey made its ending. Her heaving bottom looked so horny in the half light quite literally impaled on my hand. Her fingers swirled around my cock head as she came down from her cum. She looked every bit the innocent and pretend 15 year old George, the little netball skirt half way up and around her waist and her being finger fucked up the side of those delicious navy knicks. This little game was so adolescent I loved every moment of it and I’m sure George did too.

It was not to be, her finishing me off, some car lights at the bottom of the road spoilt our little rendezvous and by the time it was near to us we were just a kissing couple. I’m not sure if I really minded or not, I didn’t really want to be spunked here, making a mess that would splash all over us. Besides now I had a definite urge to be inside her, my little school girl lover George.
‘Shall we go back to your flat’, I suggested giving her an encouraging peck on the nose.

‘Don’t you want me to see to your stiffy’, she teased.

‘Well, yes and no’, came my answer, ‘I’ve just got an urged to be inside you, I want you George’.

‘I always want you too, so let’s go then’.

I started to put myself away and tidy my clothing but her hand stopped me.

‘Leave it all undone’, she implied besides we can park out the back of the flats for a few moments where we won’t be disturbed.

It was probably less than a mile to her flat but that drive became an exciting challenge as soon as we set off. George’s hand stretched and slipped into my open fly and began to play. Her fingers found me semi erect again and started a delicious manipulation through the black and white nylon. Anyone looking at the van from outside would have assumed she was sitting perfectly innocently as she looked straight ahead. In reality she was swooning the slippery nylon and my foreskin in a very distracting way. I had to be very careful with my driving trying to look as everything was normal. I tried not to think about what she was doing but every now and then she would hit what she knew was the right spot, sending a myriad of sensations throughout my body.
Thankfully we pulled into an empty lane at the rear of her flats not a moment to soon. I’m sure if the traffic had been any heavier then I would have cum uncontrollably. When I had stopped she pulled me out again exposing my slick wetness to the cooler air. George began to wank me again but that was not what I wanted. I had this desire to be inside her, I even knew how I wanted her, from behind, those soft school knickers pulled down over her bottom and I would slip my cock into her teasing wet little cunt.

I pulled her hand away and kissed her lips gently in a move of forgiveness. ‘I want you, to be inside you, you turn me on so much’.
I want you too, you know I do but I do like games, especially the way you play them.

I know, and I enjoy them too, it’s just it’s been too long since Sunday, besides it will be a game too.

I fastened myself up again and we made our way up to her flat. As usual along the way we indulged in a little foreplay, sneaking into the little corners of the stairwell just to tease and excite one another. George’s hand was inside my fly again ensuring my erection stayed upward and ready for the flat. I too played at her game petting her at every opportunity, my hand under the sexy netball skirt trying to grope at her pussy. Again our activity was so adolescent but it had the desired effect of us both wanting each other. The exception of course would have been if we had still been at school our youth would have probably frightened us off our adult intentions.
The key in the lock and safely the other side of her door I started to carry out my promise, dropping to my knees I spread her legs and nosed into her navy mound. That intoxicating smell of her lubricated sex hit me once again. My nose dampened as I nuzzled into her fragrant horny little honey pot having her gasp at my intrusions. My lips pulled at the navy crotch hoping and catching the lips of her sopping cunt. God, I’d changed my mind, now I wanted to devour her, eat her out and her enslave me under those fit and demanding thighs. 

I pulled her downward to sit over my face and consume me with the beauty of her imagined 15 year old body. I felt weakened and excited as the skirt trapped me stifling my air. The intoxication of her sex held me in a trance like state where I repeatedly sucked off the ever wetter gusset of those delicious knickers. My mind was over taken with such a desire that at that moment I wouldn’t have cared if I had died here, it was my heaven.
George began to ride my face in a renewed effort to gain satisfaction and perhaps another orgasm. She was gentle with me her strong athletic thighs holding her off both for her enjoyment and indeed my comfort. Her moans barely audible at first but when I took the lead to cup and hold her navy clad bottom they became louder with every pass of my oral masturbation. I would stop too, to nibble her wet cunt through the sexy cotton and watch the cuffed legs slip and slide against her body. Of course this was what I wanted; nothing pleased me more than to pleasure her knowing soon my cock would be buried deep inside her. I held her there gently now, manipulating her sex lips with my mouth. I knew too that she would, if given a choice ride me to completion but this was going to be more controlled and intense, she came when I deemed she could. And, she did, just as I had planned, her journey began just as those weakening leg muscles started to give, leaving her to fall on a convulsing heap on my face. I loved making her cum.
I loved being under her too, smothered by her knickers, I felt captured owned and loved. Her hand found its way back to my throbbing member, tweaking it through the slippery nylon of my own knickers. I loved her teasing me as I knew it would end eventually in the crescendo of my own orgasm. For now I was happy to be her tortured prisoner suffering and enjoying her face sitting antics. I wondered too if she got such pleasure dominating me with the power of her knickers, I bet she did.

I felt her slowly lift herself off, her tired leg muscles regaining some strength. It was a picture too as from the darkness of being smothered I gradually was able to closely elicit every detail of her school knickered crotch. The stitching of the start of the double gusset, how it folded back on itself, the wetness that had flooded it with both my saliva and her delicious bodily fluids. The cuffed and tunnelled legs that had me guessing that they had been made by Montfort and their distinct signature of little red weal’s that it left on her skin.
As she slowly and tantalising lifted herself upward I sneakily planted one last kiss into the area of her pussy. Purposely George lingered there for a moment allowing us both the pleasure we sought. Then upward she continued to uncover another view of her delicious and perfect bottom accentuated by the neat rows of the double back panel.

Alas that beautiful picture disappeared, an art form I wish that I could study forever, her skirt falling like a curtain to cover those precious curves that God had carved so perfect. George pulled me upwards from the floor to find my tongue and pursue it with her own, in grateful payment of her orgasm. Her hand joined the celebration too pulling me free to roll my foreskin downward sending a thousand little shocks through my body.

Then as if it was her turn, she dropped to her knees to unbutton my jeans pulling them off my body to a heap on the floor. Pushing and pulling bodily she manoeuvred me towards her hall mirror to reflect me standing and her kneeling there. I gasped as I watched us, my cock pointing outward from the waistband of my delicious little ginghams and it slipping between the soft lips of her tender mouth.
George held me gently probing with her tongue, her salvia washing over my already wet glands. She cupped and caressed my balls through the silkiness of the nylon, the feeling that they were about to explode was immense and I knew I wouldn’t be able hold on for too long. In the mirror I watched the leg bands of those pretty knickers stretch, contract and hold me in place, the slinky sexy gingham wrinkling at her every movement.

She looked up at me lovingly in the recognition that she was doing it right. Perhaps all she could see was my contorted features as I bit my lip and gasped at the sheer pleasures, perhaps that’s all she needed to know.

‘My little knicker boy, I love you, you are going to cum so nicely’, she said.

‘Please make it last’, I begged.

‘Oh I will, I will, I hope you like this.

George covered him up and tucked him back inside. He throbbed and pounded against the black and white and looked as horny as hell in that mirror. Her soft lips started again but this time over the top of the slippery lubricated material. At first she traced every detail of his protruding form, planting little kisses from my balls to my tip. Then she made sure underneath that my foreskin was pulled backward and then she started, pushing the sopping nylon into every nook and cranny of my glands. She found the deepest of places, sending shockwaves and warmth to my lower torso, her tongue so delicate and smooth.

I watched the concentration on her face, determined to pleasure me in a deep gratitude for her own intense orgasms. I watched her through the mirror too, her bobbing around and her tongue lapping into the gingham. Gosh this was all so horny almost as if I was a voyeur in some cheap peep show. Surreal would have been a word I would have chosen, to see her pleasuring me, me in knickers and her in her netball kit, something the deepest dreams and fantasies are made of. How lucky I was, how lucky we were to have found each other.
The little tingles of shock waves started running through my balls, the lock gates had definitely started to open. George’s tongue pushed and manipulated my cock head in a delicious cocktail of swirling and sucking. Sometimes the black and white completely disappeared into her mouth taking him with it, the slurpy sounds of my pre-cum and her saliva adding to the naughtiness of the visual scene. I gasped as she fed on him devouring and tasting every excited nerve ending my body had given me.

The seed was rushing now, along the rivers of my balls. This was a point of no return, now all that I was waiting for was the intensity, how would it compare with the catalogued memory in my brain. Of course it was dependent on my little lover, she controlled the ending here and she sensed it was about to happen. Her sweet lips closed around my head, pulling my foreskin backward into the slippery gingham.
A wave of hot gushing fluid flooded into the gripping black and white. I felt it catch there like some crude teat in a condom only to be joined there by many more waves. My knees and legs shook and buckled under the intensity, I could hardly stand and had to hold on to George’s shoulder. She continued to milk me for all she was worth ensuring the gingham was filled and would take no more. 

This was there at number one, fixed deep in my head as one of the best. Oh how I loved her and wanted to be with her forever. How on earth had we found each other and how could we two be so compatible.

Slowly I came down; the warmth still ran through my veins. I wanted to kiss her, put my tongue with hers; I beckoned her upwards, to come and join me and put a seal on our love. Upwards she came leaving behind my cock embedded in cum filled knickers, the cool sticky wetness now making its self obvious. Her lips met mine encouraging them open to accept her tongue. It danced forward to meet hers and then I noticed. Her taste was different, sticky and gooey too, then I realised her mouth contained some of my spunk. Her look said it all, share it.

Yes I had tasted it before, dipping my finger into my masturbated goo, who hadn’t but now to be doing this with my girlfriend meant something different. We were bonding, proving we were at one with one another, confirming our love. Soon the taste disappeared as did the sticky mess dispersed by our salvia and probably washed downward into our stomachs.

It was me who broke first and spoke.

‘I love you Georgina’, I whispered in her ear.

‘Not as much as I love you’, she argued.

We smiled at each other and then stared at the mirror.

‘You little girl’, she teased, ‘I thought you wanted to go inside me’.

‘I still do’, I said watching my cock rise in the front of my spunky knickers at the very thought.

‘Well as much as I’d like to too, have you seen the time’.

I looked at my watch; gosh it was a quarter to eleven, where had that time gone.

‘Wow, it’s late, bugger!
George laughed, ‘sorry’, she said, ‘plenty of time this weekend, I can’t wait’.

‘Now I’m going to walk around for the rest of the week with a permanent hard on just thinking about that’.

‘I bet you do anyway, especially wearing those knickers’, she teased.

‘I’d better clean up before I leave, I can’t go home in this mess, it will soak into my jeans’.

‘I’ll help’, she laughed.

‘Don’t think that’s a good idea is it, just a touch from you and I will be cuming again’.

She led me into the bathroom to sort myself out.
‘You do enjoy our games don’t you’, she enquired, ‘you don’t think I’m odd wanting to be back at school’.

My cock began to rise as I tucked him back into my gingham knickers and I looked down at him and at the same time pointed at him for the benefit of George.

‘Does it look like it’, I laughed, ‘besides our little games are what I didn’t get to do when I was at school’.

‘Good, because I may have a little surprise for you at the weekend’.

‘What do you mean?

‘You’ll have to wait and see or I may ring and tell you tomorrow night. I’m going to give you a key to let yourself in Friday evening, its all part of the surprise’.

‘Am I going to like it’, I enquired.

‘Oh I think you will, I certainly hope so, I know I certainly will if you are comfortable with it’.
I grinned, ‘sounds exciting can’t wait’.

At her front door I slipped back into my jeans.

‘Wash them for the weekend’, she said patting my knicker clad bottom, ‘and don’t forget to bring all your other knickers and school uniform, we are going to have some fun’.

We parted with our usual long and lingering kiss. In truth I could have stayed there for ever and never want to leave. With the key safely in my pocket I was away, roll on the weekend. 

