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Saturday morning I awoke to find the girl of my dreams smiling at me. She must have lain there for quite some time all wide awake and bright eyed.

‘Good morning little lover’, she whispered, ‘sweet dreams were they? 

I cupped her face planting a tender kiss on her cheek.

‘Is that all I get’, she asked in her usual teasing manner.

‘What else do you want’, I enquired, ‘I have something stiff down below, something that belongs to you every morning’.

Georgina giggled, ‘I thought you might, the old morning glory’. Her hand slipped below the covers to find him sheathed in his filmy nylon.
I gasped as she held him, a privilege and a sensation I had never felt before. Perhaps also my full bladder added to it, the tingles and the little shocks she was inducing. She freed him from his lemon hideaway and gently played with my foreskin. Within seconds I was oozing our love juice which she so delicious tried to feed back in by swirling her finger all round my knob end.

‘Is he mine this morning’, she asked.

‘Do you want him now, this minute’, I questioned.

‘Well I have been lying here for a while thinking about him, as I do most mornings and I am very wet’.
‘Fucking hell Georgina I love you’.

I rolled her on to her back and climbed over between her parted thighs. The smell of demanding pussy wafted upward from the disturbed bedclothes. I hovered on my knees as I eased her little briefs to one side and found her sopping cunt, my fingers slip sliding along to find her opening.

‘Shall we fuck in knickers?

‘Mmm, maybe take them down; I love my knickers being pulled down, besides don’t you want to sniff my wet little gusset?

‘Fucking hell you’ll have me spunking before I’m in, you know how your wet knicks turn me on.

Changing positions she eased her open leg over my hip so I could take delight in removing her underwear. I already made my mind up they would join me on the pillow, slowly with bed clothes now dropped around my thighs I watched as I uncovered the delicious bald peach. Her lubrication was everywhere, running downward between her thighs. Her knickers off at her ankles I brought them slowly back to her honey pot to capture my little lover’s wetness with the already soaking gusset. I dabbed her dry, with a motive that I’m sure did not fool Georgina. They then came up to my nose for my senses to engage her sweet perfume. Georgina watched in a curiosity and a fascination that even to her must have been something new. 

I inhaled the heady mix of sex that was today and last night, a combination  of her wet lubrication and my dried sperm. Then they were placed on the pillow out of her reach, they were mine now, to have at my will. My cock had already spring himself free from the flimsy nylon and was now bouncing with energy to be inside her. But not yet, this was only our second fuck without a condom and again I wanted to watch him slide between her pink flesh, watch the mucus of desire creep up my skin like an incoming tide.

I nudged him into her entrance and watched her gasp and try to control him. Her cunt spasmed for control its muscles trying to pull him inward for that fuck that she so longed for. Slowly I witnessed him disappear with my sensating gasp into her gripping and wet little cavern. There was no holding on like last night, I had not just spunked and been satisfied, the urgency of our combined lust directed the pace. Besides, Georgina had now cupped my bottom through my lemon briefs and was pulling on me, guiding gently inward and outward.

‘Make it last’, she said, ‘I love your cock in me’.

‘Believe me there is no better place for it in the whole world’. I leant forward to rest and found her soft lips and her tongue.
It felt heaven buried deep inside her whilst we played a game of oral masturbation, French kissing for all we were worth. Gently too I pumped inwards and outwards still guided by her controlling my bottom, each transition taking us nearer to orgasm.

‘Together again’, I asked.

‘If we can, maybe I need a bit longer’, she gasped biting her lip on an inward thrust.

I slipped my hand between her legs and found her slippery nubbin, my finger masturbating him in a gentle circle. Deliciously I pulled wetness from her entrance  feeling my cock in her little nonny at the same moment. Little nubbin received it gratefully, Georgina whispering ‘oh fuck’.

It was an indication that she was going to cum, the demands of her hands on my knickered bottom was also a delightful clue. I knew too that if she had an orgasm, that mine to would follow, especially with the new sensations of no rubber.
‘Oh God’ she cried her muscles sucking my cock inward to release my own orgasm.

I collapsed downward and onto the pillow beside her, finding her wet and sticky knickers conveniently under my nose. It was the final piece I needed, erupting deep into her body, my semen free to explore every nook of her convulsing body.

Little beads of perspiration had formed on her upper lip as we kissed again. Georgina prevented my withdraw holding me in place and caressing my knicker bottom. Her fingers occupied themselves in a role reversal, stroking my skin under the leg bands. This was so surreal lying here being manipulated in the same way that I would have done to her, how lucky I was.
Later over tea and toast we discussed our shopping trip to the West End. How we hoped to be there around ten and a plan for a pub lunch.

‘What underwear will you be wearing today’, she asked.

‘I hadn’t thought about it’, I replied and I hadn’t. What do you want me to wear?

‘Well there isn’t a lot of choice at the moment but the thought of you wearing those sexy black and white ginghams would be a turn on.

I tried to protest; maybe I wasn’t ready yet for such an epic journey, to be dressed underwear wise as a female. It was a long way and a long day and thoughts about having accidents and having to go to a casualty department had me squirming with a fear of being caught.

‘No buts’, Georgina declared, ‘I want my boyfriend in sexy knickers, besides it will make the day so much more exciting knowing your cock will be enjoying him self, especially as we will be underwear shopping.

I was stiff again, what a perfect combination, knicker shopping with my girlfriend, perhaps for us both whilst all the while my cock would be leaking his little trail into feminine attire.

‘You never know’ she said, ‘I may get you to go and change into something we buy’.

That surreal feeling came back again as we left the flat and walked to Surbiton Station, I wondered if I had a visible knicker line just as Georgina did. I watched as she bought the tickets with me avoiding the queue, my back against the wall, wondering if people could see hers then maybe they could see mine. It was exciting though, holding her hand on the platform, the expectation of the day, perhaps wandering around lingerie departments choosing knickers for each other.

That familiar Tannoy announced our train to Waterloo and all stations stopping. We found the most secluded carriage at the back of the train where we snuggled into a quiet spot. The train moved off and we settled into a snogging session that was coupled with teasing and petting through one another’s clothing. It would have been tempting to pull her onto my lap and have her denim clad jeans press her sex into my covered erection but I sure it would not go down well with the guard should he come along, so we settled for touching, Georgina light scratching my bulge and me pushing the seam of her jeans into her hot cunt. Damn and bugger, we had soon arrived in Wimbledon only to find the carriage filling, from now on we had to behave, her breath warming my chest as she snuggled in. It was warm and cosy in that carriage, the gentle rocking of its motion left us both in a stupor of love, we cuddled in and just enjoyed being with one another.

At Waterloo there was a stark awakening, a breeze from the river whistled up the platform sending us running for protection. Georgina quickly led us towards the underground and the Bakerloo line. It was good to be with someone that knew their way around, it felt less conspicuous and didn’t attract attention that we were tourists. We stood and waited our 5 minutes for a train.

‘Where are you taking me today’, I asked.

‘Well I thought we would walk the length of Piccadilly and Oxford Street, maybe have some lunch on the edge of Hyde Park or a pub’.

‘Do you have anywhere special in mind’, I probed knowing full well that we would be indulging in the buying of knickers and the alike.

‘You will love John Lewis’s, she replied, a big School Wear Department, bigger than Bentall’s. They should have a good selection of school knickers, hopefully in your size too. Then I thought we could go shopping for other knickers, for the both of us, you can choose mine and me yours’, she laughed. 

A rush of air announced the arrival of the Tube. We climbed aboard in a crush, it seemed the world was going to the West End today and it was only 9.30. We huddled together, Georgina with her back to me, my arm around her tummy and the comforting smell of her shampoo filling my nostrils. She bounced into me unintentionally as we stood, her little bottom nudging me into an erection, my cock leaked into my gingham knickers.
At Piccadilly Circus we stepped out into the rush, everyone had a purpose and an urgency I suppose, apart from us. 

‘You’ve been here before’, Georgina asked, pointing towards Eros.

‘Yes, but years ago when I was at school, I remember this bit but the rest is unfamiliar, we weren’t exactly allowed to go wandering off.

‘Well hang on to my hand, because it can get quite crowded in and around some of the shops and watch out for your wallet’. 
We strolled up Piccadilly towards Oxford Circus, Georgina pointing out places of interest along the way. That thought crossed my mind again, did I have a visible knicker line. We stopped to look in an expensive jewellers at the things we couldn’t afford so I asked her, could she see anything. No she replied giggling, assuring me there was nothing to see, probably because I wasn’t shaped like a girl and the cut of my jeans weren’t that tight. What about mine she teased, bending to adjust her shoe giving me the most wonderful view of the little bump of material that witnessed where her gusset crossed her bottom.

At Oxford Circus we turned left and crossed the road. I could see the sign almost immediately, John Lewis, a mere hundred yards away. I clenched her hand in anticipation, although I had never been in the store Georgina’s description had intrigued me, a department store with a large school wear department. For a moment I thought that we were heading directly there, such was my focus on that sign, so it came as quite a shock to be pulled up sharp outside British Home Stores.

‘Not so fast Tiger’, Georgina goaded, ‘in here for a little excursion first’.

I did as I was told and was escorted through the shop until we came to the children’s section. Georgina had made straight for the school clothing.

‘Georgie’, she said, ‘we must get her a school summer dress, she hasn’t one and I know Uncle Dave finds them particularly sexy’.
Georgina was scanning through the racks, checking hangars for sizes.

‘Will any of them fit’, I enquired, slipping my hand into the back pocket of her jeans to cop a feel of her delicious bottom.

‘Of course they will, besides if it’s a little short I’m sure Uncle Dave won’t mind’.
I was beginning to feel kind of self conscious stood here, it was always the same, I had it in my head that the whole world knew about my little foibles and had registered there was a pervert in store. Georgina sensed it.

‘Are you nervous’, she asked, picking out both a blue gingham and a lemon gingham dress.

‘I just think people are watching us’, I declared.

‘Don’t worry, nobody is looking at us at all, most of them are only worried about how many sales their department makes today, not who buys it’.

‘I suppose you’re right’, I said looking around me.

‘The other thing is, if you make yourself look uncertain you will just draw attention to yourself, if you have a sense of purpose no one will take any notice’.

‘You mean like that Saturday in Bentall’s, I said, remembering my foolish pondering.

‘Yes exactly, now what about these two?

So I looked at the two dresses, I had to be decisive, even here. I tried to picture Georgie in them, her sweet innocence and her hair in two childlike bunches. The
Lemon was different, it could also be taken as not actually a school dress but then it would be limited by the knickers that would be saucily revealed underneath. The blue gingham on the other hand would go with all my favourite school knicker colours, navy, grey and now maroon, plus would look good with little girl knickers too.

‘The Blue’, I pointed.

‘Good my choice too’, she agreed.

With the other one placed back in the rack we moved to pay but on the way to the till Georgina conveniently stopped by at the stores school knickers. There were only two colours on offer, mostly navy blue and some bottle green.

‘See what I mean’, she said referring back to the conversation we had some weeks ago, ‘yucky nylon and very course, no wonder the trend is to only wear them for P.E.’.

I felt the one’s that Georgina had selected and she was right, how could something so stiff and man made become an object of desire, especially from a male point of view. The leg bands had become narrower and lacked the ribbing that the old knickers had, the picture around the frame so to speak. Plus there was nothing to create those endearing little welts on the skin, probably the source of irritation for girls but gave boys endless opportunities to watch them scratch and perhaps reveal their knickers. Gone too were the double back panels that so accentuated a fine bottom. This was not progress this was the end of the world!
‘Horrible’, I replied, trying to find at least something between my fingers that triggered at least a twinkling of desire but there was nothing. 

So we moved on to the till. I still had some apprehension here, although I was with Georgina, there was still parts of me that questioned why a couple of our age would be buying a school dress, wouldn’t it be a mother who looked the right age, would the assistant just have that moment of wonder? Done and dusted, with some relief we walked out of the shop. 

‘Do you fancy a coffee’, asked Georgina, pointing towards the large sign of John Lewis’s.

‘That would be a good idea, that was a little scary back there’, welcoming the respite on my nerves.

‘Yes we need to talk about that’.

Soon we were up the escalator heading towards the stores coffee shop. I couldn’t help reading at every level that the school uniform resided on the forth floor, it was a reminder of why we were really here. In a way I was looking forward to this excursion, from what Georgina had said John Lewis was the holy grail of school uniform, supplying most of the private and public schools in the London area. If you couldn’t get a proper uniform and regulation school knickers in here then they were not to be found anywhere.

We sat down in a small corner away from the busiest part. For a moment I watched the middle classes go about there business, there was an air of aloofness that was slightly intimidating, one that I had picked up in parts of Surrey and Middlesex where I carried out my work. Of course they were all proud of the shopping bags they carried; the name John Lewis carried with it their identity of wealth.

Georgina grabbed my hand, distracting from some gorgeous clad Levi bottom of some 14 year old whizzing off into the distance.

‘Letch’, she said stroking my skin with a care that said my ogling wasn’t really that important.

I smiled at her knowing full well that she understood, ‘Sorry you know me, I can’t help it’.

‘I know, but we must do something about your uncertainty and pondering around our shopping. I know you feel uncomfortable and question yourself but you must overcome that, try to put on an act, that it is not a big deal and that you really are interested in buying for a valid reason’.
‘That’s easy for you to say’, you are a female, females buy such things, they  don’t attract attention’.

‘Yes I know it’s not the norm, but you must try to be aloof to it all, like all these people around here. You must show a purpose, that you had an intention to buy and you are going to buy regardless of what sales assistance may think’. They may for a short moment ponder why you would want it but your confidence would soon make them forget and even forget your face. Not forgetting in London and the South East there is a huge population that are constantly coming and going, none of these people would even remember what you looked like tomorrow.’

‘I will try’, I said sipping the froth off the top of my coffee.

‘Good, perhaps not in here, but another shop we can practice it’.

‘Ok’, I said tickling the back of her hand.

‘Do you like the Gingham dress I bought for Georgie’, she asked changing the subject.

My cock stirred in my own ginghams at the very thought. ‘Yes I do and somebody else does too’, I said referring to what was happening below.

‘Doe’s Uncle Dave want to baby sit Georgie tonight too’ Georgina teased.

‘Can he’, I asked pleadingly.

Georgina grinned, poking her finger into a mock little hole that unintentionally appeared between my thumb and fore finger, like a little Minnie being finger fucked by her Uncle. We both knew that we jointly got intense pleasure playing that game, it would be played again tonight.

‘What next’, I enquired.

‘School Knickers’, she questioned not needing an answer.
‘For who though?

‘Well I thought, a pair of navy blue’s and greys for you and perhaps a pair of royal blues for Georgie. Do you think Georgie would look sweet in royal blue with her new gingham dress?

‘I’m getting stiff thinking about it’, I replied, ‘does that answer your question?

‘It sure does, I am looking forward to tonight’, she said finally pushing her finger into the imaginary little Minnie.

We stood, I hoped my erection was not visible, but to hell with it I thought, I even enjoyed the feeling of him dribbling some of his sticky mess into the nylon of my knickers.
The school wear department did look daunting; I suppose it was the regimentation of blazers and colours, row upon row that set this scene. In my head I thought about what Georgina had said, as I dutifully followed her down the ranks of isles. There appeared to be only one assistant on duty today and she stood at station behind the till and seemed to be engrossed in some kind of paperwork. Georgina seemed to know her way, perhaps there was a layout and an order to it all, some sublime method of drawing customers to the right spot. Then we turned a corner and all was revealed, a vibrancy of colour that said we were in the section for P.E. kit.

I probably spotted the shelf before Georgina, a mid section and one below it that contained more school knickers than I could ever imagine. Every possible colour that I could remember was there, grouped firstly on the upper shelves by the most popular, Navy Blue, Bottle Green, Grey. The lesser colours followed with Brown and Purple, Scarlet and Royal and others too in shades that I did not know existed. 

Georgina stooped over the navy blues first, in an obvious attempt to find a size for me. Her bending pulled her jeans tightly over her cute bottom giving me a most wonderful view of the line of her gusset. I had to, the temptation was too great, I reached out, my finger traced the little ridge line from side to side, in a swoop that both tickled and surprised her. At first there was a look of annoyance which quickly turned to a giggle.

‘Stop’, she said, ‘you’ll bring the assistant over’.

‘Sorry I just couldn’t resist’.

‘There seems to be a problem here’, she said, flicking through a pile that looked about my size. ‘There are two different makes, Montfort’s in inch sizes and there own Jonelle brand in age sizes. Which do you prefer’, she whispered. 
‘They don’t look any different’, I replied quietly, ‘but I think Montfort’s’

Georgina picked out a pair of inch size 20 and handed them to me. The super soft cotton fell into my hands; their new nap tickled and warmed my fingers. Holding them by the waistband I folded them neatly; straighten them with my fingers pulling at the gusset, the delicious tunnel leg stroking my knuckles. I could almost imagine my favourite encounter, the one where they had slipped over my ankles for the very first time and then to ascend and comfort my body, another leakage weeped into the stickiness of my knickers below.

‘Oh dear’, commented Georgina, now sifting through the grey’s, ‘there doesn’t appear to be any of the right size, damn and blast’.

‘Let me look’, I said, not that I doubted her ability; it just gave me the excuse to fondle them. 
Georgina had moved on, she was now pulling apart the pile of royals. Already she had found a pair of Montfort 16 inch for her self and was now looking for a pair for me.

‘Will they do instead’, she whispered, holding up the royals in approval.

‘Yes of course’, I said excitedly.

We moved towards the till with me passing Georgina the cash to pay for our little hoard. The shop assistant looked up for the first time, looked at us both, the knickers and then back to us. For a moment I thought I detected an element of wonder on her face, why we were these two buying what would supposedly be teenage girl’s school underwear. Then, at the same moment Georgina slapped a card onto the counter, it read All England Netball Association, underneath was her name and membership number followed by the words County Coach.

‘Do you give discount’, Georgina asked.
‘Yes of course’, replied the assistant, ‘10 percent’.

‘Thank you’, remarked Georgina, ‘that’ll help the girls’.

I couldn’t help but grin, the assistants face was a picture. Going down the escalator I commented to Georgina about the sales person’s seed of doubt.

‘I saw that too’ but don’t worry about it, she wouldn’t even remember our faces tomorrow’.

On the first floor I grabbed her hand before she could make the last escalator. I did not have to say anything Georgina guessed where I was taking her.
‘It’s far too expensive in here’, she commented.

‘That won’t matter for someone as cute as you’, I said kissing her on the cheek, ‘besides I want to buy something pretty for George’.

‘Do you always buy 15 year olds underwear’, she teased.

I gave her bottom a friendly pinch.

The Lingerie Department was indeed something grand; I could imagine that women felt pampered in here. We made our way past corsets and all things to hold the less than perfect madam in place’.

‘You’ll never need any of this’, I commented. I felt confident in here now, perhaps it was our little talk, perhaps it was the way we had handled to assistant in school wear and as Georgina had said perhaps it was the fact that any of these people around us would not even recognise us on another day.

We reached the bra and knicker section. There were names I had come across before, mostly in the women’s glossy magazines that I happened to pick up in the doctors or the dentist, Janet Reager, Gossard and Warner etc.

‘Are you sure’, Georgina asked.

‘Why not’, you would make any of this stuff look perfect and very sexy’.

It was Georgina’s turn to kiss me on the cheek. We started to look at various items, both of our fingers slinking through the slippery nylon. Mine in particular slipping downward to find that unique feel of a super soft gusset, one where I imagined George’s sweet little pussy sitting.

‘Can I choose? I asked.

‘Well she’s your girlfriend’, Georgina commented almost as though we were talking of another person. ‘Besides I am intrigued by your choices, you don’t go for the garish like other men would do you; you seem to have a very feminine appreciation of what is pretty’.
I squeezed her hand, a little thank you for what I considered a compliment. She was right I didn’t like the outrageously erotic but I did like a subtle sexiness that perhaps hinted at the succulent fresh fruit that lay underneath.

‘I like these’, I said, pointing to a pretty little Warner bra and brief set in a dusky pink. As usual I was drawn to the contrasting scallops of white frills and pretty little bows. There was a sky blue set as well and just as pretty, I really could see George in either. My cock stirred in my own knickers too, a vision of sliding down the zipper on George’s delicious tight jeans to find either of these sweet knickers had me again feeling sticky.
‘I like them both’, Georgina declared, ‘but I really want you to choose’.

She watched as I slipped the material between my fingers allowing the satiny feel to titillate my desires. Georgina knew what was going on in my head but she still watched.

‘Its fascinating watching you, I have always known about boys like you but never been this close to witness how they react’.

That was something I couldn’t answer, something I had not worked out before. Maybe it was becoming clearer, maybe it was because I had found a girlfriend who understood.

‘I’d like to buy them both’, I said making a positive decision.

‘Don’t be silly, they are expensive, too much, besides there are more shops to visit yet’.

She was right, but here and now I wanted them both, wanted her to be in them, to explore her body, rub my fingers through the silky gusset when her sweet little sex sat below, wanted her to sit on my face and over power me with her succulent fragrance, I was greedy I wanted it all and them too, but I bowed to her better judgement.
‘Ok, the pink set’, I said, ‘have I got your size right’.

‘Possibly not the bra, I had better ask to try it on’.

Georgina was gone, selecting several potential bras. It was now that I felt intimidated, stood in the middle of the Lingerie Department looking so conspicuous. Until now I hadn’t noticed that I was the only male in a female domain. Perhaps it was only the most ardent of my sex that ventured in here, males buying for someone special in their lives, the occasional partner accompanying the other half and then there was us, those who were obsessed by underwear. Fortunately today I was with Georgina but it was easy for me to imagine what it was like to be here on my own, within the confines and walls of a Lingerie Department.

She wasn’t long, came out smiling or was it amusement, could she see the predicament written all over my face.

‘Perfect’, she said, handing me the bra she had chosen, on its hanger and then the sweet little briefs that would adorn her irresistible body. 

We neatly placed the others back on their stands and again went to pay. I watched the assistant handle the underwear in a most delicate fashion, hardly touching the material as though now they belonged to another woman. She only looked upward and smiled in an acknowledgement as I passed her money, then came her recognition that this was a boyfriend buying his girlfriend something special.

Outside we held hands and clutched our purchases; it was funny how the bag with the school knickers ended up in my possession, it felt like I was the guardian. Georgina then pulled me towards a doorway, some sort of hidden entrance, their we found each others tongues, a kiss that said thank you to each other and a promise of some fun later. We made our way further along Oxford Street passing other big stores along the way.
‘We’ll come back to these later’, declared Georgina, ‘they are expensive, but worth a look if we have time after lunch’.

For a moment I wondered if we were missing something, I imagined school wear departments just like we had just come from, places that excited me, with the prospects of knickers by the bundle. It was a sort of a greed, the more I had the more I now wanted, they needed to be mine.

Soon we stood outside Marks and Spencer’s, the knicker capital of the world or so they said. It was a place I felt sort of comfortable in, well a least it’s lingerie area didn’t have a confinement and I didn’t feel so awkward.
Once inside Georgina pulled me to one side and whispered in my ear. ‘My turn to buy you some, maybe some you can wear everyday, something to feel comfortable in, something soft where I can pull your zipper down and tickle and stroke’, she teased.

‘That would be nice, I like it if you chose, god I’m feeling horny thinking about that, you choosing knickers for me’, I whispered back.

‘It’s making me feel squishy thinking about that too, my favourite cock sat in nice knickers’.

On the first floor we were again milling around an underwear department. It was a bit more crowded this time, showing the popularity of Mark’s and Spencer’s top drawer. We both recognised we need to be careful how we talked to one another with the close proximity of others. It was familiar territory and layout for me I had been here before buying knickers for Georgina and Sarah. Indeed, the same stock was still on the racks, the reds and greys and the blues and greys and it was these that Georgina was looking through.

‘I think you will need a size 14’, she whispered, ‘to be comfortable and plenty of room for play’, she winked.

‘If your sure’, I responded, taking her better judgement.
‘Yes, I’m certain, you don’t want them creeping up your bottom or giving you that visible knicker line’. ‘Or do you, she said with a giggle knowing how paranoid I was about it.

She was holding up the red and greys for my approval in an indication it would be nice to have a pair exactly the same. I on the other hand had thoughts of accidentally mixing them up with Sarah’s despite their different sizes, those thoughts sent a shiver down my spine, gosh, it didn’t bear thinking about. But I had to let her have her way, she must choose, if that’s what she wanted, if that was in her head to have matching knickers then so be it.

‘Ok’, I said in agreement, ‘kind of sexy to be wearing the same’, I whispered.
Then she moved along the rack and found a pink pair with tiny black polka dots scattered all over. Immediately they appealed to me, especially with their black contrasting trim, I thought how utterly gorgeous they would look accentuating the hips and thighs.

‘I guess you like these too’, Georgina questioned, ‘I can see you do, its written all over your face’.

‘What do mean’, I protested, hoping it was only her that was getting these hidden messages.

‘I can tell, pretty aren’t they, I know you like this kind of prettiness and I can’t wait to see my little friend in them.

Deep down I was pleased, well pleased at what she had chosen but on the other hand if she could see my interest would others recognise it.
Out in the street it was my turn to drag her into a quiet corner for the kiss. God I loved kissing her, there was so much feeling and meaning that flowed between us. It said so much, promoted our understanding and appreciation of one another, of what we meant and most of all what we both were.

Breaking, she said, ‘Lunch?

‘Why not, do you know any where’?

‘Not really, we’ll find a pub in one of the side streets, they are sure to do food’.
We sat in a quiet corner by the street window watching the world go by. The menu wasn’t that extensive but we had each found a pie we liked and had ordered with the usual accompaniment of chips. The small lager we had a piece was cold , refreshing and guaranteed mellow the afternoon ahead. It was Georgina as usual that started the conversation.

‘Well, how is it, she enquired, is it what you expected?

‘I’m loving every minute’, I said, reaching across and holding her hand.

‘Are you sure, your not a little apprehensive about the shopping and the buying bit’.

‘Yes a bit, but I think I am coming round to your ideas, that nobody really cares or will even remember me. I suppose your right, I have to be forthright to give an impression that I am buying for other plausible reasons than for me’.

‘I know its difficult and there will always be the odd shop assistant that will have a seed of doubt but if you are positive and act that way they will always treat just like anyone else. You have to remember anything that they see out of the ordinary brightens their day, they will often gossip amongst themselves about customers for all sorts of reasons, you must be as un-assuming as possible and then you will feel comfortable’.

The food arrived and we tucked in, it was good honest fare, tasty and enough to satisfy an appetite.

‘There are lots more shops to do’, interjected Georgina, ‘this afternoon I want to buy  Georgie some sweet little underwear, vest and knickers perhaps, something that Uncle Dave will find pretty’.

I looked at her and she winked. At one time I would have considered her comment as pure teasing but I was coming to realise, especially after last night that, these things were said not only for my benefit but also because Georgina had a needed to be satisfied as well. The games with George or Georgie were also part of her fixation in life too, things and events that had moulded her into what she was and what she wanted.

‘Can I choose’, I said, ‘do the whole thing up to the counter and pay and that?

‘Yes of course, I’d like that, it kind of gives me nice feelings inside knowing my Uncle has thoughtfully bought me something’. Georgina winked again knowingly.

I took this as a sign that she was enjoying the conversation, gosh was this a little tease for her self, to kind of build her up to the event and what she wanted to happen later, so I carried it on.

‘Of course Uncle Dave will want to see them though’, I said planting the seed in her head. 

I was getting throbs of an erection again and began to notice once again that under my trousers were some sticky gingham knickers. It only added to it, the conversation and that vision in my head of Uncle Dave baby sitting Georgie, slowly he stickily stiffened in his silky lair. I suspected too that Georgina was maybe feeling a little squishy down below too, gosh at times like these I wished I could whisk her away to some quiet little spot and delve a finger into her wet little minnie.

‘What do you mean’, she tried to exclaim all innocently, ‘parade around in them?

‘Maybe, maybe a little dance around, perhaps in your new dress too, a little swish here and there, just to show how grown up Georgie is’.

‘You know Georgie would rather sit on Uncle Dave’s lap’, she said, an obvious indication that her little fantasy had moved on in her head.

‘You like sitting on his lap don’t you?

Georgina had by now grasped my hand and had clenched it into a loose fist. Her finger worked away on the little hole she found between my thumb and forefinger. It flicked upward and downward mimicking the furtive exploration that Uncle Dave played on the outside of her knickers next to the tingling little Minnie.

Fucking hell I was wet and stiff sat here, my girlfriend teasing me with the prospect of what she wanted and maybe planned for later. I watched her finger the loose web of skin that ran between my thumb and forefinger, she manipulated as though it had senses and nerve endings of what sat between her legs.

‘Are you thinking of Georgie’, she teased, knowing damn well I would be.

‘Yes’, I stammered, picturing her back at the flat tonight, her hair in bunches, her new gingham dress and maybe some pretty little girl knickers adorning her luscious little body. Gosh it would have been unwise to move at this time, my erection was straining in my own knickers.

‘Are you ready’, Georgina asked.

‘Well, you’ll have to give me a moment, if you know what I mean’.

Georgina giggled, ‘Uncle Dave’, she exclaimed, ‘have we a problem’.

I playfully tugged her hand, ‘you know damn well I have, don’t tease and I will be all right’.

Minutes later we were outside, me with enough composure not to make it too obvious that I still had half a hard on. I kissed her forehead, a recognition that I loved her dearly. She grabbed at my hand and we were off back towards the shops.

‘Here I reckon’, she said standing outside British Home Stores again. ‘They will have just what we want, I’m sure’.

Soon we were wandering around the children’s wear section again, but this time the underwear.

‘Are you sure they will fit’, I enquired.

‘Yes if we buy older girls, they may be a little tight but I’m sure Uncle Dave won’t mind’, she grinned, ‘anyhow it’s your choice’.

I started fumbling through the shelf, knickers were in little piles. I could see what Georgina had meant though, about being the right place, to an extent all the knickers were somewhat very little girlish, even the larger sizes. Mostly they were decorated with little flowers, Rosebuds and Daisy’s and the alike. They were deep on the hip almost a full brief, just like school knickers.

‘I like these’, I whispered, picking out a pair with little blue and white Forget Me Not’s, ‘will these be big enough?

Georgina stretched them at the waist and legs, almost as if she was examining their quality, ‘perfect more room than I thought’, but we will get another pair too, just in case they don’t last’.

I selected another pair with lemon Rosebud’s on and then we moved on to the vests.

‘I think we will have a problem here’, she said, ‘older girls tend to be in bra’s by the time we get to the larger sizes, I think I have a chemise at home that will do the job’.

True to my word, I paid at the counter, a little apprehensive and self conscious but at least Georgina was there for moral support. I kept telling my self, whilst we were stood in the queue that they were a present for my younger niece, well they were in a way, a pretend one. It was a comfort too that Georgina was holding my hand but then it was also a distraction too, her soft velvety skin and tiny hands reminded me of Georgie and one where Georgie would play with Uncle Dave’s thingy.

Outside we carried on the ritual, a little kiss in a quiet doorway, cementing our little game we played today, collecting the props for our adventures into desire and fantasy. We were a bit laden with bags so we decanted some into one another just to make it easier on our little foray round the shops. Georgina took me into House of Frazer and Selfridges, then later Debenhams. There was a purpose behind this; to show me how void they were of proper school knickers. It was she said, a sign of the times, how ideas had moved on about what people considered Victorian values on school uniforms and how a lot of London schools were now not enforcing the wearing of uniforms. I felt disappointed, I had expectations that day, to seek out where my favourite knickers could be found and keep that knowledge for later excursions in the city. Well at least it told me what I now needed to do, collect my knickers second hand.

Later on we visited Top Shop, Miss Selfridge and Dorothy Perkins, at least here we were able to scan the frillys. Whenever we got anywhere near an underwear department that afternoon my cock was sure to make his presence felt, either by stiffening in the slinky nylon or rising to make yet another sticky patch.

In Miss Selfridge, we again bought each other matching knickers, this time the choice was quite saucy black with red lacy trimmings and bow. 

‘You’ll look so horny in these’, Georgina remarked, ‘I can feel your foreskin slipping through the nylon now’, she teased.

‘I’m looking forward kissing those little petals of yours through the sopping gusset’, my hand slipped into the back of her jeans pocket to seek out and feel the ridge of elastic that formed her knickers.

‘Gosh, I wish we were back home now, she said looking flustered’.

‘Well let’s go then, we can be home for 4.30’.

Soon we were back on Waterloo station waiting for a train back to Surbiton.

