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I was ushered into the bathroom, another bath, twice in the space of twelve hours.

‘Go’ she said, ‘freshen up again, the day is young but there are games to play’.

I lay in the bath daydreaming over my good fortune, to have found the girl of my dreams. I was completely relaxed too, my sense had time had disappeared into a lull of warmth and well being. There was a knock at the door.
‘Are you alright, how long you goina be, don’t you want to play?

It startled me for a moment; I’d drifted off with my thoughts. The swish of water washed around me as I quickly lifted myself out. I wrapped a towel round me and scampered back to the bedroom. There Georgina had emptied the contents of my bag and laid it all neatly on the bed. Most prominent was the uniform that I had discovered in Twickenham belonging to an imagined delightful Louise Jones. Georgina seemed to have worked out which belonged with which and a neat pile of brown school uniform sat alongside the guides outfit.
‘Yours’, she said, pointing towards the unappealing pile of brown.

I was about to object but it would have been pointless, I knew Georgina would have forced the issue, twisting me round her little finger teasingly with her sad little girl look. 

‘I’m going to be the Girl Guide’, she said with some masterly plan up her sleeve, then she was gone and into the bathroom in preparation for a day of play.
I stood there for a few moments towelling myself down. My cock bounced upward, his reaction to yet another session of wanton sex. I looked again at the uniform lying on the bed channelling my thoughts towards the expectation of fun we would experience again.

Slowly and teasingly I moved towards it, checking out how Georgina had arranged it. The brown Montfort’s were purposely placed on top combining my needs and the natural progression of dressing. I picked them up flouting their unique shape in a way that they would have hung out on a washing line. Louise’s name appeared in the waistband stirring my interest in how and what she would have looked like wearing them. Of course in my imagination, no knickers ever had unattractive owners, they all were beautiful and desirable and Louise was no exception.

The ritual of stepping into them became second nature, I savoured every moment of them ascending my body, my cock waiting in anticipation of being captured in their soft material. The fragrance’s of Louise, her knicker drawer and school uniform teased my nasal passages into thinking that perhaps I was subversively in her bedroom sneakily abusing her personal property. The obligatory gasp erupted from my mouth as soon as he was encased in the soft front panel. I watched myself in the mirror lying to myself once again that I was indeed a most beautiful female. For a moment thoughts of dislike for the colour nigger brown completely disappear as I engrossed myself in becoming Louise, indeed a vision flashed through my mind of a whole class of delicious nigger brown bottoms delightfully doing P.E. in some dusty sports hall.

In the mirror my cock tented in anticipation of the coming games. George my little Girl Guide was splashing around in the bathroom adding to my fantasy that was sure to come true. I sat on the bed and reached for the fawn knee length socks that lay there un-rolling them from the ball that I had tucked them into. I eased my toes into them watching them unravel as they slid upward. The first one gripped my calves adding femininity to my hairy leg. In the mirror I convinced myself that I had become Louise getting ready for school. At the same time I watched the interlock cotton wrinkle across my engorged rod titillating my exposed foreskin beneath.

I stood and slipped the dusky yellow polo shirt over my upper torso watching it cover the manly-ness of my hairy chest. Next the starkness of the brown gym skirt completed my transformation. I lied inwardly to myself, first denying that there was an ever present erection tenting to the front to complete my vision of a lustful schoolgirl. Then in the next instance I was fumbling and fondling him in the softness of the front panel.  These were such contradictions that now seemed ever easier to control, flitting from one to the other in a moment without denial.

The bathroom door opened and I was joined by 15 year old George.

‘Louise, you have arrived’, she said with a smile of encouragement.

 Her words still didn’t stop that feeling of uncertainty, for all the understanding I knew that we had. I just smiled back at her perhaps showing a little apprehension all over my face.

‘You look fine’, came her words, ‘in fact just like an adorable little school girl’.

The towel dropped from her desirable body and I watched the nubile George appear. Beside me she picked up Louise’s navy blue knickers and stepped into them as I did with the browns’. They slid up her body without the ceremony of my own play but it held my interest just the same as I watched pull and smooth them into place. A white bra of Georgina’s slipped over her arms and cupped her pert breasts before being clipped firmly in place. Next the blue Guide blouse and neckerchief were ceremonially positioned, just before her delicious bottom disappeared and was concealed behind the navy skirt. Lastly her outfit was completed with white ankle socks and a neat little Guide cap.

George moved towards me and we kissed. It felt quite surreal standing embraced like two lesbian lovers; well it looked that way in the mirror, a convincing reflection of two school girls perhaps venturing into the first furores sexual exploration.
Her hand cupped my bottom pushing my gym skirt upward to expose those nigger brown school knickers. I was endearing towards them now, maybe because they looked so different, so obscure and probably because they were not popular with schools and therefore hardly seen.

I too cupped the little Guides breast feeling the cotton of her blouse skim across the bra underneath. Our tongues mashed in opposite unisons desperately trying to extract a feeling of lust and love. I pulled her into me pressing my tenting gym kit onto the flatness navy skirted tummy.

It was George who broke, pulling me toward the lounge and backing me toward the settee. I was pushed downward into a submissive half lying position exposing my knickers in a un-lady like way. George slithered down to join me, overpowering me into a submissive position.

‘Louise’, she demanded, I like you, I like you a lot, you do things inside of me, I want to be with you and kiss you, I want us to be special girl friends’.

Immediately I saw her fantasy unfold, how stupid of me not to have realised a few moments earlier in the bedroom as we kissed and groped. Her lips met mine again but this time there was no rush of lust, no this time there was an innate softness as though George was trying to win me over, convert her school friend into more than just pals. It was appealing too, that kiss, weakening my defences, trying to show me a softer and more feminine side. I tried my best to mimic it and even better it. I pulled gently on her lips surrounding them with the lightest of little pulls and tugs. My tongue brushed over them too, tasting them, before seeking out her own wet muscle. I tried to pretend too that it was her schoolgirl pussy that I was feeding on, or at least trying to show her that this is how it would feel if I were sucking on her sweet little cunt.

It was mine turn to break, to verbally feed her fantasy and engage my own. ‘I have a crush on you too George’, I said playing to her own admission.

She looked at me deeply as if she too was exploring a certainty before committing herself to a declared lust for another girl. There was a believable un-sureness too, as if there was recognition that girls should not do this and a deep fear too, a fear of ridicule, to declare one’s love for another of the same sex.

‘Do you really mean that Louise, you feel the same way I do?

‘Of course’, I replied, ‘I want to be with you all the time George, be with you first thing in the morning and the last thing at night’.

‘We must keep it a secret you know’, George pleaded with that fearful expression, ‘they will shun us and banish us like the others at school you know’.

‘Our secret then’, I said pulling her towards me and engaging those so soft lips.

My hand cupped her breast through her blouse, trying my best to be as gentle as possible. I figured girls with girls would always be extra sensitive, not in an assumed way but with a natural caring, perhaps too with more of a sense of what another female needed. It must have been right, George moaned loudly, or was it what was going on inside her head, a secret fantasy of another girl touching her.

George responded too, palming my breast through my games shirt. At first it felt kind of un-natural but in a moment I too was feeling sensations that I had never experienced before. My nipples tingled to her touch adding to my arousal below, I wondered about him, where did he stand in a lesbian fantasy? For a brief moment my head filled with what it would be like to become a female. My imagination over took me whilst we kissed and made out, about having a nonny and what it would be like, how it would feel in the brown school knickers I was wearing. My thoughts went to being petted too, fingers deliciously dancing across my wet mound, teasing me into yet more lustful lubrication. What would it be like to have George pull my knickers to one side, slip and slither in my juices; to find my little female penis and masturbate it like only a girl would know how.
I wondered too if her manipulations would have me abandoning modesty, spreading my legs salaciously to expose my wet and wanton girl sex and would it be earth shattering to have her slip her fingers into me and mimic a cock. What would it be like to be finger fucked and have a clit played with at the same time? Did girls have the edge over boys, what sensations were there and would a female orgasm shatter my brain? Right now I would have swapped places with her just to have the experience of the other side.

For a moment our kissing stopped and George was manoeuvring me around the settee. She was preparing me, making me comfortable with cushions and leading me into a semi sitting position. Until now our nether regions had been neglected although it was plain to see my hideous cock was again ashamedly leaking into my knickers.

George stood for a moment and dropped the Guides skirt. I watched it gracefully slide to the floor exposing the navy knicks of my lesbian friend. Again I wished at that moment I too could be female as I admired the contours of her feminine form, the pouting lips that I didn’t have. I guessed she was preparing to climb aboard my lap.

‘I wish I had a nonny’, I confessed, ‘just to be for a small moment, Louise’.

‘Why’, George asked.

‘To have and feel what you feel and to make love like a girl’, I admitted.

‘You mean just to feel what a girl feels or to be make love to another girl too’, she questioned.

‘Both’, I declared greedily, ‘to make love with another girl and to feel what it’s like to have a cock in me’.

‘That’s really kinky’, replied George beginning to climb aboard my lap.
She lifted my gym skirt upward and out of the way exposing the stiffness that would never ever make me a girl. She never touched it as she would have done normally, perhaps it was all part of the pretence, she just hovered above it as if working out just how we would play this out, two girls with the misfortune having a cock between them.

‘On the other hand what would I do without that gorgeous thing being able to go inside me’, she said as she lowered herself and sought my lips yet again.

I watched as the two pairs of school knickers came towards one another, such a contrast of colour. I watched my cock throb in his wet patch of brown and the navy wrinkle around her sex as her legs adjusted to sit on him. The musky fragrance of her wetness hit my nostrils too, telling me my lesbian lover was excited as well. But what was going on in George’s head at that moment in time, this was a lesbian fantasy and yet here she was preparing to hump a cock. Perhaps she had some wild notion that this was some dildo shared with her gay lover, or perhaps she had some inner ability to ignore it the same way I did lying to myself I was a female, when clearly there was tenting in the front of my knickers. 

It didn’t matter now, the navy blues spread themselves over my shaft; I felt the outline of her cunt squidge and mould itself even through the thickness of two layers of cotton. George gasped as she settled on him pressing home her wanton desires of her fantasy. She leaned forward to indulge in that girl on girl kissing that I must have been fulfilling, her breath expelling lustfully again as her little nonny lips spread further.

We pressed and humped in a gentle unison for ages letting the little sensations build between us. I felt the tremendous heat erupting from her wet cunt that was by now soaking both the navy and the brown. I held her bottom too slipping my fingers into the leg bands to feel her sweaty and lubricated inner thighs. I teased too, slipping them every now and then so close to her stretched humping hole. It was a teasing for me too as our closeness and knickers would not allow me to dip into her slippery cavern.

Our tongues danced so gently and with such feminine softness I began to drift again into my own imagination. I had a vision of watching this little scene, it was not me here, but George and Sarah playing out this little lesbian love affair, the two girls that featured so obsessively in my life at the moment. Greedily I wanted them both but here and now they were teasing me with their own little love making session. So surreal was this scene that one moment I was looking on and the next I was Sarah making love to George.
I wondered what George was thinking too, wondered if at some time in her life this little parlay with the same sex had ever been a reality. Were girls the same as boys having excursions with their own sex? I would ask her but not now.

We indulged in this heaven of bodily petting for some time. Inwardly I was content with being close and although stimulating there was no desire for me to reach an orgasm. Maybe it was the fulfilling weekend we just had; maybe it was also my body deciding that another orgasm was not achieving anything in the way of additional satisfaction or that for now none of it mattered.

After a while we drifted into just staring at each other with little inter-dispersions of soft pecking. It was a mixture of reassurance and being comfortable with each other. Then came pockets of conversation, firstly whilst I was still erect was I enjoying the feelings being transmitted through our genitals. I had to admit that it was nice to be in this state of play and semi arousal.

Then I asked that question, probably as a coincidence as my cock was now actually deflated. ‘Have you had this sort of experience before? Even before I finished saying it I realised how ambiguous my question was and the puzzled look that spread across George’s face.

‘What do you mean’, came her reply, ‘the way we are playing or because you are dressed as a girl or do you mean with another girl’.

I think she could tell looking into my eyes which question it was and I suppose it was the question she could have expected from a male.

There was a searching pause for a moment, some soulful thought too and a serious look into my eyes before her confession came.

‘Yes’, came the single reply whilst she watched for my reaction.

‘Was it nice’, was the only way I could frame my continued probing and left her still wondering whether she should declare her confession.

I kissed her sweetly and assuringly, a comfort and a prompt to encourage her openness.

‘Yes’, again came the reply again, ‘it was at the time a wonderful experience, confusing, puzzling and beautiful all at the same time’. ‘But it didn’t last, perhaps too short, a weekend or two before we both feared the ridicule and the consequences’.

‘And you’, she asked seeking a levelling, ‘have you done it with another boy?

The kiss came from George this time, it was my reassurance to confess’.

‘Yes, something brief, at a time of confusion, learning perhaps’. ‘Something for when there was nothing else and I couldn’t manage the courage to get close to any girls’.

‘And did you enjoy it?

‘Yes I suppose I did, but it did involve a female to an extent, his sister’.

‘What do you mean?

‘Well it was his sister’s school knickers; he caught me looking at them on the washing line once or twice’. ‘I think he used them as a lever so he could indulge in his own little needs’.

‘But you didn’t object?

‘Well no I sort of enjoyed it, being masturbated by someone else for the first time and him making me cum into his sister’s knickers’.
‘So how do you feel about it now?

I had to think about my reply, not to be guarded in any way but how I really felt and is wasn’t until now that I really had given it any thought at all.

‘It brings back pleasant memories, not about being gay but the fact that it was his sisters knickers in which he wanked me. Also it was nice to have someone else play with my cock, well, there was no one else around to do it and I did have extreme pleasure when he spunked me into his sisters gussets’.

‘I suppose it was the same for me’, Georgina replied, ‘it was an experience when there was nothing else around, confusing but very nice, I think I learnt a lot about my body too. It is something that I don’t regret, perhaps it shaped who and what I am. Perhaps too it influenced how are feel about knickers and the secret little games that excite me.

‘It definitely had an effect on me’, I responded, you’re right it probably made me what I am’.

We kissed again, as an expression of consoling each other in what we were and about. There was an inner acknowledgement too, that we were both unique and well matched. Her tongue twisted with mine in the most feminine way for a brief moment I too felt inwardly female.

We had been like this for hours, petting and kissing, with no real interest other than to be close to one another. I suppose we had indulged in all the sex we needed that weekend, enough to cement our relationship and develop our understanding. No longer did I feel the little insecurities, questionable thoughts of how long this dream would last. It was here to stay we were right for each other, two peas in a pod.

Where the time had gone I do not know, the minutes had seemed like hours but here we were in mid afternoon and soon would have to think about returning to the lodgings and the Wilkinson’s. There was much to do back there, sorting of my clothes for work next week and that. I suppose too I had better put in an appearance back there and not just turn up expecting a meal.
We both agreed I should make a move, although probably deep down neither of us wanted it, I know I certainly didn’t. On the other hand Georgina would need some time to herself too, all those little chores for the week a head.

We went through my holdall and my dirty washing, Georgina insisting that she would wash some of my dirty underwear, besides it would be good to keep some of my female attire here and ready. We explored too all the bits and bobs we hadn’t got into, promising ourselves that we would indulge in them the next time. Yes there would definitely be a next time, many weekends with Georgina, George and Georgie and perhaps too with my little friend Louise. 
