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Waking on Saturday morning was a strange affair, immediately I was alert and ready to go. Strange too was the absence of any morning glory, limp and placid as though something had disturbed him. I held him for a moment hoping he would spring into action and I’d be able to while away some fantasy but it was not to be, something was different.

There was a lot on my mind, maybe that was the case. There was another man in the house too, his house, perhaps that had an effect on my horny-ness. Maybe he had a presence, maybe it countered the female forces that I usually woke with. There was the boiler job too, bouncing in and out of my thought patterns. I wanted it done and out of the way, wanted it to go well and leave me space for some sneaky games.

I had already decided the boiler was my first priority and that this morning I would up and out of here as soon as it was practical. In my head I told myself where I wanted to be with it, today in and installed, tomorrow up and running and completed. But of course to others it would take all week, imaginary complications would plague its final run giving me the need to be there whenever I wanted.

There were noises down stairs. That meant someone was up and about, which wasn’t surprising as they were all off to the coast today. Another house to myself I thought, more games and a crescendo of activity in my final week. I got dressed quickly.
In the bathroom I stood and had my morning pee whilst eyeing the laundry bin. Normally there would have been powerful urges and temptations, pushing me to take a look and even play for a few moments. But, he was here, John, the man of the house, I couldn’t do it today.
Downstairs in the kitchen it was John sat there own his own. I joined him with a cuppa and we sat and chatted. The more we talked the less intimidating I found him; we had a lot in common, cars and interests. He got to telling me his reasons for wanting off of the Platforms, spelling out the dangers and some of the accidents he had seen, men loosing limbs and all sorts of debilitating injuries. He said he didn’t want that, the prospect of a disability just for the sake of good money, he’d had his run, made it through and now was the time to get out.

Rosemary joined us and the three of us chatted a while longer. Her mood had brightened considerably since her husband had got back, I suppose it was now final, all the decisions had been made and a new chapter in their lives was beginning. They reminded me of that too, both of them commenting on my new beginnings with Georgina and how right we were for each other.

I left them too it, wished them well for their holiday and arranged to be there when they got back next Saturday. It would also be when I would hand my keys over and finally move out.
Driving to Teddington was quiet and without traffic. I did get caught at one set of lights and whilst sat there waiting I realised that I now had an erection, subconsciously there were thoughts of what treasure lay ahead and I wondered what the girls had left me in their knicker drawers and what wonderful and wankable delights would be in Mr’s Samuel’s drawers too.

I unlocked the house first, to turn off the gas. Temptation was there for me to immediately mount the stairs and indulge in her bedroom or maybe even go on the hunt for her laundry. But I had already disciplined myself to start and get the boiler in first and for a moment I even stood at the bottom of her stairs fighting the temptations.

With the electric turned off in the studio I set about my task. Methodically I got on with it, not even stopping for a break, I soldiered on until I got to the point where I had promised I would be. A masterpiece I told myself looking at what I had achieved. Just tomorrow for the commissioning and testing and the rest of the week would be playtime.

I looked at my watch, time had been good to me as well, perhaps an hour here before leaving and back to London Road. I had to meet Georgina at two, time to play back there as well.
That urge to go into the main house came back immediately. I was bewildered and deeply interested in what sort of underwear the madam of the house would wear. I stood at the bottom of her rather grand staircase listening to the total silence from within and the distant hum of traffic outside. Was it safe I asked myself, surely by now they were somewhere up there and there was not a hope in hell that they could return unexpectedly?

Firstly I had to work out which was the main bedroom, mistakenly thinking at first that it would be to the front of the house. But the one that I had opened was sterile and lacked the perfume of being used. I tried its opposite and was rewarded with a grand affair with opulent furnishings and a touch of the eccentric. The four poster bed really did have curtains around it that could be drawn and closed.

For a moment I saw them both together in here, sharing either romantic evenings or perhaps a saucy romp. Then I visualised her, just as I had seen her on that very first day and the intrigue that she had set up in my mind. My erection started to stir thinking about her delicious bottom and the possibility of it clad in desirable and wankable underwear.

I looked around to detect where I thought her clothing would be. A watch on a bedside table told me that was his side of the bed and the rationale said that it would be his chest of drawers on the same side. So now I stood in front of what I presumed would be hers. I sighed deeply, unzipping myself to release my swollen member in an anticipation of revealing some precious treasure. My fingers clasped the ornate handles swivelling them towards me with a tug. The drawer came easily as obviously some of its contents would be somewhere out there in a high flying suitcase.

I could see that perhaps the richer pickings had perhaps been plucked, some tiredness realmed over what was left. Some were dated too, colours of perhaps a year or two back but they were all cared for, cherished and fragrant. I pulled a pair of embroidered cotton upward to reveal that the back panel was a slinky nylon, there virginal whiteness tempting.

They drooped teasingly onto my throbbing hotness to cool him with their tactile slip. He found the soft cotton of her gusset burying himself in a mocking sexual act. My thumb and forefinger found him, pulling back my foreskin to consummate where her cunt had lain.

I filched through the drawer, tossing and turning them to experience all that she owned. When I’d finished and put the assembalance of order back, a notion came over me that this was not all. She eluded more than this, it didn’t match her character or indeed the décor of the room there had to be more, something more alluring, sexual and deviant. 

Frantically, I had to find them and began pulling other drawers to satisfy my premonition. On my knees at the bottom I found gold, quickly I tossed the sweet embroidery of prettiness to one side and encased him in the luscious feel of silk. The pink French knickers quickly hid him in a mass of sensuality, sending a shiver up my spine as they covered my lower torso. I ferreted around inside them to find their prized crotch and placed him there, wanking him with lust as he enjoyed a first.

I had to hold myself off; I’d never experienced silk, its delicate softness titillating my glans to perfection. I held him back too, I could easily cum and wasn’t silk so fine and delicate that it needed special washing? I’m sure it did and I didn’t know how, so for the moment he sat in their cool and sexy weave.

The rest of the drawer confirmed my suspicions, here indeed was the ‘play drawer’, where perhaps she teased and he indulged. Sexy, desirable underwear abounded, stockings, suspender belts, bras and delicious fuckable knickers filled it to capacity. There was no order here; it was clearly attacked with lust whenever the mood struck them. I turned it all over examining this stunning boudoir of iniquity.
I examined them, titillating my fingers on the frills and scallops of lace and imagined them gracing her body with perfection. I turned them inside out too, watching the elastic pull them this way and that way, forming little gathers of material that made them mimic the petals of flowers. Some had the softest cotton crotches you could imagine, others another covering of silky nylon that gave me a vision slippy slidey over her wet cunt.

Gosh the saucy mare even had a pair with an open crotch, the pink frills around the edge of white made it look like some sculptured coral. Then there was a black pair with racy red scallops of lace that gave me a hint of something different, they were larger and not her size. I compared them with others, the labels confirmed it, one size bigger and then in another larger pair there was a little stain, right where a penis would sit!
For a moment it took me by surprise, I recoiled in a kind of fearful horror that I was touching his underwear and a place where he had got excited. But then came acknowledgement, here was another me, they did exist out there, I was not a lone beast that harboured a guilty secret. Here was another male who had the same desires and sought pleasure just as I did. He had an understanding wife too, someone like Georgina who indulged in his fantasies and were they way of her too?

I wanked furiously into the French knickers in a celebration that I was not alone in this world. Several times I took myself to the edge and then held back. And then a notion came into my head to try them on, slip his knickers up my waiting thighs and feel what he felt, have his gusset cup my balls and hold my cock in firmness.

I was quickly stripped of my lower clothing and stood with his saucy knickers at my ankles. I was aware for a moment the open curtains but quickly reasoned that no one could see a thing from outside. Then that journey began, the slow sensuality that travelled my body as I drew this object of femininity upward but it was his object of femininity too and today those feelings seemed to be electric. My balls ached in expectation as the lacy frill tickled the backs of my thighs. I pulled them into place, tucking and placing him where his cock had been. I caressed the silky weave over him and felt tingles and rushes in my balls.

I had to stop, I didn’t want to spunk into his knickers here and now, time was running out, besides I would have to stop and wash them and the pleasure would all be too short. It would wait for another day, perhaps in the morning when I came back. I admired myself in the mirror, god his knickers were so horny.

I knelt on the floor tenting and weeping my own lubrication into his front panel. I sat there imagining him with her as I poured over the remaining contents of their little play drawer. I found a matching bra, much bigger than hers and a suspender belt that completed the set. There were stockings in here too, dare I indulge. Yes I would, I had never worn stockings before or a sexy suspender belt, urges in my brain wanted to see myself in that mirror.

I stood again tenting in his knickers, manoeuvring the suspender belt into place. Hooking it up and turning it into position all the time admiring the perceived female looking back at me. I wondered should the straps be tucked inside the knickers or out. I decided on inside and pulled them into place ready to except the denier of nylon.

I sat on the bed and slipped a foot in one. I had never experienced this before and was mindful of their delicate nature and I could not ladder them. I took my time, remembering how in black and white films the ladies gathered them up to shim their calves. Their coolness excited me adding a dimension to the whole transformation to being female. He weeped profusely into the front panel of his knickers and displayed himself proudly. Knickers were meant to be for me I told myself as I looked downward at my captured sexuality, the red frills bulging with my spunk filled balls.

I stood now easing the stockings up my thighs to greet the little buttons that would capture and hold them. Each one was a chore of learning, placing and moving and then hooking the sheerness over the nodule. I felt quite feminine too, redoing them as they did in the movies, straightening them to the perfection of becoming a woman.

I stood again in front of that mirror admiring my transformation and even wondered about the bra. I looked at my watch; it really was time I wasn’t here, besides I just wanted to see what the students had left me. Carefully I changed back into the gas fitter and closed the drawer on their play area. I would be back here tomorrow spilling my seed.

Back in the studio I now felt hurried and yet at the same time I greedily wanted to see what had been left for me. It was Miss Prim’s room I went to first and was quickly in her drawer in an instant. Gosh it was half empty; she must have taken away twice as many knickers as she needed, what was the girl up to, expecting not to come back? I chose two pairs and quickly stuffed them into my pocket; they would come back to me in London Road for a little indulgence later.

I just had to check her laundry bin too, maybe there was treasure there that I should have. Perhaps something lightly soiled just to get a fix on her fine body, a body I would never have. I was in tremendous luck, there sitting on the top were the identical pair that I had found fallen at the back of her chest, Thoughts of swapping them came into my head, I’d have something of hers to keep forever, something with her signature on them. They too were scuppered into my other pocket and I was gone.

I looked at my watch it was five minutes after I had told myself that I should leave, There wasn’t time to check on the other girls room, don’t be greedy I told myself, you have all week, besides you do want to know what has been left for you at the Wilkinson’s.

The traffic wasn’t kind to me on the way back, the Saturday shoppers were out in force, jostling indecisively for parking spaces and unable to make their minds up where they were going. I cursed them constantly as they eat into my precious time. I had planned this week of indulgence and here and now they were spoiling my little timetable.

In London Road the house was eerily silent. There was a note on the kitchen table giving me a few household instructions about when to put the dustbins out and how the milk delivery had been cut down. I was a little disappointed too; there were no instructions about filling the washing machine with my clothes and then putting it on. I suppose it was not required, or perhaps Rosemary didn’t want to bother me with hanging out her washing. I was rather glad in a way, John’s clothing would be in amongst it too and the very thought intimidated me.

I was dashing now and didn’t want to be late for meeting Georgina. I had to quickly change and get my essentials out of the way first. I won’t bother with lunch I thought, it might give me just 10 minutes to sneak around the house. A quick spruce up in the bathroom to rid myself of the delights and smells of plumbing that I sure everyone else could smell. And then I was stood looking at the treasure box, the Wilkinson’s own laundry bin.

There was no need to be a sleuth today, there was no one around to detect its creaking wicker lid, it was up in a flash. Dear Rebecca had left me some of her grey school knickers, navy blue too further down. Rosemary too had left me some of her delicates, pretty too and very sexy, I wondered if they were the discards from her husband’s homecoming. For a moment that intimidation crept back in, he would have been at them, pawing away at her delicious body, it quite put me off and I left them untouched.

I was in Sarah’s room next, her worn knickers were bound to be scattered to the winds and wherever she had dropped them. I was right; I spotted four pairs immediately and carefully noted their positioning. It was to be her knickers I had told myself that I would be most indulgent with. It would be a last opportunity; it would never be possible ever again once I had left here. I had promised myself I would enjoy them to the full. It was the least I could do, we were never every going to be boyfriend and girlfriend but next week I would sure have fun with her knickers.

I had a quick look in all their knicker drawers too. Another week away for them all and some of the favourites had disappeared. I suppose it was to be expected, who would not want to take away their best underwear. In Rebecca’s case she had taken a mix, some of her grey school knickers and some newly acquired every day knickers. All her navy blues were intact, from memory they were all there.

Rosemary and Sarah too had taken their best treasure, leaving me little. But at least what was left could be wanked in and washed and would probably be never noticed. There was some regret that I couldn’t have a little session now but the time had caught me out. The morning had been hectic and everything work wise had gone to plan it was just a shame that it had left so little time for pleasures back here.
I picked up Georgina from her flat, she was a jubilant mood, she told me so too kissing passionately in the van at the back of the flats. Today was special she said, going to buy a wardrobe was the true start of us as a couple, she’d never been this happy in her life.

We parked as close as we could to Kingston town centre and again snogged in the van for a few moments as though we were putting the final seal on our relationship. We would have to come back for the van later to go and collect our purchase. We played along the way, teasing each other with little games that only lovers could do, sneaking into shop doorways and blatantly kissing for all we were worth.

Habitat was our first port of call and in the end we decided to buy matching wardrobes, it would look better we decided and even then decided that they would need to last for a few years. There was no doubt, we had it all planned, we were a couple that were inseparable.

It took a while to pay and get out of there but we immediately headed for Woolworth’s for little bits and pieces we needed around the flat, hangers for the wardrobe were one thing and we needed extra cutlery and kitchen wares. It immediately felt like we were married, which warmed me immensely inside, especially as I had the most understanding girl of my dreams.

Armed with shopping we sat in the cafeteria overlooking the Thames, it all seemed perfect and fitted into place as we sipped our coffee.

‘How is the boiler job going’, Georgina asked.

‘Fine, I replied not wanting to give away too much on my progress as I wanted to have the excuse to be there all week. Besides Georgina probably knew what I was like, my little traits were here to stay, were part of her too, she just knew how to tame them.
She kicked me wickedly under the table giving a sly and knowing look at the same time. ‘Secret games’, she said with a wry smile’.

I gave her a pleading smile back, one that said please do not ask. 

She recognised it immediately for what it was and followed it through with the comment. ‘I won’t ask as long as you are loyal to me, don’t forget I know how it all works, your obsession’.

‘Don’t you mean yours too’, I laughed nervously.

‘Ok’, she admitted, ‘two peas in a pod as long as it is just the underwear you play with, besides there aren’t many around like me’.

‘Yes I know and I really know how lucky I am, truly. By the way have you got any stockings and suspenders that will fit me? 

I’d got it in; don’t know how I had done it but now it was neatly on the table.

She laughed again, ‘there you go’, she said goading, ‘that’s come from somewhere, I don’t know what I’m going to do with you, maybe I have or we have more shopping to do’.
‘Not today though, it can wait, something to look forward to’.

Later we went back with the van and picked up our matching flat packs and headed back to the flat. It was strange being back there this time; it felt quite matrimonial, doing something like putting wardrobes together. I realised that at times we would be doing just what any other couples living together would do. It was such a contrast to all the other times we had been together here.

When we had finished and slipped them into place we admired them, looked at our handiwork in an embrace. We then needed to empty and move the old wardrobe and I realised that might be fun too, especially sorting through her underwear. 

‘Can I help you’, I hinted pointing at the drawer that contained them.

‘Another game’, she implied. ‘Yes ok but let’s slip down to Sainsbury’s and pick up some tea’.

We felt like that married couple again walking around the supermarket. I wasn’t use to that but somehow it made me feel special inside, she was all mine and I loved her to bits. I found myself following her like some lost sheep or was it a ravaging wolf, her little denim clad bottom had me hooked up and down every isle. I could clearly see her visible panty line, so enticingly horny especially as I realised that I didn’t know what underwear she was wearing today.

Lovingly she let me follow her round, stopping to examine things with a purposeful indecision; it gave me little opportunities to caress the cute denim outline. She wriggled her bottom in a tease, knowing full well that in my own jeans would be the beginnings of a stiffy.

‘Pizza’, she suggested, stopping and bending over the freezer cabinet.

‘I don’t mind’, I said following every desirable movement of her luscious little bottom.

‘Concentrate, young man’, she teased you are too busy thinking about your afters again’.

I let her choose and followed her out of the shop. As usual I was so horny and wanted her that I pulled her into a shop doorway for a snog. Luckily it was an estate agent and was closed on the late Saturday afternoon. I found her tongue and danced with it intently, pushing it deep into her mouth and hell bent on proving how much I wanted her. My mind rushed again, caught by my erection as I imagined my tongue was probing her wet and sopping knickers.
As usual this little game continued all the way back up Surbiton’s main street until we reached the confine of the flats stairwells. There a dark corner was found and we snogged again. Then a sneaky hand tugged at my zipper and I of course retaliated with finding hers. Quickly we were petting on the outside of each other’s underwear just like some sneaky liaison around the back of some school bike shed. Deliciously Georgina fondled my cock whilst my fingers slipped all over the filmy surface of her horny little knickers. I delved to find her puffy little sex lips and follow them to her dampness.

A sound of a door opening disturbed us with a panic that had us silently putting our clothing right and trying to appear natural. By the time we passed on the stair the woman who appeared took no notice of us as we passed normally. Georgina smiled in acknowledgement and we went on our way. Today it was me who unlocked the flat and tugged her inside.

As usual behind the door we continued with where we had left off, except that now we had each other’s top buttons undone. Georgina quickly had her hand in my pants and had me out, wanking me in her slow and teasing fashion. I was not to be out done and I fumbled with her waistband and slid down to her waiting cunt. My fingers slipped easily inward guided by her wetness and the symphony of sexual squelching.

‘You should have worn knickers’, she gasped as a finger slipped deep into her.

‘I love you’ I breathed acknowledging her understanding. ‘I love you this much’, I repeated dragging my finger back up to my mouth where I tasted how much she wanted me.

We kissed then, sharing the elixir of her desirable little cunt.

‘Let me sit on it’, she inferred looking downward.

There was a scrabble of dumping the shopping and tearing at our own clothing in a rush to be coupled with each other. We concentrated on the bottom halves, demanding that this act would be carried out soonest and where we stood or were to sit. Today even those filmy knicks were discarded as the urgency dictated there was no time to be wasted preserving the sanctity of elastic and pulled aside gussets.

I sat on the floor with my legs crossed whilst her body slipped downward to hover over where we were to dock. Muscles and limbs moved to make it all possible and I held my cock pensively waiting for her cunt to slip over me and silently take over my body.

I gasped and called for god as she slowly took me inside, lowering her body until I could see him no more. She sat panting and impaled, just on the right side of her front door. We had to be silent, rocking and fucking in a stealth that would not attract the notice of anyone who passed on the other side. I felt consumed by her, I always did, it was like being held by the scruff of the neck, obedient to lust without the pain.

That obedience too had me loving, captured in fulfilment and wanting to repay gratitude. Swiftly I was pawing and unbuttoning her jacket and shirt, desperate to suckle on her small and perfect breasts. The front clip to her bra gave gracefully and I thanked innovation for the wonderful idea.

My lips rushed to meet them, her soft and tender skin touched my lips sending a shudder of love through my body, instinctively, like a babe I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked. The drain and elation to my emotions shook my body sending endorphins of passion everywhere.

We rocked too, consummating our fuck and dragging us into a lock of security and love. Georgina breathed heavily into my hair as I gorged on her sweet little breasts. For a weird moment in my head I wanted to taste something, extract it from her nipples, not milk but the sweet elixir that ran between her legs.

Her cunt muscles milked and drove me to distraction, I pulled away to find her tongue where we breathlessly gorged in oral intercourse. The body rocking continued, see-sawing us towards orgasm and the build up in my balls told me it would be soon. Georgina too had that rush, her rocking a deliberate chase for the fix that we both needed.

Moments later we clung to one another in support of exhaustion, energy had expelled its self from our bodies leaving us limp and drained. Our heads bowed and supported on each other’s shoulders I listened to us breathing to recovery. Limpness consumed my cock too unplugging our fusion and releasing love juice on to my balls. It was time to move.
After a cleanup we stood in the kitchen in a loving embrace watching the pizza cook to perfection. Even sharing a meal with her gave me tingly feelings of niceness that told me I really loved her. What was even better was in just another week and we would be doing it forever.

‘Shall we start transferring my clothes into the wardrobes’, Georgina suggested?
My immediate thought was of her underwear and I smiled wickedly at her in response.

‘That will last’, she said knowing full well where my glee was coming from.

‘You are mean’, I said looking disappointed.

‘Well if we do it first we will never get it done will we?

The new wardrobes gave us drawer space too and Georgina began to empty a large chest of drawers.

‘Do you need to empty that as well’, I enquired.

‘Games’ was what I got in reply to which I added a look of puzzlement.

‘You are slow’, she replied pointing to the drawers, ‘the top one is for George, this one is Georgie’s and the other two for your school kit and frillies’.

My cock instantly started an erection and uncomfortably he needed moving in my pants. Georgina noticed immediately and tutted at my lack of will power. But instead of discouragement she was at me in a flash.
‘We can’t have this’ she said mockingly.

My zipper was down and she was helping me adjust but it wasn’t helping only hindering as my growing erection reacted to her fondling. 

‘Oh dear we shall have to sort him out’.
By now my jeans were around my ankles and I was being encouraged to step out of them. Next came her demands for me to give her my pants and like some child to its mother, I gave in. My grey school knickers she had bought me were produced in an instant and were shinning up my legs. If this was me doing this there would have been a ritual, a ritual that would have thrown me into a sensuality of feelings but this was Georgina playing my game and it was completed just as if it was she who was putting them on her own body. At least the femininity of smoothing them into place was there, pulling, arranging and patting.
Fingers brushed along my erection in a quick and instant tease that was all too quickly gone. Then came a pat on the bottom the kind a mother would give to a child, a kind of gesture to run along and play. But here it signalled that we should continue sorting and putting away clothes.

I felt conscious milling around what was to be our bedroom, to an extent I had never had this much freedom to indulge. Yes we had done it before when I had been visiting but now I had visions it would be the norm and accepted by my wonderful an understanding girlfriend.

I knelt on the floor behind her, watching her putting her delicate little socks into the bottom drawer of her wardrobe. Her shirt had conveniently ridden upwards untucking itself from the gaping waistband of her jeans, which exposed her silken skin that looked so sensual and smooth. Her body wriggled itself as it carried out her chore, her tantalising denim bottom offered itself freely and I could not resist a touch. I teasingly traced the pockets downward and then found that visible knicker line that suggested the crotch of her underwear. Of course I knew what clad her desirable body beneath, temptation was too much.
I traced that little seam through the denim as she leant forward. I just had to view it as well leaning backward to spy the alluring shape as formed a flattened W across her bottom. Of course she shivered with excitement, pouting her bottom with encouragement. My fingers delved inward towards warmth and the little nonny that sat hidden. Her legs salaciously widened giving me access to trace her covered but peachy sex. I pushed my fingers inward knowing that it would encourage her lubrication and dampen the filmy nylon knicks beneath.
‘Let’s finish this first’, she said, knowing that in a moment we could easily be scrabbling around on the floor clawing and petting at each other’s clothing.
We teased constantly as we continued with our chores, Georgina feigning accidental brushings across my school knickers and my erection. There were moments too when we stopped and kissed in the most gentle way just as if it were cementing our relationship and the beginning of our living together. I hoped all this would continue, would it wane if we were seeing each other more, I hoped not.

I looked at the contents of my two drawers in the dressing table, by this time next week it would be amass with my other treasure, all the trove I had gathered since arriving here. I thought too about how we would use it and the games we would play, with Georgina, George and Georgie. And then there were the quiet moments, when I hoped I could be on my own, time to indulge in the little fantasies that roamed my head, would that be possible too?

We had got there, well at least as far as Georgina wanted to go with putting things away. We snogged and French kissed into an oblivion of passion that had fingers touching intimate places. Then she broke away, smiled at me with a knowing look that indicated a game, a fantasy that she wanted to play out in her head. I’d got use to these now, an instant of change of direction, followed by a gathering of clothing and then a disappear off to the bathroom.

Sometimes I wished I could participate in the dressing of her, removing her clothes and deliciously pulling her knickers down. But that would inevitably lead to petting and Georgina didn’t want that. What she wanted was a distinct switch, with one to the other, a change of play that could totally immerse her in her fantasy. 
She came back in as George my 15 year old school girl lover, her grey school uniform enticing and adding to my erection. I held it whist looking her over, teasing him in the soft cotton of my own grey school knickers. She looked at me innocently and with an edge of coyness, the sort of look that suggested I should take the lead.

I looked her up and down, fixing my own fantasy as I took in her knee length socks, her grey skirt and royal cardigan. I hoped that underneath she had slipped into the same grey school knickers and I imagined hers and mine frotting against each other in an adolescent romp.

I got up off the floor where I had been knelt, adjusting my bouncing cock in the confines of my own knickers. The steps towards her were a kind of slow motion but as I got nearer so the scent and innocence of a teenage girl wafted into my head and brain, inciting my own fantasy. We clinched in the middle of the room my face brushing her soft cheeks.

Her whisper came and set the scene for what was in her head. ‘Finger’, was all she said, but I knew at once where her fantasy was, a quiet corner of some classroom and a chance encounter with a boy she fancied. We’d get round the fact that the boy was also attired in schoolgirl underwear, that was for me to deal with and I had already had my own answer to that.

We looked into each other’s eyes, a kind of reaction to a pretend first meet. There was attraction there and a willingness, combined with a notion of unwritten rules. We were in some secluded spot but it didn’t stop us both looking around in uncertainty.

Georgina looked downward at the greyness of my school knickers. ‘Have I stumbled across something I shouldn’t have’, she mocked.

I fumbled with my words, I’d always imagined and feared being caught wearing female underwear and here and now was a reminder of that fear. ‘I, I don’t always do this’, I pleaded, ‘it’s just’.
She interrupted, ‘whose are they’, she demanded.

‘Um, um’, I stuttered realising that too was a question I always feared.

She pretended to look around the room for an answer. ‘Their mine aren’t they?

‘Yes’, I confessed, ‘but please don’t tell on me’.

‘But why are you wearing them?

‘I, I like them, I like their softness, and, and they belong to you,’ I blurted.
‘Do you like me then’, came the response.

‘Yes I do’.

‘So much you want to wear my knickers?

‘I suppose so’.

‘Silly boy, why didn’t you ask me out, instead of creeping around here and stealing my knickers’, she added.

‘I don’t know how, besides you’d probably reject me’.

‘I might now’, she mocked, or maybe you’d better kiss me.

We mimicked a first kiss, looking deep into one another’s eyes with the uncertainty of a first meet and then there was that inward drawing of attraction that led to lips exploring. They graced each other, testing and gauging response, deep sighs of satisfaction confirmed willingness and then they relaxed and found purpose.

We snogged like we were learning. My knees and legs felt weak and I pulled her towards the wall to aid my support. George looked around the room again trying to satisfy safeness and seclusion.
‘Does anyone come in here at lunchtime’, she asked.

‘Never’, I reassured.

By now I had pulled her to me. A testing game of willingness started to unfold; I brushed her cardigan against her breast and waited for a reaction. A deep sigh of satisfaction expelled telling me I was able to go on. My hand slipped inward to cup my 15 year olds tender breast. She gasped again, giving me courage and soon I was unbuttoning her blouse. My hand busied itself in a ritual pushing her bra upward to find her stiffened nipple.

Her hand dropped and came between us, giving me encouragement and expectation. She found my aching and weeping erection and began to manipulate him in the cotton. I gasped as her fingers found the right places, teasing my glans into the softness of girl’s school knickers.

Of course this changed the boundaries of adolescent petting, her moves giving me permission to venture to her neither regions too. My hand clasped her bottom and with in an instant was disappointed; the feel of her skirt sliding over her underwear beneath told me she was not wearing grey ones like me. My hand traversed under and upward in a desperate attempt to confirm that I was wrong but it was not to be, the filmy nylon from earlier still protected her desirable body.

‘No school knickers today’, I enquired trying to hide my disappointment.

‘You’ve stolen them’, she said accusingly, ‘besides I decided to disobey the school rules today and wear something sexy’. ‘Anyway, if I hadn’t you would have been able to sneak in here and pinch my school ones if I hadn’t’.
It was true and I remembered from my own school days that if the girls had stuck to the rules then I wouldn’t have had so much fun, with lost property and my sneaky raids into the cloakrooms.

My disappointment soon waned, the realisation that the silky filmy knicks gave me more access, her cunt was teasingly close under the flimsy nylon and every little puffy contour was under my control heightening her willingness to let me touch there.

‘Just on the outside’, she feigned as I slid the nylon through the slipperiness of her lubrication.

Her hand was wanking me now, taking the lead knowing full well that a spent youth was a controllable youth and not one that didn’t want to go too far and get us both into trouble. And her words I knew were only part of the game, the rule had been set earlier with the hint that I could ‘finger’ her and no more. I loved our games, they gave me what was not achievable at school and they added an excitement that I for one had not really had the chance to indulge in.

My cock was captured in a pocket made by Georgina, her folding the waistband over me and holding it between her deliciously manipulating fingers. My foreskin rucked at the material sending me into a delirious thought pattern that brought to mind all those girls that I had been to school with. All their faces flickered through my brain giving me a wonderment of what it would have been like to play this little game with each of them. It wouldn’t be now of course, such adolescent petting had probably passed them by and was left to the fantasies of Georgina and Dave.

My fingers daringly swam between the elastic and her thigh, I would I told myself, she wouldn’t mind; besides her masturbating me in her school knickers would soon have me spunking deep into them. First one and then the other ventured, hooking sideways and exploring the wetness of an exposed cunt. Georgina gasped as familiar fingers traced her.

‘Finger’, she said in a desperation that showed these games were not just a one sided appeasement of my own desires.

Obliging I slipped first one and then two into her eager body. My thumb found its spot too, dancing around her clit in an attempt to carry her forward. My own orgasm would be soon, it was just a matter of control to get my little 15 year old lover to hers too.

Deep went my fingers, feeling all around her, slipping and sliding in her incredible wetness. I brought it out too, to find my thumb and drown her clit into a submission. The leg elastic gave me freedom to open her and swarm all around her button of certain destruction. Soon the inevitable would happen.

Greedily she found my tongue; we were there, its frantic dancing around my mouth encouraging me to mimic it on the slippy slidey nubbin. Her fingers manipulated and held the cotton too, whilst one swirled and milked me into a rush of expelling seed. Ferocity had us both moaning into a kiss that was in itself was out of control. My kegs felt weak and pumping stopped along with the squeezing of my fingers.

We fell into each other’s breathless and relinquished are holding of each other’s sexual organs. Mine came to my nose and then to taste, I loved her, wanted her and had to be with her forever.

Later we stood at the sink washing the expendables of our little game. I insisted I would wash hers and she could wash mine. We talked about Sunday and when and where we would meet and then I was gone and back to London Road. 
