Chap 5 Introductions
I awake slowly that first Sunday morning, drifting in and out of consciousness never knowing if the scenes in my head are real or a dream. I’m walking down a school corridor that echo’s like an empty tunnel. My footsteps shout back from its endless existence. I cautiously stop at every inter section of classroom and stairwell in the half expectance of meeting some figure of school authority. I should not be there or be trespassing on their scholarly domain, my motives are not right and proper, my excuses feeble. My heart thumps in its cavity, my mouth dry and parched. I look and seek but do not find, my imagination coupling a hundred schools, of layout and design. It should be here I tell myself, cloakrooms are always here, streaming in from the playground beyond, from double doors and light from windows that illuminate pegs and the treasure of gym bags. My relentless search bears me fruitless, as once again I regain my senses to where I am.

Now I’m cuddling a pillow, this is real. My early morning erection, that is real too. I hug the pillow closer bringing Sarah ever closer as I yawn over her imaginary shoulder. My cock is stiff in my underpants or so it feels. My senses tell me things are different below, elastic grips my thighs with meaning and the tent that my stiffy is sat in is incredibly soft and is stroking me gently in my awakening slumber. Realisations kick in below the warm and cosy bed clothes that these are not my underpants I’m wearing but bottle greens school knickers. I lift the bedding to spy him sat there erect in his own world of softness and desire. He feels comfortable, his foreskin being tickled by my movements of cosy bliss. My waist and hips have little rucks and tucks of spare material that were not there yesterday and have appeared from my movement and stretching of the night. The pillow I am cuddling becomes a focus as I realise its other end has Sarah’s Cherub greys neatly pulled up as if they were on her delicious body. My tent pushes into them seeking her nearness in a confirmation of our new and loving relationship. He wants to nuzzle her and seek her approval and reaffirm the tenderness that they had last evening.

My hand travels the soft grey cotton of where her bottom would be. Fingers trace the double panel of modesty caressing their seams as though I were tickling her bottom. Teasingly I play with her cuffed leg now imagining her gasp with excitement as I brush her imaginary skin. I hook a finger in and feel the crease of her bottom meeting her thigh. My finger is out now and I trace the tracks of ribbing down under her bottom as she obligingly opens her thighs for me. She shudders in my head, in her appreciation of my exploring fingers and I leak profusely into my bottle greens that are pressed into her pillow tummy.  Her imaginary nonny opens allowing me to explore her virginal lips as I caress the cotton into her. The pads of my fingers trace her, dampening with every delightful swoop. I visualise her yielding as I give her a new world of sensations, she pants and gasps in my ear and I know I’m doing her right. She whimpers in my ear as I teach her little body the new delights of growing up. Oh how I wish I had her here now, kissing and holding her, making her mine. I cuddle into the pillow nuzzling her tummy through our school knickers. Quietly I doze in complete relaxation with my little lover.

Hours seem to drift by in our cosy and warm little love nest and through my head goes a dozen little fantasies about being with her and what we are together. I imagine my penis entering her gently and lovingly for the very first time. The little act of sharing her virginity bonds us into an inseparable desire and longing for one another. Gradually I torment myself with realities that it could not be, not here not in this household. I tell myself, I do not need the disappointments of my previous teenage lovers, with their insecurities and immaturity of mind; no I need a lover, mature and understanding. 
My head dreams of this girl I am being introduced to, what is she like, will she fulfil my earlier disappointments and mend the wounds of my heartache and rejection, I hope so as I vision us both enjoying our night out in the town. Perhaps I have read too much into it I tell myself, perhaps it is just the friendly gesture of being shown around the town, perhaps it may be someone in her circle of friends and acquaintances that would satisfy my needs. I don’t know now, my head spins with my previous disappointments and I begin to doubt my ability in having a relationship.
Then I argue in my head with the rights and wrongs of my passion for knickers and the meaning behind it all. Maybe it’s me that is immature, the one that needs to grow up and rid myself of this obsession. I torment myself with anguish and end up feeling quite low about my prospects of ever finding someone to love and love me in return.

Gloomily I make my way to the bathroom and am happy that I don’t bump into either of the girls along the way. Inside my will power forces me to ignore that laundry basket, telling myself I don’t need what is inside and that it is a real relationship I want, not the substitute of their knickers. I try to be positive as I ready myself to join the family below. I nurture some of the reasons I came to Surrey for,  a new life, a new start and an independence from the small west country town I left behind. Ignore that basket I tell myself, make your way down stairs to meet Rosemary’s friend, the one whose sister may show me around.

I try again and lift my mood and make my way down to the kitchen. Already I can hear the sound of laughter coming from around the table as I guess Rosemary’s friend has arrived for their Sunday morning coffee.  I am invited to join them and am quickly introduced to Catherine Chinn. My mood lifts as they bring me into the conversation and Rosemary provides some toast and fresh coffee. I do beat myself mentally telling myself to look at the positives and how lucky I have been to find a family that wants me to be part of them.
The conversation starts to focus on me with Rosemary prompting earlier discussions to give Catherine some of my background. Again too I recognise how attractive Catherine is for the 25 plus years she must have on me. I can’t see from her sitting position but I guess she is shorter than Rosemary but just as petite. I learn too that she has a daughter Rebecca’s age who will also be starting at Tiffin’s after the summer break. The two reminisce about their days at Tiffin’s and I try to visualise them both in their little gym kits. I am feeling so much more lifted now, talking with these two, and the subject quickly comes around to my girlfriends. I gather to some extent Rosemary has filled Catherine on my lack of dating here in Surrey and pretty soon the subject of Catherine’ s younger sister pops up.

Georgina I’m told is a bit of a live wire, a young 24 year old going on 17, who still likes the local social scene. If there’s anyone that can show me around and where the action is, it’s Georgina. I get the impression from her sister and from Rosemary that she can be a bit of a handful, perhaps it’s a touch of jealousy from them that she still has her social freedoms. Still I think to myself if she has her sister’s looks, then maybe, there would be possibilities. Of course her age difference pops into my head but then I remember my flirtatious fling with a married 29 year old called Christine, back there in the West Country. Suddenly I’m transported back to the firms Christmas party of 8 months ago where we got it together on the dance floor. I felt my pants start to throb as I remember our slow dances and the French kissing she was teaching me as we entangled on the slow numbers. Luckily for me her husband was not a social person so was not there to witness our indisgressions, otherwise  our little flirt would be short lived.
Back to reality, even Rosemary and Catherine had noticed my momentary absence.
‘Penny for your thoughts’, piped Rosemary.
I flushed with embarrassment and gave away that my thoughts were elsewhere.
‘Our little Georgie conjuring up thoughts is she’ said Catherine laughing.
This only deepened my embarrassment and had me tongue tied and shaking my head. Rosemary could see my predicament and steered Catherine away by suggesting she my like to ring Georgina from here and maybe arrange something.
Off Catherine goes, down the hall muttering, ‘if she’s up’.

Did that hit a nerve’, Rosemary asked caringly.
‘Not really’, I replied, ‘just a memory of someone older I should have never got involved with, a married woman’.
‘Oh’, said Rosemary with a long pause and an element of surprise.
‘I’ll tell you about it sometime’, I said neatly getting me out of further explanation.
Catherine shouted from the hall, ‘how about next Friday night’, she’ll call for you here about 8’.
I nodded in agreement and put my thumb up. She still chatted with her sister on the phone.
‘Ah that reminds me’, Rosemary said, ‘me and the girls have decided to go down to the house on Thursday afternoon and have a longer weekend, do you mind’.
Well I couldn’t and some quick thoughts went through my mind about being alone in their house.
‘Of course not I replied, why should I’.
‘Good, good’, she replied, ‘wondered if you would mind putting some bins and bags out for the dustmen too on Friday morning’.
‘Not at all’, I said being helpful. ‘Brilliant, it’s going to be a boon having you here, makes me feel secure having someone here to look after the house’.

Catherine was back. ‘Yep 8 o’clock Friday’, she says, ‘a couple of bands on down at the Three Fishes and she’ll show you round’. ‘Think she is quite looking forward to it’, she teased, ‘doesn’t have a bloke in tow at the moment and was quite excited when I mentioned you were younger’. ‘Think she like to portray to her mates she can pull em’, she laughed.
‘Stop’, pleaded Rosemary with a wry smile, you’re embarrassing the lad’.
‘Only teasing’, she giggled, ‘sorry in my match making mode, my little sister doesn’t seem to keep em long’. ‘Something doesn’t quite gel with her male friends at the moment; even Mum and Dad have given up on her, perhaps that’s why they bought her the flat’.
I sense some hints of jealousy between her and her sister, it’s not mine to pry but it intrigues me that she has her own flat. 

I decide not to read too much into the conversation one way or another, from my personal thoughts to believing too much what is said about Georgina, make you own mind up I tell myself, when I meet her. Gradually, we ease out of the conversation, Rosemary enlightening Catherine that it is good to have me around as security whilst her husband is away, the van parked in the drive and all that. She leads on to say that it will be good to have someone look after the house whilst she and the girls are away next weekend.
Catherine pipes in, ‘mind our little Georgie isn’t staying the night’, she laughs, winking at me.
‘Catherine, you are such a tease, leave the poor boy alone’, she pleads, ‘besides if that’s the way they want to be then so be it’.
I’m embarrassed, Rosemary can see that and I inwardly thank her for her support noting also the seal of approval she has given to someone staying the night.
‘Sorry’, says Catherine, ‘there are tinges of jealously with my little sister, I suppose it’s because she is young, they have it so much easier these days’, referring back to her own youth.

Thankfully the conversation does move on as we are joined by the delightful Sarah. God she is in those tight little Levi’s again with a little T shirt barely covering her midriff. Casually she is brought into the conversation and I watch her glide around the kitchen on her socks memorised by the way her body moves. She is so tantalising to me, my little fantasy bedtime lover, I fixate and feed on her wonderful shape and form. Even her little downy arms send wanting messages of desire for her to be my little student of love.
Catherine nudges my foot under the table and gives me a knowing wink that she has clocked me watching Sarah. I fight back embarrassment as Sarah picks up on Catherine’s eye contact.  Sarah’s smiles at me and in a demonstration of a bonding between us and asks,
‘Dave would you like a cup of tea’.
‘I see’, chirps in Catherine, acknowledging the little scene before her, ‘what about us’.

‘Oh Catherine’ there you go again, teasing’, says Rosemary, ‘can’t you remember back to our days’.
‘My mum used to tease you something rotten about my brother John; you know how you had the hots for him but hated the teasing’ laughed Rosemary. 
‘Ah yes, but it’s different’, she laughs, ‘suppose I’m getting my own back, sorry you two’.
Sarah passes me my tea and pulls up a chair alongside of me, immediately I can smell her unique perfume and it adds to my desire for her to be my teenage lover. Having her sat next to me is a final acknowledgement from her that she wants to be close to me.

We all sit around chatting, nothing of significance just general nostalgia around school and growing up and how it used to be in Catherine and Rosemary’s day. Of course this is of great social interest to Sarah as there are many interesting snippets regarding her mother’s youth. I remember such conversations too at home, with my family and aunts and uncles. By now little Rebecca has joined us and she too revels in her mother’s past and I suspect each of them is gauging their own morals of what is right and wrong by their mother’s teenage antics. We hear too much too Rosemary’s embarrassment how she had a crush on the older brother of another friend. I can almost see the teenage Sarah weighing up the comparisons of age with her own when we are enlightened that the friends brother was nearly 20 and her a mere 15.

My thoughts too make the same comparison of age but on my part I torment myself that it’s something that I don’t really want. I need to move on from a succession of younger girls that haunts my recent past and the string of upset that I experienced. I tell myself I need maturity of mind that can relate to a commitment, not the uncertainty and inexperience of youth. But here sat next to me is probably one of the most delicious creatures I have ever met. Her beauty and form annihilates my common sense and I could torture myself for a month on an argument of yes and no. God I am even sat here falling in love with her fine downy arms and delicate skin. The thought of the real Sarah is in my bed sharing something so deep and meaningful that would surely fill a thousand love stories.

I try to keep up with the conversation; I am aware that the astute Catherine has an eye for my weakness; I mustn’t let my defences be impregnated to reveal my embarrassment. Thankfully Catherine declares it is time for her to leave. I sense Sarah and Rebecca’s disappointment in getting the low down on their mothers past. It’s almost as if it set the rules, mother’s actions of youth, lays down the guidelines of their own behaviour.
Before she goes she recaptures the arrangements she has made for me and the little date she has set up with Georgina. Unfortunately these arrangements were until then not known to Sarah and I sense her disappointment that I am to have an evening out with Catherine’s sister. Quickly she disappears off to her room which does not go unnoticed to both Rosemary and Catherine. Now in the hall, I hear the tail end of a whispered conversation between them, ‘oh she’ll get over it; you know what young girls can be’.  I sense some acceptance from Rosemary that my presence in the house could be a distraction to her daughter, one that she might not necessarily object to, one that she herself experienced and did not see as harmful. This itself torments me, as I saw her acceptance as barrier and a welcome excuse not to get involved. 

The thoughts of this date pre-occupy my mind for most of the Sunday. My previous encounters with the opposite sex have not entirely been successful. In my head are the broken relationships with silly little girls that have given me the run-around dumping my romantic commitment to them in favour of the waster that had previously dumped them? Why me I always thought, surely I had treated them with kindness, respect and in some cases devotion. Perhaps that was it, I was too committed for a young mind, that’s where I had gone wrong, perhaps this older date would fill the void, I could only hope. It was to be my pre-occupation that week, never far from my thoughts.

Sunday evening I retired to bed early in preparation for work the next day. As usual I had a wanking session on the lovely Rebecca and Sarah’s knicks I had acquired.  It was not the same now though, Friday’s date and hope was always there in the background, pushing me to believe that at last something good was around the corner.

