Chap 8 Saturday Morning
Getting home that Friday put me in such a turmoil. My head was spinning and my heart jumping with joy. I had to pinch myself several times to make sure I was awake and that I hadn’t dreamt about the evening. Was it all real, had I met the girl of my dreams, did I hear her right that she played netball,  that she whore school knickers and invited me to a game tomorrow? I had thought the evening would have been mediocre, just someone friendly showing me Kingston town and that I would be back alone playing my little knicker games. And this was part of my turmoil.

Whenever I found myself getting involved with a girl I would, in my head begin to question my knicker habits and the rights and wrongs.  And so too tonight, again I was in a dither analysing the entire why’s and wherefore’s of my little games. But this was different; here was someone who appeared to be as interested as me in school knickers. Or was she, she certainly had a need to wear them but would she share them. I began in my head to recapture all her comments, especially the ones about me, her understanding it and her saying how much we had in common. She never eluded on our commonality but hinted that it would be revealed.

It was different tonight, I know it was and I certainly didn’t beat myself up in the usual way but it left me wondering how different and in what way. It certainly didn’t have me rushing round destroying my valued little knicker collection as I had done so often before. The one thing it did do, this evening, was take away my need go away and play with the knickers of London road. Sleep came easy though, deep and intense, I was in love.

The next day I awoke elated, it felt different. I was seeing her again, Georgina, the cute and petite netball player that last night stole my heart. I lay in bed acutely aware of my morning stiffy, he stayed this morning too, as I relived the events of last evening. I remembered all those deeply romantic kisses and how I was enveloped into a dream like state being in her arms. He twitched and throbbed below me and I rolled him as he remembered all his moments of hardness with her. Things felt different in my head too, as I lay there working myself into a lather of pre-cum. I had the sudden urge to gather up all the school knickers I had accumulated in the past week.

They joined me on and in the bed. I toyed with them meddling with their elastics, fumbling with gussets and generally looking them over, all the time slowly wanking him below. They all came into my head, those girls, dashing in and out with memories as I lay there playing, Susan, Anne, Rebecca, Sarah and now Georgina. Susan’s and Anne’s knickers would flap around on the washing line in navy and grey, or the sight of little Rebecca and her armchair game. Then Sarah’s bottom would enter my head and then so to Georgina. I pictured them both but Georgina was winning, my memory gave her the best bottom. There was a pair of grey’s now being rolled into my foreskin, yes they were Sarah’s but in my head they were now Georgina’s. It was her knicks, her in her Tiffin’s girls school P.E. kit running round playing netball, it was her gusset that was frotting my cock.

My fantasy progressed, perhaps we had secretly sneaked into the games store and played and petted with each other, me finding her wetness and she rolling my foreskin. God these feelings were intense, so real. Perhaps it was because we had held each other for real, kissed and cuddled and taken the first furtive steps to get to know each other. Perhaps also it was because I already knew there was something deep between us, the things we had said and the way that we looked at each other. Yes from now on it was different, there was something I wanted, her.

 I lay there in a dream like state, not really masturbating, just keeping him down below alive with her memory and our new found closeness. I couldn’t wank, not at this minute, it was Georgina’s spunk that was inside me and it had to be saved for her. The warmth and cosiness that I felt just lying there and thinking of her, it had me tingling with excitement about being with her and seeing her again. Yes Dave, I told myself you are in love. I looked at my watch, a couple of hours before we agreed to meet. Just five more minutes I told myself, of lying here in this delirious state, feeling how wonderful the world now felt.

I’m up and about readying myself, consciously aware that I am not paying attention to any of the Wilkinson’s knickers. Do I need too I thought, haven’t they been replaced by Georgina. Poor Sarah, what will she think now, did or didn’t she have a crush on me and would I ever know. And of me, what of my crush on her, how she had captivated me and entranced me into fantasy with her. It was turmoil again, I was giving myself, plaguing myself with the ‘what if’s’, a destructive mind blowing trait of mine.

I must move on I tell myself, I like the look of what is round the corner. Dismiss the bad thoughts of the ‘Dear John’s’ and those who have passed before me.  Live for now and the possibility of what might be. I gather up my knickers and stash them away, I might need them yet. Here I go again such a torment and troubled mind over so little worry.

I’m out in the van now excited to be soon seeing her. Eagerly my companion below senses our impending meeting and he’s half hard and striving to state how big he is as we negotiate the traffic. My thoughts wander off into the scene I am soon to witness. It has been some years since I voyeured on a netball court who knows what titillation I might find. The feelings are familiar though driving through the school gates , I am like a first termer as I snake the drive and park. I was hoping to sit in my van and wait, perhaps to look and lust in the shelter and isolation. But it was not to be, the far sounds of whistles and calling said I had a walk. My apprehension grows as I near. The gymnasium building fuels my fear as I pass it by wondering would I be a solitary spectator and the only male at that.

Suddenly all appears before me, a bewildering spread of four courts in full play. Where do I look, I feel so self conscious here. Can I see her, are there any other males about, yes thankfully, and some of them scoring too. Then I spot my little treasure so small and petite dancing round the court and so nimble too.  For a moment she is out of play just enough for a smile and a wave. One or two on the side look my way and my impression is I am accepted now as I wave back. Some normality and calming returns through my veins as I choose a bench to watch and wait.

What is before me is a wonderful sight and I try to capture it without any show of lust. All the colours are here well most of them. Instantly to my trained eye there is naturally navy, then grey and maroon followed by Saxe. No nigger brown though or bottle green. My little one is in navy and I concentrate on her form and shape. I know I am wet in my pants and sticky but not hard enough to show. God she is the most delicate petite creature I have ever seen. I understand she is playing in an under 25’s match but my little sweet one looks only 14. Her little bottom attracts me like no other and I do not gaze at anyone else in play. Her skin is smooth and velvety and I love her legs. Her little chest grabs me and all of her takes me back to our liaisons of last night.

I watch her intently taking on her neat form and good looks. On any other occasion I would have been ogling all before me choosing my favourites, putting them in order of who I would like to be with. But my heart is set on one, it’s already been given to her in the passion of last night. Yes there are flashes of maroon and navy on her court and others to my left and right but it’s her knicks that I watch on those slim and slender legs.

After a time I do notice others but only in comparison with her. I notice how the others tower around her in height, yet she still commands her share of the game. It seems what she loses in stature she gains in nimbleness and being able to duck and dive. My cock starts his growing sequence as I sit here knowing I have kissed those lips feasted on her tongue and taken the first furtive steps in touching her hips and bottom. I’m quite content to be sitting here admiring my little one, it takes me by complete surprise when the final whistle go’s.
Georgina makes her way towards me beaming and radiant from her exercise. I’m pleased when she saucily winks at me and says ’how are you’. I stretch and feign tiredness although I know my body has taken on a weakness. ‘I’m fine’, I reply, acutely aware that I am yawning. She leans down and kisses me on the forehead. I don’t know what to do I feel self conscious as I know all her team mates are looking. I want to grab her, hold her round the waist and tickle my fingers in the pleats of her netball skirt whilst finding and tasting her tongue. I stand awkwardly feeling the strength sap from me as I tower over her. Gosh has she done so much to me in the few hours I have known her. I wink at her and return her kiss.
‘I have to go and get showered and changed’, she announces.
By now we are holding hands, which weakens me even more. Her delicate little hand in mine so soft and warm, draining my strength, God I must be in love.  Off Georgina disappears, leaving me abandoned, not in a alien world but one where I feel self conscious. I’m left to watch the other matches, and I am left feeling the odd person out. There are very few males around now; the thoughts that run through my head make me feel like a pervert, to be here watching netball matches on my own. I know I am not, well at least not today.

My mixed up feelings start attacking inside my head, finding all those inner gremlins of lust and wantonness as I try to concentrate on the other matches. But I am not concentrating, I ignore all the visual cues that I would normally be looking at, long legs, knicker clad bums and crotches, which girls I have a preference for and those which I dismiss. Yes the flashes of colour that would usually attract my attention are there but they pass by without registering, it’s as if the electrical connection in my brain has been cut, God Georgina what have you done to me. I sit here in my own little world warm cosy and weak thinking about nothing else but being with her.

My thoughts race to that of the last evening; our powerful embraces and deep kissing that have left their deep and meaningful mark. I think again embarrassingly of my exposure to her finding out my dark and inner most secret, my love of knickers, well school knickers. I recheck her words in my head and they still give me reassurances of her acceptance. They tell me there is understanding and not ridicule and that she even has some affinity. It was the little things she said about ‘things we have in common’, that now dwell in my mind, not what is going on around me. I wonder deeply what they mean, for I have no contemplation of how possibly we have so much in common!
Soon she reappears, fresh and vibrant. I hear the banter between her and her team mates and know that somewhere along the line I am the cause of it. But now she’s with me and I am delighted, but am I, she’s not now wearing the navy skirt and her legs and body are covered by a tracksuit. I did so want to see more of her deliciously delicate frame, especially close up. We make are way to my van and I’m pleased that the others around us are off in other directions.

As soon as we are in the van, we are all over each other, there is a hunger to kiss and recapture last evening. The first kiss is of lust and desire, borne out of the wanton need after separation. Our second kiss slows into a passion and re affirms the affection that developed last night. Soon we are dreamily pecking and nibbling at each other and searching soulfully into one another’s eyes. Words are not needed such is the speed at which this relationship is travelling. And if I had doubt’s earlier that it was all a dream then the reality of this moment tells me I was a fool in disbelief.

We kissed and cuddled for some time just getting use to each other’s company. But it was more than that; we were dreamily confirming the bond that had grown between us, the one that we both searched out with our eyes. She’d clocked me, watched me divert my attention to her kit bag on the floor and then back to her. 
She smiled deeply, ‘there in there’ she acknowledged, ‘the navy blues I wore for the game’.
I feigned recognition of what she was talking about and she caught me out immediately.
‘I know you want them’, she said, ‘if you’re a good boy I might let you take them home’.
I am still baffled and speechless, not knowing what to say or how to tackle this offer. Teasingly she takes it further, ‘or would you rather have these’, she said pulling down an inch of her tracksuit trousers to expose what are plainly grey gym knickers.
I gulp and give the game away and feebly reply, ‘of course’.

She smiles deeply at me touches my lip with her finger as reassurance. ‘Of course you do’, she says, ‘they are your favourite colour’.
We steal into one of our kisses, deep with passion and our tongues inter twinning to confirm where we are at. We break and she suggests coffee, just round the corner in Nonesuch Park. Dreamily I drive from one car park to another and she toys with my fingers as they lazily sit on the gearstick. We say nothing, there is no need our body language is starting to say it all, we are lovers.

We walk arm in arm to the cafe. Soon we are outside on one of the benches both playing with the froth in the tops of our cups, I wonder how to start a conversation. Clearly there is so much to say and knowledge to gain of why we are here and what is the bond between us. Neither of us knows where to start and we begin yet another session of staring dreamily into one another’s eyes. We hold hands and toy with each other’s fingers in an awkwardness that hides conversation. We lean across and clinch a kiss in an expectation.

I fumble with words and start by asking, ‘how often do you play netball’.
It’s a start, as Georgina explains about once or twice a week depending leagues and whether she is playing for the county. She goes on to say that she coaches under 15’s as well and is a qualified coach at county level.
‘So you play lots of games’, I ask?
‘Sometimes two or three times a week’, she replies with a wink.
I give her a look of wonderment, about its meaning and she smiles broadly and carries on the conversation guiding it towards what she knows is my interest.
‘I have around four or five sets of kit’ she offers, looking for my reaction.

She can see the sparkle of interest that I don’t know that I have shown, but it must be there, as her face beams in recognition.
She reaches across to me, to whisper in my ear, ‘bet you’d like to come and play in my flat’, and then proceeds to search out and gorge on my tongue.
My cock throbs with anticipation at the very thought and my kiss and reaction on her tongue answers her question.

When we finally break I feel weak and happy, any thoughts I had that this relationship was to be but a dream are gone, washed away with a desire have this special little angel, sent to me from heaven.
‘Come on, we can’t play games here’, she encourages.
We stand, seal our movement with a kiss, which I find we are doing at every opportunity and move off towards my van. We embrace as we stroll and chat adding little snippets of information about ourselves. My arm around her waist plays and toys with track suit waistband, soon my brave fingers hook inside to tough and feel the super soft grey that I know resides there. Georgina encourages it bearing her head in the side of my chest in an attempt to gain closeness. I kiss her soft and shiny hair as I tower above her breathing in deeply her shampoo and natural smell. She responds by kissing my chest though my shirt and hooking her hand in my waistband to find my skin. 

Our intimacy gains with every step as we test each other’s commitment to what is naturally flowing. Now I do have an erection and have to adjust myself to walk.
Georgina giggles at my predicament and teases with a ‘hard are we’.
We easily are slipping into each other’s forwardness and I know that slipping my hand further inside her track suit pants will not raise objection. So I do, venturing to the cuffed leg that I know I will find on her hip. I breathe deeply as I fumble with the ribbing, pulling at the elastic and caressing her baby soft skin below. It is bliss on my fingers but sends weakness to my legs as I know in Georgina I have found my opposite.

At the van we embrace that kiss again, making it a natural stopping point. I lean back against the van pulling her into me to meet my raging hard on as it presses into her higher tummy. She gasps as it meets her, furtively wiggling her hips onto it knowing full well that it manipulates and excites the throbber that is between us. I gasp too into our kiss and gorge her tongue nudging her knowing I am so close to the grey that sits below her track suit.

This is too public, our kiss is getting heated and my cock will prematurely spunk if she continues to press and rub into me.  We must at least get in the van and I fumble with keys trying desperately to slip them into the passenger lock. I have to break from her, pre-cum is oozing into my pants and find the lock proper. I bundle her in and she anxiously waits for me to get in the other side.
Once we are in we are snogging again but now Georgina palms my cock through my trousers. I feel liquid flowing in my balls but desperately control its flow. Her forwardness pushes me to deeper exploration as my hand now dives back into her track bottoms to massage and discover her grey bottom. 
The cotton is so soft combined with her body heat, I am desperately losing control. I’m bolder with my fingers as she squeezes and holds me through my trousers, finding the split of her bottom. My caressing search pushes on and soon I will reach the little treasure between her legs. But it ends; one of us has common sense, its Georgina, ‘not here’ she pants pulling away, ‘back at the flat’.

We both realise we cannot put on a public display of petting and I drive off. The journey back to the flat has few words, they are not needed, the bond between us has intensified onwards and we clench and hold hands via the gear stick. I have that wonderful weak feeling of being in love so I drive cautiously, deliriously happy to be sapped by such a wonderful drug.
Georgina fingers my hands as we change gear sliding her pads between my knuckles opening my fingers in a sensual dance that reminds me of my hand slipping between a females thighs. As we get near to our destination I throb with anticipation in the expectation of our lust that will come behind closed doors.

We arrive with her picking my hand up and kissing and nibbling my fingers, I look dreamily into her eyes. The van bounces forwarded as I am distracted from making it safe, we dive into each other’s mouths again. Our tongues lust on each other driving home our passion as they twist and turn tasting each other’s wantonness. I groan on my breath as my inner feelings reveal themselves to her demands to be part of my body.
I’m cupping her breast now feeling her heart pounding under the soft tennis ball that petitely sits in her bra. Her hand in my lap begins to palm me again taking me to the edge of excitement. We have started again, such is the need. We can’t stay here; we have to move again before the eyes of others follow our passion.

We separate yet again and she leads me by the hand into her flat, God hope that no one is watching us; our body language is delivering many messages of lust by now. I carry her kit bag at waist height hoping it shields my erection. We even make a meal out of opening her front door, the fumbling of the key in the lock an opportunity to maul each other out of driven lust.
Thank God we are inside and the door closed behind us as we paw at each other’s clothing in a desire. Georgina pushes me back against the wall and demands my tongue again whilst unzipping me to freedom and diving her hand in to hold and caress my cock through my underpants. I reciprocate with my hands all over her bottom inside the elasticated waist of her tracksuit bottoms. Her warmth, that petite bottom and the fact that it is clad in grey school knickers and her hand palming my foreskin will have me spunking if I am not careful.

She manipulates and pulls me into the lounge, my hands relieved of my lusting her body. We tumble on to a settee and into surroundings that I can barely take in as her tongue finds mine again. Georgina’s hand fumbles with my fly again only this time I feel the waistband of my pants being tugged down as she grasps my stiff and wet cock. I love this first feeling, a new hand manipulating my manhood and because it’s her, my grown up schoolgirl, I have to control myself from spunking all over her soft and wanking fingers.
I need now less encouragement as my wandering hand finds her grey clad bottom again and traces it down to between her legs. My wet foreskin is being gently exposed then closed as her fingers play and her tongue dances with mine. The warmth between her legs intensifies as I caress the blissful grey on my journey to her cunt. Unashamedly she opens her legs giving me access and suddenly I am aware of her wetness being purged into the grey cotton of her gym knickers. Fucking hell my brain has a million messages bouncing around inside it. A thousand previous frustrations come and go before me of furtive youth as now I satisfy those needs.

I reach her deep wetness still covered by her grey gusset, she moans and pants loudly as I trace her peach, tenderly fingering her shape and form. Her tongue confirms her desires for me to slip my fingers past the elastic and into her sopping folds. The familiar feel as I hook the cuffed leg to one side is abated as I come across bare flesh. Suddenly I am transported to my junior years of doctors and nurses as my fingers play a delicate dance on her folds. Georgina pants and thrusts forwards me to capture my finger as I swoon around her soaking entrance.
‘Finger me’ she pants swirling her own fingers around my exposed flesh and foreskin.
I know I am on the brink of cumming and stop kissing to pant ‘wait’.
She gets my message as my finger gently slides into her. Immediately her muscles grab and clench it devouring my light exploration of her soaking walls Squidgy sounds emanate from within her grey school pants as she contracts herself on to my finger. I feel it slip and slide in her ever increasing lubrication as the squelch of suction takes us into a deep and meaningful French kiss.

My thumb skates around in the outer folds of her beautifully bare and wet cunt. He finds her button and lightly dances to the same tune of Georgina’s fingers that are slipping and manipulating my foreskin. The feelings well up in my balls as the sensation of spunk travelling in my tubes feeds my brain with the orgy of my cumming.
I sense to Georgina’s urgency too as I let her ride my finger and thumb. Suddenly we are both devouring each other’s mouths which such demand and saliva that we cannot control our bodily fluids. I pump into her fingers like I haven’t cum in a year. My little school girl falls over the edge contracting and crushing my finger as though it were her last earthly orgasm. Sensations ebb away and the drug of contentment flows through our veins and we sap into a muscle weakened slumber.

We lie in each other’s arms, satisfied with our orgasms. Warmth and closeness abound and we play and peck with each other’s lips. Our eyes meet and search out our intentions, confirming that we two are indeed one. Neither of us wants to move, it’s so safe here in each other’s arms. We have little excursions of sensuous kissing and fondling, checking and assuring the messages that abound in our brains. We have arrived.

I am content to be here with her. It feels safe. I’m sure deep within me this is different; there will be no manipulation of truth and mind, no false pretence to the past, nothing to distract her affection and take her away from me. I know and sense too that she has these feelings; my gut is feeding on it.     

 In a while she pulls away and stands.
She smiles deeply and whispers ‘wait’ and disappears.
I’m too weak to follow her, disabled by the drug of love that is running through my veins. I wait in a slumber of warmth that has me listening to the shallowness of my breathing.

The moments pass and she reappears in the doorway. God my little school girl stands there in a grey gym skirt, a Saxe polo shirt and grey knee socks. The blood quickens in my veins, an erection grows and my strength returns. I have to hold her, have her in my arms, caress and stroke her body. She giggles wildly as I strive to reach her, my cock confessing all its desires. I feel self conscious as he shares his presence and makes my walk difficult in my pants.

We have each other again, arms and tongue as my stiffy collides with her skirted tummy. My hands are all over her pleated bottom, pulling her towards me, cupping her and forcing my tongue onto hers. We push and pull each other back towards the settee before I fall backwards into a seating position. As we move Georgina is astride me hooking my waistband downwards and grabbing my cock. She hitches her skirt to expose her grey knicks and furiously pushes him to her wet gusset. We are in each other’s mouths as she sits on him positioning him to her knickered pussy.
‘I want him’, she mouths, riding and frotting my foreskin between her peachy knickered lips. We hump each other like two teenagers experimenting in the woods.

I break from our snogging and look into her eyes. The slurpy sounds of our sex demanding one another are obvious above our laboured breathing.
I pant, ‘just like being at school again’.
Accept for me it was never this intimate.
‘Oh goody’, Georgina breaths.
We seek out each other’s tongues as my hands manipulate her bottom so as her pussy lips and grey gusset slip on my foreskin. We slow the rhythm down so we press into each other. I feel my spunk travelling my tangle of tubes as I sensationally ooze pre-cum on her already wet gusset. Georgina’s pussy heat radiates outwards warming cock and thighs.

‘I do want you’, she breathes into my mouth, want you inside.
This is all too quick into our relationship but I have the feeling that it is truly meaningful and that our compatibility is much deeper than a quick fuck, maybe this cements our common ground. What can I say, I am only a poor male and my lust will overtake my thoughts.
‘I want to be inside you too, I want to feel your little pussy holding me’. ‘I haven’t a condom’, I breathe.
Georgina looks at me coyly producing one from inside the hanky pocket of her gym skirt. I guess I am part of her plan; something she has mapped out, is this role play? 

I watch with my erection throbbing as she tears open the packet. He bounces wildly in the anticipation and oozes pre-cum when she asks if she can roll it on. I take this opportunity to finger her pussy through her wet gusset feeling the folds of sex. Cheekily as she sheaths my cock I hook a finger around the grey cuffed opening and find her wetness. In preparation of our first fuck we again kiss and pet like two school lovers. I hear my foreskin slurping in his rubber sheath as she rolls him whilst my finger enters her to the first knuckle like a furtive 14 year old.

Our tongues dance as she breathes the words into me, ‘fuck me from behind, leave my knicks on’.
These words almost make me explode in her hand as I love sex in knickers, God we are compatible.
We position ourselves on the settee, this is so horny, I’m almost transported back to school days with visions of what should have been as I take in the grey knickered bottom and gym skirt that are before me. I run my hands all over Georgina’s bottom capturing every delightful curve.
I drink in her shape and how the knickers stretch, tug and ruck. Slowly I pull the springy waistband downwards revealing her beautiful soft skin and the crack that runs all the way down to her wet pussy. I detail it in my head; it’s small and petite, somewhere between the sizes of Rebecca and Sarah. It turns me on she is so small, I can imagine her as my little school girl lover.

I nudge my rubbered cock between her legs; she pushes to meet me looking back between her legs in anticipation. I find her wetness and with my hand around and under her tummy I guide him into her slippery outer lips. We both pant with excitement as we intimately come together for the first time. We slip and slide on one another preparing each other.
The gym skirt tickles my forearm with our movements as we frot against each other. I slide the waist band of those super soft school knicks under my balls to cup and cradle them; it links me to her body. 

Sensuously my cock begins its journey into her soaping pussy. I feel him expanding her slowly, slipping into her wet cavern. Georgina pushes back to meet him, devouring him to meet her own demands. Her pussy walls grip him sending a thousand sensations through my head. We glide gently with each other, my balls tickled by the movement of elastic waistband cupping them. We pant and grunt in appreciation of the sharing of our new relationship. I lean forward to find her mouth and as usual our tongues demonstrate our weakness for each other.

Georgina pants into my mouth, ‘I knew it would be like this’.
I whimper like a baby as my body withdraws and descends again sending a crescendo of feeling through my nerves.
‘Compatible’, I breath back at her as her pussy grips and loves me like no other.
‘Oh keep fucking ever so slowly’, my little school girl demands. 

My hand slips under the waistband and down her baby soft tummy to find her little love button (thank you Alison for a wonderful education). I circle it in a slither of wetness listening to the sucking sounds of our gentle fucking. Georgina shudders as I close on it by gripping my cock with the walls of her tight little pussy.
I feel the passage of my spunk in my aching balls, I will not cum yet but the journey has begun. Greedily we contort to kiss naturally finding and savouring each other’s tongues. Georgina is meeting me now with real need in every slow and deep penetration. The glands of my foreskin ripple, fighting rubber and gripping pussy, and I know I will have to give way soon. Her little button is now seeking out my finger, Georgina’s hips gyrating to find all the sensual pleasure she can. Her movements send me on my journey as my finger masturbates her love button in a gentle dance that I know will bring her with me.

We are travelling together now, our bodies devouring the love between us. This is the bond that we two are one, and are now in love. We shudder together greedily feeding on each other’s sexual organs whilst our tongues try their hardest to keep engaged. My spunk pumps upwards in its wall of rubber draining my sacks like no other memory. Georgina’s gripping, sucking and demanding pussy pumps me dry as she finishes her own crescendo of lust. We collapse onto one another as the tide ebbs at the sea shore for us both.  
