Chapter 9 Recollections

Here we lay, in each other’s arms on Georgina’s settee. We cuddled and caressed with deep meaning. It answered the question for both of us, this was something special, and not the lustful and hurried 20 hours that it seemed but a journey of understanding and confirmation, a journey of pauses and reflection for us both, of what had happened and its true meaning.

We kissed tenderly, pecking and cooing over each other, searching each other’s eyes in affirmation. Yes I caressed and tickled her bottom, pulling and fingering the cuffed leg of her  gym knickers but it was the signal, the signal that this was different, a coming together of likened minds.

Georgina started the conversation, I never could have, such openness was locked and routed deep within me.
‘When did you get interested in school knickers then’, she probed.
Even now as we lay in each other’s arms I was unsure as to how to open up my heart.
‘I suppose it was at junior school aged 7 or 8’, I replied. ‘It happened when we went to play games in the church hall attached to the school’. ‘Us boys would line up and undress on one side and the girls on the other’.  ‘We had pretty girls in our class and I began to notice them, how perfect they were and how they had cute bottoms’.
Georgina gave me a huge smile, a look of recognition of the scene I had just laid before her.

‘That sounds familiar’, she beamed, ‘me too I remember the boys staring at us, well certain boys anyhow’. ‘So what about the knickers then’, she continued.
I hadn’t really thought about it before, ‘I don’t know’, was my answer, ‘maybe it was because they looked nice on their bottoms and how they sat around their thighs’.  ‘Maybe it was the way they wrinkled and rucked as they moved’, I confessed whilst caressing Georgina’s bottom at the same time.

‘Gosh’, she said, ‘I have similar memories, particularly certain boys who paid attention, most looked but there were always the ones that were really interested’.  ‘I could never make out why you know, but we girls knew that you boys watched us’.
I almost coloured up with embarrassment at that thought, all those years ago, that the girls knew we watched them and idealised their knickers and there was me thinking I had carried my interest as a solitary secret.  

‘So what is the attraction to them’, Georgina probed again.
I had to think about this, how to answer this, although I knew I had something special in this girlfriend, I was acutely aware of my inner most fears of ridicule and rejection. They had always been there, that I would be regarded as some sort of a pervert, maybe even some sort of a monster. I fumbled, getting to the truth or maybe I hadn’t worked it out in my head yet.
I began, ‘I suppose it was because we weren’t meant to look, wasn’t the uniformity there to stop you noticing’. ‘Is the colour there to regiment the situation to make all the girls look the same’? ‘Maybe that’s the attraction because they were supposed to look the same that you use to notice some girls weren’t’. ‘Maybe it was the first steps in noticing attraction to the opposite sex’. 

I sensed Georgina toying this over this in her mind, seeing if it fitted with her views. It was an interlude to her questions and we went back to cuddling and pecking one another. I just couldn’t resist playing with her bottom and the grey school knickers, I hadn’t ever been allowed to fondle to this degree. Yet I sensed that she enjoyed it too. The knickers and her skin slid against each other under my touch like two pieces of silk gliding over each other’s nap. It thrilled me this sensation and my cock throbbed in satisfaction. 

In a while she came back to me with another question.
‘What about colours then, she enquired.
It was my turn to think now; I had never put any of this into perspective before, like someone asking why you liked a particular flavour of ice cream. I wandered it around in my brain trying to get the events that had happened in my life and place them into some sort of order. There was as I churned it over, it had logic to it all, complex but at least one that made sense.

‘I suppose it evolved as I grew up’, I said, ‘first I discovered navy blue from my junior school. ‘Then I may have noted that girls at Brownies wore nigger brown’. ‘Then I later discovered different schools had different uniforms and that their school knickers sometimes matched.’ ‘I suppose it was a voyage of discovery to spot them, especially if they were on nice little bottoms’.  I emphasised this by patting and caressing Georgina’s bottom.

‘And grey’, she asked.
I smiled at her, ‘we have something in common, our senior schools both had grey uniforms’, I replied.
‘Yes but you had the opposite sex at your school’, came an almost jealous reply.
My grin was obvious, ‘yes I suppose being able to peek at nice bottoms and grey knicks almost every day, lucky wasn’t I’; I said patting hers yet again. ‘You sound disappointed, not having boys at your school’, I commented.
I could see that registering in her face, the missed event of not having males around and I remembered my own interactions with our girls.

‘We got by’, there was always the park and the swings’.
I still sensed her incompleteness and commented, ‘don’t get me wrong, there was still a distance, times when as sexes we were a million miles apart, it’s not all it’s cracked up to be, mixed schools’. ‘There were many times when it added to the frustration, youthful shyness or even too much fraternisation, it left me in particular with a complex and perhaps that’s why I now with a fetish’. 
‘Maybe you and me both then’, said Georgina. 

I looked puzzled and she could tell from my facial expression it was her turn to open up. She laughed nervously as she began. She began to explain that she too had noticed boys taking an interest at an early age. Boys at junior school would take an interest at games or in the playground. At first she didn’t know what it was but when she sat say on a certain wall, maybe with say legs akimbo they would be more interested, staring and focusing on her movements.
At the park she saw that they would watch her and her friends on the swings and doing gymnastics on the frames and bars. Her and her friends secretly called them dirty old men especially when they attracted old boys.
They soon realised that it was their knickers that interested them, even more so when they had school knicks on. It became a challenge and a game to keep their interest. Sometimes the girls would make it known to them that they knew they were being watched by calling them a dirty pig or a pervert. It was fun to watch their reactions, them colouring up and looking guilty. Even if there was a group of boys, it was almost as if none of them would admit their interest in looking up girls clothes. The girls marvelled at how this activity would divide them above all else.

Georgina said she was a little disappointed when she went to Tiffin’s Girl’s as the opportunity became less. She herself said she found herself seeking opportunities to show her knickers. She recognised that her friends had grown out of it and indeed so too had some of the boys by the time they had got to maybe 13 or 14. But there were always one or two boys that still did and even some men that would take an interest.

It became her game and her secret, to wander to the park and sit on a bench, a wall or a swing and wait to see who she could attract. She said she never looked at them directly, just out of the corner of her eye, just to gauge their interest. She said one man would purposely sit about 30 yards from her pretending to read a paper when all the time he was looking for flashes of knickers. Always it was school knickers that got more attention. 

As we cuddled and I listened to her story I couldn’t help but wonder how different our teenage years had been despite our preferences for the same sexual need. Georgina had been calling the shots, baiting the males to see who would bite, whilst I had to wait to see what would emerge from any situation. What a terrible shame I thought that we never met it would have saved for me years of inhibitions tormenting my mind with what; at times I considered was something childish, something that I should have left behind.

She continued revealing her game and how it worked, emphasising on the successes and failures and how too it had made her feel, left in a void whilst others had moved on. Fascinated, I listened to the female perspective soon realising that what I thought was my little secret was blatantly obvious to most females and to some, even a teasing game. I recalled a wealth of moments where I had watched when really I was the one being watched.   

I continue with my light caressing of her neat knickered bottom listening to her informed recollections. It seemed to encourage her, my little petting, swooning over her silky skin, playing with the puckers of her knicker leg and easing the welts that had formed on her thighs. It was almost like Georgina was controlling the scene and that her sexual predilection depended on it.

Her tales of disappointment didn’t number the memory of mine but the frustrations when they happened were just as great. She went on to tell me about one of the more successful events, one she said that had shaped her mind more than most.
Mike was older than her, she 13 and he 15. She had met him in the park, first saw him with his boisterous friends, she could tell he was a knicker watcher, the glazed look on his face. Of course he wouldn’t dare look too closely with his mates around but he was back next day. On his own this time. Timidly, he’d walked past her twice but the third time she was determined to hook him with the little game. Sitting on the bench she hooked one leg under her chin giving him that all important view of the cuffed leg of her grey school knickers. She knew she had him dangling and flustered, he didn’t know what to do with himself. He just had to watch so he opted to stand consciously next to a tree, as though he was waiting for friends.

Of course it was so obvious to Georgina what he wanted to see but he naively thought he was being discreet. There’s a certain look Georgina explained, I can’t describe it but you had last Saturday in Bentall’s. It’s almost a look of expectancy and hope, like when you are waiting to receive a present.
I was shocked, I’d hoped that back then my little traits had gone un-noticed; I had a little memory drift, trying to recall all my previous encounters.  I even wondered if Rebecca had noticed me watching her and her little arm chair game. No, I tried to dismiss it, she’s too young to realise, a shiver went down my spine that even an eleven your old knew what the game was.

Georgina explained how Mike engaged her in the first conversations. It was obvious to him that she was younger and in his way he felt so superior. She said he played a little game of ridicule, first throwing little stones at the bench to get her attention. Of course she tried to ignore him but his game was to get her to fidget and avoid the ever nearing missiles. It worked as she shifted on the bench accidentally opening and closing her legs giving him more glimpses of those grey knicks. Then his banter and teasing started about how he could see her knickers. It was his only way he could strike up a conversation, not knowing her and of course she being younger.

Georgina said she remembered chasing him with a stick, a sort of a payback for the stone throwing. It was of course all horse play, especially as he led her into a coppice. Of course, it was all part of the plan, then he could turn the tables, he even let her whack him across the shins. Then it was his turn to do the chasing, trying to pull up her dress for a glimpse of those grey knicks.

I imagined the scene in my head, I’d played out the same ritual many times, my cock throbbed at the very excitement of the whole little scenario. Of course my fingers still swooned around Georgina’s bottom in an encouragement to her reliving the story. I suppose in a way we were both transported back to that stage in our growing up.  

Eventually she said he pinned her against a tree and roughly tried to kiss her. She said she felt she wasn’t going to be that easy a push over and grabbed his thigh with a good ‘horse bite’. Again it was all part of the ritual of tit for tat and in retaliation he pulled up her skirt to reveal the reason he was here. Her exposure, she said changed her mood, she knew then she wanted him to fondle and play with her knickers. She also knew she had to control him; a 15 year old boy could be a handful of groping and persuasion. She had to ensure that it was her game and that the rules they were playing to wee hers. He would not be allowed to go inside her knickers, let alone finger her.

Of course he was compliant, one false move and she would have kneed him in the nuts, besides she knew that he was consumed by and in awe of those knickers for the time being at least. His own need for things to go further would come later perhaps, if she got to know him.
She said she got incredibly turned on, his hands were everywhere on the outside, she felt squidgy inside especially as his tongue was then exploring her mouth. Between her legs came the wetness and feeling she so desired. It wasn’t long before his fingers were tracing her there, finding the shape of her pussy and squidging the fabric into her.
I too was now finding her, exploring her shape through the same grey material, feeling the heat and dampness as her knickers soaked up her desires. She gasped with ecstasy as I traced her little treasure and we too found each other’s tongues. 

My actions had ended the conversation for now Georgina whimpered as my fingers petted her wet gusset.
‘Wait’, she said and darted off for what seemed an eternity only quickly to return with her navy blue’s from this morning.
Gosh I was overcome by the expectation as she settled back next to me and pulled down the front of my pants. My anticipation seemed to extend time as first my cock throbbed between her finger and thumb. I watched her pull back my foreskin exposing my pre-cum and felt and heard the stickiness. As in slow motion I watched her prepare to envelope it in her soft gusset of navy. It has happened many times in my life, that first touch, but to have it from my little schoolgirl laid me weak with expectation.

Gosh, the feeling of that oh so soft material tickling my foreskin was an orgasmic sensation. This was different now it was her knicks and indeed the one’s she had worn not a few hours ago. My thoughts raced back to watching her on the netball court, all that exertion and movement now combined to give the heady smell of her efforts.
My fingers were soon back to caressing her little pussy lips through the damp grey cotton.
‘I love petting’, she panted, as I sought out her every furrow and sensitive spot.
We were soon tonguing each other again our nostrils flaring like race horses, breathing in the heady aroma of our sexual game. It was a game, our game, one that we had sought each other for and now found the perfect partner.
‘Can we do this all day’, I gasped and watched as her hand masturbate me up and down in the soft and sensuous cotton.
I felt that cotton grip and tease my foreskin sending a thousand sensations through my balls. Georgina tugged at my pants pulling them downwards so she could cup my aching sacks with soft navy cotton. The sensation was out of this world as she pulled my cock into the soft zone of her navy gusset.

I was near to cumming and asked her to slow, ‘I don’t want it to end too soon’.
 Georgina too was pressurising my fingers into reaching her own orgasm and with my comment she too backed off.
‘You’re right’, she said, ‘it’s all too easy to finish and loose the enjoyment, what’s the rush we have all afternoon’.
We cemented that decision with our tongues deliciously dancing around each other’s mouths. I loved tasting her, burying our souls deep into one another’s heads, whilst the sexual tingling between our loins continued. We searched too, deep into one another’s eyes, confirming our commitment. Even then, so soon, I knew I loved her and that the bond that ran between us was something deeper than lust and passion.

Suddenly she was leading me away from the settee, luring me, with her hand still manipulating my throbbing cock in the soft gusset of those navy knicks. I followed her, awkward with my walk and desperately trying to chase her bottom with my hand.
She leads me enticingly to her bedroom where I wondered what her plan was. Agreeably she had a large double bed but we by-passed that and approached a chest of drawers. My heart pounded in anticipation, I’d been here in this situation many times before but to be lead here by a female was another thing. I knew in my head the sequence of drawers, the unwritten rules of where the underwear would be.  She knowingly looked at me as if to test me. I guess the look on my face said it all, she knew she had a true knicker boy in tow.

It all happened in slow motion, the opening of those drawers, it always did, it was as though the curtains were rolled back on some huge stage and all the performers were revealed. I could only imagine the scene that would emerge as Georgina teasingly and slowly slid the drawer open.
The scene too always reminded me of a pot of busy flowers, seeing a knicker drawer for the first time, the wash of colour and the ruffle of petals as the delicate materials emerged. Georgina’s were no different as I surveyed the treasure trove of cotton and silky materials. She watched my reaction whilst frotting me gently in the navy school knicks.
‘Go on’, she urged, rummage, you know you want to’. ‘Oh and by the way my netball knicks are in another drawer’. Oh my God she knew what I was thinking and how I felt.

Amazingly I stood bewildered and in awe of what was happening. My nostrils filled with the heady scent that wafted up from the drawer and its contents. The smell of cleanness and Georgina’s unique fragrance was attacking my senses and weakening me into putty. Deliciously with one hand I caressed her little bottom under her gym skirt as my other ventured forward.
Where to start was a problem, but something did catch my eye in this wonderful treasure box. Silky they were, a powder blue with little pink hearts dotted here there and everywhere. Their lacy white scalloped leg and waist bands mesmerised me, demanding that they should be the first I was to touch. They tickled my fingers delightfully, sending a shiver through my body; doubly divine as my little sweet one frotted me in her navy blues.
Georgina watched fascinated as all her beliefs were pieced together. I tossed them, manoeuvring them into place so my fingers would curl into the soft white gusset. When satisfied I lifted them towards my face capturing their delicious scent as they rose upwards. They tickled my cheek with their lacy bands before I buried my nose in the clean fragrance of her gusset. I sniffed deeply knowing that it was her clean smell and that her little pussy had graced itself here many times before.

Georgina hugged me with encouragement, her hand bringing me ever closer to spunking. Suddenly she takes the navy blues away, the signal that I should give the knicks I am sniffing to her. I drop them into her waiting fingers knowing their destination. Delicately she finds the soft cotton crotch placing in and around my foreskin. Gently she rolls me up and down and we listen to my slurping pre-cum as it soaks into that oh so soft gusset.
My head fills with images of her wearing them on her perfect body and I fantasise about them living on her body for the day and how they will move and ruck over her tiny frame. She has me right on the edge of an orgasm as my foreskin gets caught up in the soft cotton of where pussy lives. It cannot be held and my sperm begins its travel weakening me. I have to hold on to her as my knees buckle and she pumps me into the little treasure of silky lace.

My cumming ebbs away and exhausted and weak I drop to my knees. I turn her to face me and begin to plant a multitude of kisses on her thighs and upwards towards her honey pot. I can smell her sex and dampness encouraging onwards. Her legs part inviting and enticing me towards her wet little heaven. Her skin is so soft and silky as I plant my lips upon it. Between her thighs the radiance of heat greets me as does the beautiful fragrance of her sex.
I’m drawn to it in gratitude and lust as my nose finally reaches the damp grey of her netball knickers. I push my nose forward smearing it with her wetness as I trace out her little cunt. Georgina grunts in open satisfaction as I teasingly seek out her form. Her hips gyrate towards me as she awkwardly stands giving me access.

We cannot stand here, her unsupported and trembling with her own desires. I push and coax her gently backwards until she falls backwards onto her big double bed. Her legs akimbo and invitingly open I begin reigning kisses on her wet and grey vagina.
I suck and French kiss the cotton gusset pushing and manipulating the material into her. She bucks against me in her delirious lust to be satisfied and I know that I too will be able to bring her to an exhilarating orgasm. She calls my name and gasps as I push my tongue into her wonderful tasting knicker clad pussy.
I concentrate on the area where I know there will be a little throbbing nubbin, the one that will take her to her goal. She franticly pulls my head in to her, satisfying her on her journey of lust.
‘Eat me’ she cries in desperation, as I feel her shudder and buck onto my face.
She rides me roughly for a second and then her tide ebbs and she gently holds me there in her valley of sex. I am intoxicated by her bodily perfume and still drink and sniff it with vigour reining my little kisses into her grateful body.

Fulfilled Georgina pulls me away from what is my honey pot. She’s pulling upwards and backwards gesturing me towards the bed and getting in. I now notice how cool my body is and hers as we cosily get under the covers. She spoons her bottom into my groin and we cuddle in like two lost puppies. I snuggle her caressing her silky thigh and cuffed leg. We settle in our cosy world and listen to the trains clatter in the cutting far below.

We must have fallen asleep and drifted into a dream world then woken together. We are both aware again of each other’s presence. Neither of us wants to move, this is where we belong for this moment, still cementing so much that we have discovered, a building of our compatibility.
My hand begins to explore her delicately, finding every contour so that I remember and can later recall. It creeps around her soft flat tummy tracing the high waist of those grey school knicks. This is a new sensation to me, being able to take in such detail, as in the past there were too many furtive attempts and shuns of disapproval.
I wonder too on reflection whether the girls at school were embarrassed by these knickers, bewildered that males were interested in something they considered so un-sexual. But, here and now I was with Georgina who like me saw them as something that bonded and gelled.
I work my way up her smooth delightful skin to her breasts. This is again is new territory for me; it’s never been my gambit, my focus from days gone by, were always on bottoms, thighs and legs. I suppose it was because in my early appreciation of the female form there were not breasts to be seen. I also remember that pictures of Dianna Dors did nothing for me, nor did the pinups in the magazines we found in the woods, it was little Ingrid and Sandra from my school days and their cute bottoms that turned my sexual lock.

But, here I am now exploring my little Georgina, making my way to her small breasts. Yes I had looked, made a comparison with Sarah, about the same I’d guessed, maybe a 34A. But hey Georgina was 24, her breasts would have reached maturity, maybe Sarah’s were still developing. Of course it really didn’t matter, she had what she had, and by now I was smitten by my little lover. They were small that’s all that counted, I could cup them in my small hands, French kiss her nipples and feed like an adolescent.

Her little soft cotton bra sent shivers of excitement through my body; I reacted by pushing my now recovered cock into her little bottom. We both gave that deep sexual sigh that signals lust and wantonness. The softness and warmth of the bra material delighted my touch as I swirled the pads of my fingers upon a nipple. Georgina bucks onto my cock in encouragement as her body reacts to my play. I kiss her neck and fill my nostrils with her unique clean smell that intoxicates me to go further.

My fingers teased up the super soft material exposing one of her little mounds.
‘Boys’, Georgina sighed and came to my rescue unhooking what I was now discovering to be a front fastening bra.
They were both available now, as I cupped one and discovered it to be the size of a tennis ball. It delighted me in size and shape, it ticked a box in my ideal women, little boobs don’t sag, I thought. I toyed with them, palming her little buds and listened to her sigh. Her nipples hardened under my playing sending her bottom craving my erection. My tongue planted little kisses all around her neck tracing her hairline. We were in little romantic heaven, snuggled in her bed, there was nowhere else on earth I rather be at this moment.

We both stretched and sighed. It was a signal that we had finished our cuddle and needed to move on. Not that we wanted to be parted but there was much to do together and experience other than our lust.
‘I’m hungry’, Georgina announced. And now she said it I had to agree, obviously my appetite for her body had overtaken the demands of my stomach.

We dressed quickly and made are way down into Surbiton. I felt so happy at that moment just being with Georgina, even shopping was a delight; I suppose it was just being in her company.

