The Lodger Chapter 10 Understanding the Game

Saturday evening we found ourselves at the Wilkinson’s. It was Georgina’s idea, she was insistent despite my offers to go out somewhere around Kingston.
‘What’s the point’, she had said, ‘we want to get to know each other’, besides we are so likeminded I don’t think you begin to understand’. 

I must admit I didn’t, I would have wanted to stay back at her flat, perhaps cuddled up in her bed. She wouldn’t even let me continue rummaging in her knicker drawer or even look in the drawer with her netball knickers. No, she insisted, she wanted to see how I had settled in at the Wilkinson’s; she said it would be less obvious if she came round whilst they were still in Sussex. Still she kept her word; I had her navy blues from her netball game. It was obvious what I intended to do with them; I think it pleased her much that I had them.

So here we were sat in the Wilkinson’s lounge, cuddled in on the settee and occasionally kissing between dreamily watching the television. It didn’t matter at all what was blaring out of the screen, we both seemed to enjoy being in each other’s company. I felt so secure with her; I hadn’t felt this way ever before. Somehow it didn’t even matter that I wasn’t ravaging her body, just to be here with her was enough.
I patted and pawed at her little Levi clad bottom, toying and playing with the knicker line that lay underneath. It tickled her occasionally as I traced and felt the gusset line across that wonderful shape making her shiver in appreciation or was it annoyance! 
‘You know she has the hot’s for you’.
‘Who’, I said knowing full well that it was it was Sarah she was referring to and prompted by her school photo upon the mantel piece.
I had caught Georgina’s eye looking it earlier, almost as one does spying a rival across a street.
‘Sarah you idiot’, she said knowing full well I had diverted her original question like some school boy game.
‘Do you reckon’, I said playing off the question.
‘Of course she has’, came Georgina’s obvious reply. ‘In a way it’s why I am here’.
Now that intrigued and puzzled me was she here intentionally?
‘What do you mean by that’ I enquired. My mind raced away at the possibilities, was I being used, did they all know about my little knicker habits, was the throwing away of the Wilkinson’s old clothes a little test! It was a habit of mine jumping to these conclusions, wracked by guilt and insecurity.

Georgina clocked my frowned brow and began to explain.
‘It was a combination of things really, I think Rosemary has already spotted Sarah’s interest in you and how well you relate to one another, despite her shyness’. ‘I think also she accepts in a way you would be a good more mature influence on her than say boys her own age’. ‘On the other hand she still thinks of her as a little girl and one that has still got to get through school’. ‘Equally my sister is bewildered by my lack of males in my life and what she sees as a more permanent relationship’. ‘I suppose also they felt sorry for you, new to the area and no signs of a social life’. She giggled at this point which eased my concerns as well as her explanation. ‘Little did they know they had put two pint pots together, you and me’, she said smiling.

The relief must have shown on my face, although Georgina at this stage would have had no idea how my mind fretted and tortured myself around my insecurities. I thought about what she had said for a few moments then laughed myself.
‘So have you got the hot’s for her’, came Georgina’s next question?
I had to answer this honestly, it was the way our relationship however short was now running.
‘Well, yes and no’, came my confusing reply, ‘yes I do fancy her and think she is cute but then again I do not want the immaturity of yet another young girlfriend’. ‘I have too many skeletons in my cupboard with the uncertainties of younger girls’, I added.
Then I laughed recalling what she had said about being ‘two pint pots together’.
Georgina looked up at me reassuringly, piercing me with doleful eyes and said, ‘besides your mine now’.
I kissed her deeply in gratification. I’d always wanted to be somebody’s, and especially now with this adorable and compatible creature, one that possibly knew and understood me and was even excited by the way I was.

I toyed with that little red Levi label as we cuddled. I had become fixated by it lately, firstly with Sarah’s cute bottom and now with Georgina’s. I don’t know why, in my mind it was a marker for noticing their bottoms, especially nice cute ones, like they both shared.
In my head I tried to work out who had the best one but gave up and went back to fondling Georgina’s knicker line where it dived between her cheeks.  She sighed deeply as my touch was felt through the denim.

We had been cuddling like this for a while. I suppose we needed to move, adjust our selves from the one position on the big old settee. It was Georgina who set it in motion, pulling me up and dragging me through the doorway. I hadn’t an inkling what she was doing pushing me toward the stairs, my mind raced that she was about to seduce me as we climbed to the first landing of the old rambling house.
I  had half turned to climb the next level but that wasn’t her intentions! She pulled me sideways, motioning me towards where she knew Sarah’s bedroom was. My heart leapt a thousand feet as she pulled me through the door. Firstly Sarah’s heady perfume hit my nostrils and I half expected to find a half open drawer, one that I left open in her chest of drawers. My relief was short lived as she dragged me across the room towards it.
No she can’t be was my first thoughts, she doesn’t want me to explore Sarah’s knicker drawer, no not with her there! But she did, she never said anything but there were gestures with her hands, of encouragement and meaning, go on open the top drawer. I looked at her guiltily; she knew and guessed I’d been here before, God I thought she was beginning to get to know me well.

Reluctantly at first I pondered, half of me was embarrassed, the other half excited by the prospect. Of course I knew what it held; I’d examined it only yesterday and fondled the contents. But here I was my secret out in the open, being watched by my little Georgina.
She cuddled into me, arms around my waist and head on my chest. She actually kissed it through my shirt as she urged me onwards.
‘Play and choose’, she said.
Bewildered in what was happening, this was meant to be my solitary game not to be shared but here and now it had two players. It felt like being in a sweet shop when I was a child. She beckoned me to choose, pick my favourites, was this right and proper coming from my girlfriend. To insist I declare my favourites from another females knicker drawer. I had to do it though; it had to be Sarah’s pink ginghams bikinis. After all they were what Sarah had been wearing on the day of my arrival. 

I reached down slowly, my open hand ready to savour that initial touch. The leg bands of frill would tickle my fingers. I knew these sensations well, the build up was intense. My little Georgina looked on, her eyes confirming the many ideas of what this little scene purveyed. She wanted to be part of it, witness it and enjoy it too.
As my hand reached forwards so too did Georgina’s hand on my zipper. I listened to it run along its track in the silence of the room and felt the release of pressure on my stiff cock. God I was leaking again, she slipped her hand inwards to thoughtfully coincide with my fingers reaching the pink gingham. Together we reached our goal my fingers toyed with the pink gingham and her played in the wet cotton of my underpants.

I pulled the pink gingham towards me watching how they shaped and formed in my hand. My imagination rolled out a brief scene of Sarah wearing them as they mimicked the shape of being on her body. Georgina was playing in my wet patch now, manipulating and rolling my foreskin thorough my own pants. For the second time today I began to feel weak at the knees, standing peering and playing in yet another knicker drawer.
This was normally a solitary pastime without an audience. It was usually played out by a need to explore, sometimes hurried but always with a care of not to disturb too much of the order that was found in such places.
Sometimes where time and the possibility of not being interrupted was on my side, then I may have retreated to the young ladies bed. Here I would have been in control, letting the game evolve and deciding when my pleasure would end. Here I was in another female’s room playing with her underwear and being played with by my new girlfriend, it all seemed so surreal. Georgina obviously wanted to witness how the little scene was played out and yet at the same time help it along. I was confused, somewhat inhibited too, yet at the same time being drawn into my game, a game I was now sharing.
Georgina continued playing in my wet patch exciting me beyond belief. I brought Sarah’s knicks to my face inhaling their cleanness, yet at the same time desperately trying to search out her hidden unique smell. My brain told me that it was there and now the hand manipulating my covered foreskin was encouraged it.
I caressed my face with Sarah’s knickers, feeling the lace tickle my skin, it sending shivers through my body. My knees shook as my body edged towards ecstasy, it already having been relieved  by our days activities, but I knew it would yield yet again and soon. Georgina recognised this unbuttoning my fly and exposing my slurpy and sticky cock. 

My games had suddenly changed, no longer was there one player controlling the outcomes and staging the end. I understood now my games it would never be the same again, I now had another player who brought new dimensions to its play.
Georgina extracted Sarah’s little pink ginghams away from my face depriving me of the soft gusset gliding over my skin. She pulled them down towards my wet foreskin, gosh she was going to wank me into someone else’s knickers. My appreciation of what was about to happen edged me towards reciprocation, my free hand now finding her on zipper and button to her jeans.
Hurriedly I tugged at her clothing, wanting equal participation as I knew I would not be long before I would blow. She had the soft cotton of the gusset now enclosed around my foreskin. Final adjusts being made so as I would sensationally feel where Sarah’s pussy would have sat.
My hand dived downwards spreading her legs and in desperation, squeezing between the denim. I slowed over the soft nap of her own knickers pushing into the heat of her own wantonness. I could feel her wetness too as I delicately padded along the outline of her sex. I just had to look downwards, to confirm the colour and style, definitely red, and bikini’s I guessed.

We turned towards one another, easing our stance. I watched as she began to wank me into Sarah’s gusset. My fingers began to mimic her rhythm too sliding over the petals that lay beneath the soft cotton of her knickers.
Georgina was extremely damp down there; it was obvious that this game too turned her on. Deliciously my foreskin began to goo its self into the pink gingham gusset, slurping and being caught under my glands. I guessed my little one had been here before, she knew what she was doing alright and what a knicker boy needed. Her manipulation was perfect, in fact better than mine as she led me slowly towards yet another cum.

My fingers continued to trace her opening liberating her own wetness, releasing the smell her own musky sex. She leant into my body wanting more as I awkwardly continued to contend with her jeans, it made it difficult sliding a finger under the cotton.
Gosh she stopped wanking me I feared, I watched her eagerly drop her jeans over her hips. We were back on course now; Georgina’s adjustments gave me more fingering room and flipped her knicker leg band to one side to find her wet pussy.
Again her sexual aroma hit my nostrils as now I traced her downy slit. God she was so fucking wet, my exploration soon slipped between her lips to slosh in her lubrication. It moved me on too; I always loved petting and finger fucking. My cock too squidged in Sarah’s soft cotton gusset right where her pussy would have been.

What bliss this scene was, something I could have never dreamed of in a million years. The pleasure on my face must have shown as Georgina panted ‘you like my little knicker games, how is Sarah’s pussy for you’.
Oh my god I thought, she really does know the score, what goes on inside my head?

I let my finger slip deep into her swirling in her lovely lubricated little hole, whilst my thumb slid towards her little bump. We were feeding on each other’s pleasures and she gasped as my thumb swooned and massaged her sex button. I listened too to our sexual grunts of satisfaction as they coincide with our sloppy, slurpy wet fingers petting each other. My tongue had to find hers again to complete the sexual dance of lubrications.

We toyed with each other’s mouths adding to the commitment of our game. For the moment it slowed everything down, we were ‘virgins’ in our exploration of each other’s bodies. It was apparent we did not want to miss out on uncharted sensations.
Our lips pulled apart and we regained the impetus below.
‘Do you want to spunk in little Sarah’s knicks? Georgina panted.
Wow her comment triggered a thousand sensations through my cock. Georgina you little love, I thought. All I could do was to gasp a ‘mmm’ .
Her fingers had me just in the right place, something she had practiced or learnt crossed my mind.
I gasped, ‘do we want to mess them?
All I got back a very laboured ‘we can wash them!

By now I was too far gone to worry, her words were accepted as I concentrated on her little sex button. 

God I loved fingering her, she was so wet and lubricated. I just had to explore every nook in her delicious pussy. I had already decided she was mine; she wasn’t going anywhere and would never leave me.  We leaned against each other as we edged towards our own orgasms. I wanted it to last forever, those feelings of pleasure that were running through my cock.
Here I was, with a girl I was beginning to love, being wanked into a pair of knicks of another girl whom I fancied. It was hard getting my mind round that, what was happening and where my sexual thoughts were headed whilst my foreskin wetly slurped in the soft cotton. Was it Sarah I was fantasising about or Georgina wanking me or even my fingers exploring her pussy.

‘Fuck, I am going to cum’, I breathed.
‘Oh yes’, my little one whispered in encouragement, ‘cum in Sarah’s knicks, spunk in her gusset’.
 Jesus those words were enough to send me over my edge, my sperm began to travel and the intense pleasure flooded my body. My fingers dance in her pussy and thumb slipped all around her button. 
That vision came into my brain again as my tubes began to flow uncontrollably, of Levis and the little red label, her visible gusset line, stretched across a pert bottom. My spunk flooded into them, Sarah’s knickers.

My own fingers worked too in an intensity of lust and love to bring my little Georgina to her own orgasm. Greedily she humped my hand to gain her own gratification.

The ebb tide overcame us both; we leaned inwards propping each other, as weakened and exhausted we came back down and eased into reality. I stood kissing her forehead on her hairline, my gratitude for taking me there.
Reality in my brain kicked in, still bewildered by the little scene that we had just played out. This wasn’t even a fantasy stored in my head. These scenes were usually solitary acts, shared only with my inner thoughts.  We lovingly put each other’s clothes back together still propping each other up as the adrenaline left are bodies.

The spunky knickers followed us as we pushed the drawers closed and made our way down stairs. Georgina took them from me and they lay soaking in the sink whilst we made a cup of tea. We sat at the kitchen table, again cuddling and kissing at every opportunity.
I looked deep into her eyes too, searching in bewilderment of what had happened upstairs. In some ways I felt I had let my guard down, displayed too much of my inner self. I wasn’t even sure that it was me anyway, wasn’t my knicker fetish just a stop gap until I had a real relationship. Confused I was, Georgina noticed this and toyed with my fingers as she planned to tackle a conversation.

‘You know, it does things for me too’, she said. ‘It turns me on watching you, playing and making you cum’. ‘I like touchy sex’, she continued, ‘yes I like intercourse too, but I like all that foreplay, it reminds me of my school days’.
I smiled deeply and lovingly at her knowing what she meant, little scenes from the past flitted through my mind, the furtive explorations sliding my hand up skirts and trying to touch knickers. I had to think about my reply, I hadn’t ever been with someone so understanding before, it caught me off my guard.
Eventually I said, ‘I remember them too but mine were mainly missed opportunities and regret about not being forward’. ‘Sometimes knickers were a substitute for not being with the real thing’.
There I had said it, let it slip and put my heart on a sleeve. I don’t know what I expected in reply but it was a relief when it came. Georgina gave one of her deep smiles; I was beginning to recognise these as encouragement. She brushed my nose too with her finger tip, kissed as well, which put everything in my head at ease.

Georgina jumped up, fishing under the sink for Rosemary’s washing powder. ‘They have to smell the same’, she smiled, a girl sometimes knows when her knicker drawer has been disturbed.
Gosh all those previous encounters of rummaging knicker drawers filtered through my mind, had anyone known I had been in their drawers. A shudder went through me as I watched her gently teasing the gusset of Sarah’s pink ginghams in the suds.
‘There mustn’t be and traces of your goo’, she laughed.
I patted her bum in a mock retaliation.

When we were both satisfied that they were clean she turned to me.
‘Drying, any ideas’?
Of course I did, I had been here many times before. It rather depended on the time and who was around, an empty house like this one gave lots of options but not getting caught was the priority.

‘Follow me up stairs’.
We bounded the stairs to the airing cupboard where I knew there would be a heat source, the immersion heater. Georgina watched as I revealed my devious plan. I fished around in pile of laundered towels until I found a small hand towel, then placing it on the hot pipe that came out of the back I carefully positioned Sarah’s knickers to dry. She watched my attention to detail spreading the little gusset ensuring maximum drying and hopefully in the shortest time.
‘You’ve done this before’, she smiled.
I kissed her forehead and replied, I’ll come back in the morning.

‘You had better take me home’, Georgina pleaded. ‘I have a county practice in the morning and I don’t want to be tired’.
In the van we discussed when we would see each other again, both agreeing it must be tomorrow afternoon or evening. I said that the Wilkinson’s were due back sometime Sunday afternoon and I had better be there upon their return. We decided Sunday evening would be better for us all then at least the Wilkinson’s could see that I had been house sitting and not neglecting my duties.

I really didn’t want to go as we sat there kissing in the van. Her flat was tempting us both for a five minute cuddle but both of us knew it wouldn’t just be that. Eventually and reluctantly we let each other go and went our separate ways.

‘Behave at home’, she whispered mockingly, knowing full well I wouldn’t.
‘How can I, I pleaded I have your navy blues.     

