The Lodger Chap 22

The walk from the van to Georgina’s door seemed to take an age. My heart pounded as I climbed the stairs, the holdall with my clothes and knickers bumped at my knees at every turn in the stair well. Reaching her door I fumbled with the key, my shaking hands bouncing as I tried to insert it in the lock.
It swung open; the quiet muffled sounds of the television could be heard in the lounge, an indication that ‘Georgie’ would be where she said she would be. Putting the bag down in the hall and standing straight again made my swelling cock feel awkward, I had to adjust him for comfort; for sure he was going to get bigger.

I peered around the doorway; my little pretend niece was lying on the floor watching the television. I gasped with excitement at the scene that was before me, a little girl lying on her tummy in an incredibly short nightie. Her hair in two short bunches either side of her head, little pale blue ribbons tied neatly in a sweet bow. My niece turned and smiled, pointed to the armchair directly behind her and indicated that I should sit.

I did as I was told; lifting a little drawing of a heart with two crudely drawn people stood either side. Convincingly they had a child like nature about them, even with the scribbled colouring in, that had been applied to them. Written in the centre of the heart is said, ‘Love you Uncle Dave’.

I sat in that chair to take in the view in front of me, adjusting my now stiff erection as I made myself comfortable. Before me, little Georgie innocently, yet provocatively, bent her knees upwards, idly swing her legs backward and forward in a state of childish demeanour. Her nightie had crept upward with an intention: it rucked on her pert bubble of a bottom exposing a flash of white between her legs.

I swore under my breath, taken aback by the exposure and saucy-ness of the mimicked scene sprawled on the floor below. Teasingly my little Lolita scratched her bottom, bringing the nightie upward to reveal a little cushion of her rump. I moaned with a deep lust, sliding downward in the chair to get a better view. My hand too slipped into the waistband of my jeans, adjusting him so that he could comfortably throb and leak into my new Y Fronts. I felt like a horny schoolboy again, with furtive fumblings and always seeking opportunities to spy on the salacious little madam next door.

Georgie’s little mound was clearly visible now, the virgin white cupping two plump little peaches that formed her nonny. Or was it now named Minnie, I tried to recall our brief and previous adventure into Georgie land, what we had said and how we had reacted. Perhaps that occasion had been all too short but I was sure it was the nickname Minnie, she used for her pre-pubescent little mound.

I watched as her rocking legs moved her hips and sent ripples of movement into the soft white cotton covering Minnie. The cotton had slid into the peach exaggerating its little form into a tempting and mesmerizing little scene. God knows what was on the television, it was just a blur in the background, it was almost as if I was back in Bushy Park again watching those girls on the apparatus.
My hand had freed the top button of my jeans and had my zipper down too, exposing my own expanse of virgin white. I looked down on the Y Fronts to see my bulging cock bouncing around in his usual state of excitement. There was temptation, to get him out, slowly and sexily through that fly hole but I wanted Georgie to do that, take out Uncle Dave’s thingy and gasp at its size. So for the moment he had to content with bouncing and leaking his fluid into my foreskin.
The little madam was scratching her bottom again, or pretending to, lifting that ever so short nightie even higher. Her cute little bottom became ever more exposed, tantalising me with a vast expanse of virgin soft white cotton. It seems Georgie had planned this in some detail, her knickers mimicking the little girl she pretended to be, as disappeared all the way up to her waist. 
Her rocking and swaying legs now began to spread themselves apart, exposing that oh so soft area of baby soft skin at the tops of her thighs. My breath awkwardly expelled in a laboured whoosh of sexual anxiety, I just had to palm my self once in an attempt to ease his excitement below. Those top of thighs, I remembered how silky smooth they were, how my lips would gorge and swirl on the delicate satin of their touch. How from there too I would be able to breathe in that elixir of sweet and intoxicating fragrance, that came from the little cushion that sat in between.
I really couldn’t take much more; I wanted her, to be involved in the game. I made as to get out of the chair and I guess Georgie realised this and interrupted my movement.

‘Can Georgie come and sit in Uncle Dave’s lap’, she said half turning to show the knickers disappearing up towards her tummy.

I gasped yet again at the sight of her exposing herself, perhaps just as innocently or maybe provocatively as any little girl would, how could I refuse.

‘Yes come on’, I responded in such a way that it was almost as if I was doing her the favour.

‘I don’t have to, unless you want me too’, she replied in a child like defiance.

‘Yes I want you to’, I replied getting hooked into the little game.

She got up in the most unladylike fashion to be imagined, exposing her knickers almost to the full and giving me the most wonderful view of the white expanse of her crotch. Then it all disappeared as the nightie fell into place as she slowly made her way towards me.

‘Do you want me to sit on your thingy again like last time Uncle Dave’, she teased as she climbed onto the armchair.

I couldn’t answer that, there hadn’t been a last time but it was all part of the game.

‘You do don’t you, that’s why your trousers are undone and your thingy is sticking up. With that she straddled my lap.

Immediately I felt the heat of her body as she innocently positioned her self, her white knickered crotch coming into line and sitting on the outline of my aching cock. I picked op her perfume too, baby shampoo and perhaps the hint of baby cream on her skin. Her bunches tickled the beard on my face as she settled her head into my chest and rocked gently to and throw positioning herself firmly where the little minx knew would have the best effect.

I gasped and kissed her hair, bringing my arms around her waist, helping her sit right where I wanted her, my cocked head nudging some where in the vicinity of Minnie.

‘Your thingy is big’, she said, pushing against him.

My hands crept under her nightie moving it upward towards her waist. I watched where they had moved to, realising for the first time the detail on her nightwear, Minnie Mouse looking all innocent and shy.
‘What did you do at school today’, I asked.
‘We went to the park this afternoon’, she said, ‘to collect some autumn leaves and conkers for art on Monday’.

‘Did you enjoy that’, I questioned, my hands now cupped her little bottom, holding it purposefully in place so as her Minnie was still sitting right where I wanted it to the front of my Y Front’s.

‘Except when Nicholas Connor kept trying to lift my dress up’, she replied.

‘Why was he trying to do that’, I asked knowing only too well why boys did that.

‘I guess he was trying to see my knickers as usual, probably wanted to know what colour they were’.

‘Were they these’, I asked, hooking a finger round a leg band and sampling the super soft skin I found there.

‘Of course not silly, they were navy blue, I’ve had a bath since then’, she teased. ‘I put them in the washing basket, do you want me to go and get them’, she enquired.

Her little teasing was getting to me but then it was meant to, we were both playing a game that was exciting to us. I lifted her upward, placing my covered cock right where Minnie was hiding and let her slide down his length. The effect on my foreskin was sensational, pulling him gently backwards making gasp again. Georgie was getting worked up too, pushing Minnie where little girls shouldn’t.

‘Do you want me to go and get them’, she repeated.

‘No not yet, maybe later’.

‘Do you want to take them home again, like you did last time, to rub them on your thingy?

‘I was rather hoping you would rub Uncle Dave’s thingy now’.

‘I don’t know if I want to do that again’.

‘But you promised you would’.

‘No I didn’t, it was you who made me promise’.

‘Oh please, I will give you some sweeties again’.

She looked up at me all sort of bright eyed just as I imagined a ten year old would.

‘Where are they then, she questioned.

‘In my bag, but you can only have them if you are a good girl and play with my thingy’.

She was gone and off my lap and into the hall, dragging my bag back with her. She was into the top and soon found what she was after. In a childish little game I snatched them back from the chair and held them out of her reach.

‘You promised’, I said.

She gave me a little girl hurt look, so I beckoned her towards me. Georgie stood before my open legs and my hand crept up the back of her nightie to caress her bottom. The softness of what I found there, her knickers and delicate skin that lay underneath was a combination that had my cock bouncing in my Y Fronts. As my hand explored her, that hurt look disappeared, her legs parting to accommodate my wandering fingers.

‘Promise’, I pleaded, holding out the bag of sweeties in a mock peace offering.

‘I promise’, she replied, promptly feeding a little white chocolate mouse into each of our mouths.

That chocolate was heaven as it melted all over my tongue, for a moment I imagined it melted all over my little niece’s virgin pussy, me lapping and licking for all I was worth. Georgie stepped forward, closer, and then dropped to her knees. It brought her down to a level and height that almost made her look like her supposed ten years. With the sweetie bag in her left hand she lent forward towards my aching cock with her right. I watched it in slow motion, almost as if she was acting out a kind of innocent fear.

That first touch, just her knuckles gingerly exploring and brushing the taunt white cotton where my cock lay, it was electric, had me catching my breath as they skidded across the surface. Her fingers came back for more, I watched her face, a convincing performance of uncertainty, they held me quivering in a pretend child like grip.

‘Please’, I said, ‘take him out, out slowly through the fly’. 

My breath was laboured now, my head full of expectation of what it would feel like to be held by the tender fingers of my niece.

‘Ooh I don’t know about that’, she said, then slowly wrinkling the cotton around my exposed foreskin, ‘it’s a bit naughty isn’t it’.

‘Please you promised’, I begged, now in such a state I thought I was sure to cum as soon as she touched me. ‘Look I’ll help you if you are not sure, show you what to do’.

Georgie edged forward on her knees, disposing of the bag of sweeties at the same time. I wanted to lean across and kiss her, forcing my tongue in her mouth but would my young niece understand adult kissing yet. I adjusted myself working him up the fly hole but leaving him still hidden. He leaked his wetness into the soft and new cotton as he strained in that opening.

‘Slide your fingers in the gap’, I pleaded.

Her first finger traced along the fly seam once and then slipped under. It corresponded with me tracing my finger along the soft cotton that covered Minnie. Her finger found my exposed cock head and swooned around in the sticky goo I had been producing. My finger slipped under the cotton to find a slippery and slidey little Minnie. There was something different too, it was devoid of the sparse down that I normally found there, innocently bald to go with the pretence of her years.

Slowly Georgie drew him outward, exposing him to the open air as my finger traced her sloshy little slit.

‘It’s big, your thingy Uncle Dave’.

‘Just move your fingers up and down slowly’, I encouraged, ‘that’s nice just like that’.

Her fingers began to gently pull my foreskin backward and forward in a little innocent and experimental motion. I listened and felt my stickiness of the evening make its little slapping noises as she worked me gently. For a weird moment, seeing her do that to my cock reminded of my first wanking encounter with a school friend, where, down by the river we both experimented with each other.

‘Now, what’s happening down here’, I enquired, referring to the intense wetness I was finding inside my nieces knickers’.

Georgie looked at me all innocently, ‘I don’t know, I felt a sort of squidgy down there all afternoon, ever since Nicholas Connor tried pulling up my dress’.
‘Do you like him doing that, does it make you feel good that he wants to see your knickers’, I said, knowing full well that it was about this time in her life that Georgina had discovered boys liked to look.

‘I don’t know really, he’s always trying to get a look up my clothes and sometimes he tries to touch them’.

Georgie’s hand worked me very slowly, sometimes little movements and others she would roll my foreskin downward to expose my wetness. The effect of her un-predictable play had me shuddering in expectation and was sending little shocks into my balls. Meanwhile I had a finger swimming just inside little Minnie, squelching in the immense lubrication she was making. I felt her muscles contract, gripping and holding it, presumably where she wanted it and endearingly she bit her lip whenever it was in the right place.

‘Do you want him to touch them, did you want that this afternoon’, I tease.

‘Maybe’, she replied, but sometimes he’s rough and it would never be the same as when you touch my knickers Uncle Dave. I like it when you come to look after me, you are much better at touching than any boy’.

‘Yes’, I said, ‘but you should never tell anyone, it’s our secret and nobody should ever know’.

‘Not even my friend Lucy’, she asked, she likes boys seeing her knickers too’.

‘No Georgie, not even Lucy, you would get us both in serious trouble and I might not even see you again’.
I could see our little play acting was getting my little niece very wound up, it was the same for me too, I really didn’t know how much longer I could hold off and such was our game, with everything that went with it. I decided we must move things on, as much as I was enjoying this and would want to do it again, my frustration from not having sex with Georgina on Wednesday was taking its toll. I started to insert my finger deeper and engage my thumb on her little nubbin.

‘Please don’t’, she asked, ‘not yet, please wait till Georgina comes back’. She winked at me as a recognition that it was all a game, that we should perhaps finish the thing here in the lounge; there was a hint that maybe we should move on!
‘But Uncle Dave wants to cum, he wants Georgie to do it’, I pleaded.

‘Does Uncle Dave want to cum in my navy knickers’, Georgie asked?
‘Is that the one’s from this afternoon’, I enquired.

‘Maybe’, she answered, and like a shot she was off to get them leaving my finger and thumb coated in her little girl heaven. 

When she came back, carrying the knickers I was shocked to see they were not hers. They were much smaller than she would have been able to get into even if we were playing a game of Uncle and Niece.

‘Here we are Uncle Dave’ she said, pushing me backwards into the chair and climbing aboard my lap again.

Once there she took great delight in wafting the school knickers under my nose and then accidentally dropping them onto my waiting cock. She teased him momentarily holding him right so as the soft cotton found my ticklish glands. Then she lifted them, turning the waist out to reveal a label that said Lucy.

My head spun, what was all this about, a fictional character mentioned during our play acting and then Lucy’s knickers appear.

‘Are they Lucy’s’, I asked.

‘Yes of course, it says so doesn’t it? She dropped them back into my lap and continued to masturbate me in Lucy’s gusset.

I gasped yet again, the combination of the wonderful feeling of being on the edge of an orgasm and the wonderment and excitement about who was Lucy. I pictured a 10 year old just like the pretend one that was deliciously wanking me in her school friend’s knickers. I watched as Georgie played the innocent game of pulling my foreskin back slowly to capture and surround my cock head in the soft navy cotton. My pre-cum wetted the fluffy material whilst I was wondering what Lucy looked like. Georgie’s fingers held me tighter at the bottom of her roll, then gave me a succession of faster strokes. I gushed and spunked heavenly and heavily watching the navy blue catch my seed and turn the material a darker shade.
We kissed for the first time tonight, not an Uncle and Niece kiss but an adult kiss. Our tongues smooched and slithered in the slow passion that was only our love. We gently tugged and bit on each others lips confirming we were now Georgina and Dave. I wondered what the evening still held.

‘I need to change and freshen up’, Georgina declared.

‘I think I will too, pointing to my bag’.

‘Ah, you brought everything then’, Georgina asked referring to my knickers. ‘Tell you what, you have a rummage in my underwear drawer and pick something out for me and then when you are in the bathroom I will pick you out some knickers from your bag’.

A big grin came across my face, the thought of rummaging through her knickers and actually choosing what she could wear.

‘Can I put them on you too’, I asked.

‘That’s a strange request where did that come from?

‘I don’t know, I have never done it before but it is a feeling that I want to’ .

She smiled back at me, ‘ok then, as long as I can dress you too’.

‘Now that really does turn me on’.

Off she went, disappearing into the bathroom.
Her knicker drawer was kind of familiar territory, I’d been there once before, with Georgina standing over me but here on my own it invoked strong desires. I suppose before it was a first time and very close to the beginning of our understanding. My cock stirred again, made his stickiness from my cum all the more noticeable, I pulled the drawer slowly open. Inside was just how I had remembered it, I re-registered or recalled all that lay before me and began to gently delve into the contents. 
The little electric thrills that tickled my fingers had him erect as usual. The red and greys that I had bought her were visible and were a tempting choice. They would certainly turn me on, their soft cotton a wonderful covering for her sweet little nonny. But, I had other ideas, something more saucy and daring, a pair that I had seen before. Here they were; the little silky powder blues, with the endearing but sexually appealing pink hearts randomly dotted around. I imagined their lacy white legs and waist bands tickling my nose as my lips planted little kisses all over her tummy and down to the little honey pot below.

‘Have you chosen yet’, came the voice behind me.

I jumped, I hadn’t realised Georgina was stood in the door way, for a brief moment in felt like my worst nightmare, to be caught rifling someone’s knicker drawer.

‘These, I think, they turn me on and I want to kiss your tummy and bite your bottom in them’.
‘I can see you do’, she replied referring to the bulging erection in my Y Fronts. ‘Do you want to use the bathroom while I pick yours?

Georgina, still wearing Georgie’s nightie wandered back into the lounge to unpack my holdall. I took her knickers with me into the bathroom. I washed my sticky cock scrupulously, my thoughts of us continuing with our little games wanted to avoid any of my spunk getting anywhere near her vagina, we didn’t want problems. I had to therefore ignore the temptations of perhaps a little frot in the gusset that was about to cover her nonny.

‘Where are you’, I heard her calling, ‘what are you doing to my knickers in there?

‘Nothing’, I replied.

‘Good, because I have a sexy little number here for you and I am dying to see your cock in them.

I didn’t need any more encouragement to join her; I appeared around her lounge doorway her little knickers draped like a flag on my now clean cock. She sat on the settee her finger held out the lemon briefs with the contrasting white trim in a mimic of my knickered erection. Georgina had removed the two bunches from her hair too and apart from the Minnie Mouse nightie looked every bit like my 24 year old girlfriend.
‘Who’s first then’, she teased, swinging the lemons on the end of her forefinger.

‘Me please’, I demanded.

I wandered across to her, her knickers swinging on the end of my penis. I pulled her upwards whilst I dropped to my knees in readiness for this exciting game. I could smell her sex wafting its sweet fragrance towards me, filling me with that desire to be inside her body.

I lifted her foot, so she could step into the first leg hole and then the second so that those silky knickers hung around her ankles. For a brief moment I wondered if Georgina felt the same sensations I did, whenever I indulged in this journey. I looked upward at her smooth and athletic limbs, so perfect in shape and form. My journey of appreciation continued to her thighs so creamy and silk before gazing at her bald pussy.

She lifted her nightdress, just an inch or so, to give me the pleasure that I sought. It sat there, her little peach, glistening in the dew of her lubrication, perhaps waiting for me or my touch. I did not disappoint her, slowly I moved inward until my nose touched her sweet lips. I dragged it along her furrow like a plough along a sticky field, my skin becoming wet with her sweet nectar.

Backwards and forwards it travelled coating itself in the honeydew of her desire. She gasped, bending her knees outwards greedily seeking more. Why should I disappoint, I love her dearly and want to consume every inch of her perfection. My tongue slipped into the trough, tasting her and consuming what I found. Her hand whisked through my hair twirling it in wild and frantic craving for more. But, I had to stop, yes I would love to bring her off like this but I wanted more, to be inside her, slowly and gently fucking her.

Slowly her knickers traversed her skin, upwards and onto her hips, where I neatly positioned them, the lacy frills displayed to perfection. One more swoop of my nose, to push the little double panel of slippery nylon and soft cotton into her waiting juices.

I stood and found her tongue with mine; my cock nudged her tummy in an impatience to push things along. Georgina found him wrapping the lemon knickers that I was to wear firmly round my shaft. The sheaf of nylon was manipulated around my cock end and proceeded to give my a little wank.

‘Gosh no’, I said breaking from the kiss.

‘What’s the matter, oh I see my little knicker boy wants to be wearing them’.

It was her turn, she dropped to her knees. Cupping my balls and holding my shaft she pulled my knickered erection into her mouth, ensuring her lips firmly held me around my covered cock end. No sooner than she was there, then she was gone, unravelling the little packet to take the knickers to my feet.

I lifted my first foot on the command of her tapping my ankle, my second foot followed and like her for a moment the knickers sat tickling my skin in anticipation. Again I wondered was this the same for the both of us, surely not, it was a routine for a female, to be wearing sexy feminine underwear. For me it was a ritual of desire, a secret wish to be attired in the underclothes of the opposite sex, it induced excitement, and most of all a deep routed need.

Gosh it was happening again, all those feelings, only now a 100 times better; it was not me pulling them slowly and teasingly up my body but my girlfriend. Over my knees to find the down of hair on my thighs, the lacy frill tickling and expanding as they climbed. The waist elastic hooking over my balls and edging up my shaft, like an incoming tide, a warm tide that sent a thousand sensations through my sexual organs. Georgina ended that journey, just as I had done, tweaking and flipping the beautiful scallops of lace into place before tucking in the waiting monster into his captured heaven.

We kissed again, pressing our bodies towards each other in a motion that acknowledged where this game would lead.

‘I still want you’, I breathed into her mouth.

‘The fuck’, she said, ‘the one we didn’t get from Wednesday?

‘Yes, the one my body always wants from you’.

‘But don’t you like our games’, she teased, knowing full well that I did.

‘The games make it even better’, I whispered in her ear.

I pushed her backward towards the settee. She flopped down allowing me to place her just where I wanted her. Cupping the little nylon bottom I pulled her towards the cushion edged before burying my lips deep into the slinky nylon of her gusset. I pulled and pushed on the nylon, once again feasting on the bald little cunt that sat there, the slippery material rolling over her sex in a dance of delirious lust.
‘Oh please fuck’, she cried, ‘please now’.

Nothing was further from my mind, I reach across to the armchair to get a condom from my jeans, Georgina looked disappointed that I had abandoned her.

‘No you don’t need it’, she said referring to the packet in my hand.

‘Why’, I asked looking puzzled.

‘The pill, I’m back on it’, she beckoned me invitingly towards her open legs, ‘I’ll explain later’.

The thoughts of us not having a piece of rubber between us excited me immensely, I had never had sex before without one, my cock was definitely excited about it, tenting viciously into my little lemon briefs. I hooked him over the elastic of the waist band, which then sensually cupped me round my balls. He bounced vigorously forward to nudge the silky blue and pink, slipping and sliding along the little furrow that lay beneath.

I moved towards her to capture a kiss, ‘up the side’, I asked, referring to one of my favourite ways to fuck.

‘Oh yes of course, what else’, she panted in anticipation.

One little kiss to cement our proceedings and then I lent backwards to watch and guide him. This was to be a moment for me, a very first, one that I wanted to savour and implant in my head forever. I hooked my finger into the lacy scallops, pulling them to the left. Her bald little nonny glistened with her oozing wetness. Teasingly I traced a finger through it, hearing Georgina gasp with pleasure. I opened her slightly to reveal the pink and succulent flesh in a readiness. Slowly I edged him forward like some huge liner slipping into a dock.

That first moment when flesh met flesh sent a shock of un-imaginable pleasure surging through my nervous system like nothing before. He sat nestled in the slippery pink, bouncing and sensating in the edge of heaven.

‘Oh God’, Georgina moaned, ‘please put him in, don’t tease’.

How could I resist that plea, slowly I sank inward watching our sexual mucus roll up the shaft of my dry skin.

‘Oh fuck, I panted as her virginal muscles clamped around me sucking me inward with an out of this world sensation. A whoosh of air left my lips as deep inward and soulful satisfaction overtook my body, endorphins whizzed around the canals of my brain sending me into a never experienced state of euphoria.

I looked downward at his sunken state, where lemon, pale blue and pink merged into one, where the ring of mucus moistened my pubic hair, where my curly forest met her silky baldness; I lent forward to find her lips.

That French kiss seemed to linger forever, our tongues dancing, and our conjoined sex throbbing in the little moments of ecstasy below. We stayed still, indulging in the feelings that our senses transmitted; no barriers to sensitivity, just the overwhelming warmth of our copulation.

Gradually nature and need introduced involuntary movement, turning the tide with an incoming rush of sensual pleasure, a pleasure that fed a hunger for more. Slowly I withdrew, feeling her muscles close and pull around me. My canals oozed my love juice in little tingles that at one time would have courted danger, perhaps involuntary releasing my seed on a journey to her womb. But it didn’t matter now, nothing would grow, we could indulge in a feast of ecstasy.

Near her entrance she squeezed, sending me forward in a slow manipulation that was to be repeated over and over in a ritual of satisfaction. Our bodies milked one another in a controlled lust, waiting and holding off the inevitable flood that was sure to come. We sought to control this nature, to be together as one, to orgasm and feed on each others explosion in a tumbling mass of love and bonding.

‘Nice fuck’ nice fuck, I repeated as my sperm flooded her wet and convulsing cavern.

Georgina moaned and shuddered, her legs uncontrollably scissoring around my back, sending me on a second journey of my orgasmic fix.

We ebbed together. I brought her forward on the cushion, lifting her upward into a sitting position in an attempt to gorge my self in her indulgent cunt. She whimpered at my deepness, biting her lip before I caught it with mine and pulled on it for her. I held her little bottom skyward in an attempt to find her deepness forever. Those tongues found each other again twisting in a cemented fashion that fixed us together for now and forever.
We broke to look deep into one another’s eyes, searching and finding compatibility and most of all love. A moment or so later I felt my erection ease, then slip and fall out of my little lover’s cunt. I watched as he plopped himself in her cum filled entrance and the trickle of sperm flood downward to soak our knickers. It triggered that question!

‘What’s with the pill’, I asked

‘Why are you not pleased’.

‘Its not that, I wasn’t expecting it and hadn’t given it any thought, in fact I have never had sex without a condom before’.

‘And, did you like it’. 

‘Oh yes, forever, that was fantastic’.

Georgina smiled, ‘yes it was, truly wonderful’. ‘So you don’t mind? 
‘Of course not, if you are happy about it and it doesn’t cause complication, I just wondered why now’.

‘Because we mean something to one another, and we are permanent and you are the best lover I have ever had’.

‘Wow, what a compliment from an older women’, I teased, following it with, I never knew what sex was before I met you’.

Georgina was still sat on my hands; my thumbs still able to function stroked the silkiness of her knickers, whilst one was able to tickle himself against the lacy scallop. It prompted me to lift her upward and drag her off to the bedroom where I hoped I could cuddle her and caress that cute little bottom all over again.

Slipping between the sheets we quickly snuggled in, to warm the bed. An autumn breeze rippled through the open curtains, it was dark outside. Soon it felt cosy as the bed began to warm, we snuggled, me spooning her and gently caressing her sweet body through nightie and knickers. That Tannoy in Surbiton Station burbled its message down the cutting into a garbled instruction; I only caught the word Portsmouth. Still it kind of set the scene in here, a cosy little love nest in the middle of a metropolis, it made it kind of romantic and safe from the bustle below.

Then it came to me, my question to Georgina.

‘Tell me about Lucy’, I asked.

‘I thought you’d never ask’, she giggled, stretching in the bed and then pushing her bottom back into my still knickered crotch.

‘Shame you missed her’, she teased.

‘What do you mean’, I asked playfully prodding her in the back.

‘Wednesday, when you came to collect me, if you hadn’t come to the wrong gate you would have probably seen her’, she laughed.

‘One of your students’, I asked.

‘Yes of course, the silly girl left her knickers behind, so I picked them up to give back later. Mind you she probably won’t want them back, probably the reason she left them behind, they were giving her terrible trouble during the game, much to tight across her pert bottom’, she teased’.
My cock started to rise in my knickers, pressing against Georgina’s bottom.

‘Excited are we’, she teased again, ‘cute little thing, growing in all the right places, might let you keep them if you are good to me’.

My erection was by now out of the waistband of my own knickers and frotting against Georgina’s bottom.

‘I take that as a yes then’, she continued, ‘I might point her out to you next time’.

I could only whimper ‘please’, Georgina knew me too well.

‘Question for you now, what’s with the Y Fronts?
‘You don’t like them’, I asked.

‘As a matter of fact I do’, but why were you wearing them’.

‘Well they reminded me of school, sitting in a class room with an erection usually caused some flash of school knickers, that and other things’.

‘And the other things’, Georgina probed.

‘Well my first wank was in Y Fronts, and of course when the girls in our class tried to grab our balls, we were always wearing Y Fronts, so I suppose they sort of fit with adolescent sex’.
‘So did any of the girls play with you in your Y Fronts?

‘I should be so lucky’, that’s perhaps why I considered wearing them, because I hoped Georgie would, and we would in our play catch up with what I had missed out on’.

‘Interesting’, she said pushing her bottom further into my groin, ‘I think we need to talk more on this tomorrow’. ‘Cuddle me to sleep’.
