The Lodger Chap 24

The train back was more crowded than the journey in; we struggled to find a quiet corner. This time one was found at the front, most passengers were only interested in getting on board at the nearest carriage. It was a secluded little spot a pair of seats formed in an alcove made by the toilet, a cosy spot for two lovers.

We snuggled in, Georgina taking the corner, curling in, to straddle my lap with her legs. Her head rested on my chest and I began to breathe in the intoxicating perfume of her shampooed hair. Dreamily with my arm around her shoulder I cupped her little denim clad hip, feeling the delicious contours of her body.

The carriage began to fill; thankfully everyone faced away from us or could not see between the seats. We ignored them, settling into our own little world of being close.

It was Georgina that started the whispered conversation. ‘Do you fancy sitting for Georgie again tonight?

‘Mmm, that would be nice, what doe’s Georgie want to do’.

‘Ah, I don’t know yet, do you want her to come and sit on your lap’.

The very thought had him stirring down below. The train lurched forward and its motion had him recognising what he was sat in, the slippery nylon was finding my foreskin and tickling it into a state of arousal.

‘That would be nice, are we going to have a little fashion show too’, I whispered referring to some of the days purchases.

Georgina giggled and played with the button on my shirt. ‘Maybe, if Uncle Dave is kind to me’.

With her sat with her legs over my lap it hid what was happening below, he was by now and as usual very hard. Her hand slipped under her legs to find my covered erection. In an instant my zipper had found its self half way down having caught in its own curvature. A finger slid inside to find nylon and my foreskin. I gasped as Georgina found her favourite spot, circling my dome with the sticky nylon.

My hand on her hip found the waistband of her jeans and slipped under. It took some delving and a little wriggling from Georgina but finally I was able to slip my hand under her knickers and on to her bottom. Her skin was deliciously smooth, silky and soft, I massaged it in unison with her movements on my cock.

‘Georgie can’t wait to get home Uncle Dave’, she whispered whilst swirling my foreskin in the slippy gingham.

The tingles in my body began to accelerate, although Georgina’s playing could only be described as very light petting, the events of the day and my expectations for what was to come would soon have me gushing in my little ginghams.
‘Slowly’, I breathed, ‘not here’.

She got my message and backed off just holding him in his sticky patch. ‘Georgie will sort him’.

That very thought excited me and I began to picture how the rest of the evening might continue. My own hand continued playing with the silky bottom knowing that soon it would be delving deeper to the little honey pot below.

‘Tea’ she said, ‘what do you fancy’.
I must admit now I felt hungry now, it was tiring walking about London. ‘Don’t know’, I replied, ‘you choose’.

‘You know what I would really like’, Georgina mused, ‘some nice cheese on toast’.

‘Sounds good to me’.

‘Trouble is I don’t have enough bread or cheese in. ‘You wouldn’t pop down to Sainsbury’s in the High Street when we get back?
‘I don’t mind’, I replied.

‘Good, I’ll pop back to the flat; you never know little Georgie might be there when you get back’. Her finger saucily and teasingly swirled around my knicker clad foreskin once again.

Outside the Station we kissed a little goodbye. ‘Don’t be too long, your niece will be waiting for you’, she teased.
She disappeared up the hill towards her flat, leaving me to navigate the short High Street. Sainsbury’s in Surbiton was a funny affair, a long narrow shop with an isle up the centre and served on both sides by counters. I quickly sorted us out with a nice fresh loaf and a good portion of strong cheddar.

Back in the street I realised that I had only been but a few minutes, going back now would be a little too early, my little niece may not have arrived yet! I wandered off down the rest of the main street. A shop called ‘Seconds’ caught my eye and I wandered in.
It was all clothing, some men’s but mainly women’s and the odd bit of children’s. I found a whole set of shelves with ladies underwear displayed. An air of confidence and self assurance ran through my body, it must have been the earlier words of Georgina. I decided that I would boldly rummage and look for a present for my girlfriend.

These really were pretty little frillys and originally expensive too, although the labels had been carefully snipped away to hide the maker they but oozed the kind of quality that you would find in the large department stores. They were subtle too, no garish colours to promote a saucy or tarty image, no these understated, classy and extremely sexy, well at least they were to me. A little peach coloured pair caught my eye, all frills and bow; the contrasting apple green scallops caught my eye, reminding me of the sweet fruits of nature.

By now my fingers were teasing themselves in the soft cotton of the gusset, trying to imagine the little peach that was the sex of Georgina, sat there quivering in anticipation. They were in her size too, just right for Georgina and even George. For a moment I was lost in fantasy, shaken only by movement to my side, just for a brief moment that self consciousness nipped at my nerves. Damn and blast I will overcome this.

For a moment too I thought about buying a pair for me but wasn’t that a bit too strange, why would any male buy two different sizes? At the counter I was bold, held my self in esteem regardless of whatever thought might or might not have been going through the assistances head. In the end it didn’t matter, she came out with a comment, ‘how pretty they were and what a thoughtful present’. I thought so too.

When I got back to Georgina’s I let myself in with the key. My niece was in the kitchen waiting and the kettle singing in the background. She had taken a quick bath and was still dressed in a dressing gown. Her hair was already bunched into the two familiar pigtails of little Georgie but what was underneath was a complete mystery.

‘Have a quick bath yourself’, she said, ‘it will get rid you of the horrible smells of the smoke and the underground’. ‘I’ll do us some tea so be quick, and here slip these on I know Uncle Dave will like to wear these’. I was handed the new Montfort Navy Blues, ‘and this too’, Georgina had been to my bag and found the PE polo shirt.

I stripped my clothing as fast as was possible leaving my tented black and white ginghams until last. Slowly I lowered them to reveal my aching stiffy and watched as a globule of pre-cum stretched itself from the nylon to the little hole from where it came. Inside the gingham there were lots of signs of my day’s activities, all those little teases and the most recent where Georgina had had me near cumming on the train.
My dip was quick but thorough, ensuring that I was clean to slip on my new navy blues. Today the ritual of slowly pulling them upward and over my body was lost, lost in the need to be joining my niece. With the polo shirt on I felt warm and cosy, a little tight maybe but the feeling of femininity over ran that, in my head I was a little girl again.
I walked back into the kitchen, my cock already tenting the new and soft material of my Montforts. A little weep of my stickiness oozed outward, christening the soft nap of the front panel.

Georgina giggled at the sight. ‘Nice, is that for me’, she teased. Then pulling and guiding me towards a small table she sat me down. Her hand immediately slipped under my waist band to find me whilst her tongue slipped into my mouth. With one long and slow stroke my foreskin was exposed and manipulated into the super soft material. I moaned deeply into her mouth as her thumb slid across my dome to restart my lubrication. And then she went, sat opposite me and poured tea just like she was playing mother. If I hadn’t known better I would have thought that it was all just a massive tease but it wasn’t, it was Georgina’s way of saying; this is what is to come.
It was so surreal, sat opposite her eating cheese on toast and taking sips of tea, it was almost as if we both had realised that we needed sustenance in order to see out the evening with our energetic little games. My hand dropped into my own lap, touching myself and at the same time adjusting him as he eased from his state of erection. 
‘That’s naughty Uncle Dave’, she teased, you shouldn’t play with your thingy at the table’.

‘Sorry’, I said, ‘I was just thinking about my little niece and wondered what she was wearing underneath her dressing gown’.

‘You’ll have to wait and see, maybe after tea’. 
Later when we had finished, Georgina told me to go and sit in the lounge and watch television whilst she cleared up. She seemed to take ages as I sat watching something quite indistinct. Of course it was only two or three minutes at the very most hardly any time at all. I stared and watched my growing erection of anticipation, tenting in my new school knickers. I felt the arousal and presence of my nipples too as they sat tightly in the PE shirt. Memories came flooding back from my youth, of girls running around in the very same, perhaps even girls of Georgie’s age.

He throbbed and bounced below, easing himself upwards through the new and soft material. Little playground scenes came into my head, girls in blue gingham dresses doing handstands against walls or cart wheeling to impress their friends. Of course all the time the real impressions were being left on boys like me, who stood and watched an age of innocence turn into some strange appeal of desire.

I was aware of my being watched. Something caught the corner of my eye as I sat there day dreaming. My niece Georgie was stood in the doorway, her hair in those innocent bunches, her blue gingham dress stiff and new. She clutched a bag of sweets, the same ones we had during last night play.

‘Do you like’, she said entering the room and giving it a swirl. ‘Of course you do, I can see, your thingy is sticking out Uncle Dave.

Teasingly, she gave another swirl, bolder this time and with more effort. The Gingham swished upward flicking tantalisingly like a shutter on a camera, for the briefest of moments there was an image captured in my brain, a pair of little girl knickers. Was it Rosebud’s or Forget Me Not’s, I couldn’t tell but it didn’t matter they were there tempting me towards another evening of fantasy.

There was another swirl too, it lifted the dress again but this time teasingly higher, it sent her off balance, she waved her arms about to gain composure and dropped the bag of sweets. I watched the slow animation, her bend provocatively from her middle to try to retrieve them; sweet little Rosebuds blossomed before me.

‘Saw your knickers’, I said adjusting my cock in appreciation of the little spectacle I had just witnessed.

‘Did not’, Georgie replied playing the innocent.

‘I did, nice little flowers’, I teased.

‘But you don’t know what sort of flowers do you’, came her childish retort.

‘Are you going to show me’, I pleaded.
‘No you are a naughty Uncle, besides it just makes your thingy bigger’

‘But you like sitting on my thingy don’t you’. 

‘Do not’, came another childish reply.

Teasingly she sat on the floor in front me, her legs folded over one another at the ankles, her dress just hiding the little white triangle of her crotch.

‘But you like wriggling on him, sitting little Minnie on him’, I prompted.

She didn’t answer, just started to play with the hem in her lap, just lifting and turning it between her fingers. Gradually she exposed more and more of her open thighs and finally a carpet of Rosebuds.

‘They are pretty flowers’, I said.

Teasingly she hid the view and stood up. Then my little niece moved across to the settee and I watched as she climbed aboard the arm. Gosh, she was going too, going to copy what Rebecca does, straddle the arm and press on her little Minnie. I sat mesmerised, watching a familiar scene unfold.

Georgie arranged her self comfortably, a knee bent double on the seat cushion and the other hung over the edge towards the floor. A little swinging motion started. It showed innocence and an unintentional play. Then came more of a purpose, her shifting bottom, Minnie was being manoeuvred to where it felt nice.

‘I know another little girl who does that’, I goaded.

‘Does what’, came a butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth reply.

‘Rocking on Minnie to make it feel nice’, I teased.

‘Am not’, she replied purposely stopping the swinging.

‘It’s ok, Uncle Dave understands’, I moved out of my chair and knelt in front of her picking up the little bare foot that was now motionless. I played with her pink toes, examining them in as though I was checking out her growth.
‘It tickles, she giggled, as I ran my fingers between them.
‘They are so cute, and you are a cute little girl too’.

She giggled again and tried to look coy. I lifted her foot upward and kissed her big toe, my eyes concentrating on a spot under her dress where I watched the Rosebuds wrinkle as the cotton covering her crotch rippled with my encouraged movement.

‘Your thingy is sticking straight out, are you excited about seeing my knickers’.

I didn’t answer her; my lips were now engaged in an upward path of planting kisses on her young and delicate skin. The baby soap from her bath permeated my senses giving me pretence of exploring a body so young.

Georgie gasped as I now reached her lower thighs, the muskiness of her sexual excitement overpowering me and urging me onwards. I pushed the blue gingham upward towards her waist, exposing the full contours of those sweet little knickers. I stopped and studied them for a moment, briefly touching myself in an appreciation of my niece’s nubile little body. The picture in my head told me it would have been just like this, had we encountered each other all those years ago and for a moment in time I envied her cousin John.

My niece was leaning backward now against the settee, in a position that would allow her pretend uncle to do as he wished. The little madam edged her bottom forward too pulling the gusset of her knickers tightly between her mound. Immediately a little line of wetness appeared, it mimicked a little stream with banks of spring flowers growing either side.
I pulled my foreskin backward exposing him into the softness of my new school knickers. Temptations ran through me, it would be so easy to end this now and indulge in an adult way but that would be too soon. These little games took us to unimagined levels of desire and excitement, besides our eventual sex would be so, so strong and anyway it was meant to be this way; this is who we both were.

I suckled the cotton on her hip, breathing in the newness of the material. Her little stream of wetness was now a torrent, a torrent that brought the heady aroma of her bodily fragrances deep into my nostrils. Now they captivated me, leading me towards their source, my kisses swept of the flowers along her tummy until my nose buried itself in the stream. There was squelch as he submerged and a gasp of excitement from above, Georgie’s bottom edged ever nearer to the end of the settee arm in a greedy attempt at getting more.

My thumb now joined my lips at the little head of her spring, rolling the nubbin I found there. Her legs splayed open in an eagerness to be satisfied, the soaking cotton becoming ever tighter across her bald little mound. Now I could taste her, the familiar elixir of her gorgeous honey pot. I lapped it into my throat and felt it register there, creating its own unique signature.
‘No’, my little niece gasped, indicating she wanted to stop.
Upward she rose finding my head and kissing it leaving me just to run a finger softly along her little bed of moisture.

‘I’ll cum if you continue’, she said in a pleading and sorrowful way, ‘and I don’t want to yet, we have all evening, let me come and sit on your lap.

I pulled her towards me and then onto the sofa.

‘Like this for a while’, she indicated and sat herself alongside me just as we had done in the train.

She had by now pulled hew dress back down covering her modesty in an attempt to set a new scene of fantasy. We watched the television for a few moments taking in the early evening entertainment; Benny Hill was running through one of his familiar sketches. Georgie’s legs straddled over my lap again but now if I looked downward, little Rosebuds were blooming on her delicious mound. I kissed her forehead, the baby shampoo reminding me to be gentle with my little niece.

For a while we stayed like this, just cuddling and being close. Every now and then she feed her Uncle a sweetie looking up at me in approval. It was cosy here I wanted to stay forever. A little hand slid between us finding my engorged cock.

‘It’s big, your thingy’, she said innocently, ‘is it because of me’.

‘Yes Georgie, is because of you and the way you make me feel’.

‘Do you like me Uncle Dave’, she enquired keeping up the pretence and swirling her thumb and forefinger around my cock.

‘I do, oh so much’, I gasped as my glands were deliciously tickled by the soft cotton.

‘Do you like seeing my knickers’, she teased.
‘All the time, I love it when you do your little swirls for me and do tip me tells on the floor’, I pretended.

‘Do you like playing with my Minnie too?

I gasped again at the very thought, it coincided with an intentional little swirl that had my glands captive in the soft navy blue.

My hand was on her chest now unbuttoning the gingham to find a delicate little vest of embroidered anglaise. It slipped inward to find a small breast, swirling over the nipple just like the delicate hand that was fumbling me. Georgie’s body heat warmed my face and filled my nostrils with a strange nostalgia of playgrounds and playing kiss chase. Her breast felt small and delicate, almost fresh and new. Of course it wasn’t, my pretence was taking over my head, that here was my 10 year old niece playing naughty games with her uncle.

Looking down again I focussed on her imagined pubescent crotch, a small V of her knicks were exposed so childishly. Her knickers were wet; I could see that and I could still taste her sweet honey dew on my tongue. I was very eager to touch and play down there but Georgie was right we had all evening to play, so I continued to feather her nipple and listen to her mew like a kitten.

‘Has Georgie kissed a boy before’, I asked.

‘Um, not really’ she pretended looking all innocent and coy.

‘Would you like to practice with me, show you how to do it properly? 
Her little thumb slowly slipped across my cotton covered glands giving me all the answer I needed. I lifted her chin from my chest and looked deep into her eyes. There was more there than the little pretence of this game, a deep understanding crossed between us in recognition of something deep and wonderful. But that look served us, gave us a sticky honey of attraction to slowly slide into a kiss. I closed mine over hers in a mock apprehension of a first, touching gently and gliding softly over her soft and supple lips. She seemed to follow me in a sense of learning, her throat moaned at the very pleasure. We tugged gently on each other, twisting and turning with soft persuasion. Passion and wantonness overcame us her hand innocently rolled my foreskin in the soft nap of cotton below.

A deep bodily moan leaked from inward, my hand dropped to the little wet crotch. My knuckle grazed the flowers sending the fragrance of her bodily pollen upward to hit my senses. The dew of her wetness cooled on my skin, that mew of satisfaction came from her again as we continued to caress each others lips. My finger traced the little stream again, following the little trough upwards and downwards in gentle sweeps. The bare little Minnie below greedily edged itself forward to meet them, her leg slipping over my knee in an eagerness.

I introduced my tongue now, gently slipping it between her lips. My little niece learnt fast, soon I tasted her sweet mouth as hers met mine. The little game of exploration and furtive touching gathered pace in a mimicking wish to learn. I listened to the gulp of my stickiness as Georgie’s finger and thumb milked me into the navy blues’.

‘Can Uncle Dave go inside your knickers’, I begged.

‘Um’, came a false and pretend reply, an uncertainty of what her uncle wanted to do. ‘Um, I don’t know, I’m kind of scared’.

‘Does it feel nice what I’m doing down there’, I pushed in an authoritive way. 

‘Well yes’, came her eager to please reply.

‘I promise I won’t hurt you, only make you feel nice’,

‘It feels nice now she said feigning uncertainty.

‘I promise, I said, ‘and it will feel a lot nicer’.
‘Ok’, she said, ‘as long as I can put my hand inside your knickers too’.

‘Of course you can, Uncle Dave would like that’.

We carried on the kissing and teaching game and slowly my finger pushed her knickers to one side. It was a little tight down there, her little girl knicks pulled into her little mound it was as though she was wearing knickers for someone two years younger. I didn’t want to break them, I had plans for those knickers after the weekend, they would get me through my lonely nights without her. I pulled the gusset to one side carefully, hooking them nicely over her peachy mound. Little Georgie was so wet underneath, bald little Minnie was coated in the slipperiness of her excitement.

Her hand went under my waist band to find me in the delicious way that only she knew how. Her thumb and forefinger teasing my foreskin downward, exposing my glands and swoon over my wetness smearing it all around my dome. Little spasms of delight ran through my balls enticing yet more of my pre-cum to ooze out of its orifice.

My fingers too were heavily coated in her lubrication as I traced the little slit upwards and downwards in a slow rhythm. At every pass they slipped deeper, opening her pinkness and charging the air with the pungent fragrance. Little Georgie moaned into our kiss again with almost the cries of a whimpering child. Slowly I slipped in a finger to my first knuckle and heard it squelch in the flood of her little spring. Temptation was there too, my thumb to find little nubbin but I knew that would only drive my niece to a quick orgasm. No I wanted to play out this little petting game just as we would have if we were actual uncle and niece.

I had to stop her too, breaking from our kiss to ask her to slow down or uncle would cum. ‘Let me just play with Minnie a while’, I asked.

‘Don’t you want to cum’, she asked trying to please her uncle.

‘No not yet’, besides I want to be able to have sex with George later.

It was an indication to us both that we had other games to play.

‘Besides I just bought some new knicks for George to wear’.

‘You are naughty Uncle Dave, do you think she will like them’, she pretended.

‘I’m sure she will soon’.

‘Do you do things with her that you don’t do with me; do you put your thingy in George?

‘Only if George me wants to’, I replied.

‘Will you be able to do that with me one day? 
‘Only if you want me too, you maybe a little too small at the moment, maybe you need to get used to my fingers first’. 
‘Like now’, she pretended.

‘Yes just like now’. My finger eased deeper in the pretence that I was exploring her body for the first time.

‘Ooh’, she expelled as I slipped further into Minnie easing her tightness.

‘You are an extremely wet little girl; maybe sometime soon we can practice and see if a little bit of my thingy I will go in’.

‘I don’t know, feel scared, perhaps it’s something you should be doing with George’.

I could see where Georgina’s fantasies lay now; there were distinctions between all these characters, not just the dressing up to pretend but also the levels of maturity that she wanted to experience with her sex. I had to admit I found it all very arousing and almost a carbon copy of my own youthful experiences, albeit I never got anywhere near doing these things at ten or eleven, or even for that matter fifteen but they had mostly been in my thoughts and desires but here and now was an opportunity to reinact them.

‘Does Georgie want to go and change her clothes then’, I asked, ‘come back as George or Georgina? 
‘I think so, for today, besides I do want this weekend to be fulfilling, 1’m sure you are bored with Georgie and would rather be doing things with the other too. 
My finger slipped a little deeper into Minnie and I was extremely turned on by the suggestions of this little game but my cock did so want to be inside her and today we were not gong to do that with Georgie.

‘No not bored, you can see that’, I said referring to my cock which Georgie still held in childish play, ‘but I am having urges to be inside George’.

‘Me too, George or Georgina’, she asked?

‘George’, I replied easing my finger out of little Minnie and sliding it upward and downward along her little slit.
‘Netball, school uniform or something different, she asked?
Georgie was up from my lap now, moving in an expectation of my reply.

‘Something different, but here wait, don’t for get my little present’, I reached for my jacket to retrieve the peach knickers.

‘I do like these, they are pretty, you have good taste, she commented disappearing into the bedroom.

For a moment I wondered if I should follow her, it would be nice to undress my little niece, so horny to have her stand there and let me pull down her little girl knickers. But I suppose that would lead me to want to do something else and that would be wrong for our little game, no it was better I leave her, besides George would back in a moment.
I needed to change too, something complimentary to George, the knickers we had bought for each other in Miss Selfridge, the very saucy black with red trimmings. I remembered Georgina’s words about how I would look in them and what she wanted to do to me. Quickly I was retrieving them from our shopping swapping them for my now sticky navy blues. I changed my polo shirt for a T shirt from my bag too.

God, I was in one of those moments again, my cock jutted outward in anticipation as the black silky knickers tickled my ankles. My breathing was laboured as I prepared once again to experience the wonderful journey that knickers make up and over my body. I hadn’t realised I was being watched, George stood partly in the doorway witnessing my little excursion into bliss. Slowly in the ritual I had come to love, I pulled them upward to tease and titillate my senses. I stopped purposefully on the journey playing with my foreskin as I looked downward engrossed in my own little world of pleasure. They passed my knees tickling my skin and generating little shocks in my balls that with a bit of manipulation on my part would have had me spunking there and then. Onward they travelled, the elastic of the waist band cutting over my laden sacks and my erection disappearing into the silky nylon. Immediately he dribbled as I palmed him into his new heaven.

‘I like that very much’, came a voice from the doorway, ‘you make me feel so horny watching you, my little knicker boy.

I was astounded at being caught. For a brief moment I was embarrassed but then I remembered where and who I was with, gosh if this had been back at London Road then the earth should have swallowed me up. I relaxed and smiled as the gorgeous George came towards me. Soon I was embraced into her arms her tongue finding mine in an attempt to show that there was no problem with what I was doing.

She broke and looked at me deeply, ‘I do so love you my sweet little knicker boy’.

I kissed the 15 year olds little wrinkled nose and surveyed her new outfit. The school dress of Georgie had been replaced by a sexy little Ra Ra skirt that accentuated the most wonderful bottom in the world. On top she too wore a T shirt, her teenage breasts subtly portraying a budding teenager.

I spun her in the room; her back now faced the mirror in the hall. My hands traced over the tantalising frills of her skirt watching them follow the contours of her pert little frame. Her thighs looked delicate, smooth and creamy as they ascended upward towards her bottom covered by that oh so horny skirt. I had to, just lift it slowly to show and reveal what I knew and hoped would be underneath. First the little scallops of apple green appeared, curving there way around in a perfect unison of lust. Then peachy silky sexy nylon emblazoned the mirror reflecting her lustful form. My fingers ran over them, swishing them against the baby soft skin that lay beneath.
I was a slave to her, dropping to my knees in adoration of this teenage goddess. I pushed her skirt upward to worship the sweet nonny I found there, the peach and green framing it to perfection; the plump little mound just needed my sole attention. I couldn’t help myself, whether it was Georgie, George or Georgina I just had to taste the sweet nectar that her body possessed, my mouth once again homing in on her for my own gratification.
George moaned deeply as my tongue pushed its way into an already wet gusset. The slippery nylon gave and skidded over her bald little nonny forcing me to pull it onto my lips, savouring the honey I found there. For a moment George parted her legs allowing me my rightful pleasure, but, then almost as if on a whim she was pulling me upwards to standing position. She found my tongue and then palmed my now sticky black knickers in an attempt to pacify after dragging me a way from my favourite place. I would have been happy to have stayed there all evening paying homage and feeding myself.

‘As much as I like it’, she said breaking from the kiss, ‘I want him inside’. ‘Isn’t that why we moved on to George?

‘I can’t help it I want all of you, every minute of every day’, I reasoned.

She was pulling me towards the settee; she obviously had a desire, a plan and a way in which she wanted to play. She knelt on the cushions pulling me in behind her, her hand guiding my knicker clad erection to a position where we would fuck. I held her waist, steadying myself on the soft and sinking seat beneath us. The view downward was entrancing, again those creamy thighs disappearing upward and under the tantalising little Ra Ra skirt.
I pulled the front down of my silky knickers freeing my stiff and aching cock. Yes we were right to be here, both wanting the release from the teasing frustration we had induced on ourselves but I still wanted to make it last, be inside her wonderful body forever. There were other needs too, deep routed and obsessional, a need to experience and feel. I need to christen those knickers, the ones I had chosen and so desired. My cock needed to ride the slippery nylon, feeling it roll and manipulate my foreskin, he needed to sense the outline of her beautiful little valley, bury the knickers inward to be soaked in the little stream that ran there.
I pushed her eager body forward and into a position on all fours. The skirt rose upwards teasing me with a view of her smiling bottom, the little frills of the Ra Ra added to my excitement as they rounded nicely across her bottom. I moved towards her lifting it to expose even more of the peachy knickers and gasped in an appreciation that I would soon be touching them with my throbbing cock.

The soft cushions had me struggling for a balance, rolling my body one way or the other as my cock bore down on the silky nylon. At first I nudged her thigh wetting her velvet skin with my pre-cum. The heat from her body radiated outward and I knew that underneath the puckers of nylon and frills there was a hot and lubricated nonny just waiting for me to make an appearance.

That first slip was just electric; my exposed glands just skidded in the silky sheen, the tiny weave of material sensating and pulling on my foreskin. The first moves just frotted against her delicious bottom, George pushing outward to meet me in an expectation of what we were about to do. It was George who had the demand, reaching back through her open legs and guiding me towards hers silky mound. She placed him neatly where she wanted it knowing full well that I would want to frot here too. It was warm and damp there, the nylon held me firmly, my movements nudged inward squelching the wet cotton of her gusset towards her sopping little hole.

I would have been content to stay here for a while, nudging and fucking her knickers into her sticky little hole but George had other ideas, the day’s frustrations demanding I should be inside her. Her hand again dictating what should be happening; reached under and pulled her knickers to one side. It was her too that took command again, placing him just where she wanted him. I could only watch and shuffle in readiness as shed popped him at the entrance to her bald little cunt. Greedily her bottom backed towards me slipping me nicely into her sopping entrance.

She held me there clenching her muscles around me. I watched her glistening dew form around one side of my rolled back foreskin and felt him throb with delight sending little spasms through my balls.

‘Stay still’, she said, ‘let me’.

Instinctively I knew that she wanted to be in charge, wanting a long and slow fuck. Her bottom slowly moved towards me, her tight teenage pussy gripping as I disappeared up the side of her knickers. This was another first too fucking rearward without a condom; it felt deeper as her bottom ground into my crotch, I shuddered as she held me there deep. Holding her waist I felt her deliciously withdrawal her little wet tunnel closing around me and heightening my pleasure.

George was moaning too, using words like nice fuck as her bottom reversed into me yet again. There was a fizz of breath too expelled as she pressed onto me taking us ever deeper in sexual gratification.
‘Tell me if you’re goina cum’ she said, ‘only I don’t want you to yet, lets make it a long one’. 

‘Gosh George, that’ll be hard, I’ve wanted you all day’.

‘Yeah well me too’, but make it last, stop if necessary’.

‘Slow it up even more then, just hold me between your nonny lips’.

We knelt motionless for a while just enjoying the feeling of being one. Carefully without coming out we managed to contort to kiss and tongue, our little movements contributing to the feelings below. It seemed an age that we were there, coupled. I felt my lubrication weep into her as George’s muscles clenched me almost in unison to our swirling tongues.

There was a pattering of rain on the window adding to immense feeling of warmth that flowed through my body. It was a delicious sensation that I never wanted to end, a life with Georgina, George and Georgie seemed an exciting prospect right now, one that I could well imagine lasting forever in this cosy little love nest.

‘It’s wet everywhere’, I joked.

George giggled and then laughed, then lost control of her nonny muscles and I slipped out.

‘Now look what you have done’, she teased.
‘Never mind’, I said repositioning myself.

I had every intention of slipping right back in, but there were urges there, urges to play. I pulled her knickers to one side, edged him closer and spread her little lips for him to slip and slide along her little furrow. She was incredibly wet and I watched him slide up and down inducing a wonderful sensation throughout my body.

George gasped and moaned, ‘please put him in, don’t tease, I want to fuck’.

I stopped, pushed and watched him slip inward in a slow and deliberate move. George’s bottom came to meet me now with some urgency.

‘Its no good’, she declared, ‘it’s near now, how are you’.

‘You can always make me cum, you know that’.

‘It’s not all my own work you know, we are so bloody compatible’.

My cock was receiving some delicious sensations, sending electric messages to my balls. My fingers found her clitoris and swooned over it lathering it with all the wetness I could find.

‘Oh God, that’s so fucking good’, she cried almost as though it was her last ever breath.

Her bottom pushed upward at me, finding a new deepness that sent rush’s in every direction of my nervous system. George was pumping on to me with vigour now in an uncontrollable attempt to have all of me. The thunder in me raged just as the rain beat down on the windows outside, a crescendo of spunk dashed towards her womb as she impaled me into her own orgasm, her teenage body demanding more and more.

We collapsed in a gentle heap still deeply coupled. Little ebbs of my own orgasm splashed the remnants of my sperm into her still convulsing body. My senses seem to revive themselves, my nose in particular, her sweet and natural perfume wafting into my nasal passages. It overwhelmed me with affection, demanding that I plant little kisses of gratitude all over her neck. George giggled and shuddered at my attention, shivering in a delight of my passion. That rain battered the windows on top of Surbiton Hill; it was time to be snug and cosy somewhere else. We retired to the little love nest of her bed.
