The Lodger Chap 25
It was the rain that woke me on that Sunday morning, pitter pattering against the bedroom window. It took me a while to realise just where I was, coming round to the sight of an angelic Georgina lying fast a sleep in front of me. For moments, in my half state of awareness I stared at her beauty, taking in her soft and velvet skin and listening to her child like breathing.
It was obvious too, that this was just like any other morning, my erection gorging and stealing my blood supply. I loved my morning stiffy’s, so sensationally pleasing and powerful. My senses detected too that he was encased and straining in obviously female underwear. I held him for a moment helping him sensate into the warm and slippery nylon by running my fingers up and down my shaft and lightly teasing the back of my foreskin.

The intense feelings were good, helped along by the memories of the weekend with the little lady that lay opposite me. Those feelings soon became a meaning for something else too, the feeling that my bladder was full and that I should go and empty it. My thoughts moved to not wanting to disturbing my little lover or prematurely waking her and spoiling her beauty sleep. I looked past her to an alarm clock, it was just after seven, damn and blast.

I lay there for a good while fighting the pressures of my bladder, wondering how long I could last out. My erection had now subsided, disappeared with my distraction of needing a pee; I fought for as long as I could before quietly and skilfully slipping from beneath the covers. I stood for a moment looking down on her, praying that I had not disturbed my precious little one.
In the bathroom I stood for what seemed a very long time, waiting for myself to empty. The rain trickled down the frosted glass and a train rattled through the cutting below at last the last dregs left my body. I stood shaking myself and pulling my foreskin backward and forward helplessly waiting for nature to run its course. Then there was a distraction, a familiar one, it was a laundry basket and it was Georgina’s.

I studied it for a moment, working out if it would betray me in my stealthy attempts to open it. It was wicker but unlike the Wilkinson’s did not have a hinged lid. Still, it could creak though, the fibres of its natural construction deliberately moving and telling the world what I had in mind. Thankfully it remained silent as I dropped it to the floor to peer inward.

I knew they would be in here, all of them, Friday’s and Saturday’s, the silky powder blue’s, little Georgie’s knickers from both days, Lucy’s navy blues and of course my own knickers, the lemon and the ginghams. The powder blue’s and Georgie’s rosebuds were scooped upward where quickly they bristled past my nose. Heaven, her sweet aroma sent the necessary signals to my brain and my cock, he stiffened in his own silky paradise.

Sneakily I slipped back between the covers, knickers in hand. Georgina was still a sleep and I watched her for a while ensuring my movement hadn’t woken her. My hand had freed my aching cock; Georgina’s powder blue’s teased my exposed glands prompting him to weep into her soft gusset. My imaginings now focused on yesterday evening, our long and slow fuck that held memorable pleasure, the way we both had enjoyed the sensual deepness and the complete compatibility of our bodies.

She was still, enjoying her sleep, I hoped she had wonderful dreams. Daringly the little girl rosebuds came up to my nose. The sweet bodily excursions of my pretend niece filled my head and changed my thought patterns. Her pubescent Minnie came to the fore; our little game of innocence was once more. My fingers gently glided over the smooth and delicate surface, baby soft and so inviting. Slipping between her lips I found a wetness, perhaps its first. I wondered what thoughts would traverse a young mind with the excitement her body was delivering. It coated my middle finger thick and filmy encouraging me to adventure deeper as though this would be a very first time.
I wanted to reach out and be there and touch the real George but I did not want to disturb my still sleeping beauty. I slowly wanked myself in the soft cotton below trying to be so careful not to make any movement. My pace slowed as I thought I could detect the bedding rise and fall with my hand movements. Slowing down made my senses feel even more intense, demanding and urging me to a finish. It was a merry go round of feeling so near the edge, my brain telling me that the next few subtle strokes would bring my orgasm. But it didn’t, just the intensity increased, a longing that had me noisily expelling breaths of ecstasy.

‘Let me’, came a voice. It was Georgina’s voice; my efforts to keep my little game hidden had failed. I watched her slowly open her eyes and focus, first to get a fix on her surroundings and then loving into my eyes. Her hand crept across under the covers to find my stiff and well lubricated erection,

‘Just me’, she said in an indication that I was not to follow and touch her. ‘Besides I want to see you cum, watch your enjoyment of spunking into my knickers’.
For a moment I thought that Georgina’s suggestion revolved around looking at me facially, watching my expressions of bliss as her hand wanked me into her used gusset. But, I was wrong, she had rolled back the covers exposing my stiffy, sheaved in the powder blues. Her hand adjusted them pulling them so he sat central in the double panel where her nonny had resided. Slowly she began to roll my foreskin up and down ensuring my glands exposed themselves just in the right spot.
I grunted in appreciation as her delicate fingers teased. I watched as she stopped on the downward stroke ensuring that the taunt cotton mopped my leaking pre-cum into the centre.

‘Go on’, she insisted, ‘sniff your little nieces knickers, smell how excited she got for you’.

I did as I was told, not to be subservient but to let her see my enjoyment of her and her body, to show her how much I loved her and worshipped the ground she stood on. I knew too that it excited her too, to have a boyfriend that wanted to play the same games, to play on her desires to be sometimes a little girl and have a powerful influence on her uncle. I knew too that all this was not malicious or an urge to control, no, there was in her a deep seated emotion to cherish and love.  

We both watched as Georgina masturbated me, watching the soft gusset wrinkle and get trapped in my foreskin. Georgina listened too at my throes of pleasure as I was captured there. It was a surreal moment; I looked on as she treated my cock to delicious hand job in the manner I would have given myself. It was as if she knew instinctively how he should be treated, how and where the male organ needed its satisfaction. Maybe she had had past experience, but surely not a lot, after all she freely admitted that I was probably one of the few knicker boys she had met that did not hide or deny their fetish.

My moans of delight were becoming intense, if I had been masturbating myself I would have stopped to recover, prolong the event and all those wonderful little surges that shot through my body.

‘Slow, slow’, I said watching her milk my pre-cum into a wet patch right where her own sex would have sat.

Georgina did slow her pace, it seemed now as if a minute had passed for every upward and downward stroke she performed on my pulsing member. The sensations were incredible and did not dissipate at any time during her motions. I was in truth already having my orgasm, the shock waves were but ripples on the horizon but they were there, then great rush was on the move creeping along their canals and waiting to explode in gush of spunk.

God did I moan, screwing up and contorting my face, briefly I spied Georgina surveying the scene, watching my expressions of ecstasy and looking on at the wet patch for the eruption that was sure to take place. It was probably her that had the realisation first, feeling the rush of sperm expand the girth between her fingers. It was her fingers to that speeded up to pump me into one of the most mind blowing wanks of my life. The gusset flooded with my spunky white ooze, splattering into the cotton and forcing its way through the soft weave to rupture the silky surface.

We both watched as the flood continued, already trickling down my shaft and on to her fingers. Georgina was still milking me, sapping me of the energy to stop her, my muscles had failed me hopelessly as my greedy cock had  diverted the blood supply for its own needs. Her middle finger swirled around my glands manipulating and assisting in the explosion of sensation. Finally she was wrapping me in them stemming the tide but at the same time increasing my satisfaction of confinement in her oh so sweet gusset.
I pulled her to me finding her tongue. It was brief and far too short; it seemed at that moment her attention had been disturbed in the realisation she needed the bathroom. I was left to sort myself out, cleaning up the spunk that seemed to have run everywhere, even soaking my own black silky underwear. Little globules of sperm still oozed from the hole as I man handled him in my clean up, I really could not remember a time when I have ever cum so much.
I was still sorting myself when Georgina came back.
‘I enjoyed that’, she said, ‘I just love making you cum’.

‘Gosh it’s everywhere’, I replied, ‘and on your sheets’.

‘It doesn’t matter does it, everything washes but obviously not my knickers, I take it you want to keep those’, she said referring to the rosebuds I had been sniffing.

I looked at her pleadingly, ‘maybe some others too?

Georgina giggled, ‘what am I going to do with you’. 

I invitingly held back the covers for her to climb back in. She snuggled in with her back to me, her bottom pushing outward towards my groin, a gesture of wanting to cuddle rather than an invitation to sex. The rain was still pitter pattered against the window in a comforting way, making our little nest all the more romantic. I kissed her ear and whispered, ‘I do so love you’. My hand was on her hip too playing little circling games on her knickers.
‘So what do you want to do today, Georgina asked?

‘Isn’t Georgie coming out to play’, I teased, ‘or maybe George needs a hand with her home work or Georgina needs picking up from netball?

Georgina giggled pushing her bottom provocatively on to my cock. The nylon of her knickers and my own skidded and slipped in a frictional way pushing my half hard erection into the crack of her bottom. The shiver of excitement had him on the move, nudging her and frotting against her.

‘Breakfast in bed would be nice’, Georgina hinted pushing her bottom back again, this time it was a nudge for me to volunteer.
‘Very well, I’ll do it’, I said feigning reluctance.

I was up and half way through the door when she commented, ‘if you are a good boy we can play dressing up games later.’

‘Both of us’, I asked eagerly?

‘Of course, I want to see you model some of your school uniform’.

Tea and toast joined us in the bedroom. We listened to the rain against the window in an otherwise eerily silent Sunday morning. In a way it was comforting but at the same time sent a shiver down the spine and a desire to be backed snuggled under the covers. It was an idea Georgina had too, for there was no hurry on this less than inviting morning to be anywhere else, we had all day to play games.

A freshen up in the bathroom and we were soon back in our little nest. We lay looking into one another’s eyes for quite some time, mesmerised by what we saw there. I sensed her love and affection; her pupils were large and welcoming, drawing me inward to be part of her. I hoped too that mine were sending the same message because inside me I felt a most wonderful sense of warmth and well being. For a moment I felt like I was in some romantic film set in the 40’s, everything was so blissfully passionate.
We started kissing too, first a delicate entwine of caressing lips, almost as if it was a first, to taste and engage in a deep softness. I pulled on her upper lip lifting it between mine and consuming its flesh in an attempt for her to be part of me.

‘Kiss me with your eyes open’, she breathed

I looked at her, puzzled as if this strange request was against some written rule.

‘Trust me’, she murmured, ‘you’ll see’.

My eyes remained open whilst I slowly homed in on her delicate mouth. I watched her as she watched me, almost in a slow motion, they met and danced and my eyes saw in hers something very deep and meaningful, something so inviting, something so drawing and consuming, as if I was to be taken into her body. She whimpered as they danced in a submission that told me she was experiencing the same from me. I moaned too, something that slipped uncontrollably from my inner self. Her tongue lapped over mine, tangling in a writhing love and an emerging lust. 
Time seemed to stand still as we savoured these moments. The rain still pattered blissfully against the windows in a comforting and reassuring way. With each kiss now, we drew deeper and deeper into a trance like state of passion and understanding. There was other feelings too, deep and sexual, a need to be as one, coupled in a gentle writhing tangle of love making.

I wondered about this too, how spontaneous these feelings emerged, almost as if they were drawn out by the deep and soulful kissing. It seemed to evoke a passion and desire never experienced before, not kindled by our unique games and teasing petting. I was still wondering and puzzling with those thoughts when Georgina whispered the invitation. 

‘Fuck me’.

My senses immediately transferred to my cock, already erect but now drawn into our passion by her request and my own sub-conscious feelings. Clearly Georgina had this feeling too. Her hand freed him from the confines of my knickers, the waist elastic gripped and held my shaft and my movements towards her exposed my already wet foreskin. I manoeuvred over her as she did under me, her legs spreading in wantonness.

‘Leave my knickers on’, she said, ‘I know you want that’.
I hovered above her pushed up on one arm, tentatively fondling and fiddling with her knicker elastic. My fingers teased the both of us, tickling the surface of her warm nonny as my forefinger eased the leg to one side. I looked downward as a pad slipped over her bald little mound to find her furrow of wetness. Her hand too, cupped me through my own knickers sending electric shocks through my balls as the nylon skidded over the surface.

Georgina grunted in satisfaction as I opened her pink peach letting a finger slip into her. Lowering myself, my cock followed and sat in her entrance, in the warm and sodden wetness. Another gasp simultaneously from us both in a realisation of the please we were about to embark on. 

‘Oh God, oh God’, she whispered on a sighing breath, as slowly I melted into her, my foreskin deliciously sliding and retracting along her inner walls. Her hands grabbed my bottom manipulating my cheeks through the nylon in an attempt to pull me inward. My own breath expelled in a deep satisfaction when she had all of me buried in the depths of her wonderful vagina. We kissed again, replicating our wide eyed passion of moments before and I watched the intense pleasure of my partial withdrawal and slow ride back in.

‘Georgina’, I moaned, ‘I love you, I love your fuck, let me be here for ever’.

‘Your going nowhere’, she gasped pulling my bottom deep into her, ‘I want to die here, in this heavenly place, you are my best fuck too’.
We spent some time just hovering in a suspended animation of wide eyed kissing and the little movements within our coupling. The sensations were incredible driving little tingles throughout my groin. My foreskin quivered in her movements leaking copious amounts of pre-cum into her body. Maybe too little sperms were prematurely swimming, such was the intense feelings I was getting from my balls. Was it possible to have an orgasm in this way?

Georgina kept pulling and manipulating my bottom in her own efforts to yield satisfaction. I could tell she ebbed on the edge of her own orgasm as she relentless whimpered at her every manipulation. She felt deliciously wet too, although it must have been a combined effort and an uncontrollable one at that as we both gorged on the sensations that passed between us.

It was this kissing too, it had got us here and now it was gently delivering us into a state of ecstasy. I stared and I know she did too, very deep into her inner soul, a soul that was mine forever, one that I would never give up and never wanted too. I could see her love flowing, poring outward from those saucered eyes. I hoped my own was flowing too, for it felt that way. We were for this moment in time locked together as one.
My bottom was being massaged vigorously now, the nylon of my own knickers rippled and slipped over my skin. I felt the elastic tighten around my balls and the dull ache of an orgasm beginning to form. For a moment she released me from her body, bouncing and sliding my cock around her little nubbin. Then he was back, back inside her and her hand moved around to the front to massage my nylon covered balls. It was too much, I felt it coming and retaliated, a finger swooning over the little bump.

Her tongue was the give away, taking over and forcing its way around my own. She convulsed under me, pulling me deeper than I thought possible. It was too much for me too, her nonny muscles squeezing me into a submission and sending my spunk outward. My balls emptied and ached as they fired upward towards her womb. I felt weak, sapped and drained as she drew everything from my body.

My muscles started to give, beaten by the energy she drew. Then, just as I was allowing myself relax and catch my breath, Georgina was directing me again, pulling on  my backside, forcing me inward and then outward, in a frenzy of a second orgasm. She humped upward toward me, her muscles tensing like a spring. Her stomach felt like a rock against mine as she devoured me again and again. It was as if her first orgasm had just slipped gently by like a feather on the wind and now she was capturing in a ferocious gale.
The moments afterwards had us both lying in a weakened state. I felt my erection fall and rest in her juice laden cunt. I felt a person too, a man, a wanted man like never before, all those who had gone before me, those teases that played with my emotions, so insignificant against her. A tear rolled down my cheek, I kissed her nose and it fell on to her own. It startled her, causing her to open her eyes and question.

‘Have I hurt you’, she asked, rolling a thumb over the trickle on my face’.

It was a moment that I was not in control of, more tears followed, falling on her soft skin and dispersing. ‘No I whimpered, far from it, you make me feel so happy, so complete’.

Her faced beamed in an electric smile and laughed, ‘you don’t know the half of it’, she said, ‘there will never be anyone else but you’.

My eyes searched hers and at once knew the truth. She was right too, for I felt the same way, there couldn’t possibly be another on earth to take her place.

I rolled off her and pulled her on top of me. I had never had her here before, she felt so small and vulnerable. My hands ran all over her delicious little body tracing her every perfect contour. Thoughtfully she parted her legs and my half limp cock sidled between her knicker covered crotch. This place was very wet and warm as my spunk leaked into her knickers. I manipulated her bottom too, just as she had done mine earlier, pulling her ever closer to my stiffening cock. Her bald little cunt squelched invitingly urging me to have her even closer.

We kissed again, finding each others tongues and sighing contentment into each others mouths. It felt so incredibly delicious having her on top of me, my cock was as ever ready, erect and rampant, if for one minute there had been an invite to enter her then there would be no hesitation. Thoughts of Georgie, George and Georgina ran through my brain as I held and manipulated her body a top of me. She wasn’t in the slightest heavy and I could easily imagine either one of them lying on top. For a moment Georgie became dominant as I imagined her perhaps in the little blue gingham dress and a sweet little pair of girls knickers adorning her tiny body. Maybe from this position Uncle Dave could consume her wanton little body, teach her love and affection whilst little Minnie sat astride my rampant cock.
Georgina was making little movements with my thing between her legs, teasing it by humping and squelching it in her knickers. My cock was positively coated in our combined lubrication as it dipped and slid up and down her sex laden furrow. The sopping nylon of her knickers ripped against my foreskin tugging him into a submission that could only take us one way, another fuck.

I moaned into her mouth almost in a mimicking orgasm. Frantically and greedily I helped her ride me, moulding her knicker covered bottom in any way that would send the electrifying sensation through my body.
‘Ask me’, she breathed into my mouth, ‘ask me nicely to ride and fuck you properly’.

I grunted back into her, ‘please fuck me George’.

She stopped kissing me, lifted herself onto her hands and looked down on me. ‘So its George you want, your teasing little 15 year old’, she said squeezing me between her legs.

Suddenly she was gone up and off me. ‘Wait there for George’, she said.
I watched fascinated as she made for her underwear drawer. Her rummaging was turning stuff to the left and then the right. She seemed to be looking for something special, perhaps something buried deep, whatever it was I hadn’t seen it before. It seems George had found it or them so to speak. A flash of white and possible pink caught my eye as she tried to rearrange her drawer and then finally close it.

I was even more intrigued by what happened next. Her nightie was hoisted upward revealing her delicious nylon clad bottom, all too quickly they were dispensed with, rolled down her body and kicked off. It was an action that I would never ever consider myself, all knickers were precious, an enjoyment to be in and to take on and off.

Her bottom had disappeared for a moment and then quickly and tantalising came into view as I watched the white and pink transcend her legs in a flash. There was a moment too when I watched her feminine adjustments, pulling and smoothing in some practiced ritual but that too was far too quick for my liking. Surely Georgina must know how any self respecting knicker fetishist would relish every opportunity to view and study underwear on the female form. Perhaps it was George who had an urgency, or even George wanting not to disappoint me by keeping me waiting.

She was back on the bed, urging me to sit upward and propping pillows behind my neck. Astride me she hovered holding her nightie aloft giving the view of her underwear that had just been denied. I surveyed them, instantly recognising they were cotton and full. She edged forward on her knees and I watched her gusset wrinkle and indent themselves on her nonny. Already she was wetting them with her lubrication and I could smell again her musky sex. I reached outward to touch them, first on her tummy, where my fingers gently skimmed over the baubles of wear.

‘Do you like them’, she asked as a finger swirled around just an inch above where her clit would be.

‘Very much’, I replied, ‘ they are so George’.

‘I last wore these in the forth form’, she commented, ‘don’t know why I kept them, maybe they have a memory’.

‘Maybe Mike had touched you in them’, I teased, then dipping a finger down to caress her little button.

She gasped, feigning surprise and pulled away as though I had been too forward with her. But in a moment of decision she came right back, pushing her little cotton furrow greedily onto my finger. 

‘No’, she replied, ‘he had only a passion for school knickers; he would have been disappointed to find me in these. 

By now I was watching myself tease her little mound, my finger forever pushing against it and filling her gusset with sex juice. Daringly in our little game of imagination I decided to see if this pretend 15 year old would allow me to pull the little pink frill to one side, maybe slip and slide in the bald wetness that I knew to be underneath. There was no challenge, a finger slipped easily into her wetness and stopped at my first knuckle.

I watched her dance around on it with uncertainty just like an adolescent first time.

‘Uuh’, she cried as I watched her bite her lip.

She hovered there for a moment too, her legs quivering either with excitement or lapsing strength. I guessed it wasn’t be the latter, surely not from my fit little netball player. I was right; her sinking to the next knuckle was purposeful and demanding. I felt her walls in the slippery goo that her body was making. Little squelch’s filled the air as I fingered and she enjoyed.
My cock had found its own way out of my knickers and sat with the waist elastic deliciously gripping my glands. He bounced in excitement in the play were par taking in and was to an extent self masturbating as he throbbed against the elastic. George giggled at him briefly before my thumb found her little bump and the giggle turned into a groan of delight.

‘Stop now’, she pleaded, ‘this isn’t what we are about. Sit back and let me do the work’.

Reluctantly, I slowly withdrew my finger and hand. Her knickers stayed pulled to one side, her fleshy pink labia glistening and protruding invitingly. It was George too that freed my aching cock, unhooking him from his bounce with the waist elastic and placing it at the base of my shaft. He stood upright waiting and leaking with anticipation. 

I watched as she shuffled forward again, her nightie hoisted to expose those deliciously adolescent knickers. They sat just on her hips perhaps just a little lower than being full, maybe it was their style seven plus years ago, it was certainly different from today’s bikini’s that Sarah was wearing.

George hovered, her inviting nonny floated just above my cock head, the air was electric with anticipation. She held me, lining me up to slip on to me. There was a tickle and a shock as our genitalia touched and exchanged heat and lubrication. She held him teasingly in her fingers placing him between the two succulent flaps. She released her grip and he throbbed for one moment before I watched her slowly descend over me.
My breath slipped outward like it was a dying moment, expelling as if it would be my last. I was mesmerised as slowly she consumed him, he disappeared between her sex lips slipping on our combined wetness, my foreskin ecstatically unrolling as she went downward. For a moment I thought I would cum there and then, such were the messages that traversed my brain. Little feelings in my balls announced themselves too, feelings that liquid was travelling, and I hoped it would not end soon.

She had him all, deep inside her. He had disappeared as she sat in me, just a hint that there was something there, pulling that little pink frill to one side. I held her hips; she had one arm across her tummy still holding that nightie upward giving me the most wonderful view of my teenage lovers still forming body. I had to hold her, to stop her ascending to prevent my orgasm. She was still biting her lip as her cunt muscles squeezed me as she chased her own satisfaction.

‘Wait’, I implored trying to catch a breath and control my rising sap.

‘You don’t want to cum?

‘No not yet, it would be too soon, besides you’ve only just arrived’.

She relaxed, her body falling on me, it went deeper if that was possible but it felt like it. I held her still for a moment waiting for the impending rush to abate. Somehow it kind of looked weird looking downward to where my cock should be, all I could see was the forest of pubic hair that was mine and the bald little mound that had swallowed me up. The pink frill was held to one side and although I couldn’t see it, it was deliciously holding on to the side of my shaft making its presence felt.

For a brief moment there was a picture in my head of Sarah mounted her, gorging herself on my cock. It quickly dispersed with a realisation that the 15 year old George would make a much better lover. Imagination held us together, along with desires to re-enact the fact and fiction of our youth. Besides did I really want the uncertainty of mind of a real 15 year old and the pain that I knew would come with it. Sarah had already demonstrated the immaturity of youth both independently and with her friends.

I felt George position her self on me. I knew that she could not wait much longer her orgasm was impending too, the contorted expression of a bitten lip told me she needed to go. Her muscles tensed, gripping my penis like a fist of iron, I watched as slowly she eased herself upward exposing my wet and warm phallus into the cooler air. Her cunt lips gripped it with an intensity, I really felt like I was being milked.

At the top of her lustful travel I watched her hover, felt her muscles strangle my glands into a submission that could only lead to my own cum. Her slow descent again had me gasping so out of control I could only hold her hips and wait for the inevitable. ‘Oh George, oh George’, was all I could repeat as the flow in my balls crept slowly along the little tubes.

Upward again she glided on the lubricated piston squeezing her muscles in a demand for satisfaction. I had considered helping her along, caressing her little bump but I could see from her face she didn’t need my intervention, besides I too was on a journey and one that was nearing its end.

George was demanding now, increasing her ride to meet the demands of her body. For a moment I thought she had prematurely stopped, she hovered again as uncertain and then it came, a moan and then a collapse to impale her self. Cry’s of, ‘my cock, my cock’, spilled outward in a desperate attempt to possess all of her orgasm. Her nonny muscles milked me for all I was worth, there was no controlling my own cum, she had the knack to set me off just at the right time.

I held her hips once again, this time manipulating them for my own ends. Where my spunk was coming from I did not know, maybe I was pumping nothing but it sure didn’t feel that way. For a moment I had a vision, a teenage moment, we were school lovers, I had just taken my 15 year old lovers virginity. I knew it was fantasy but it was our fantasy, something that we both lived and breathed.        
