The Lodger Chap 28
Wednesday evening was here and it gave me a huge lift and a buzz. To be seeing Georgina again seemed to be all that mattered these days.

I sat in the staff car park at Tolworth Girls School and studied the building in front of me. Of course I’d been here before, twice in fact, the jumble sale and to pick Georgina up too. I momentary thought ran through head, how many pairs of navy knicks sat on the other side of those walls? For a moment I pondered every nook and cranny of where they would be, almost as if it was a treasure hunt and I would have to find out where they all were. Of course in my head I knew all their secret habitats and where they could be found.

I swung the van door open to be greeted by the referees whistle, it was piercing and finite and came from somewhere on the other side. It was almost as if was a calling for me, to come and see the spectacular show that was bound to accompany it. Of course it was Georgina’s lungs that had made it, that I was certain. It came again and I followed it.

Nearer I could hear the melee of the game, the shouts and calls and some of the exertions that made up of one of my favourite sports. Of course if you asked me then and there, how the rules applied I would not know but above all I loved watching it and all that came with it.

I rounded the corner and there they all were, bounding around the court, 15 delicious bodies all clad in navy blue, even my own little player was in navy. Well I say delicious, that was first impressions but in a moment my head would have them in an order of desirability, GA in the blue bib struck me as being really cute. And the WA in the red bib had no gym skirt on drawing my eye to the wrinkling navy of a perfect bottom.

One or two that were not in play looked momentarily in my direction and then carried on playing. There were two girls sat on a bench on the right also in their sports kit, reserves I guessed, or maybe not quite up to scratch for the team. One of them was indeed scratching her thigh exposing the tunnelled leg of her knickers. I focussed on that for a moment as I found myself a bench, the reddening she was causing on that oh so peachy skin. It was almost as if I wasn’t there, they ignored me and carried on with their game or practice. I didn’t mind what it was, it was a spectacle I enjoyed for all the wrong reasons and nobody at that moment batted an eye lid.

The sun was fast setting, casting long shadows across the court; soon my netball playing girlfriend would be blowing her whistle for the last time. Just a few more jumps, twists and turns and it went suddenly they were all walking off court. I watched them file past and for the first time acknowledge my presence with giggles and whispers and nods in the direction of Georgina. Finally I placed them in order and preference for a fantasy of who should come and sit on my face and satisfy my lust for their tantalising knickers.

‘Did you enjoy that’, Georgina asked as they all filed away.

‘Maybe’, I replied trying not to be too committed.
Georgina smiled, lent across and placed a kiss on my forehead. ‘Anyway you’re early, you dirty old man’.

It was true, I was but at that moment I found her comment hurtful, especially as we had not seen each other for a couple of days. I checked that the girls had disappeared and in a moment of retaliation slid my hand up the back of her netball skirt to playfully pinch her bottom. She quickly read my mind pulling away so that even my feeble attempt at punishment came to nothing more than a tug on the soft cotton I found there.

‘Missed me’, she teased.

I tried again in vain to dish out some justice for her name calling but again she was too quick for me, bouncing a step backwards and proving her athletic body was no match for me sitting down.

‘Look’, she said saucily, ‘why don’t we play this little game later, I’ve got to make sure this lot are showered changed and on their way home’. Why don’t you go off and amuse yourself down a corridor, I’m sure you can find something to do in an all girls school’.

‘Where’s the caretaker’, I asked?

Georgina jingled the keys in her hand, ‘probably feet up with a can of lager no doubt’; she said with some sarcasm, ‘we have to drop them back again’.

‘Which way’, I plead looking for some direction and guidance.

‘Down by the school office’, she pointed, the next door along is a lost property cupboard, you might like a rummage around there’, she said with a smile. ‘I’ll come and find you in ten minutes’, she called as I disappeared.

The corridor was dimly lit by the setting sun and the last rays burst through a window at the end exposing a haze of dust that only schools could have. The office declared itself on my right and I could see the next door along. My mouth sank into a familiar dryness as I tensed in expectation and a kind of fear. It was a fear of the unknown, perhaps of being caught or perhaps apprehensions of what was on the other side. Slowly I turned the handle half expecting it not to move as it came against a lock. Inward it travelled to reveal a small cupboard with a panel of fuses that I presumed controlled most of the school. There was enough room for me to ease inward and find a light switch. In all the cupboard was about six foot by four and there at the back wall was a large cardboard box.

It was brimming with all things navy blue, enticing and encouraging me to go forward. My cock lurched in anticipation, stiffening in my jeans and spewing a little leak into my pants. For a moment I shook with an expectancy, edging forward almost in a slow motion like it was a dream of striving to get somewhere. I tried to make some saliva in a hope that the involuntary effects that were happening to my body would disappear tipping the balance of reaction.

That first touch even on the pleats of the netball skirt sent a huge thrill of excitement through my veins giving me a momentum to pursue. A casual look at the size label was a natural feed on my expectations, it gave my head imaginings of nubility and desire. It dropped through my fingers intentionally to the floor on the side of the box from where hence it came. A school skirt followed and then a games blouse uniquely placed to allow the box to be reassembled in an order that I hoped would not attract an attention of disturbance.

Then they were there, such a contrast to navy blue. A pair of bottle green knickers beaconed upward, radiantly declaring them selves different and intriguing. What were they doing in a school of navy, abandoned and forlorn? The softness of the cotton floated across the ridges of my finger tips, tickling and generating warmth. There was a click in my brain that desired ownership, coupled with a rationale of their loss and demise to their owner. If she no longer needed or wanted them then they would be mine.

My cock agreed, stiffening himself to attention, straining and leaking approval in the confines of my pants and tight jeans. They flowed through my fingers one handedly in an examination of approval. My brain argued with its self whether they would or would not come under my ownership. The gusset was thin and threadbare in the place where her nonny would have sat, friction, exercise and washing playing a part on perhaps the desertion from their owner. The material thickened upward towards the double back panel regaining its strength softness and appeal. I fingered the whole area in a longing to get to know who they had belonged to eventually coming to the label at the waist that declared they were a cherub 16.

They must have had a lot of use I thought, to have worn so thin. If that was the case then they must have been worn everyday and not just for PE. That excited me more; a confirmation that they had constantly been nestled against her sweet nonny, my mind began to formulate her supposed beauty. I wanted them now, it was almost a must but there was still the torment of why bottle green was here in this all navy school and would someone notice they had disappeared. I placed them for the moment on their own on the floor; I would have to consult with Georgina whether to take them!

I peered back into the box, pulling the odd remnant of uniform outwards to join the pile in a position of reloading. There was a plastic bag full of someone’s gym kit; I flicked through the neatly folded garments digging for that feel and soft nap of her delicious knickers. I dare not pull them free for fear of disturbing how it all had been neatly placed. Carefully my fingers went inward almost as though I was seeking to find her desirable flesh, to find her gusset and pett it just to say I had been close her sex. There was a hard spot; invisibly I traced my finger around and through it pulling it outward to sniff. The sweet scent of nonny filled my nostrils and my other hand tweaked my aching cock.

Her bag went onto the pile too and rummaged and peered in at the few objects that lay in the bottom. And then I uncovered them, giving light to their silky sheen, the red and the black salaciously exposing them selves in the way that they had been made for. What were they doing here, in a school, in a lost property box, who would dare to wear them and fall foul of the rules?

The slinky and sexy nylon ran through my fingers, the black frill tickling and exciting them. Uncontrollably, my zip was down and I was heaving him out, that slip of nylon just had to film itself all over my glands. I opened them inward to witness where her sex would have been and was surprised to find there was no cotton, the gusset was a panel of double nylon. I rolled it around my foreskin, breathing heavily as the sensations and slip of the two surfaces slipped and slinked all around my glands. He leaked into them profusely declaring his love and telling my brain that my cock wanted to keep them.

I gasped as I wanked him into the silky material and invading the cunny space of whatever had graced them before. My foreskin was caught deliciously folded between the two slippery layers and every upward stroke sent a thrill of excitement that already had my spunk stirring in my tubes. I held back, the sense of reality and where I was kicked in. My senses resumed their normal tracking and listening, there were footsteps and they were getting closer. 

‘Hello’, the female voice called, it was Georgina. 
My cock was back in my trousers by the time she peered around the door.

‘You look a bit flustered’, she teased, ‘have you been playing naughty’, referring to the saucy bikini briefs that were still between my fingers.

I stammered a ‘no’, before I realised the futility of my answer and then followed it through with a weak smile. I wasn’t used to being caught red handed or sharing my life’s little secrets even if she was my girlfriend and positively approved of my little fetish.

I smiled and said, ‘what did you expect, letting me loose in the sweetie shop’.

‘So what have you found then, anything to suit your taste?

I looked downward at the red and black bikini’s and then to the floor where the bottle greens lay’.

‘Unusual’, commented Georgina, ‘both!

It was then I noticed she was still dressed in her netball kit, temptingly desirable and my immediate thoughts turned to her. I dropped the bikinis on top of the school knickers and pulled her towards me to a kiss. Those wonderful sensations flowed through my body as our lips and tongues met encouraging surges of excitement and well being. In my trousers he stiffened again as I pulled her close to me, my stickiness leaked once more as I pressed onto her tummy, the layers of clothing preventing anything more intimate.

My hand found her bottom and slid sneakily under the pleats of her skirt to find the softness of her own knickers. In retaliation Georgina’s hand slipped between us finding my erection and manipulating him through the denim. I gasped as she found me by twisting and pulling on her tongue wildly. Not to be outdone my hand dived downward between her bottom. Skilfully I hooked the leg band to one side and slid forward to find the treasure, it was there and waiting, so bloody wet and so hot my fingers slipped inward to probe her sopping cunt.

It was a tit for tat game and not to be out done, she was there, unzipping me and pulling me out. Pulling back my foreskin, her finger skated all round my own sticky wetness. She groaned too as I copied her movements slipping my finger inward and spreading her. Sluttishly her legs spread them selves outward, making our stance all the more contorted and difficult. For a brief moment I envisaged us uncontrollably writhing around on top of the dis-guarded pile of uniform but it was not to be. Almost immediately as soon as it started then it was over, Georgina’s common sense prevailed.

‘Not here’, she pleaded, ‘its too dangerous, if we are late he’ll come looking for us’.

I read her face, I knew exactly who she meant, the caretaker. She was putting me away, my hand left to dreamily sit on her knickered bottom uselessly wondering what could have been.
‘Come on’, help me she pleaded piling the sea of navy blue back into the box.

I stared at her helplessly, partly through a childish disappointment and at the same time to watch her bending and displaying little glimpses of the navy blues I had just had my hand in.

‘Look I’m sorry’, she pleaded, ‘I do too but not here, besides they would throw me out if we were found out’.

‘Can I have those’, I asked, pointing to the bottle greens and the saucy slinky knickers.

There was a moment of pondering from Georgina, almost if she was cross examining herself in the way I would, to come to some rationale decision.

‘They look abandoned to me’, I pleaded.

Georgina looked again. ‘Yes you are right, no one is going to claim those, or miss them’, she said handing them both to me.

We didn’t say much as we hurriedly locked up and drove to the caretaker’s house. It was as if Georgina had a great weight of anxiety hanging over her, as if she run over time and was about to pay for it. At his house she was out and up his path like a shot. She smiled back at me nervously as she waited for him to answer. He took his time and when he came he was rubbing his eyes as we had woken him. He showed no concern judging by his body language and I saw Georgina smile in a recognition that we had got away with it.

I watched him letch after her again, as she made her way back down his path, leering at her body. I wondered if he was interested too in her gym kit and whether it was part of it for him. A twinge of jealousy crossed my mind about the opportunities he had with his job, did he or didn’t he indulge like me? Of course he didn’t I told myself or I wouldn’t have what sat beside me at the side of my seat, two dis-guarded pairs of knickers!
Back in the van she dare not kiss me as he was still watching but the relief shone all over her face. As soon as we were away her hand dropped into my lap, to tease my unsatisfied cock. I moaned in satisfaction as her light touch manipulated me back into a reality and relief that she was still interested.

‘Back to my flat’, she insisted, ‘I need you’.

‘Not as much as I need you’, I promised.
We stopped at some traffic lights and Georgina saucily ran her nails along the denim teasing my erect penis. It created a shiver and set up an electric shock sending another leak of pre-cum and excitement into my already damp underwear.

As we pulled away I asked her, ‘why do you think those two pairs of knickers were there?

‘What abandoned you mean?

‘Yes how and why did they get there?

‘Well I suspect the school knickers were left by someone from a visiting netball team or even perhaps a girl who has changed schools and purposely left them there to avoid ever wearing them again’.

‘Really’, I questioned?

‘You mean why were they dis-guarded?

‘Yes, it doesn’t seem logical to me to loose or abandon your knickers’.

‘To you it doesn’t, but then you have a likening for them, females never see their underwear in that way’.

‘And what about the saucy pair’, I asked?

‘Maybe that was straight forward game of disobedience, to flout the rules and make a statement, or even to antagonise the headmistress’.

‘Why, I continued?

‘Well girls don’t like to be told what they should or shouldn’t wear, their underwear included. It also makes a statement that they are growing up, perhaps to the other girls too. Or perhaps even as a dare, to leave them behind where they will be found and upset the head mistress even further, it sort of questions her authority’.

‘But why did they go in the lost property? 
Georgina giggled, ‘you want to know a lot’.

I lifted her hand from my lap and kissed it, sort of encouraging her to give me the answer.

‘Maybe the headmistress already knows who they belong to; perhaps she was bidding her time, maybe to confront the girl when it suited her, all part of the little game of one up-man-ship and who’s in charge! ‘It doesn’t matter now though, they are yours’, she teased.

We pulled into the lane at the back of her flats and in the darkness kissed, our tongues mashing together in an urgency. Her hand was back on my fly, palming the stiffness underneath. I stopped her pushing her towards her door to get out. I needed her in her flat; petting out here now was not the answer to my frustrations. Teasingly we made our way up stairs stopping in the dark corners to steal a kiss and fumble; it was a necessary ritual of tease despite our desperation to have sex.

That all important moment came, on the other side of her front door, safely behind it I engrossed her from the rear, kissing the back of her perfumed neck and gorging on the smell of her hair. My hand was already lifting her netball skirt and swooning over the navy blue of her tummy. Wantonly her bottom made the best of flaunting itself all over the front of my jeans; pushing and teasing my erection and making him lust after her body.

My fingers found the damp patch of navy and traced the contours of her eager cunt. Not to be outdone her hand slipped between us and was desperate to find my zipper. I walked her awkwardly towards the lounge our petting continuing as we went. We stopped in the doorway and contorted to feast on each others tongues, greedily wanting to consume as much of one another as we could.

Slowly we managed to get to the settee, where we both dropped to our knees. I pushed her skirt upward to expose that beautiful school girl bottom neatly packaged and inviting in the navy of her knicks. My jeans were disgorged in a heap as I leapt in behind her pushing her forward into the cushions. He slipped easily between her willing parted legs where I cushioned and frotted him against her damp gusset. We managed that contorted kiss again, twisting our heads to get our panting tongues engaged. We had a little sessions below, where we simulated fucking, our bodies thrusting against one another to press sex against sex. My foreskin rolled itself against the clinging and demanding cotton following the contours of Georgina’s vulva.

‘Oh’, she moaned in frustration and urgency, wanting him there and now and perhaps deep inside her. But this was our game; a game of pretend and youthful experimentation, the intensity of play was for us just as exciting as intercourse. It brought back fond memories and feelings, that perhaps in our teenage years would have had us scurrying in fear of something unwanted but here and now we could play in both worlds, to be rewarded with feelings of lust like no other.
I moved backward and looked downward at her bottom, the seams of the double back panel of her navy knickers drawing me like tram lines to a place between her legs. My fingers hooked into the exposed waistband and slowly pulled like the opening of a stage curtain, the velvet-ness of her skin revealed itself in a slow motion. It had the lustre of a nectarine and pouted and wriggled in anticipation. I wondered too if little Georgina was manipulating her vaginal muscles in an attempt to keep herself in a state of readiness.

My kiss on that peachy object of desire sent a shiver down her spine thrusting her bottom outward in a quivering search of satisfaction. I stopped her knickers just at her thighs and allowed the sweet fragrance of her sex to encourage and move me on. Yes I wanted her badly but badly could mean in an unfulfilled rush and neither of us had the slightest interest that sort of sex.

I huddled forward on my knees allowing my foreskin to ride over the elasticated waist of those delicious knicks. It resisted fruitlessly, creating something new down there, tickling my shaft until my balls captured it. My cock nudged her velvet skin transferring a glob of my pre-cum onto the ripened fruit. It attached and strung itself across the space between us forming the first bond of our bodies.

I fed him downward towards the warmth and wetness of her sopping nonny. Willingly, Georgina spread her self, stretching the elastic of her knickers and now sending a shock wave into my touching balls. Her hand came under searching for me in desperation to get us coupled and gently fucking. I was placed in her slippery labia her fingers kneading and pushing me inward. He slipped gracefully into her and sat expectantly at her entrance.

For a moment I knelt and held myself in the anticipation, she gripped and manipulated me with the might of her muscular prowess sucking and pulling me inward as though as was slipping into her sluice of sex. My gasping was involuntary as she consumed my body sending thrills and sensations outward to a myriad of nerves. Slowly we sought pleasure allowing our bodies to seek satisfaction with little forays of movement. Fucking like this was so determined, chasing fulfilment that naturally and uncontrollably would lead to orgasm. 

By balls see-sawed across the waist elastic of her school knickers creating feelings of capture and containment that made me feel part of her body. The squelching and sucking of our sexual coupling permeated the air with a symphony of desire to reach a crescendo of pleasure. We always fucked like this in a natural rhythm seeking the intensity of the whole thing, not just the drive to orgasm.

‘I love you’, I whispered and breathed into her ear, signalling a move to twist and kiss her.

Georgina didn’t reply there was no need; her finding my lips and driving her tongue inward sent the same message. Muscles strained down my neck to hold this position and prevent my cock from slipping from her hot little cunt. He rested momentarily between her delicate entrance struggling to stay inward. Georgina recognised his slipping outward and flexed her groin muscles to hold him there.

I groaned at her grip and broke from the kiss. A motion of encouragement with my hand pulling backward on her hip to move us to seek new and deep pleasures. Slowly I sank backwards on my knees bringing her with me, her awkwardly adjusting her stance to keep us coupled. Using our hands as balance we managed to keep our fuck continuous and slipping backward she slipped into my lap and me deep into her vagina.

Pleasure erupted from us both with a huge sigh. My cock neared her womb rolling my foreskin backward and releasing my lubrication deep within her. My hand shot upward and under her games shirt shifting her bra skyward in an attempt to consume her with lust. Her nipples reacted instantly, the swollen buds gorging themselves with blood to produce a hard little nubbins. Greedily my hand moved swiftly on, dropping to her tummy. Her navy blues were loose there, still part way down her thighs, I slipped inward to find her clitoris. My finger danced in the slipperiness of our copulation, running from her hood to where my cock sat deep within her.

My balls tingled with little shocks as fluid transferred along the tubes in readiness. But staying here was not practical my legs were numbing even under her tiny frame. Maybe, they would not be if it was little Georgie buried deep here, that thought rushing through my brain like a train in a tunnel. Distracting the discomfort my finger swooned all over her sex, sometimes masturbating her little bump and then slipping backwards to caress her stretched labia. Georgina shuddered, clearly a sign that she would orgasm and began lifting herself upward in an attempt to let my finger in.

Now I was being distracted again, clearly the numbness in my legs had more power over the endorphins that that fed my nervous system. She sat downward bringing me  deep into her, the combination of ecstasy and pain had me gasping and moaning together and Georgina must had mistakenly recognised it as pleasure and would continue.

‘Can we move’, I whispered in her ear, ‘my legs are hurting’.

She glanced sideways at me at first puzzled at my request. But then as she lifted her self upward I could see the awkwardness of her own movement, even her toned muscles out of kilter. She wobbled as her bottom hovered near my face, my pain momentarily abated by the sweetness of sexual fragrance.

She turned at giggled at me, I must have looked a picture sat there, a glistening erection and not able to move.

‘Oh dear, I’ve crippled you’, she teased helping me upward.

Agonising, I slowly was pulled to my feet, feeling that there was nothing in my legs. Immediately we were consumed in a kiss almost as if that would divert my pain. It worked and so too did her hand that was now massaging my balls and shaft. Then she disappeared, dropping to her knees to continue a massage on my legs. That lasted all of around ten seconds before she took me into her mouth. Suddenly there was no pain, just the sweet sensation of her tongue finding my glands.

This could be heaven and I longed to unload myself deep into her throat. But I greedily wanted to fuck her as well, I wanted all of her all of the time, she consumed with all the sexual desires I’d ever imagined. I tried to pull her upward in a move of unselfishness but Georgina was having none of it, slapping my bottom in a friendly gesture to stay where I was.

I stood there, my head rolling as she found everywhere with her delicious tongue. Sucking me inward I could feel my spunk rising and ready for its eruption. I tried to abate it, making this moment last forever but a new weakness entered my legs as my blood supply rushed to feed my orgasm. Weakly I stood there and uncontrollably came in her mouth, her tongue swirling me into submission. My legs spasmed and buckled as my ejection subsided. Her eyes looked lovingly upward.

I ran my fingers through her hair and watched her swallow and gulp. Only now did she let me pull her upwards to share a spunky kiss. We consumed it, twisting and digesting it backward as my finger found her wet cunt. He sloshed there, squidging and teasing the little nubbin before slipping between her warm a wet lips. It was my turn to drop towards the floor, yes to return the favour but it was also where I wanted to be. I worshiped her down there; she could sit on my face and consume me for a life time for all I cared.
I pushed her backward toward the settee, manipulated her body dragging her hips and thighs forward to the edge of the seat cushions in a readiness for my feast. Her legs dangled at first but soon I was manipulating them to pull her school knickers off. Habit kicked in unashamedly, as from her ankles they went straight to my nose to inhale the sweetness of her gusset. I couldn’t help it was a necessity, an aphrodisiac, it gave me life.
With a renewed lust I dropped them on the floor and descended downward towards her honey pot. I pulled on her sweet lips, the soft down of her sparse pubic hair tickling my face. Sucking and tonguing her I drank the sweet nectar of her excitement feeling it instantly rush to the back of my throat. I gulped as the chemistry of her body made its presence felt, her taste now familiar as I eat her inward.

She moaned and shuddered violently pushing herself forward in a never ending attempt to engage herself on my tongue. The little nubbin felt like a seed in a soft fruit as I tried to extract it between my lips. Her body rocked and thrashed greedily and then it began. Her journey onward became more desperate, striving forward to grab my hair in an attempt to drag me inward, her convulsions smothering my face in a crescendo of involuntary spasms. She came and came, in a never ending spiral of pleasure. I kept her there until her energy could exert itself no more. I loved giving her orgasms.

In a while she pulled me upward still mewing from the after shocks. Our lips met and we French kissed in recognition that we had satisfied one another. My cock was rampant and bouncing, giving little nudges against her inner thigh. Her hand was there in an instant holding him and guiding him forward and into her still demanding nonny. I gasped into our kiss as he was placed into her sopping entrance and felt helpless as he sank inward. That feeling was immense, sliding deeply and slowly into her body. I felt the sap begin to rise as he pushed home to the top of her womb.

As so many times before, we gently fucked, copulating in a slow motion, seeking out every sensation that our bodies had to offer. The squelching sounds of our lubrication I found a particular turn on, something that embraced me in a well being, an encouragement towards another cum.

We broke from kissing for me to find her neck, swarming all over it and stinging it with kisses. Her cunt muscles gripped me for all they were worth; it was obvious that another orgasm was near for her. That clench set my motions running too, my sperm had started their journey along the little channels in my balls.

‘Are you going to cum again’, she breathed.

‘Yes soon’, was all I could expel.

Georgina heaved herself forward in some feat of athletic prowess, burying my cock deep within her. Her hands cupped my bottom to control and manipulate me inwards, I felt the first quivers of her body as it chased yet another release. Her tenseness and muscles clenching, squeezed me into another point of no return milking my spunk and throwing it deep within her. The merry go round of spasms surged through us both, her almost pumping me into a submission, her final throes left me hanging like a limp exhausted doll.

We collapsed in a conjoined heap panting and coming down from the high. I felt weak, drained and happy and at this point could have silently slipped away into a blissful death. My nostrils filled with the sensory fragrances around me, our powerful sexual odour and the sweet scent of her clean body was bliss, the gates of heaven awaited.

Later we cuddled and kissed and tidied one other in an attempt to reverse the time that had so quickly passed. It seemed to run away from us when we were together and stretch out of reach when we were apart. It would be Friday before we would see each other again.  

