The Lodger Chap 34
I sat at the traffic lights and wondered if my dirty deed back there would be noticed. I argued in my head it would not, then contradicted myself filling it with fear that I would get caught. The horn of the car behind blared as I came to my senses and moved off. Over and over again I questioned myself, had everything been put back into place, would miss prim notice any little stains, would my innocent lover examine the crotch of her knickers before washing them. It was too late now, the keys were back through the Samuel’s letter box and there was no turning back!
Further on I tried to rid myself of all such thoughts, purposely stopping off at any car sales that I came across. On most I wandered aimlessly around without any intent what so ever, so much so my lack of seriousness didn’t even stir any of the salesman into action. Only once was I captured by something that I liked, one plot having two Ford Escorts that were in my price range. But alas they were four door cars and I had told myself that I really wanted a two door, after all four doors were not sporty, you never saw a rally car with four doors!
Finally I arrived at my destination and was surprised to find Georgina waiting for me, the game finished and her dressed in her county tracksuit. For a moment I thought I was late and had let her down. I started to apologise but she stopped me, grinning at my supposition that it was me at fault, she explained how with the threat of rain all the games had started early and I was not to blame for her standing there.

Once in the van we snogged like we hadn’t seen each other for weeks. Soon I forgot all my worries about what I might not have done back there and was engrossed in the passion of our love. I was consumed by her, she was my life and I wanted nothing more than to be with her.

Eventually we came up for air, satisfied and mended from our parting. It was always the same, I gave and received such love at these moments, that it instantly filled in the gap of our separation and when satisfied that we resumed a normality.

‘Have you missed me’, she asked?

‘Of course, I replied, you know I can’t wait to see you and be with you’,

She kissed my nose in her endearing way; it didn’t need words, it said all I needed to know. I started the van up, instinctively knowing that she wanted me to take her back to the flat.

‘Sorry’, she said, knowing what my expectations were on getting there, ‘my period hasn’t quite finished. She clutched my hand to show her disappointment too.

Her eyes said it too, I could see that. ‘It doesn’t matter’, I smiled, ‘as long as I am with you and we cuddle, that’s all I need.

‘Oh but you know I want to look after you, you’re special and so is he, she replied caressing across the front of my jeans.

Instantly he began to rise, swelling in the confines of my pants, he always did, just the merest hint of the two of us sexually engaged had him writhing like an obsessed demon.

‘You won’t be disappointed, I promise’, she said as we pulled out into the traffic.

On the way home we talked about my car hunting and what I was looking for. Georgina agreed it had to look sporting; four doors were for families and older people, besides why have four when you didn’t need them, it’s only us two she commented. This made me feel warm inside, she saw us as permanent and that pleased me, I picked up and kissed the back of her hand in acknowledgement.

Today we didn’t ritualise are entry into her flats, there was no teasing, kissing in the van, or furtive groping like teenagers in the stairwells. She tugged on my hand all the way up, like leading me to a birthday surprise. It was only once inside her door that we repeated our little petting games, her hand unzipping me straight away to relieve me of my pain and satisfy her need of how much I wanted her.

I unzipped her track suit to access and find her breasts. There were other reasons too, I wanted to know what netball kit was underneath; the polo shirt was sometimes the giveaway. The yellowy mustard top confused me today, she could see that on my face, she knew what my expression was asking.

‘Bottle green’, she offered, ‘my knickers, not exactly your favourite’, she added.

‘It doesn’t matter’, I mouthed into a kiss.

My hand went under the shirt to find she missed her bra off. I palmed her, feeling them grow hard, just as she was doing with my cock. Her forefinger found my sticky goo where she smeared it round and round in circles. I gasped at her touch; she knew how to treat it and what it wanted. For an age she palmed me, introducing my pre-cum down my shaft whilst our tongues danced and twisted in an oral ballet.

I dropped my hands from her breasts and into her track suit bottoms finding the curves of her bottom. The soft warm nap of the bottle greens delivered messages of wantonness to my brain. I cupped that cute little orifice, imagining I had all three of her personas, Georgina, George and sweet little Georgie. I manipulated her, pulling her cheeks far and wide, knowing that it would be having an effect on her cunt, nonny or minnie.

It was her turn to gasp and I guess she was wet down there what ever time of the month it was. I guessed too that her desires would be kicking in as well and that is why she suddenly stopped, didn’t want to be compromised into going against her decision not to have sex.

‘Do you want to play a game’, she asked tugging me toward the lounge. ‘Dressing up, be my little school girl friend?

Thoughts of Rebecca and Lindsay crossed my mind, of them together. Both ideas excited me, especially being a school girl, although we had played the game before, somehow this time it seemed more focussed on me. Perhaps it was because it focussed on me and that Georgina was making it that way, more than likely because of her predicament.

I think the smile on my face had given her the answer, her tugging me towards the bedroom now and me standing like a willing automaton. She whizzed around the bedroom collecting clothing whilst I stood and watched with a throbbing cock. There seemed to be a place now for my collection, her bottom drawer held all my underwear and on a separate shelf in the wardrobe was my school uniform.

Back at my feet with an assembled collection she started un-doing my jeans. My cock twitched inches from her face and that didn’t go unnoticed. She teased it momentarily, rolling back my foreskin in a very slow and sensual movement. I watched him exposed in his excited state, wet and sticky, I watched and felt it roll forward, deliciously sending little tingles of desire back through my balls.

I helped her undress me like a hopeless child, kicking off my shoes and holding my arms upward for her to get my T shirt off. The saxe blue polo shirt came first, covering my naked torso, bristling my nipples as the unfamiliar material sensated my body. And then I was encouraged to step into a new pair if the full briefs, maroon, just like Georgina had done yesterday.

They sat tickling my ankles momentarily before my lover slowly dragged them upward. She must have watched me previously, for there was no rush as if it were her body, this was a purposeful journey designed to give pleasure. They did too, perhaps more than when I controlled this event; she had me gasping with pleasure as the new and soft cotton tickled every hair on my calves. Thrills of expectation heightened as they passed over my knees, Georgina now on her knees, pulled the waistband along to sit just below my aching balls.
That tease was there again as she rolled of my foreskin backward, the sticky noise it made, as the lubrication let go of the skin that covered my throbbing and bouncing member. Her action was a slow motion, unfolding before my very eyes, sending the pungent smell of my excitement upward to fill my airways. She held him there one handed, awkwardly pulling the knickers upward to cover and hold him. My exposed glands met for the first time with the virgin cotton, brushing them and sending tickles in every direction.
Her hand went deliberately into the waistband, positioning him, making sure he was still unrolled and enjoying his moment. Satisfied her hand came out to find him covered; a nail on her forefinger circled and scrapped the glands beneath. In by balls the canals felt full, a ripple of excitement exploded outward sending a new wave of pre-cum upward, the virgin cotton was initiated, damp and darkened.

The skirt came next, tenting and covering me up. All around I was being adjusted, knickers around thighs and waist, zipped up, twisted and pulled into place. I was complete; the mirror told me so, a little Georgie, Rebecca or Lindsay.

My own schoolgirl lover pulled me towards the bed, guiding me into a new world of play and experimentation. I was pushed gently backward, falling and exposing myself in a most un-lady like fashion. My clean knickers poked out from under my skirt and my male anatomy bounced with excitement in his little feminine world. 

I watched her peel her tracksuit bottoms downward, not in a sexual way but in way that any school girl would do when getting ready for gym. It was the kind of exposure that produced anticipation, what would be the colour of her knickers be, which of course I already knew, how they would look covering her prefect frame. They shinned down her legs and she bent to step out of them. The vee of her crotch wrinkled and sent a ripple of folds across her tummy. The curve of the cuff leg accentuated the perfection of hips and thighs, feeding desire.

Then she made her way towards me, I watched the way her body rolled with femininity and her pubis teased me in its covered skin of velvet cotton. She straddled me rocking her hips into position, shuffling and preparing to dock with my aching cock below her. Slowly she lowered herself on to the maroon pole that she found there, aiming for the spot where our sensitivities could be locked. I groaned as her bottle greens skimmed the surface before finally deciding that we were positioned right. 

The heat from her sex brought a warmth to my loins. Teasingly her athletic frame rocked on her knees in a forward and backward motion that had her crotch sliding across my encased erection. Her control of pressure had my foreskin rolling in my own knickers and frotting against the soft nap of the full maroons. I held her hips, sometimes holding her off to gain movement and the sometimes forcing her on to me to feel the contours of the sweet and hidden nonny.

We couldn’t keep this up for long, the soft springing of the bed impeded balance and we were forever guiding or straining to keep or exert contact. My school girl stopped, bent forward and sought my tongue. But her kiss did not last, she had planned this journey and I felt her body slip away, traversing my own downward. She reached my breast lifting to my games shirt upward to expose my flat chest. Her lips descended downward and found a nipple, capturing it and teasing it into her mouth. My head found fantasy imagining I was just 13, my little buds were not yet formed and her sweet lips were teasing their growth. Tingles rushed through my chest and then she was gone.

Downward she slid, kissing as she went, leaving moistened patches to cool across my tummy. Purposely she pulled my knicker waistband down and swirled her tongue into my belly button causing me to hump upward into the soft cotton. And then she covered it up again and slid onto her knees and onto the floor.

I could feel her breath close and then one of those kisses again, planting warmth and affection the base of my knicker covered shaft. Her nose nudged my enclosed foreskin sending thrills throughout my body and her little kisses continued upward. I couldn’t control my breathing at that point, her climbing lips sent me into a delirium of expectation of where her journey would end. He strained into the cotton, stretching it and adding to inevitable event. Then she was there, pulling at the cotton that covered my glands, her lips tugging and then purposely letting go, her mouth opening and closing around him.
Greedily I pushed him forward; it was just what Georgina wanted too, to bring me off in knickers using her sweet lips. The maroon became sopping, as her saliva and my oozing pre-cum combined into a lathery mix that hugged ever little nook and cranny of my cock. She looked loving up at me in a reassurance that she had it right. I didn’t need to answer, it was written all over my face, I was enjoying every moment of a fantastic and unique blowjob.

I had to stop her several times; I was in danger of exploding there and then. It suited her too, she needed her own rest, just as we both would have had we been kissing. And when her mouth wasn’t there she kept him on the edge, running her thumb up and down my foreskin, wrinkling the wet cotton to send sweet sensations throughout my body.

Then her lips were back again, taking over and mimicking her thumb, teasing me ever nearer the inevitable. She knew it was happening too, the ecstasy showed on my face and when hit finally came she intervened taking me fully into her mouth where she controlled and spent my orgasm. For a moment I wanted to take her, like she had taken me, pushing her downward and eating her school knickers but it was not to be, not today at least. There would be a sweet and repaid compliment another time that’s for sure.

As usual we climbed into her bed, our love pit and cuddle haven, a place I could have stayed forever. In my arms I kissed and hugged her, asked her when we would be seeing each other in the coming week.

‘You don’t have to go’, she said.

‘What do you mean’, I questioned.

‘Move in of course, what else’, came the reply.

I stared her deep into her wonderful saucer eyes. ‘Do you really mean that’, I asked.

She laughed, ‘well I wouldn’t have said it if I didn’t mean it’, besides it will happen in the end, I don’t ever want to be without you.

‘But what about the Wilkinson’s, they sort of want me around, it suits them with the husband away’.

‘That’s just it, he might not be’. ‘Don’t say anything but I heard on the grapevine from my sister, he’s thinking of withdrawing from his contract, he misses his family and the work is physically tiring’.

‘But when, and they haven’t told me’

‘Well my guess is that he’s just trying to see how awkward it is to close his contract and if he can’t he’ll stay. But my sister reckons it could be between the Half Term and Christmas as that’s when they change the work patterns for winter working’.

‘So are you saying no’, Georgina asked quizzically.

‘No not at all, far from it, you try stopping me if that’s what you want’.

‘But is it what you want too?
‘I can’t think of anywhere on earth I’d rather be’, I said kissing her on the nose and then waiting to see her reaction.

Her reaction was physical; she cuddled in and sighed in contentment. It was though she was pondering too, about the future and how much her life had changed in the month or so since we had met. Eventually I could tell, it was as if her mind had sorted it out and she let her feelings out.

‘This is going to be bliss’, she said, ‘something I’ve always wanted someone proper in my life.

‘Well me too’, I responded, ‘it’s not for the want of trying, where have you been all of my life’.

‘You know, we had better wait for a bit, wait until they tell you, or at least until the Half Term. I’m not supposed to know, Catherine told me in confidence if we did anything at the moment it would be obvious. You need to see how it goes with Rosemary, there maybe little hints or she may just test you to see what your plans are for the future’.

I pondered over whether anything had been hinted already, nothing immediate came to mind but I did remember Rosemary asking about our relationship. Maybe it was just female nosiness or perhaps she was fishing. 

‘Can I start bringing some of my underwear over’, I asked, it’s getting to be that I am running out of places to hide it’.

‘Of course you can, besides it will be better for our games’, replied Georgina. We’ll have to think about squeezing another wardrobe in, perhaps in the corner, can’t have you taking over my drawers, she laughed.

‘Well we can do that without them knowing, can’t we?

‘I suppose so, can’t do any harm’.

We cuddled and did our usual, drifting into a sleep and waking sometime later. Then we spent sometime chatting and going over the arrangements for me moving in, how we would share the expense, where the van would be parked and also the car when I got it. It seemed bliss to me, almost an instant marriage without all the fuss. Georgina too was looking forward to the prospect of coming home and the evening meal would be prepared or on the table.

The very thought of it excited me, I couldn’t wait, I would have moved in there and then but as Georgina said perhaps it would be better all round if we waited until the Wilkinson’s declared their position. It wouldn’t seem then as if we were making a rash decision to be together, both with me with no where to go and her with her parents and their feelings about our long term relationship.

Later that night back at the Wilkinson’s, I lay awake pondering the whole situation, on the one hand I was pleased as punch but on the other there was a realisation that I would miss the little games I played in this house. Still my life had changed so much since coming here in the summer, fate had brought us all together and now I had the most wonderful and fulfilling relationship with a girl I loved. I had to move on, deep inside me it’s what I wanted, besides now I had Georgina’s underwear drawer to play with.   
