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Quiet contemplation was the order of the day for Tuesday. It constantly busied my mind throughout the morning with reflections of what had happened to me in the past months and a wonder of whatever the future would bring.

By lunchtime I was blissfully happy as I sat in the van in my usual spot counting my good fortune. Here I was deeply in love with the most fabulous girl who fully understood me. We were two peas in a pod, compatible in every way having experienced life along parallel tracks. Our games suited us both, pressed buttons and turned on switches that complemented each other’s needs, what a wonderful life we would lead.

Yes I would lose the freedoms and indulgences at the Wilkinson’s but I had so much more to gain. It wouldn’t be just knickers to play with, there was George and Georgie too, they were the real life of the fantasies I played when my only indulgence was knickers. And now I had it all, even an understanding to indulge in the underwear of other’s too. We would be perfect together, I could see that, a combination of deep love, understanding and like minds.

Rosemary had been pleasant with me at tea, although I don’t think she had fully filled in the girls on my leaving, especially as we had not been firm over the exact day. She wished me well when I set off for Georgina’s knowing that tonight was decisive in the plan to move out but I think she already knew that as a couple we would only go forward and this situation was only hastening what was already there.

I rang her door bell and waited. I suppose I could have used my own key but we were not yet there yet as a couple and it was a mark of respect besides that, we had a lot to discuss.  The door opened with surprise.

‘You should have used your key’, Georgina said smiling.

‘I didn’t like to, besides you never said to do so’, I said kissing her on the cheek and entering.

‘Yes, well you live here now’, she said giving me a friendly dig in the ribs; ‘honestly what am I going to do with you’.

With the door closed we snogged with an insatiable must. I pulled her into me and picked up her unique fragrances that had a habit of turning me on in an instant. She felt it nudge her and immediately sought it out, caressing it over my jeans. I whimpered into her mouth as she found the right spot. Next she was tugging at my zipper and mouthing into me ‘promises, promises’.

She had him out; find him erect, wet and willing. By now I was at her jeans too, slipping my hand down the back of them to feel her knickers. They were nylon, slippery and silky to my touch, my fingers tickled her cute little bottom. I heard my stickiness squelch as she rolled my foreskin backward in a slow tease that then continued into a slow wank.

‘I know we have to talk, she said interrupting our snog but I didn’t have him at the weekend and I need him now’.

There didn’t need to be an answer to that, I was already being lead into her lounge. There she pushed me to the settee where my jeans were un-ceremonially removed with vigour. For a moment she thought that she would be allowed to remove her own, but I had other ideas, besides that was my job, part of the ritual, I had to reveal her underwear in my own way.

Firstly with her stood in front of me I spread her legs so that I could admire the peachy mounds that were encased in denim. I held her inner thighs and thumbed the denim, massaging the heat that I felt below. Then, that all important button was undone and the blue denim peeled like an orange. They were fabulous, the grey nylon with the white frill that she had masturbated me into before. Their sheen bristled in the part light and the smell of her sex wafted into my nostrils.
Urges kicked in, a response to a deprived weekend, I needed her body and in a way that was to show how I felt for her. I slipped off the settee and slipped to the floor. I tugged at her jeans relieving her of her second skin, all the while watching the special place between her legs. It was to be mine and mine to indulge in.

I watched her knicker crotch wink at me, teasing me to have it where I wanted it. Submissively I slipped under her hauling her up my chest until she sat astride it. I needed to be her slave, I needed that hugely horny gusset to be sat on my face, I guided her hips, although everything I did she was desperate for too. Georgina shuffled on her knees and gave me my elixir.

I kissed and nibbled at the nylon feeling the sodden cunt beneath; its sweet fragrance fed my brain with lust. Greedily I hooked the wet nylon to one side and stretched to taste her beautiful sex. The nectar filled my mouth as my tongue probed her deeply. She gasped and I felt her knees weaken and surrender, falling into me and me into her. I had to hold her upward, control her, she felt like a rag doll, helpless and without muscle but I gorged.
Georgina was hopelessly groaning as her body lost control to her feelings and I feasted so deeply into her cunt. My face was awash with her sexuality and its stickiness and then she was on the move, shuffling. At first I thought she was getting closer until I realised that she was manoeuvring to be able to shuffle down my torso. Before I could stop her she was out of my grasp and all I could do was watch as she hovered above my waist.

She held him, teasingly manipulating my spewing lubrication all around the tip in a swirling dance that had me humping her fingers. Thoughtfully she grabbed a cushion from the settee and quickly placed it under my head. Now I could see her little game and knew what she was planning. She reasserted her knickers pulling them to one side to reveal her puffy and eager sex lips. I watched her face contort in expectation and then lower herself onto my waiting erection. It was like watching slow motion but with feeling, her wetness slipping downward to capture me and suck me inward. She held him there, knowing that we both loved that expectation of a first inward fuck.

It was like watching something hydraulic, slowly he disappeared into her and released all the sensations that her tight and gripping muscles could afford. Vocally we both appreciated the out of this world experience, whimpering and moaning as we became one. At the bottom we both strived to gain more of each other, Georgina burying herself onto me and me humping upward as my muscles allowed.

I had no control what so ever as she slowly rode up and down my shaft. All I could do was watch as our combined sexual mucus slurped its way up and down my rigid cock. ‘Fuck’ escaped from my mouth; it was all I could manage as her athletic muscles worked me toward the inevitable. I could see that inevitable in her face too and although she both brought us long slowly, the sheer frustration of the weekend’s abstinence pushed us forward.

‘Ooh’ she moaned, biting her lip as the ecstasy of her orgasm hit home, her clenching and contracting vaginal muscles milking me into my own uncontrollable cum. My head rolled from side to side and I gripped the carpet as I was pushed over the edge of a precipice into a freefall of delirium.

Calmness overcame us both and we stayed and loving looked into one another’s eyes. I looked and marvelled at how I had just been fucked by the most beautiful girl in the world. My cock still inside her warm cunt felt satisfied and wanted to be coupled with her forever. I couldn’t see him now, he was hidden from view, even the base of him hidden by the leg elastic of those oh so sexy knickers. 

I was so lucky to have her, all my little boxes ticked in one swoop, her passion for sex, our compatibility, our mutual understandings of what sex should be and how it was meant to be for us. Best of all was we loved each other and were meant to be.

Spunk trickled from within my lover, running outward to flood my already soaking pubes. I felt it slipping too between my legs and knew we would have to move before it messed onto the carpet.

‘We’d better move’, I insisted, ‘otherwise there will be some carpet cleaning to do’.

Georgina giggled, ‘It’ll be like this all the time then’.

Slowly I watched as my shrunken penis emerged from the side of her knicker elastic. Deliciously it pulled on him and I too realised it would be like this all the time. I had visions of the future, here in this flat, playing our favourite games and satisfying us both, a life with Georgina, George and Georgie.

She was pulling me upward, a tissue ready and drying my wet pubes and balls. And then that familiar tug of her hand towards our little sanctuary, the bedroom, where we cuddled, talked and slept and listened to suburbia arrive and depart from the station.

Today was no exception but there was much to talk over, more importantly, when. We decided on Sunday week, the day the Wilkinson’s would arrive back from their cottage on the coast. We talked about pooling money, household bills and bank accounts. We mulled over what else we needed, a wardrobe and where we should buy it. That was fixed easily, Habitat on Saturday afternoon.

Then Georgina talked about us, how she felt and asking how I felt and what did I see in the future. We both stopped short of the ‘M’ word, ‘don’t mention it’, she said, ‘but beware it’s on the tongues of others. We agreed we were above that for the moment and besides, we both knew deep inside that we had more than that.

She spoke about conversations she had had with her sister Caroline and her parents, how they had probed and questioned our intentions. ‘Ignore them’, she said, ‘you may even get it from Rosemary’, they’ve always tried to marry off’. With that she snuggled in contented, ‘we’re bigger than that!

Wednesday was a blissful day spent contemplating a future with Georgina. Thoughts processed through my mind, visions of us being a couple, waking up with her every day and sharing our life together. I relished the thought that she was mine and even saw myself shopping with her in supermarket and doing all sorts of daily routines. And then there was our sex, shopping came into that too, little games liked we had played in London, teasing ourselves into a crescendo of wantonness as we shopped for knickers.

In the afternoon I thought about my own little preferences and their acceptance by Georgina. Yes she accepted them, the desire and infatuation to find knickers but was there a need now, now that we lived together? I decided it was something that I needed to be upfront about and wondered too whether Georgina had little foibles that need airing. Was there anymore to the George and Georgie that I needed to know?
I pulled up outside of the Samuel’s residence as arranged and knocked at the door. I waited and waited before a flurry of activity behind the door told me of Mr’s Samuel’s imminent arrival. I was greeted with a smile and ushered through to the kitchen where I was immediately offered tea or coffee. Choosing tea we sat down to discuss her purchase.

I wasn’t surprised by her choice, not the most expensive or elaborate on the market but then again it was only for her student accommodation. It was in stock and put to one side ready for my picking up on Friday. Thankfully I had come across the boiler before and knew it would be simple to fit, on one of the brochures it gave a very loose drawing of the set up and gave me an idea of what was required.

We spoke of the arrangements for next week. I agreed to pick the keys up on Friday evening and deliver the boiler too. She promised to show me where the stop cocks were both in the main house and in the studio. She asked how long it would take and I hinted that I might come and go in the evenings or fit some work in during the day. Lastly I need a quick check using the brochure to see if I needed any extra fittings, pipe work, couplings and unions. I was left to my own devices to wander across to check.

I unlocked the studio door with some trepidation; it felt kind of weird that all next week I would have unrestricted access to this little haven of knickers. The strong fragrance of females filled my nostrils in the passage way to the kitchen. I quickly looked over the boiler and noted various bits and pieces that might be needed. And then I nosily looked around.

There on the top of the washing machine was a laundry basket full of just washed clothes. I hoped and prayed it would belong to our sexy student but from the top of the pile it was hard to tell. My cock stirred with anticipation and I listened to the quietness that surrounded me. I lifted carefully a few T shirts and found delicate and damp nylon. My hunch was right it was indeed Miss Sexy and her alluring little knicks.

Their dampness added a new dimension, cool and crisp as I traced the pretty little scallops on the leg openings. I had seen these before, in her drawer, pure white and virginal but would they be next week as I shot my spunk deep into them. He was fully erect now and ready for perhaps a little tease. Slowly I pulled them out of the pile feeling their oh so wet cotton gusset. He had to have a little play in there, just for a moment to feel their delicious wetness.

He was cautiously out, his hotness such a contrast to her knickers but they had to meet, he had to embrace her gusset. I exposed him, rolling back my foreskin to find the first spot of my own wetness. And then he was sat inside them, feeling the cleansed wetness of their laundered crotch. It cooled him as I encased him and swirled my finger around my cock head. He can leak I thought, she will not know, they will dry and she will be none the wiser.
I felt good and I began to masturbate in to the cotton that protected her desirable little cunt. The wet nylon began to make audible slapping sounds as my thoughts turned to a fantasy that I was fucking her. In a way I was fucking her, well the closest I would get without ever carrying out the act and of course she would never know, or I hoped she wouldn’t, I was careful never to leave any signs that I had fucked her knickers.

I can’t stay here forever, maybe next week, how long have I been here already, just a couple more strokes and move him to find a colder and wetter part of her gusset. I would fuck and spunk in them again next week, or I hoped I would, what if she is doing her laundry to take them away with her. She couldn’t take them all I reasoned, not the dozens that lived in her knicker drawer, she was sure to leave me some treasure.
Sadly I was zipping myself back up, tucking the virgin white nylon back into the pile with a precision that told me it would never be noticed. Then the pile was arranged into how I had found it. Then I pondered and wondered, I hadn’t yet seen or experienced Mr’s Samuels fine underwear, which would be new and exciting for next week. They had to be gorgeously sexy to accommodate her fine slender figure, what would she leave me to have my wicked way with?
That evening Rosemary and I spoke again about my leaving. Mostly to catch up on what I had agreed with Georgina. I think she had already secretly known that we would move in together, probably getting it from Caroline. She was genuinely pleased for us both reminiscing around the Sunday morning that her and Caroline had match made around this very table. They both agreed at the time and had done since, that we were meant to be and that our characters were so well matched. Deep down I hoped she didn’t know how well that was and that we were truly compatible in every sordid little way.

We ran over my looking after the house too. We discussed Georgina staying that week but I said there was much to do and with me moving out was it worth it? Besides I was bound to be across there, taking stuff across and helping her ready the flat. 

Friday was soon upon us and a kind of apprehension began to build up in me throughout the mornings work. There was so much going on and it all started today. John, Rosemary’s husband would be home today and although I would see him only for hours I felt I would be dwarfed in his presence. Maybe it was his job and I expected him to be some muscular Tarzan working on the rigs, maybe too it was my little violating games that I had played in his house, abusing his wife’s and his daughters underwear that put me in fear of him.

There was the apprehension too from the activity at the Samuels, would I have any issues with the boiler job or would it be plain sailing. I hoped it would and deep down I knew it would, it had to be, I needed to make time for playing games there, I was determined to have a good time with all of their knickers. 

And then there was the move to Georgina’s, the organising we had to do, shopping and perhaps putting together wardrobes and the stuff like that. I’m sure it would all work out fine all the same it took up a lot of my thought patterns that day including a hurried lunch in the park.

That afternoon I collected the boiler and the bits that I needed. A quick scan told me I had everything and I visualised my first steps for Saturday and that was to have it started and at least on the wall by lunchtime.

Then there was the drive back to London Road, it seemed to take an age and at every stop and hold-up I wondered how the meeting would go with John Wilkinson. My head had him being an imposing man; I suppose it was his job that did it, the television made them out to be a hard bunch able to with stand anything that the North Sea threw at them. I looked at my relatively soft hands on the steering wheel and then saw his, calloused and like the jaws of a vice. In a way I was glad to be leaving, I couldn’t see myself living under the same roof as him, perhaps I preferred the company of females.

In the end he hadn’t arrived by the time I got back to the Wilkinson’s. In a way it was a disappointment, not to have got the introductions out of the way. Rosemary was there, busying herself with preparations for a meal for the five of us. The girls were hovering around like excited kittens and every now and then Rebecca would rush to the front room when any sound out of the ordinary pricked her ears.

‘No John yet’, I asked.

‘On his way’, remarked Rosemary, ‘he phoned from Waterloo to say he was just getting on a train, anytime soon I would think’.

I went back out to the van to collect my dirty work clothes and just muse over the boiler set up. It wasn’t long after that a taxi pulled up and the man himself emerged. I turned around to watch him collecting his bags. For a moment he wasn’t the man I had been expecting, not a brute of muscular dynasty but rather smaller than I imagined. I turned to greet him, after all although he was not here to meet me but I was in his drive and I thought an introduction was right and proper.

‘Hi, I’m Dave’, I said forwarding my hand for a shake.

‘Hello Dave, I’m John, pleased to meet you at last’, came his friendly tone.

His handshake wasn’t the monster I’d been expecting, firm, but not an out and out crusher. I’d survived it and he didn’t seem too bad a bloke to me, all the same I didn’t want to be sharing a house with another male.

The girls were upon him first, Rebecca at the window had spotted him first. They crowded him out in the hall whilst Rosemary stood back and let them expend their elation. I slipped by them all and into the kitchen to flick the switch importantly on the kettle. It was best that I was out of the way for a few seconds there were all sorts of hugs and kisses going on out there.

Finally they all came tumbling in just as it was about to boil. Rosemary gave me the thumbs up for a good idea, ‘tea with two sugars’, she whispered.

I left them all sitting around the kitchen table whilst I looked on from the counter. The girls were still at it in excitement and the conversation hinted around their holiday tomorrow and the fact that dad was now home for good. I smiled at their good fortune and inwardly felt comfortable with mine. Yes it would be right and proper to leave here, as much as he seemed a decent bloke, I really didn’t want to share a house with him.

At tea we all shared the conversation, well at least the three adults did. Rosemary filled him in on some of my background and how I was going out with Caroline’s sister and how I planned to move in with her. We talked about my work and his too, of course they were compatible we were bringing the same thing to the great British public, North Sea Gas.

After tea I left the family to their own devices, besides I would be heading over to Georgina’s. Upstairs in my room the jigsaw in my head clicked into place, it was the right thing to do leave here, now was the time. Besides, I really couldn’t see myself indulging in my little games now, too dangerous with another male around the house but in the week that was remaining and whilst they were away I sure would have some fun. 
