The Lodger Chap 37
I was glad to be out of the way on Friday evening. Everything at the Wilkinson’s had been polite and friendly but I suppose somehow now the chapter in the book was finished and closed, I was leaving within the week and there seemed little point to be building a relationship with John.
I decided to pop into the Samuel’s to deliver the boiler and perhaps pick up the keys this evening rather than wait for the morning. When I got there Mr’s Samuels was extremely pleased that I had called, her husband was in a panic over missing the flight and wanted to be away earlier in the morning. She had all sorts of premonitions that we would miss each other and that notes and keys would be left and possibly not found.

The students had already gone and the studio was deserted as usual. All I had was visions or photographs of them doted around the place, this would be as close as I got to them, barring masturbating into their knickers. My thoughts as I unloaded the van came to thinking how much access I would have during the coming week to all these desirable knickers, first there were the Wilkinson’s and now the three here in Teddington. Then of course I would be seeing Georgina in between, it would be a hectic week with my little games, I would be knackered at the end of it and I did so want to play with all of their knickers.

There was temptation now too, an urge whilst I was on my own to go and borrow some of the student’s knickers now, for some nice wanking pleasure later but I resisted, after all I was just off to see Georgina.

It would be a good week I thought as I drove back towards Surbiton but also the  climax to my whole lodging experience, when would I be able to indulge in such a way again?

At Georgina’s I rang the doorbell but then decided to immediately let myself in. I pushed open the door and immediately heard the television in the lounge; a small voice beckoned me to come in.

There she was sprawled on the floor, provocating and immediately setting stirrings in my pants, Georgie was laying most un-lady like on the carpet. She turned, her legs akimbo giving me the most wonderful view of her knickered crotch, little rosebuds bloomed before my very eyes.
‘Mum says can you baby sit me tonight’, came a pretend question.

My eyes still feasted on the ungainly but petite and convincing little figure on the floor. Her childish nightie emblazoned with cartoon characters had now ridden up around her waist exposing the fullness of her little girl knickers. Her slim hips and flat chest tantalised me into thinking that here was the genuine article and not some consenting game.

‘Yes’, I stammered gulping with surprise. My cock was already stiff and fully erect at what I was now witnessing.

‘Good, I knew you wouldn’t mind’, she said standing and running to hug me.

I embraced her in a child like fashion, her gratefulness displayed like she hadn’t seen me for weeks.

‘Uncle Dave’, she said shockingly, ‘your thingy is all stiff and big again’

‘Yes I know’, I stammered, ‘I wasn’t expecting you, you caught me off guard and you’re wearing those pretty little knickers again’.

‘You like them Uncle Dave’, she teased, do they make your thing all stiff’,

‘Yes they do’, I confessed, ‘especially when I know there is a sweet little Minnie sat inside’.

‘Would you like me to sit on your lap’, she teased.

‘I don’t know’, I pretended, ‘do you want to?

She was already pushing me backward toward the settee. I sank into it and without time for comfort or composure, then she was upon me. Her legs stretched over my thighs and the nightie pulled upward around her waist. I watched intently as her silky thighs shuffled upward to place the rosebud gusset directly on my clothed and stiff erection.

I gasped with delight as it reached there, the heat from the little Minnie that lay beneath immediately radiating through the denim of my jeans. Her child like fragrance filled my nose as her head snuggled into my chest. My hands cupped the soft cotton of her bottom, hoisting her upward and plonking her right where she shouldn’t be.

‘Have you missed me Uncle Dave’, came her innocent question.

I kissed the silk of her skin at her hairline fully playing along with her little game.

‘Yes of course I have, you know I like looking after my little niece’, I replied, whilst my fingers began a little teasing journey all over her pretend ten year old bottom.

She wriggled in delight but also with a purpose to innocently start my fingers roaming where they shouldn’t. Her knees lifted themselves allowing fingers to float under the soft peach of her bottom to trace the little valley of cotton. Heat radiated outward along with the hint of excited little girl as I traced her bottom towards her innocent little Minnie.
The knickers were damp and then soaking as my fingers swirled all around her innocence. Underneath of course was the sopping vagina of my girl friend but here and now this was a game of mutual pretence and one with un-written rules that we both followed. I would dearly love to hook the sweet little rosebuds to one side and explore her wetness but her and now she was my 10 year old niece and I was supposed to be babysitting her teenage Uncle.
Georgie squirmed with delight on my lap, wriggling about at every touch of her little crotch. She teasingly pushed into and onto me too, knowing that uncle was excited too and that something lurked in his jeans. By now I was at the edge of my permissible limits my fingers tracing all over her soaking knickers to explore the outline of Minnie below, any further was all down to the permissions and prompts of my niece.

He ached in the confines of my pants and jeans, I had to adjust him for comfort and perhaps align him with the pressing rosebud crotch. My fingers worked in two dimensions down there teaching and teasing my niece whilst her wicked uncle got his own way too.

‘Does Uncle Dave want him out’, came her sweet and innocent voice, ‘does he want Georgie to hold him?

I kissed her hairline again, a prompt really and an admission that I would like nothing better in the world at this moment than my young niece to be holding my cock.

‘Yes’, I replied panting with anticipation, ‘hold him and play with him’, I suggested probably pushing little Georgie too far.

The sweet and fragrant 10 year old was moving off my lap, positioning herself so that her innocent little fingers could pull down Uncle Dave’s zipper and pull his stiffy out to awkwardly touch and hold it. Sitting alongside me I let her cuddle into my chest again and watched her stare in bewilderment and pretence that she was going to touch him for the very first time. I watched her too, those small and delicate fingers struggling with the roller coaster track of my fly as it mimicked a fun fair car up and down the climbs and falls.

When the zip had reached the bottom I gasped and it tried to gain freedom before helping my niece with the button. Then all my pants were exposed and the beast below stretched and strained at them urging release.

‘Is he sticky’, my little niece asked in curiosity?

‘I think so I panted’, in anticipation of her little hand exploring more.

Then came her first touch, a touch of fumbling uncertainty that sent a shiver through my entire body and an equal eruption of my pre-cum into my pants. Little fingers tested and prodded it, just like it was the biggest unknown she had ever met. I loved these games, so mind blowingly reminiscent of first and furtive fumblings.

‘Do you want me to take him out’, she teased.

‘Yes please, Uncle would like that’, I said cupping my hand round her knickered bottom in encouragement.

I watched in a breathless excitement as those tiny fingers tugged at the waistband and exposed him. A gasp came from her own mouth, astonishment and surprise at the pretence of seeing him for the very first time.

‘Gosh it’s big Uncle Dave’, she exclaimed acting out her fantasy little game.

I could only grunt with anticipation as her fingers curled round to hook him out with all her girlish uncertainty. She held him motionless as if this was some new experience, the warmth of those fingers making him weep with excitement.
‘Pull downward and then upward slowly’, I encouraged

‘Like this’, she said.

 ‘Oh yes that’s just right’, I gasped.

For a moment I watched her delicate little fingers in a pretence of awkwardness slowly learn how to roll my foreskin up and down. The little rosebuds of blue on her exposed knickers added to the fantasy of our Uncle and Niece play. Soon my fingers were swooning all over the damp and warm flowers again tracing the little girl shape below. She propped one leg up too in an innocence that made it easy for me to enjoy her cotton covered Minnie.

A couple of times I asked her to stop and watched her little hand quiver as she just held it. Even then the sensations that ran through my balls were incredible, making my erection twitch between her thumb and forefinger. I kissed her sweet little nose in a sweetness that could only come from a gratified Uncle.

‘You’re knickers are sticky and gooey’, I said.

‘It feels kind of special down there’, she pretended, ‘tingly and nice’.

Her hand continued to expose and then hide my foreskin and I knew we would have to stop often if we were to play out this little fantasy. I wondered too, how often we would play this from now on, how often would I be home with Georgie, or for that matter George and Georgina.

‘Would Uncle Dave like me to rub him in my knickers’, my sweet little one asked?

I watched my fingers swirl around the rosebuds following the puffy little pretend prepubescent mound beneath. If I said yes then maybe that would end my little game down there, in my head I knew that a bare little Minnie’s was perhaps out of bounds to the probing fingers of big Uncles. On the other hand I did so want to cum in my Nieces Knicks and watch her innocent fingers masturbate me into the virgin soft cotton.
‘Maybe, it depends’, I sighed.

‘Depends on what’, she asked.

‘Depends on whether you let Uncle Dave touch Minnie afterwards’, I said encouraging her with a kiss on her forehead.

I could see her working out the rules, this was Georgie time, not George or Georgina, fingers were not supposed to probe and go inside. 

‘Maybe’, she replied with more of her convincing childish innocence.

‘Stand up then’, let me pull your knickers down, beside’s Uncle Dave wants to admire how Minnie is developing’, I said in persuasion.  
She was up in a flash allowing me to view her cute little body. I had her hold up the nightie to expose the cute knickers that I would shortly be wanked in. Everything in my head told me I was looking at my 10 year old niece. I was her teenage uncle babysitting, and little elements of apprehension ran in an imagined fear through my body. But below my stiff and weeping cock told me we must go on with this little game of pretend regardless of us being caught.

Her slim hips were so inviting, I could visualise how they would develop nicely with womanly curves. Except that here before me was really Georgina and appealingly her hips still retained a slim and boyish shape. It was probably what made this game feel so real. The Knicks looked so perfect and inticing that I bent forward and planted a little kiss on the sweetest rosebud. Georgie shivered in recoil of innocent uncertainty.

The thin little elastic of the waistband held my fingers in a tight grip as I hooked them inward. That pretence of uncertainty wriggled her hips with a message that said I’m not sure but deep down it was all part of her playing the game. Slowly I eased them over her slenderness to expose the softest flesh I had ever seen. A sheen and velvetness appeared before my very eyes and then the rise and fall of the beginnings of her sexuality.

Her wetness filled my nostrils as the knickers slid downwards, her little slit exposing its self for the first time. There was hurriedness too on my part, the soft cotton passing her knees and falling to her ankles. Minnie winked momentarily as she stepped out of them sending a message of promise to my fingers that they would soon glide over her.
They were in Georgie’s hand now as she pushed me backwards again. Then she was alongside me again as before, curling up and cuddling in like the doting niece she was. Those slim fingers found him once more rolling him upward and downward and renewing their acquaintance. Then he was covered in a dampness of cotton and a hand manoeuvred them into place. He poked himself into the gusset helped by her sweet fingers. He hid too in the sheath of cotton and then they began their upward and downward journey.

Again I watched and gasped at what was happening there. He was captured, the wet cotton clinging to his every contour. It was sweet and innocent her actions, almost as if she was learning for the very first time. She sought encouragement too, looking into my eyes for approval and getting the response that she needed. It was all I could do to mumble ‘nice’ as Georgie gave me the most delicious slow wank ever.
It was with one of her looks for that encouragement that I looked pleading into her eyes. She knew what it meant and indeed what I wanted but this was a game and there were rules and boundaries. My hand caressed her knee and swirled around in a fumble, as I looked at her for a sign of acceptance.

‘Ok’, she whispered, ‘but no going inside’.

It was my cue, all I needed for permission and my fingers began a journey upwards. It was her turn to gasp now, as they swirled in a purposely awkward fashion up her inner thigh towards her little heavenly spot. I watched him get near, the muscle in her leg spasmed with excitement and the delicate little folds of her virginal flesh glistened with anticipation. There was to be no fingering, I knew that, this was a game of childish exploration; I could touch on the outside but not go inwards.

Minnie was wet with excitement, soaking my fingers and expelling the fragrance of desire. I traced the little valley, not daring to enter despite the desires that were urging and pushing me from her teasingly slow wank. He slipped all along her entrance, swimming in the virgin nectar, tracing her along her peachy little lips. Her legs parted as before with a willingness that gave away some of her rules but I was determined to play the game properly, if she came out of character later then we would have the most delicious fuck.

I soon found little bump, he was within the rules, not inside nor out but hidden in his little hood. I exposed him to a gasp and a moan as my fingers teased and pressed his slippery nodule. I knew too that he was the gateway to my little niece’s orgasm and once touched there she would be on a point of no return, he willingly pushed against my finger.

The innocent little soft wank was having an effect too. I watched the wet cotton capture and release him at every downward and upward stroke. They had been next to Minnie minutes before, those little Knicks, soaked in her immature juices and now they were teasing my foreskin, taking him prisoner and releasing him, all in an up and down movement of perfection.

‘Slow’, I panted’, I am going to cum in my little nieces Knicks’.

Her innocent hand did as it was directed, barely moving on it’s up and down travel but today that seemed to make it worse. The cotton trapped him, tugged him and teased sensations from deep within my balls. The first splashes were just a thin liquid that flooded the expanse of her already wet gusset. Then came a gush of spunk, the naughty stuff that hadn’t to get anywhere near little Minnie. It pumped into the rosebuds making them ooze with white as if they had erupted with pollen. And then came a throbbing between my nieces holding fingers and I watched uncontrollably as my seed ran down her innocent skin.

I kissed her forehead in the most appreciative way acknowledging her perfect little wank. ‘Uncle Dave loves you’, I told her.

My fingers were still swooning over the little bump, but my little niece hadn’t had her own thrill yet. I looked at her appealingly; seeking a recognition, did she want me to continue? I was disappointed she hadn’t had her own orgasm; we usually tried and were usually successful to be close to one another, but not today.

‘You want one I asked’, pressing home on little bump.

‘Yes’, she gasped but not as Georgie.

She tugged at my arm to move. It was almost as if we had moved into a scene of a different play as I was led to the armchair. Her childish vest was still there but gone were the rosebuds, discarded along the way. Provocatively she knelt into the armchair ignoring the props of the sweet little vest and presented me with the willing bottom of Georgina. It was such a contrast, being offered her soft and rounded bottom, her legs splayed to reveal her wet and waiting cunt.

He nudged into her, slipping inward with ease; her knowledgeable muscles gripped and sucked him inward pulling him to the hilt of her mature vagina. He felt deep, deeper than he’d ever been as she nosed herself downward and pushing a willing bottom upward. Slowly I fucked her, instantly gaining stiffness as she demanded and presented her body to me. For a brief moment I saw this scene a million times in the future, these would be forever the games we would play.
Her squelchy cunt demanded more of me, and so did Georgina. She was desperate reaching under to find my hand, fingers she wanted and wanted immediately, to be placed on her swollen clitoris. I gave them freely and in a bid to say thank you to what we had just had on the settee. My fucking was slow and sensual, but my fingers more demanding. They masturbated her, cupping and holding him in her, squashing her peachy lips around my shaft before wanking and milking her clit.

Her orgasm came quickly, no doubt filled by the fantasy that we had enacted on the sofa. Her muscles clenched me, squeezed me, demanded more, and then more again as her head visited all her sexuality. 

We lay panting for an age, contorting our locked bodies to steal deep throated kisses that took extreme efforts to perform. I could feel him going limp and despite her nudging little bottom he didn’t want to play again. So it was off to our sanctuary for another cuddle and planning our little nest.

Later on the way home I travelled on extreme happiness, this would be the norm from now on; I was so lucky and glad to be moving on from the Wilkinson’s. 

