The Lodger Chap 40
That Monday morning was a strange affair. No need for rush, competing for the bathroom or a hurried breakfast and then off to work. I sat in the kitchen with tea and toast feeling for all the world totally feminine. Upstairs I had slipped into some of my jumble sale treasure in the form of some pretty silky knickers and a nylon slip.

Exquisitely, the combination sent little thrills all around my lower torso as they slipped deliciously against one another with my every move. The fair sex were so lucky I thought, being able to indulge in the pampering of feelings that they generated both physically and mentally. I crossed and uncrossed my legs purposefully feeling the little rushes of exposure, as cool air stimulated my lower loins.

My cock strained in the nylon and poked himself upward into a pyramid of slip and knickers. I fidgeted around beneath, getting him into position, rolling back my foreskin so that he would be treated to a slippery dance as the two surfaces fought for grip. For a moment I dreamed about the feel of stockings and suspenders and how that would transport me into the world of being a woman. Gosh I could imagine it now, the clash of nylon and nylon, the tugs and pulls of erotic elastic and my encasement in the most feminine of attire.
I must have some I told myself, stockings and suspenders to instantly transform my gender. I thought for a moment where I might buy them and traced my steps of possibility around Kingston. I knew where they would be for definite, Georgina’s store but that was out of the question, someone who knew of me was sure to spot me. I argued in my head too about their actual purchase, how could I and would the average male in the street go out and purchase them. Well yes some would I guess, be blasé about purchasing something which in my head was so sexual. I dismissed the possibilities and told myself it was something that both Georgina and I should do together.

And then I started to get urges that picked up on the promises that I had given myself, the promises to explore this house and especially to play in Rebecca’s room. The solitude of the house was easing on me now and I waltzed in there without hesitation. As usual it was clean and tidy and she did not have her sister’s attitude to leaving her underwear lying around. But I retraced my steps, to the bathroom where in the laundry bin there was a host of navy and grey school knickers, if it is going to be a Rebecca play session then I must gather them all together.

I thought too about collecting her castoff’s that I had retrieved from the dustbin bags but that would be dangerous, supposing I accidently mingled her past with her present, that would be a disaster. Her school knickers held a sweetness of innocence, she was definitely most careful with her hygiene. Deeply I sourced her delicate perfume not yet mature but chasing adolescence. 

In her room I placed them on the bed as though I was gathering the pieces of a puzzle. Her knicker drawer was next; it was nearly empty as it had given its contents up for her holiday. A pair of navy blue school knickers followed the other pair to the bed but sat on the other side, mustn’t mix them and then be caught. At the back of her drawer I found a plastic bag, with excitement I pulled it forward. Even without opening it I knew it contained underwear, the contents were the right size and gave in the kind of springiness that only knickers could.

Anticipation ran through my body in a tingling sensation as I opened it. Royal blue caught my eye and frills, then silkiness as my fingers pulled them outward. Saucily they exposed themselves to me with all their splendour. They shouted at me, come and get me, have me, a mix of willingness and yet innocence. Maybe it was because they were so tiny; they prompted images on the wearer, images of growing up.

There was a hint too that they had been worn, subtle and sexual as they came to my nose. It was unmistakable, the musk of female, the sexual musk but it was out of place here, after all they belonged to Rebecca? I inhaled the crotch and immediately captured excitement, oh so familiar yet oh so slight. Was it the first sign of maturity and experimentation, inquisitive minds and new found urges?
I studied their puckering as they loosely hung in my fingers, held them just as if Rebecca was facing me. I bounced them in and out of my nose inhaling whatever she had left there. And then the desire really kicked in, the pole in my slip and knickers demanding his own action. I slipped quietly onto her bed, falling where gravity took me. My hands were up my slip and into the waist band of my own silky knicks and he was exposed to the cooling air.
One handily I opened them out and fitted him into her soft and waiting gusset. A deep sigh of satisfaction slipped out of me as they met, my fingers immediately grasping him into her waiting little nonny patch. I sighed again as the lovely cotton and slinky nylon skimmed over the surface of my glans. Little slaps of stickiness permeated the silent and still room as I slowly wanked into the virgin knickers.

I imagined her wearing them, capturing all those illicit scenes I had of her body, the days when I caught her rocking on the armchair displaying the creamy skin of youth and the knitted welts of her school knickers. Then there were the occasional glimpses of her crotch too and its captivating cover of grey or navy blue but here before me was something different, an in between of sex and innocence.

Slowly I manipulated him, treasuring every figment of my imagination, even making up in my head that I had seen her in these. I stopped and held him lots of times, holding back the orgasm that he so desired. Little drops of my pre-cum seeped into her innocent gusset but I wasn’t concerned a practiced sponging would soon free that. But I couldn’t spunk in them, I couldn’t wash them, they were already dirty and she would know. 
I tossed them to one side; I was too near and too frightened of loosing myself in them. Besides stopping gave me and him a respite, a chance to recover and play again. I had ideas and thoughts that seemed to capture me at this moment, a constant yearning towards some games with the cushion. I was up and off and into Sarah’s room hell bent on a plan and fixation.

It was there in the corner where she had dumped it on Friday, a plastic bag with her PE kit in. It came with me and I left it on the landing whilst I went up stairs for my favoured cushion. I disposed of my slip but left him tenting in the slick and slippery nylon knicks. I teased him there, palming him into the silky material and continued all the way back down to the landing. I sighed again at the thrill I was about to embark on as I picked up Sarah’s plastic bag.

Back in Rebecca’s room I slowly lifted out the contents noting their order. The smell of gymnasiums and physical toil hit my nostrils as her complete and folded kit emerged. It reminded me too that her desirable body had worn them all; it had all been so close to her deliciously smooth skin and most of all her little virgin nonny.
I spread it all out on her sister’s bed, placing it as though it formed her body. Her gym shoes were left in the bottom of the bag, they served no purpose or interest to me but the rest did. I examined her grey school gym knickers, checking the label and telling myself I could squeeze into them without fear of breaking them. Then of course they went to my nose to bury myself into her gusset. Huge breaths drew in on hints of sweetness and her unique perfume; she must have slipped them over her everyday knickers. I had a feeling of disappointment too, this would have been one of my first and last chances and they were not lending me any fragrant encouragement. But still there was what there was and I was determined to mark them with my spunk, regardless it had to be done I’d promised myself.

I skinned down my now sticky nylons knicks, kicking them away and into the middle of the room where they would remind me of their presence. My ritual began, I savoured it this time, eking out every sensation that it caused and imagining the rest. Thoughts of her wearing them had my stiffy bouncing in anticipation. Slowly they tickled every nerve in my body and had me gasping with pleasure on their ascent and the expectation of how they would feel covering my genitals.

The waist elastic captured my balls first and yet another sigh measured my journey. Then I was carefully covering him, trying not to expand the elastic too much. I carefully pulled and smoothed them into place in a practiced female mannerism whilst staring at myself in Rebecca’s mirror. I palmed him, pulling at my glans and dampening the grey into a deeper shade. Yes Sarah I am going to cum in your knickers.
I picked up her gym skirt and looked at the label. Her name on a little tag in red and white shouted out at me, reminding me I was wearing Sarah Wilkinson’s school knickers. The size of the skirt was a little small, the Velcro at the waist and the short zip would be on the edge of its use but it didn’t matter it would be only there for a brief moment. I studied myself in the mirror again, turning and admiring the imagined female form. I lifted her skirt and adjusted her knicks just as she would, the delicious cuffed leg already leaving its little welts of pressure.
My hands went under the skirt and I watched in the mirror as I played with him in the soft grey cotton, pre-cum oozed outward soaking the front panel marking it purposefully. I had a little fantasy and imagined her wearing them and me frotting against her. I wondered how intimate we could be or whether her outward maturity belied inner feelings of fear and uncertainty.

I could so easily have cum in those knickers there and then, it was a combination of desire and spite that I had for her, but I wanted to make it last and when I was to spunk; I would do so big style. I’d finished with the skirt now and dismissed it before any of my lubrication got to it, letting it drop to the floor and stepping over it.

Now I was left tenting in her gorgeous school knicks and felt them thrill me as I moved towards her sister’s bed. I readied the cushion, I was fixated on it at the moment, the little fucking sessions with knickers gave so much pleasure and mimickery that I had to turn to it again and again. First I picked up Rebecca’s navy blues and brought them to my nose; it was here too, on these, the same pungent smell of sex and its excitement. I fished around for the silky royal blues and brought them up for comparison, yes it was the same and I began to wonder.

I inhaled deeply into the navy blues and my mind began whirl, were these from the last Saturday, the weekend of Lindsay’s sleepover, were they from the little scene on the swing. My brain told me they were, whilst my free hand busied himself in her older sister’s school knicks. I wanked furiously again, and recalled that intimate little scene, where they both played a gymnastics. There was that memory too of Lindsay’s little touch, what had happened down there and what had it all meant?

I turned them inside out and found the slightest smear of dried excitement, it had me sniffing them again and enjoying the closeness of her obviously maturing nonny. I slipped them over the cushion, their tighter elastic pulling the cushion into the imitation of a schoolgirl body. I positioned them, ensuring the crotch was in its rightful position and exactly where I wanted it, then came two pairs of her dirty and worn grey’s, covering the navy blue briefly but at the same time enhancing the little girl shape. I pulled the grey gussets first one way and then the other to expose the smeary little nonny patch of navy blue.

I looked down on them, drawing in a breath of desire and an expectation of my little game of ritual fucking. I pulled him over the waistband of Sarah’s gooey gym knickers and carefully cupped the waist elastic under my balls. Then I stood looking down at the navy crotch and parted greys as if they were exposing some virginal school girl. He hovered, throbbing in anticipation as my knees began to bend so he could meet the desirable soft cotton.
There was a rush and a tingle from my balls as my glans met the soft navy blue for the first time. I could smell the sex wafting up but I needed more and grabbed her sexy royal blues to heave them over my head and breathe the sweetness through her gusset. They were tight around my head and made me hot and perhaps even more lustful. I watched him through the leg holes as he greedily rolled his foreskin into her smeary little sex. The parted greys were an imitation of the puffiness of her maturing cunt and the cuffing deliciously decided that it should tickle the sides of my wet cock.
I cupped my balls in Sarah’s greys too, urging him onward. A delirium of little scenes ricocheted around my head, some fact but mostly fiction of moments I had shared with these two schoolgirls. For a moment the little scenes I had witnessed during the sleepover with Lindsay permeated my brain as I tried to fathom out all that I had witnessed. Convincingly the tainted oxygen that I breathed was steadily convincing me that I had witnessed more than I had taken in that morning, whilst I watched them exercising on the swing. Then a moment of regret and internal punishment floated through my brain, tormenting me for what I had missed on that morning whilst I was busy voyeuring with my own agenda.
I had to hold myself off; it would have been all too easy to spunk there and then. I lay for moments on her bed, the discarded cushion alongside me whilst I palmed myself in the front panel of Sarah’s greys. Still taking my breath through her little sister’s gusset I tried to piece together the events of that weekend and all that I had witnessed. There was the scene of them both sat on the armchair on that Friday afternoon, a domain that until then I thought was solely Rebecca’s. It had thrown me, to see them both using it, sexual pleasure had not crossed my mind as they both took turns in brushing each other’s hair.

Then there was the Saturday morning, the quietness and attentiveness that I was trying to recall, the way that Rebecca looked on at her friends dexterity on the bar, the way that Lindsay had helped her and the little stroke she placed across her friends knickers. My mind was piecing it all together now, so differently and so exciting that I grabbed the cushion again.
He found easily the mimickery of her knicker clad little body, and the improvised sex that was there. My glans once again began to frot against the smeary navy blue gusset whilst I held her imaginary hips. I pulled inward and manipulated the grey leg cuffing of her senior school knickers to impress me that I was sliding along her little furrow. Of course this was my real thing, not a substitute; for I knew that in real life it would not even enter my head to do now what I’d wished for when I was at her age. But it filled the gaps of disappointment from my own unfulfilled growing up just as it did with the games I played with Georgie.
The soft navy cotton teased me, all thoughts outside this present world I was in was an oblivion, the nap of the delicious material pulled and held onto my glans. I could hear too my sticky goo as it squelched its wetness into the little patch of smear that Rebecca had made. Thoughts were surreal, bouncing me back to my own school days and placing us both in the same dimension, perhaps with such a scene as Georgina had described from her own, with John and his touching rubbing penis. The journey now continued, my head telling me that a slow trundle to my destination was now what was needed, it was as though all the pictures were now in place, there was nothing more to capture or fathom out, just a journey to completeness.

I felt it build; roll in like fluffy clouds on a summers day slipping across the sky to cover the sun. Predicting for what seemed like eternity of when they would get there and then came the shade, the summer shower and explosion of white that was very wet and warm, splashing onto cotton with little muffles and patters of sound. The sun came out again and I lay there, on her bed feeling warm and satisfied. Spunk cooled my tummy that had landed on the front panel of Sarah’s greys. It was a fucking mess down there but at this moment I didn’t care, I’d done what I had promised myself I would do and that was all that mattered. 
That afternoon as I drove to Teddington I wondered and worried how good my clean up had been back there. I’d check again later, the bedclothes and the drying knickers in my room. I wondered too what I was doing driving out here, the week was becoming obsessional with desires to be doing everything and at the same time a tiredness and disinterest overcame me as my physical sap began to wane. The bag on the seat next to me was a clear as example, enthusiasm to indulge in all their knickers whilst I could and then a muster of trying to overcome the lack lustre that had crept in with every orgasm. I hoped by the time I got there that the little combination of ideas I had for Rosemary’s underwear and that of Mr’s Samuels would have me ready and willing again.

I had this picture in my head of playing in the stockings and suspenders in the Samuels dress up drawer whilst masturbating into some of Rosemary’s finest. There was Miss Prim’s too; I’d brought them back out of the fear that had set in after my little session with Rebecca’s and Sarah’s knicks. It was a fear that at the time was bold and troubling, worrying about being caught with them, perhaps a sudden return by someone whilst they were still in my possession. But now as I got nearer, my trepidation was dwindling and thoughts of wanking in those too set my mind racing.

When I pulled up in the Samuels drive I was for all to see the plumber returning to finish his work. My bag of tools added to the pretence, besides I would be checking out that boiler again and would again later need the power of the radiators.

Today I was in the main house first. I stood behind the back door listening to the silence and stillness. The tools were left on the floor but the bag of delights came with me as I climbed to the marital bedroom. I knelt first in front of the play drawer and slowly pulled it open. Carefully I reminded myself of the order in which it all was placed, the stockings, suspender belt and knickers were neatly tucked away at the back where I had originally found them. Soon they were in my grasp, pulling them forward towards my lap and my ever growing erection. For a moment too I’d wished I been brave enough today to wear my own knickers across, instead of giving in to expended and fearful body.

I unzipped him and got him out, pulling back my foreskin in a readiness to accept something cool and silky. He was wet and now willing again, the visual cues from the drawer sending the messages to my brain and opening my can of desires. The red frills looked so tantalising against the black it had him bouncing with a new vigour. I didn’t disappoint him; he was there immediately feeding in the crotch of double nylon and gratefully spreading my little pre-cum trails everywhere.

I left him there whist I went back to exploring the drawer. There were others there too, obviously his, the sizing told me that, and those open crotch ones appeared again, were they his or did they belong to her? I stretched them to determine, they could fit either Mr or Mrs I decided and therefore they would fit me. I imagined Mrs in them as I rushed to rid myself of clothes, what would her cunt look like framed by the scalloped lace. Was it cute and smooth or was it bushy and demanding and what did a cock and balls look like in them, my determination pushed me on.

It was that moment again, so practised, but at the same time such a thrill at any indulgence. I stood there with the tickling sensation at my ankles, breathing deeply with expectation. It had become a ritual, a ritual that also chased new dimensions at every practice and today was no different. Today would be in a forever slow motion, a slow creeping over my skin to tease the fine hairs that covered my legs, before the finally graced my body.
I listened to the traffic in the road outside as they began their journey. Many passed outside as I slowly motioned them upward. I watched too, voyeuring every little scallop make its mark on my skin and the sensations that it set running. I groaned in delight too at the expected and the unexpected until they were past my knees. Now the elastic stretched and clung as my broadening thighs pulled on them. There was a contradiction too, it felt strange, no feeling of impending containment but an openness that was to be predicted.

Gosh what a feeling of exposure and vulnerability and yet at the same time a cockiness as though it was some flamboyant artwork on display, a picture with its all important frame, ironic thoughts came into my head considering the ‘arty’ house I was in. They dangled precariously whist he strutted upright and bold, surrounded by a scallop of white lace. I could see now why there was a possibility that he wore them too, in a way they emblazoned a penis, made it dominate in a world of femininity. Today I was learning a lot, would Georgina ever want to experience this?
Then there was a desire to pull the black and reds over the top, to chase feelings of capture and freedom in the same instance, my stiff cock so defiant underneath and yet confined upright in a silky front panel. Soon thought and it was done, he teased himself against the straining nylon pulling at my glans and supplying his own little smear of stickiness. I palmed him in encouragement as I fastened and placed the suspender belt around my body. Ingenuity had me running the stays between the two knickers adding to the girlie way I felt. Deliciously I felt him swim in the black nylon as I carefully manoeuvred into the stockings and I gasped at the little tugs and slips that went with my transformation.

I knelt there exploring the rest of the drawer, mentally picking out what was hers and which was his. I sniffed at hers and occasionally found the subtleness of her sex and accordingly wanked myself in his front panel. I wondered too, what sex would be like with her, another understanding woman who was able to let her husband’s desires run wild.

My urges were back, however I had felt on the way over, they’d kicked again and I sat there picking and choosing what to tease him in next. It got to a stage where I just had to touch myself with everything, pulling his knickers partly down to have a little wank with each. I took him to a point with them all where I was nearly cuming, just to get that exquisite feeling of being on the edge, and once I’d got him there, I put them back and reached for another pair. Once or twice I had to stop or hold him off, I was in danger of shooting off and deep down I didn’t want that yet.

For a while I just lay on the floor, a pair of her scented worn and fragrant knicks just sat upon my face, whilst below I very slowly teased my foreskin into one of her most desirable gussets. Thoughts drifted back to that first afternoon when I stood behind her whilst she sketched. I remembered her offer to portrait me nude and I remembered feeling exposed and full of uncertainty. I wondered how it would have turned out, was it a ploy for something more interesting, how it would have been if she knew I was another knicker man.

I slowed to a tick over pace, letting my thoughts run wild with each of the females that resided here. I was just stroking him now, teasing the slippery nylon over my glans and making them sticky with my lubrication. For a moment I thought I would just sponge them, then I realised the little slopping noises meant that I had produced a lot and would have to wash them. What the heck I thought, might as well spill a load in them now and have done with it.

I placed him back in her soft cotton gusset and began to wank. I centred him several times losing him in my own wetness, it had to be right, the nice feelings had to come from exactly where her cunt had sat, maybe it was in my head but I had to have that picture. Again I held him back, letting him recover before starting again and then I had a vision that it was her hand and not mine, teasing me towards a heavenly spunking into her delicious crotch.

When it came it was abrupt and violent, he pumped viciously into every confine of her little cunt patch, the sweet fragrance of the gusset on my face fuelling the fury. I lay there listening to the occasional rumble and noise of the traffic outside whilst still finding hints of the sweetness that lay across my face.
I lay there on that bedroom floor for an age just thinking about all the good fortune I was having, especially my luck this week and all the access I had for my little games. I’d realised too that my plans for this afternoon had gone haywire, I hadn’t indulged in Rosemary’s knickers at all and I’d been distracted by the Samuels play drawer and got fixated with the contents. But what did it matter, I’d take them back and maybe recover for later to have my promised play.

It was becoming a ritual now, stood at a sink surreptitiously washing underwear to ensure they were scrupulously clean, rinsing them too, to make sure that they dried with a softness that didn’t raise suspicions. The heating in the studio went on again for a feigned test and to get them dry and back into their little hiding holes.

Whilst I waited I meandered around the ‘schoolgirls’ room checking out her possessions, not to be nosey but to get a feel of what she was really like. I checked out the clothing in her wardrobe just to get the measure of her and gauge what her character and demeanour would be like. I wondered how forward she would be in a relationship and if she was physically exciting and the sort of girl who would tolerate a knicker fetish.

Then I was back in her underwear drawer and noting that her size would with care, just slide over my hips. I wanted and had the urge to try it all on, just because I could and to be able to look back on the occasion and say that I had. I used their bathroom just to make sure I was clean and that there wasn’t a stickiness around my foreskin that would betray me.

Then I stood naked from the waist down and selected from her pretty cottons. There was desire now for the build up of pulling them up my body and my cock still lay quite placid. What replaced it was a longing to see my body in all her knickers, every single one needed to stare back at me from her mirror. I modelled them, switching from one side to the other trying to get my bottom to look feminine and pretty and as I achieved it so they were off again and I was stepping into the next pair. It became a personal achievement to see them all and me wearing them all, to feed a memory that would last forever.

Gosh the time had moved on, it was now a quarter to five and it really was time I wasn’t here. It took me an age to get things all back in the right places, the Samuels play things dried and carefully arranged in the drawer. Miss Prim’s knickers back in hers and her soiled pair in the right place and a look around to see that I hadn’t left the tell tale signs of disturbance. I had to do it today, there was no telling if I would be back here tomorrow, it would depend on my urges and as I felt today maybe tomorrow I’d feel all washed out.

As I got through the door at the Wilkinson’s the telephone rang. I was late it was gone six and I’d been held in traffic so I rushed to answer it.

‘How are you’, came her quiet voice.

‘I’m fine’, I said breathlessly, ‘I’ve just got in’.

‘Where have you been then?

‘Sorting that boiler’, I fibbed.

‘Ah, best not ask too many questions’, came her reply. ‘Do you want to come across tonight’, she asked.
‘Yes of course, of course I do, but I thought you wanted it to be Tuesday.

‘Yes I know that’s what we arranged, but I just had feelings, you know, oh to hell with it can you babysit Georgie?

My cock stiffened in my jeans at the very thought, all though I didn’t know where I was to get the energy from. ‘Yes I can’, I said showing a willingness that came from my groin.

‘When’, she asked. 

‘Seven Thirty, I prompted.

‘You don’t mind’, she added feebly.

‘Try stopping me’.

‘I’ll see you then, let yourself in’, she blew me a kiss and was gone.

This would be the norm from now on. Thoughts ran through my mind of how our evening would work out. There was a bit of me, especially now and when I was feeling tired that we could just sit and cuddle. I’m sure we could and indeed we often did, well at least in bed.

As the key turned in her lock I wondered what to expect on the other side. Usually Georgie was sat in the lounge or sprawled across the floor like any ten year old. This evening was no different; her school summer dress was giving a lovely display of navy blue school knickers as she lulled around on the carpet in front of the television.

‘That’s not very lady like’, I challenged.

My little pretend niece didn’t answer but rather provocatively swung her legs around in the air, her knee length white socks flailing about causing the navy of her crotch to enticingly wink at me.

I sat in my usual chair behind her, adjusting my crotch as I made myself comfortable. My cock managed to stir and rise to the occasion as I took in every detail of the little scene on the floor below me. Little Georgie was mindlessly watching the television and portraying an air of innocence about the effects and what was happening behind her.

I had to adjust myself again as he rose still further in my pants. I wondered for a moment too why I hadn’t slipped into something female, something that would also be titillating him below. Then I remembered as my erection grew, he was tired out from his day’s mischief and uninterested when I had left the Wilkinson’s.

Her legs continued to sway backward and forward that had the contradiction of being both provocative and innocent at the same time. It was certainly working for me watching my niece perform with the intention of making her uncle notice. The school dress was riding upward with every contrived little motion; her sweet navy clad bottom was now clearly visible, even the stitching of the double back panel was teasingly promoting her cheeky little bottom.

My erection was full now, although there was an ache of too much previous attention about him, I’d played with him most of the day in one way or another and now he had that unmistakable numbness that couldn’t manage another wank. I was glad in a way that it was Georgie lying there and that I had not encountered the demands of either George or Georgina as I didn’t at this moment think I could manage it, besides wasn’t this what our games were all about, sometimes a lot of teasing.

After what seemed like an age where my imagination ran away with me at the little scene on the floor, there was movement, movement of my niece coming to join me in the chair. She gave a little smile as she sat sideways on my lap and then resumed a more serious look. It came across as quite comical as the two little bunches in her hair and the pretend freckles that she had painted on her face were a complete contrast to the un-giving look she had about her. She snuggled in all the same, placing her head on my chest in a comfort; the sweet smell of her shampooed hair filled my head.

‘Cuddle’, she whispered into me in a sign of what tonight’s rules were to be.

‘Is this ok’, I asked as I kissed her sweet hair and palmed my hand around her thigh to find the cuffed elastic of her adorable school knickers.
She didn’t answer at first; I sensed pensiveness as she deepened her cuddle into my chest. I assumed that maybe it was part of our little game, a coyness to set the scene, part of the added realism of our make believe. But it wasn’t, the dampness of her tears moistened first my shirt then cooled against my skin.

I looked down and under her, grasping her chin to get the recognition of what was happening. There were tears, tears of an upset that a first deeply puzzled me. My own happiness sailed off in an instance and the words came in a falter.
‘What’s the matter’, I stumbled.

More tears came as she looked up into my eyes. It wasn’t Georgie here now it was Georgina. I tried to read her, horrible thoughts whizzed into my head, was this a goodbye, the kind that I had received before, a without rhyme or reason.

Then they came, ‘is this ok for you’, do you really like this’, she asked?

I was baffled, confused and felt a pain as though I had been bruised, ‘is what ok’; I asked not knowing what was troubling her mind.
There was a silence again, a searching, first to collect the words and then the breath to expel them.

‘The Georgie thing’, she blurted.

Gosh where had that come from I thought and why now.

‘Do you deep down want to do it’, she continued, ‘is it right and proper, is it bad in my head’, she asked.

At first I didn’t know how to answer, it confused me because, I’d never given it a thought, it was obviously hers, I’d never suggested it but equally I’d never rejected it in fact quite the opposite, it excited me as it did now. I tried to think of a way to express how I felt, but that reassurance needed to be instant, other words might follow but I had to dismiss her fears in an instant and lighten her mood.
‘What’s he telling you down there’, I whispered passionately. My cock was as usual firmly expressing all his desires and if little Georgie couldn’t feel him pressing at her bottom then we were in trouble.

A sort of a wry smile came across her face but was it Georgina’s face or was it Georgie’s, I couldn’t tell. Either way it lightened the whole mood and I wondered where this whole little upset had come from, Gosh, I thought, it was usually me who had these little insecurities and it was me who doubted that my little likes were accepted. In a way it showed how vulnerable we both were, indeed how much guilt we both carried for feeling the way we did. 

‘We are so alike, you and me’, I added trying to make her see reason that we were the two peas in the pod I always said we were.

She looked up at me for that additional reassurance and so I placed my lips on her sweet little nose. Her innocence still displayed itself and here I was now kissing little Georgie’s nose again.
‘Can you stay with me’, she asked, cuddle and hold me.

I  thought about that for a moment, there was no reason why not, I’d left the Wilkinson’s house secure, besides there was a light left on, I’d done that purposefully for my return.

‘Yes’, I replied with another kiss of reassurance on her nose. ‘Do you want a cuddle in bed’, I offered.

She looked at me again, trying to gauge my acceptance and I patted her bottom to show I was happy.

‘Can I wear a Georgie nightie’, she pleaded.
‘Only if I can undress Georgie ready for bed’, I replied.

She was up and gone in a flash, eager and willing as though all her troubles and worries had disappeared. I caught up with her in our soon to be bedroom, a place where I knew what we were about to do would become common place. My little niece had already extracted a wyncette nightdress from somewhere in her wardrobe.

I sat on her dressing table stool and beckoned the pretend innocent towards me. She came so sheepishly and coy in an uncertainty. In the part light of the room she looked every bit a 10 or an 11 year old, the little bunches in her hair, her school dress and knee length socks and those pretend little freckles on her face.

At last she was in her uncle’s clutches; I smoothed her cheek bones to ensure their dryness. My hand went to her bottom, cupping her in her sweet summer dress. She let out a huge sigh of expectation as I held her and fingered the cuffed leg of her knickers through the material. I had to adjust my cock too as he strained in expectation of what I was about to do.
The first button had me trembling in excitement; it took an age to get the hang of it. The second revealed what was to be a little white vest, its little blue rosebud so prominent on the neckline. Button three exposed her flattish chest, it was clear that in her pretence she didn’t need a bra yet although the soft material exposed some ripening buds. The next button revealed the delicious contrast of white and navy blue as her innocent knickers met the vest. Her hips flared here too, in the minutest way that could easily be mistaken for a tender age. Button five exposed the navy valley where the cotton wrinkled into little troughs before being spread and exposed across her puffy mound.

I so wanted to touch now but was that what uncles did, it was a game and we should stick to the rules. I held the neck of her dress and felt pattern of cotton that all school summer dresses seemed to have. The little squares undulated under my finger tips as I slipped the garment off of her shoulders. She shuddered in an excitement which helped it fall from her, exposing the pretend innocence of a little girl.
The white vest and navy knicks reminded me of my first interest in the opposite sex. It took me back to a school hall long ago and that first vision of them all lined up, the little black pumps that contrasted so much with the whiteness of knee length socks. The deliciousness of their enforced exposure to my eyes and the way the navy clung and contoured into so many shapes. There were those that were dismissed immediately with an instinct of what looked good and what looked bad. Bottoms and hips displayed and enticed by their unique shapes and for the first time in my life I began to put them in my preferred order.

Here and now was the same stare of recognition, except that this little person was always perfect. I turned her round slowly like she was some doll on a stand, obligingly she let me do it and take in the best of all I’d ever seen. I had to touch too, to make up for the distance of all those years ago, for I knew now what that soft nap felt like as my fingers skimmed across her delicate bottom. 

And when she faced me it was me who now had a tear in my eye, not of sadness but of joy, that I had found her and she was mine forever. Yes before I knew she was right for me but I’d always wondered how one sided these games were, her perhaps pandering to me but now after this evening I knew different. She saw my tears and knew in an instance what they meant; she pulled my head into her little flat chest.

I sobbed with happiness and she recognised the meaning. Her fingers ran through my hair not as Georgie and uncle but as the two adults that we were.

‘Move in now’, she said, don’t wait, even for the weekend, go tomorrow and collect it all.

And that is what I did. 
The End.

This is the very last chapter and I wanted to leave it here for your imagination of thought and fantasy to take over. I think you will be able to see how they will live together and the kind of life that they will lead.

In a way it’s hard to carry on, there are only so many ways that you can describe the same thing, the way in which all knicker fetishists enjoy what has been given to them and the games that the two of them in the story will play.

I have enjoyed writing this immensely; there is so much of me in there and indeed so much of the fetishist in there too. I hope that you enjoyed it too. Some of you have mailed me and your complimentary comments have helped no end.

But I still need your help; each of us has our own little preferences that have evolved over time and its these I need to know about. So please if you feel inclined mail me, its encouragement and I hope new material. Please keep it legal, I try to keep it to consenting adults or the sort of things that were the norm at school.

I have other ideas for stories and will be starting another shortly. Thank you very much for all your support.         

