The Lodger Chap 7 First Date
It had been a week of excitement and anticipation and now the moment was finally here. I waited apprehensively in the hallway for the expectant knock on the big door. I had a thousand thoughts about what Georgina would be like, would he enjoy her company and she, mine, would we become lovers and laughably, would we settle down and marry. I always put myself through this unnecessary turmoil, what seemed a thousand broken relationships had made him that way. I had never had a fulfilling relationship, one where he had been respected for what I was. I had in many instances been the throw back from someone else’s break up and then their reconciliation with their past lovers. It was almost as if a relationship with me was a realisation to them that what they had before me was better.
It had made me deeply insecure around females, never really understanding them or the signals they gave. I suppose the nearest he had been was with the pensive fling with Margret the older married woman, she treated me as a lover, but of course there were always her kids and husband in the way.

My thoughts twisted and turned while I sat on the bottom stair of ‘what if’s and buts’.  It startled me when it came, the rat t tat tat. I jumped up immediately ready for action. The fear of the unknown ran through my body and I hoped I would not stumble with my words. I fumbled with the handle and the lock for what seemed an eternity before I finally pulled the door open. There was an instant of recognition between them us, she had captured him but me not her.  My thoughts were overtaken by her stunning petiteness, her very youthful looks and her shining fair shoulder length hair. I took the recognition to be ‘the Surrey look’, a familiar look of the area, the kind that went with fashion and portrayal. She knew him instantly, it made her smile deeply, that I took it to be her welcome.

The first words came, ‘Dave’, ‘Georgina’ as they acknowledged each other. I was through the door now sorting my jacket and finding keys, must secure the house for Rosemary. She stood back and watched him knowing and smiling to herself that she had recognised him but he was still oblivious to their acquaintance. It gave her a deep inward warmth, of maybe’s and perhaps. She certainly thought him good looking as she watched him lock up. 
‘Where to then’ I asked, finishing to locking up.
‘Well I thought a quiet drink up the road’, she said smiling at me, ‘besides the Three Fishes will be push and shove if there is a band on, we can pick that up later’.

Georgina settled into the small booth and watched him order the drinks. Mmm....she thought this could be promising, smiling to herself that I still hadn’t clocked who she was. I brought over her Bacardi and Coke and my larger and sat in front of her. We started to get to know one another with idle chit chat, her first finding out about him, what brought him to Kingston and what I was doing. She boldly asked if me had left a girlfriend behind and I scantly filled her in on the detail of needing a fresh start hence the job and being here. We discussed our ages too and I flattered her saying she looked younger than she did. 
‘You don’t mind being seen ‘with an older women’, she joked.
I laughed, telling her she looked younger than he did. She smiled at me deeply in appreciation of my kind comment.

‘So what do you do’, I asked.
‘Well’ she said, ‘I’m a floor supervisor in a department store’.
He still hasn’t got it she thought. So she threw in the next line, ‘Bentall’s’ she smiled.

She watched for the reaction of me searching my brain. She watched the shock and horror set in and quickly she grabbed my hand across the table. I coloured up quickly and tried to stumble out some words. Georgina smiled at me deeply, comforting his hand in a calming gesture. I had a job to look her in the eye now and it was only when she said, ‘don’t worry, it’s ok’, did I have the courage to look at her.
‘I, I don’t know what to say’, I mumbled.
‘Then don’t say anything’, Georgina replied smiling at me. ‘You know you are not the only one’, she said then grabbing my other hand.
I felt great comfort in her words and although I felt my heart pounding in my chest, I also felt some normality return to my cheeks.
‘What do you mean’ I enquired.
‘There are hundreds like you silly, you think there aren’t, she beamed.
‘Well I don’t know’, was all I could answer.
‘Of course there are silly, we get them all the time’, she said stroking his knuckles with her thumb.
He was warming now to her words and compassion.
‘When, when did you recognise me’, I blurted.
She giggled at him at him reassuringly, ‘well almost immediately’, she said as soon as you opened the door’. ‘I must admit most men are older than you, so it was easy to remember your face’. ‘Besides seeing you in the store intrigued me, I mean being younger and better looking than most’. ‘I knew what you were up to straight away, we all do you know’.
I felt himself colour again, being reminded of my game. She sensed she needed to do more to reassure so leant across the table and pecked me on the cheek. Her soft lips left their mark of warmth on my skin and I could see in her eyes an acceptance that put me at ease.
 ‘You don’t’, mind I said seeking re-assurance, ‘you don’t think I’m weird or a pervert do you’.
Georgina giggled again, ‘I stopped thinking that when I was 14’, she smiled.
‘What does that mean’, I said.
‘God Dave, you are so naive, girls know that boys have an interest in their knickers from an early age, didn’t you know that’.
Evidently he didn’t, she thought looking at his puzzlement. They both pondered for a moment sipping their drinks.
’You don’t mind’, he asked again.
‘Of course I don’t silly; I’m quite flattered, besides it use to make me feel special when it happened’.
 Now I sensed her blushing too, almost as if she had said too much.

We sat staring at each other for a moment, she still caressing the area between my thumb and forefinger with her thumb. I felt a huge reassurance slip over me.
She giggled again, ‘you know’, she said, ‘we have a lot more in common than you think’.
‘What do you mean’, I asked’.
‘Maybe you’ll have to wait and see’, she laughed. ‘Come on drink up will go to the Three Fishes’.

I watched her get up and lead to walk out; she was indeed a petite little thing I would have taken her for 17. Outside she grabbed my hand to cross the road and when they reached the other side neither of us felt like giving it up. When we reached the Three Fishes it was packed, there was a band in the corner just setting up, we had to fight their way to the bar. On the way I held on to her waist and shoulder so as not to lose her. Her hand found mine on her waist and gripped it; it was a sign of approval.
I ordered our drinks and we found a little squashed spot at the far end of the bar. We had to cuddle up a bit, Georgina stood in front of me and we used the shelf on the pillar to store our drinks. The band had just finished warming up, and were ready to start playing. I stood towering behind her looking down over her fair bob of hair. I could smell her shampoo and all the other fragrances that I would later come to know as Georgina.
I studied her, half listening to the band, even had an opportunity just spy her bottom and liked what I saw.  Someone came close to us passing in front of her and she stepped back into me. I held her hip again feeling its structure her hand met mine yet again, saying it was ok. I kissed her head reassuringly drinking in her freshness. She half turned and looked up me and served a wonderful smile. I kissed her hair again and she slipped her little bottom into my groin. Her shortness found only my thighs and I was thankful as my cock started to stiffen.

The band had played several numbers by now and we had both not moved. As the placed filled, more and more people squashed in, people wanted to push and get between us at every instance, we as a couple them. Now I had his arm fully round her waist holding her by her other hip. She did not object, to the contrary her arm was over mine. I could now feel how small she was, it pleased me and I made comparisons in my head. I visualised Sarah and others I had known, Georgina was smaller, cuter and again I kissed her hair.

Georgina felt comfortable in is arms, safe and warm, in her head she thanked her sister for setting up this evening.

After about an hour of listening and consuming our drinks we began to feel felt relaxed in each other’s company, but I guess we both felt some inner feelings that we should be alone together. So when Georgina suggested they move on I readily agreed.
We made their way to the door stopping off to use the toilets along the way. I had to wait for her, God she was an age, I thought for a moment she slipped out the door, stood me up, I must have looked so relieved when she turned up.
      She smiled at his lost puppy look, grabbed him by the hand and pulled me out of the door. In the street we both knew what was coming, uninhibited by our drinking we pulled each they into the nearest shop door way. It came easily and quickly, the clinch, the kiss; we consumed each other with a passion. I felt myself being drawn into her as our lips twisted and turned in a gentle dance. I held and caressed her face with one hand whilst the other held her hip and bottom. She held on to my shoulders as I towered above her. The kiss went to break, but we greedily pulled and teased at each other’s lips demanding more.  We lavished on each other, feeding a hunger that we both had missed. We shared each other’s air with deep sighs and pants, our lack of oxygen weakened us into a passion and muscles went limp with desire.

Eventually we broke, awakening us to the world, it was a new one from now on, one where the air felt good and the warmth of new blood ran through our veins. Arm in arm we strolled off into the town centre night. There was no hurriedness in our pace, crossing the road safely we celebrated in another doorway, our journey; the kiss was deep and long. Her knees felt weak as she melted in passion, tasting him, wanting him. The signals to her brain said this is right and when his tongue slipped between her lips to find hers it was cemented, he was hers. I pulled her in at her hips and she must have felt my stiffness nudge her tummy. We did not speak; besides her own body was releasing its own passion now. ‘Nice’, she whispered breaking from their kiss and referring to his erection. I smiled at her looking deep into her eyes. Her pupils looked huge in the poor lighting as I searched and found meaning. What I saw excited me, it was different, a caring look, one that I had not seen before. 
‘God what’s happening to me’, I declared.
I kissed her nose, it wrinkled and she smiled at me. I was confused and elated, never had I felt this close to someone before.

We stood holding each other, propping each other up, trying to bolster the weakness in our knees.  A moment passed as I stood breathing in her perfume, her naturalness.

Then she said, ‘whatever is happening to you surely can’t be as strong as is happening to me’.
I blurted, ‘I love being with you’.
Immediately I felt silly and said ‘sorry’.
She looked at me and then reached up and planted a little kiss on my nose too.
‘Don’t be sorry’, she said, ‘somehow I feel the same, what is it’. ‘I don’t know, just don’t hurt me’.
She watched as a tear rolled down my cheek. She caught it with her thumb and spread it softly around my face.
‘My poor baby, don’t cry, Georgie doesn’t hurt’, came her soft words of comfort. ‘Come on lets go somewhere quiet for a cuddle’.
She led me off towards the town centre comforting me as we went. I hadn’t realised it until we got there. She’d stopped us outside the shop window of Bentall’s.
‘You like my window display then’ she enquired pointing towards the school uniforms.
For a moment I didn’t look at her but stared at the dimly lit mannequins. 
‘Greys your favourite colour isn’t it’, she pronounced.
I looked at her guiltily knowing she had spied on my every move in the shop on Saturday.
‘Well yes’, I finally admitted.
 She cuddled up to me playfully fingering the button on my shirt and whispered ‘and how many would you like me to buy’.
‘What does that mean’, I asked with uncertainty.
‘Come on’, she said, ‘perhaps I’ll tell you later’, leading me off into the night.

We reached Kingston Bridge and made our way down the steps towards the Thames. There was a small marina of river craft and a quayside. She found a bench and we sat down.

Her head on my chest and my arm round her shoulders, she asked, ‘what’s happened tonight’.
I watched the water lap against the side of the boats and heard a distant Mallard make a fuss in the water. ’I don’t know’, I said, but I feel all weak and confused’.
I kissed her on the head and she began to caress my chest through my shirt.
‘Well I feel weak too but what you feel confused about’, she silently questioned.
I didn’t want to say it but I did, ‘the knickers’.
Georgina snuggled in, empathising her comfort with me. ‘I like them too you know’, she whispered shocked at her own confession.
Suddenly I felt alive with excitement. I felt my cock throb; half erect in my pants and was aware of his stickiness. I turned her face up towards me and again kissed that cute little nose.
‘What do you mean’, I asked searching deep into her eyes, ‘you have some, you wear them’.
It was her turn to feel awkward, many times in past relationships she had had to explain this one but then again it wasn’t going to be like that with Dave. She felt her confession come easily, ‘yes of course I do, and I play netball’.
‘Wow’, I  gulped; my head swam with a thousand thoughts of school knickers from the past. Whole years passed before my very eyes, of corridors, playgrounds and netball courts, the school sports day, Christine and Amy’s navy’s and greys flapping around in the wind on the washing line. I came back to my senses although in reality only seconds had passed.
 ‘Really, you really do play netball and wear gym knickers’, I enquired.
 She smiled at me and looked deep into my eyes, ‘you look like you have just won the football pools’, she teased.
‘l can’t believe it’, I questioned.
‘Well its true’, she insisted, ‘perhaps we have both won a jackpot’.
‘What’s that suppose to mean’, I puzzled. 
Georgina didn’t answer right away preferring to draw me into one of our now established kisses. It weakened us both, such was the consuming passion. We found each other’s tongues easily and feasted on each other’s pleasure. We swirled gently in each other’s mouths breaking away to pulling on our lips making little smacking and popping noises of tenderness. 
I was dying to continue our conversation and as I kissed her I imagined we were sat on bench in a school playground, her in her netball kit and me in my football kit. I even felt my erection was in sports shorts as I pictured her in a little skirt and matching knicks.  
We licked at each other’s lips and pulled on our tongues, our passion knew no bounds. Finally we broke and resumed a deep cuddle, Georgina’s head on my chest allowing me to breath in the freshness of her hair. 

We sat like this for several minutes, holding each other. Her fingers swooned around my chest as I continued to kiss her hair. There was a chill in the air now but our warmth held us together. The distant traffic rumbled across the bridge and the water lapped lazily at the boats. We were comfortable with each other now, there was deep meaning between us and at the moment there was no need for questions, just to be in each other’s arms gave us a thousand answers, the rest would come later.

Finally, a far clock struck eleven; it called time on their togetherness.
‘Do you want to walk me home’, she said.
‘Of course’, I whispered kissing her on the top of the head for the last time. We stood and naturally found each other again. My erection nudged at her tummy and I tried to hold it off for fear of offending. She smiled at me and looked into my eyes.

‘I know it’s there’, she said, ‘I don’t mind’. ‘I’m flattered he likes me’, she teased.
I brought it back to rest against her and we kissed once again. We found ourselves strolling as first time lovers always do, half holding each other up, quickening a pace to cross a road and yet lingering in the shadows. We pulled each other from the glare of headlights every now and then just to confirm and rekindle a kiss and a cuddle.
As we strolled she said, ‘ do you want to come and watch me play netball tomorrow’.
My cock throbbed in my trousers at the very thought and I played with the waistband of her trousers as we walked.
‘Of course I do’, I said, probably with too much enthusiasm. ‘Where and when’.
She gave me directions as we strolled slipping her hand into the back pocket of my jeans to cup my bottom. Encouraged my hand went under her waistband at her hip. I half expected to find and finger a pair of school knicks. Georgina sensed the disappointment and playfully poked me in the ribs.
‘Later tiger’, she teased, grey or navy blue.
I stopped to kiss but then whispered ‘grey’ before our lips met again. She encouraged my erection onto her tummy and felt her own wetness flood below. 

We gorged on each other yet again knowing soon our first night was coming to an end. Neither wanted it to end, we told each other so but Georgina had netball in the morning and I wanted to watch.
Breaking from yet another deep and passionate kiss we slowly made their way towards Georgina’s flat.  She stopped outside a modern block and I couldn’t quite believe we had arrived.
‘Is one of these yours’, I enquired, amazed that she could afford to live here.
She cuddled into me, ‘I’m afraid so, it’s a long story and not for today’.
Again another kiss, the first of many goodbyes for we did not want to leave each other. There had been so much communicated between us and in many instances without words. We both felt a deep elation, a wantonness and desire. She knew she would like to whisk him into her little nest and devour him into a world she knew he would fit. But it was all too early, let’s not spoil something that seemed so different, but oh so right.
We ran over the arrangements again, she gave me directions and times. I confirmed I would love to come and watch her and take her home again in the van. Finally we kissed and cuddled for a further 10 minutes neither of us wanting to make the last move. She nudged at my erection whilst I gently held her oh so soft bottom with my other hand. I wanted to explore it, tease it fondle it but I held back on my emotions until she said, ‘I think he likes me’, referring to the hot throb below.
‘He does, very much’, I said panting in her ear.
I felt her knuckles brush over my stiffness in one swoop. I gasped with the excitement hoping for more but they were gone. Boldly I now fingered at her bottom, just a thumb and forefinger tracing her knicker line. It was her turn to shiver with excitement and she knew it would have to end now as to drag him inside would later fill her with regret. What was between them was special; she wanted it to last, not a hurried encounter.

The last kiss lingered, dwelling on the wonderful evening. We delicately and slowly danced with each other’s tongues and pulled and teased on each other’s lips. The kiss went so quickly and then they were gone, he into the night and she into her den.   

