‘The Lodger’ is a fictional story as are all the characters. That said the area it is set in (Kingston upon Thames) is very real, although some geographical locations are somewhat twisted to fit the story particularly the house in London Road. There many references to local features and the social and cultural values of the early 1970’s. I hope you enjoy. 

The Lodger Chap 1 London Road

Dave at 19 had accepted the job in West London as part of a team engaged in preparation for North Sea Gas. As a time served gas engineer he was to work in domestic premises converting older appliances to accept the new gas. His company, as part of its relocation package had found him lodgings in the town of Kingston upon Thames. This sunny August afternoon he was to meet his new landlady.

He found himself outside a rambling Victorian semi, a huge place and in its day would have been a fine merchant’s house. With trepidation he crunched up the gravel drive to the huge black door. As he walked towards it he felt a presence of being watched and was sure a curtain in an upstairs window had twitched. He wrapped on the large knocker and waited.

The huge door creaked open and he was greeted by women, he guessed to be in her late thirties. Dave introduced himself and was greeted by a huge smile of acceptance. 

‘And I’m Rosemary Wilkinson’, she beamed. ‘Please come in’, she said, stepping back and welcoming me into her huge hall way.

 I stepped admiring the vastness of this entrance way and ornateness of the large staircase that disappeared into the house. Rosemary closed the door behind me shutting out the distant noise of Kingston’s traffic and surrounding us in the silence of this magnificent house. She turned and led me down the darkened hallway to a very large kitchen. As we entered into the lightness I realised that I was following an extremely fit lady for her years. Her slim figured belied her years and the fact that I knew she had two daughters of school age. She had a sweet bottom, perfect in shape he thought as she wiggled towards the kettle. 

‘Tea or coffee’, she asked turning for approval. 

 ‘Ah tea please, no sugar.

 She filled the kettle at the sink giving me time to take in what I was now appreciating, a gorgeous figure.  Her black trousers with their high waist accentuated her slimness and the curves of her bottom. I watched the trousers wrinkle with her movements and detected the line of her underwear. Luscious thoughts went through my mind about pretty little bikini knickers with delicately soft crotches. Her breasts were perfect for me; I guessed them at a 34 probably with an ‘A’ cup. But hey what was I doing, this was my future landlady what was I thinking. I tried dismissing all such thoughts from my head, but my imagination then took me to her underwear drawer and I had to hold myself back from fantasy. Still possibilities I thought.

We sat at her large kitchen table exchanging information, where was I from and my background. She said her husband was away in the North Sea Gas Fields for months on end. She went on to explain that they had discussed vunerableness in such a large house with the two girls, how it backed onto the school playing fields and the security of having a male around the place. My brain registered this comment about the school field and filed it for some later discussion. She said that they had liked the idea to be able help his company with accommodation for lodgers on the house conversion project. I explained that I would have my own van assigned and we talked of parking in the drive. Rosemary liked the idea of it being there; giving the impression that there was a male in the house.

She looked around her kitchen wall commenting there was still much to be done in the old house and asking if I would mind doing the odd job to help out. Why not I replied, thinking that the rent was very agreeable anyway. Besides my training and work often involved the odd bit of carpentry with floor boards and electrical connections.  She said she and her husband would be grateful as when he was home on leave it was difficult for him to relax after an arduous stint on the platforms.

She mentioned too that they had a small terraced house in the Sussex town of New Haven and how they all and sometimes just she and her daughters would use it for weekends and holidays. It fitted in nicely too that someone was in their house looking after it whilst they were away. My mind started to drift here, into possibilities, daughters, gym knickers and Rosemary’s bikinis. The school playing field filtered back too and I suddenly thought this seemed to be a likely idyllic spot for my little games.

She asked about any girlfriends and broken hearts I left behind. I blushed and made her smile saying that there was no one special at the moment, still looking. She said she was sure I would find plenty of unattached young ladies in the local haunts. She giggled too saying she was sure I would make a mark on her daughter Sarah. Of course too young for you she laughed but it will be fun watching her reaction around the house with you present. My inner thoughts went back to school knickers again, visions of Susan’s at home and I wondered what delights I may find in this house. Rosemary was still talking of her daughter and my ears pricked up at the mention of school uniform. My ears caught up with what she was saying, about tomorrow and shopping for new uniforms and new terms. I was with her now as she explained Rebecca would be joining Sarah’s big school and how they both needed kitting out. Bentall’s was mentioned as a source and I quickly realised that this was the huge department store I’d passed in the town centre. It hadn’t gone unnoticed that all the locals dropped the name of this store at every opportunity, either by saying they’d shopped there or to give directions of how to get somewhere. I understood it was Surrey’s Harrods’s and so to shop there or say you shop there was a huge status symbol.

We started to talk of me moving in and agreed on that night, as it would be convenient to move out of the hostel I was at. I said it sounded fine; I could use the van to move my stuff and have the rest of the weekend to settle in. Thoughts kicked in again that they would be shopping tomorrow and visions of finding school knickers floated in and out of my head. God I hadn’t even met these girls and here I was thinking about their knicks, I didn’t even know what colours they would be wearing. We talked about my job too and I explained that with my qualifications they had asked me to be on the domestic conversions. I also said that they had allocated me to the private household’s team working at houses where conversions were at the owner’s time and discretion. I said I understood that the council type properties were being converted on a road by road system. When I mentioned the area I would be working in Hampton, Teddington and Twickenham, Rosemary commented on how I landed on my feet. I was oblivious to what she meant and she explained how exclusive and rich the private housing in these areas could be. We had a little joke about ‘Two Ton Ted from Teddington who drove the Bakers Van’. I could see I was going to get along with Rosemary we shared a sense of humour at least. Still Laughing I became aware of someone joining us in the kitchen. I looked round and took this to be Rebecca the youngest.

Shyly in walks what I take to be a 10 or 11 year old. Rosemary introduces us and I shake the young lady’s hand. She giggles at this grown up gesture and slides uncomfortably onto one of the kitchen chairs. Rosemary and I continue to chat and exchange getting to know information and I start to feel comfortable in this house. Rosemary reminds me of one of my mother’s younger sisters, my aunty and we start to talk about pop music. Rebecca pipes in do I like the Bay City Rollers and I laugh. ‘Not really’ I reply, more like Elton John, Cockney Rebel and Status Quo’. ‘Just like my sister’, she says disapprovingly, ‘she’s into the Quo’. I smile at her warming to the affinity I am beginning to have with this family. I notice how Rebecca sits properly in her chair and sense that their mother has taught them behaviours in front of strangers. I have a visual flashback of Susan at Rebecca’s age and remember all those little flashes of navy blue. I wonder what is beneath her little cotton dress and if the girls in this house will tease me in the way that Susan did.

Rosemary brings the conversation round to my room and seeing the rest of the house. The house in on three floors with five bedrooms and I am to have one in the attic space on the third floor. We amble out of the kitchen followed by Rebecca. Firstly I’m shown the dining room then the huge lounge followed by the under stairs cupboard. This is where I will find things like the ironing board and vacuum cleaner etc.  Rebecca is a head of us now clambering the stairs to the first floor. I get a glimpse of creamy legs but no flashes of knickers yet but there is a hint through her dress that she is wearing cuffed knickers. I’m encouraged as my brain gives the cock in my pants a nudge as I imagine what could be beneath. We reach the first floor and we start peer into the family rooms briefly just so I know where they are. At the third bedroom, sat on the bed is an older girl which I take to be around 14 or 15. She can’t hear us as the headphones she is wearing block out all the sound around her but she senses we are in her doorway and lifts them to speak. The sounds of Quo bleat out and we are introduced. ‘Dave this is Sarah’ etc. I get thumbs up from her and am able to grab a quick glance at her and her room before we are ushered off to the bathroom. Rebecca is starting to chatter now, pointing out things and doing her mother’s job. I am starting to feel very welcome and have that feeling we are all going to fit in. The bathroom is complete with toilet although I am told there is another off the kitchen in the old scullery. The wicker laundry bin does not go unnoticed and it fills me with apprehension what treasures may be in there. I remember they will be going out shopping tomorrow and I wonder if I will be rummaging through its contents in the hours to come.

We make our way up to the third floor now Rebecca leading and Rosemary in front of me. This time I get to view Rosemary’s bottom through those gorgeously fitting black trousers. At face level I make out her knicker line and the start of the back of her gusset. I’m tortured by her wonderful shape and the way those trousers fit her. I have imaginations of the cottons and silkys that I will find in her knicker drawer and picture my cock being tickled by her soft cotton gussets. Back to reality as we reach the third floor and thank god that my cock has not pounded into readiness. Rebecca has charged a head into what I presume is to be my room. ‘This is yours’ she announces. ‘Fine’, I say looking around, ‘brilliant’ once I have taken it all in. The room runs into the eaves of the roof space, there are two windows one in the gable wall and one that runs out to the eaves. I have a single bed a large wardrobe with drawers combined a small table and chair and an old winged armchair. ‘So you like it’, Rosemary asks? ‘Yes’, I reply, ‘it’s much better than I imagined, well anything is better than the hostel’. Inside I’m chuffed to bits what more could I want, to share a house with three females and to be able to play with their knickers. 

‘That’s Bonner Hill School down there’, points Rebecca out of the eaves window. 

I join her at the window to take in the view. ‘So this is your new school’, I ask.

‘Yuck no’, she protests. ‘Bonner Hill girls school is not a good school’, she rehearses, ‘besides they wear yucky green uniforms not like the smart grey of Tiffin’s!

 I spy the netball courts and the side of the gymnasium and wonder what the possibilities of me being home and spying some action. 

Rosemary pipes up, ‘Sarah goes to Tiffin’s, and we thought it only right and proper Rebecca should go too’.

 I was beginning to sense that status was an important issue for the folks who lived in the south east, the places to live, where one shopped, and here now, the chosen school for one’s daughters.

‘So you really like it then’, Rosemary asked seeking conformation.

‘It’s fantastic’, I replied, ‘couldn’t be better’, and I began to think of the prospects of play in this little home.

We moved finally to the last room on the top floor, the junk room. This was almost as big as my room was used to store the clutter from the rest of the house. Rosemary pointed out yet another ironing board and iron suggesting I might like to use this rather than a trip to the bottom of the house. I could also see an old Singer sewing machine in the corner and evidence of use. Next to it on a chair was a pile of clothes and instinctively I could recognise bits and pieces of school uniform. Rosemary explained that at the girls had had a clear out and she was going through what could be salvaged and maybe used by Rebecca. Unmistakeably, I could make out the colours of some school knickers even from this distance, navy were prominent but grey too and did I spy nigger brown? The little man twitched with excitement in my trousers.

‘We’ve all had a bit of a clear out’, remarks Rosemary, ‘I’m still sorting what’s to be ragged or dustbined’, she comments.

 I saw spy a pile of little red and white name tags next to the sewing machine, some obviously unpicked and retrieved. 

Rebecca interrupts, ‘I don’t want all Sarah’s cast off’s’, she moans, ‘especially her knickers’. She coyly realises she shouldn’t have mentioned those.

‘I get the message Rebecca’, Rosemary answers embarrassingly and ushers us out of the room. Not before I have registered all that I have seen at what has been said.

Later that evening I move all my stuff over from the Hostel using the works van. I spend the evening trying to sort out and settle into my room whilst my brain fantasies about the prospects and opportunities of living here. I visualise whilst I’m putting my own clothes away the other rooms I have been shown, especially Sarah’s and Rebecca’s. I see myself sneakily delving into their top drawers, my senses imagine the girly fragrance that will waft from them, my cock stirs in my pants and I am aware he is sticky. My thoughts engineer themselves of an excuse for a trip across the hall to the junk room, perfect, I have some shirts to iron. I have nearly finished now, my clothes away, just my little hi-fi to set up, a pretence for tomorrow mornings activity I think, when they have all gone shopping. My little man now is leaking though not hard, in the solitariness of my room I take him out and expose his wetness. He twitched between my finger and thumb approvingly of this place to where I have brought him. I know he will have fun.

Its 9 o’clock now and I venture down stairs. Still no sign of Sarah. I stop off on the landing below to use the toilet. This is my first time being in here alone and I pee furiously watching my pre-cum glisten around my pulled back foreskin. To my left is the wicker basket at which I guess will have little treasures for me but not know not this instant, trepidation runs through my veins my should I, shan’t feeling, is this right, are they counting the time I have been in here. I hate this fear, the fear of discovery mixed with excitement and anticipation. I contradict myself too because I love what it does to my body, stirring my inner desires as I imagine what I cannot see. Sometimes the build up is more exciting with expectation than the discovery and there maybe disappointment on the other side. Today and now I decide to leave alone, my thoughts turning to the easier and more accessible treasures in the room above. My brain is already telling me I could have the treasures above with me all night returning them in the morning. The plan is set as I shake myself dry, as much as I would like to explore you wicker basket I will save my excitement for another time. God I think to myself as I wander down to the kitchen, never have I been surrounded by so much temptation and predicament.

Rosemary is in the kitchen, she hears me coming and the switch is down on the kettle. I ask about the iron and the water to use as I know the water in this area is so hard. She provides both from the under stairs cupboard. Another excuse and place for me to explore I think as she asks me to return them. Rag bags and possibly Gym Kit bags run through my head in prospect. We briefly discuss the breakfast arrangements my plans and their plans for the day and the setting of an evening meal. I tell her how grateful I am to be here and how welcoming she has made me feel and gingerly make my way to my room with iron water and a mug of tea. 

Upstairs my excitement begins by the time I reach my solitary landing I am erect with anticipation; for I know second from now I will be having a little expedition to the junk room on a voyage of discovery. I already know that these discarded treasures will be with me for the night before being returned in the morning. In my room I discard my tea on to the table and gather shirts in one arm, iron and water in the other. Floor boards creak as I enter the room and I mentally note their presence for future avoidance. With the iron plugged and getting to temperature I quickly set up a shirt going through the motions. At last I have landed on Treasure Island as I take my first steps towards the little pile of greys and blues. My hand reaches out for the neatly folded and halved pile. Softness is an immediate sense as I grasp what appears be a dozen of the little treasures. I leak copiously into my own underwear as I carefully place this desirable bundle onto of the ironing board. The navy’s are on top and I count them, six I number and come to a solitary pair of smaller nigger brown’s. Next are four pairs of greys, much larger in size that support the pile at the bottom. My excitement cannot contain itself, never have I had this many to explore in one find, my cock now throbs its leakage into an increasing stickiness. I quickly place them to one side and go through the motions of pressing one shirt. I attack it quickly and lazily, remembering to switch off the steaming iron.

In a rehearsed act I place my treasure pile in the crook of my arm and place a concealing shirt over the top. I scurry back to my room, feeling the wetness squelch in my pants below. Quickly the pile is on my bed, the shirt discarded to the chair. My clothes are off and I stand there in a t shirt and a huge erection in my pants. I jump into bed and sit with the sheets back and bring the pile to near my lap. I take out my erection and slowly wank him revealing my foreskin to his new acquisitions. He creams himself with excitement making sounds as his wetness slip between skin and bulb. He’s left to throb as I pick up the first pair of navy, opening them to examine their glory. The name tag R Wilkinson comes into view and a label Montfort aged 8 to 10. I feel their softness between my two hands as I hold the waist band aloft. I smell their perfume of cleanness and of their little owner, I imagine them sitting up those creamy legs I saw this afternoon, I twitch with excitement. I open them out peering into the gusset and the bobbliness of the material and marvel at the stitching of the cuffed legs. My thoughts go to the little nonny that has sat here as I bring them single handed to my nose. With my other hand I bring on my fantasy rolling my foreskin and slapping its wetness. I’m teased and distracted now I must have Sarah too and I sense I must cum too. It has been a long time since I have been at this place of masturbation, I want desperately to play, but so too want to spunk. 

I have a pair of greys in my hand now and the navy’s sticking to my foreskin. Whatever I do I will have to find away to clean them later. S Wilkinson peers out at me, with a label ‘Cherub 14’s’. They are on my head now and I am taking in Sarah’s smells; I kiss the gusset and nibble the cuffed leg as I imagine her downy nanny pressed to my lips. I roll my stickiness in Rebecca’s navy crotch marvelling how the soft cotton teases me and take me closer to my spunk. I have to cum but not too soon, I need to be in control it and make it last. I discard the pile to the floor extinguish the bed side light and slip below the covers. My fantasy begins with Sarah sat astride my face, her grey’s are sopping wet as her teenage hips grind nanny into my nose and mouth. Little Rebecca rolls my foreskin gently in the knickers she has worn today; I feel her dampness still present as mine mixes with her’s. She is gentle with me but takes me ever nearer as I taste her sister riding my face. God I can’t take much more of this it’s been too long an abstinence to hold off my nearness. I feel Sarah shudder and press herself onto me and I push my tongue into the giving wet cotton. We cum together as I spunk into Rebecca’s soft cotton gusset and release my months of frustration.

I drift into a deep sleep knowing I will be happy in this house.

To be continued.    

