The Lodger Chapter 16
A quiet satisfaction runs through me as I slip between the covers of my solitary bed. I snuggle pathetically into a pillow, a supposed representation of Georgina. Still do I care, no, I will soon be with her again tomorrow. Our arrangements flit through my head, the school I am to pick her up from and the time. Must look up the route to Weybridge I think.

It soon warms up in here and my thoughts soon turn to the fact that I may have a few hours to myself here tomorrow. Alone in this wonderful house again as the Wilkinson’s go off on their last day trip before the new term starts. I picture myself sneakily indulging in the delights of their knicker drawers. Maybe Sarah will leave me a nice gift in her bedroom or the laundry hamper, something that has been nestled against her perfect body. I slip into a contented sleep.
The sound of water filling the tank across the landing disturbs me; slowly and quietly it brings me to my senses. Someone is running a bath on the floor below. What time is it, I struggle to find the clock, oh, just after eight, that’s early, it has to be Rosemary.
My morning stiffy tents itself below. I push against a pillow sending yet more blood rushing to him. He repays me with a glorious sensation of tingles that extend outwards to my balls. I stretch in satisfaction wondering if it is Rosemary below.
I lie there thinking of her de-robbing as the tank slows it’s fill on the landing outside my door. I wonder too does she wear her underwear to bed, could she at this moment be slipping something delicious off those perfect hips and bottom. Could they be now falling into the hamper to lie in wait for some treasure hunter?

Silently I slip out of bed to my secret hiding place to find a pair of her discarded knickers; the one’s salvaged from the rag bag. In the half light of the room I believe they are royal blue but does it matter as long as they are hers.
Back in my little pit they quickly find my erection, my foreskin nestling into the super soft gusset where I know her pussy has lived. I wonder about the scene below, what gorgeous knickers have been removed and discarded in the hamper. Will I be able to retrieve them later and intoxicate myself in her most feminine secrets?
My foreskin rolls and clings to the double material, teasing him and manipulating my glands. Is she below soaking that beautiful body, caressing its silky sheen with indulgence. Does she ache for the satisfaction of her man? Maybe she has her way of dealing with it, maybe now at this moment her fingers are slipping and sliding along a lusting pussy, a pussy that has sat where my cock now sits.

The cotton has been caught, I must carefully nurture its capture and the little tingles of sensation that it sends through my balls. My pre-cum floods this cotton heaven as I imagine she is wearing them and my cock is sat in her welcoming V. He nudges her gently satisfying himself in the thin barrier that prevents him entering her. Would he like to have her, of course he would, maybe she would be another that adds to his education.

I need to be careful though, I don’t want to waste myself on this little fantasy, it will take away the edge for later, when the house is empty. I keep holding him back, just on the edge of spunking but enough just to send that delicious tingle of excitement through my body.
More water rushes from the tank outside. The hums of distant pipes below indicate she is topping up too with hot. Is she is in for a soak or maybe a delicious game.  I remind myself, I must be careful with my own game, for each little roll into the cotton pushes me into a shall, I or shan’t I explode into this wonderfully soft gusset. No I keep telling myself, I must play a waiting game, one where they are all clear of the house first. 
I stop the masturbation now, preferring just to circle my cockhead with my finger and ensuring the soft cotton soaks up my pre-cum. I’m still thinking of her below as the odd splash of water permeates to my room. Then my mind drifts off across the hall to think about her eldest daughter perhaps lying in a cosy little nest. Thoughts of her snuggled in her bed, empty of my love. Yes there is part of me that would like to complete her education of life, equally is that desire a treachery towards Georgina? It’s only a fantasy I tell myself, something in my head just as I fantasize about her mother and little sister Rebecca.

So I am in Sarah’s room watching her sleep peacefully. Her wondrous form is hidden by her bedding but the long locks of her hair cascade over her pillow sending a rush of desire through my loins. The room is filled with her fragrance that captivates my needs and lust. I must join her under those covers, to have her spoon that perfect bottom onto my erection.

Tenderly I will kiss her neck below her hair line intoxicating myself with her sweet perfume. My nose dips under the covers and inhales her warmth; do I detect the heady aroma of her virgin sex? Will she let me teach and send her on a life journey of satisfying love?
My cock nudges her bottom, finding its way under her night wear to frot the delicious bubble of cotton. Boldly my hand finds it way under too, exposing her hip. I finger the elastic of both the waist band and the leg holes sending tingles of excitement through her silky skin.
Her little sighs tell me she wants this but for the moment I know not how far she will let me go. Will we be in that predicament of adolescent fear of self reputation and the accidents of pregnancy? Her bottom responds giving me encouragement by meeting my cock. The super soft material has pulled back my foreskin and teases it and rolls it in the delicate weave and nap of her knickers.

I’m encouraged, for the moment and pursue my fumbling by gently twanging the elastic of the scalloped edge of her leg holes. I tickle my fingers with the scallops in a perverse pleasure that drives my cock between the cotton V of her bottom. Onward I dare, testing her resistance between being a good or a bad girl, my fingers creeping onto her tummy. Sarah gasps and uncontrollably lifts and slides her free leg upwards, opening the way to her hot little nonny.

My brain and cock register this gesture of her wantonness by moving him between her legs. Suddenly I am now lustfully humping her gusset trying to find her covered opening in the rucks and tucks. I feel the heat and dampness of her knickered crotch and my nose picks up the sweet musky scent of her sex.

‘Just play’ I reassure her, trying to say that my intentions don’t take us beyond responsibility.

Another gasp from Sarah tells me I am humping in the right spot. I feel the squelch of her sex opening to receive me; it’s my turn to gasp with open pleasure as my cock gorges on the sensual pleasure. My brain to relishes on the significance of what I am doing and whom I am with.

I frot into her wetness, pushing and shoving my cock at the material that sits between her nonny. Boldly my fingers join him, firstly on the damp cotton helping him define her little treasure spot of a slit. When I find it, then they creep under those damp scallops of cotton to pleasure in her excited liqueur. 
I lie in my bed imagining all this probably just feet above her. Again I have to control myself, I have slipped into a delirious dream of fantasy that teasingly has once more taken me to the edge of a cum. I nudge myself into control, ceasing to manipulate myself into Rosemary’s super soft gusset.

For a moment I lie there trying to concentrate on the chink of light coming through the dark curtains. It’s enough, enough to stop that ache of orgasm and the desire to feel release and satisfaction. At least my desires will still be there for later, when my little harem of fantasy will have departed for their day out. Then I will be able to get closer to them, seeking out their knickers, teasing my foreskin for real. Maybe I will lucky, a fresh pair, fragrant from a night of sweet dreams.

The bolt on the bathroom door below clicks open. The rush of water from the emptying bath sloshes downward into some nearby drain pipe and there is movement from Sarah’s room below. I will lie here waiting, letting them ready themselves to desert this house, then creep about to find what treasures they have all left me.
I wonder now what Sarah is doing in the bathroom. I try to imagine it but can’t even contemplate how perfect her body can be. Yes her jeans have been tight and revealing but what of her silken skin, the deliciousness of her hips, bottom and fluffy mound. There have been no subtle glimpses of creamy legs unlike the displays of her younger sister. No knickered thigh or tantalising crotch to stir my loins.

I wonder too if she is depositing a prize for me in the laundry bin. My imagination takes me back to exploring her knicker drawer, what has she worn and what will she leave me today. The red and greys would be nice but perhaps it’s too soon after their last outing on her wonderful body. When will I get to swap these over? Will she be able to wear them now, during the week, to school or would I have to wait for a weekend?

The front door closes with a clunk. It startles me; I must have been a sleep. My mind focuses on the clunk, was it a closing behind you type of clunk or a normal open and closing. I listen to the silence and check my alarm clock. It’s gone ten, I wonder if they have gone. Two stories up and at the back of the house I cannot hear Rosemary’s car as I strain to listen.

My feet are out of the bed and I sit still trying to listen to the sounds of the house. It’s silent as far as I can make out, although I still have to be careful, I do not want them to return unexpectedly. I have to wait, to be sure.

I get dressed, slipping on Rosemary’s royal blue briefs. That familiar feeling of sliding them up my legs has me in raptures of bliss. Finally they are sat on place snug on my hips, cupping my balls and forming another erection. Lastly I cover myself, hiding my little piece of femininity with my tracksuit and make my way down stairs.

In the bathroom I relieve myself of the burden of the night into the toilet bowl. Carefully I dry myself, almost mocking my perceived actions of the female sex. I want to preserve for the moment their cleanliness. I tuck him back in and palm him in anticipation of my games. As usual he doesn’t disappoint he too likes his play in knickered gussets.

I have to peak in the laundry basket, it’s a ritual but it still has to be done carefully. I lift the lid oh so carefully trying not to make its wicker creak. Its empty, Rosemary must have loaded up the washing machine in readiness again. It’s a disappointment but only momentarily. I make my way down stairs to the kitchen. Yes the place is deserted and there is another note for me.

‘Dave, we have gone to Chessington Zoo. We will probably be back at tea time. Please put any washing you have in the machine and I will switch it on later. Enjoy your day. Rosemary’.  
I stare at the machine and wonder what will be inside to play with. But it’s still just a little too early yet despite the throb on my erection. No they could come back at any minute for something forgotten; I will have some breakfast first. Besides I am not meeting Georgina until three o’clock so I do have some playtime before I need to get ready.
Its 10.30 now, surely they will not be back for anything now. To be certain I check the drive, yes the car has gone. I wonder if I should slip the catch on the front door but that would be foolish, why would I need to do it and then there would be a need for explanations if they did come back.
I make my move towards the washing machine door. I kneel in front of it, my erection tenting itself in Rosemary’s knickers. This is always a mixed moment of trepidation and excitement, one where it is not yet common place for me to be here. My mouth has become dry and my body fights fear and sexual need all at the same time. But I’m driven, inner feelings grown out of time push me on. This must be like an addiction; my demands say there is no turning back.
I pull the door slowly open and once again peer into the cylinder. It’s only half full, perhaps an indication that Rosemary will add yet more clothes on their return from the day out. Immediately I spot the familiar shade of navy blue that is definitely a pair of school knickers. Of course they can only belong to Rebecca as Sarah’s have long gone and are now in my collection.

I slip them from drum; their soft nap excites my fingers as they gently hang in mid air. I capture their beauty and form and admire the intricate interlocking of the material, its cross weave adding to their softness. Of course my erection throbs below into the soft cotton of the blue bikinis leaking himself into the front panel. I marvel at their fine stitching of tunnel legs and double back panel but also the fact that they have been on such a creamy smooth body.

Bringing them closer to my face I sniff the air for any hint of their wearer. They are unique, perhaps giving off an almost sweet fragrance that could be of any girl. I tease my lips, tickling them with the delicious ribbing of the tunnel legs. The perfume that hits me now is all Rebecca’s, a sweetness of toil and of a day spent on her growing body.

I kiss the gusset, pulling the soft nap between my lips imagining her sat on my face. My thoughts go back to the day I witnessed her riding the arm of the chair. He leaks yet again below, imaging her softly rocking on my lips and nose. I can smell those little exertions now; perhaps a little wee too but mostly the sweet muskiness of adolescence. I drink it greedily on my lips trying to picture how these knicks would sit on her naked nonny.

I know now that whatever else I find here today, it’s these I will cum in, pumping my spunk into Rebecca’s sweet little gusset. Yes I have spilled my seed into Sarah’s knickers before but today it will be the turn of Rebecca. Quickly I stuff them into the front of my tracksuit positioning them in the waistband of Rosemary’s so he can leak in contentment.

I must continue though, my search, I wonder if Sarah has worn the red and greys again, are they in here waiting for me to do a swap. I still search with caution, trying not to disturb the order in which they were loaded. A pair of dusky pinks, fall into my turning fingers, I pull them gently outwards remembering their position.

They must be Sarah’s, just a little too small to be her mothers. I turn them inwards, inspecting the soft cotton of where her sweet nonny would have sat. Their mother teaches them well, they hardly look worn, but bringing them to my nose gives me the faintest hint of a day of toil. These go into my pocket, maybe they will sit on my face later.

Another search reveals Rosemary’s castoffs of yesterday but I leave them where they are. Perhaps they are a little too intimidating at this moment in time; perhaps I will wait for an occasion where I have to set the machine running myself that allows me to wash away the evidence of a dirty deed.

Yes I will masturbate in Rebecca’s today, it’s significant these navy blues, maybe this could be the last day she ever wears them. Tomorrow she will slip those greys up her creamy legs to start a new chapter in her life. Navy blues are a sign of her old school, perhaps she will feel the need to move on and discard her childhood. This could be a once and last chance to spill myself into her super soft navy gusset.
I’m on the landing again, that familiar place of indecisiveness. I stand and stare at a choice of three doors, the bedrooms of the Wilkinson family. Which to choose spoilt for choice! Rosemary’s I decide is today too intimidating, how I reach this decision I know not, it’s a feeling, it’s in my head. Maybe it’s because right now I see her as a mother, maybe it’s because I am determined to cum in her younger daughters school knickers. Either way I make my move.

I open Sarah’s door first peering in and around half expecting it to be occupied. I listen in silence at the house and to a background of traffic passing by outside. I still do not enter immediately, it’s not second nature yet, this is still a trespass and one I am not familiar with. Perhaps I never will be, shouldn’t be, perhaps that’s what keeps me from being discovered, my caution and discreetness.

But my urges push me onwards and I creep inside. It’s tidier than usual, has an air of order and respect today. Perhaps it is the start of another chapter for Sarah life too, a climb towards adulthood in the last remaining years of her schooling. 

It has her unique smell about it, her room, deodorants and talc and her desirable freshness. I look about hoping to see and perhaps find some discarded knickers scrunched up on the floor. It’s sterile, nothing to harden my cock that sits stickily inside Rosemary’s bikini knickers. But what’s this, a neat pile of school uniform, two in fact. I approach where they are sat on a chair besides the dresser. One pile is her uniform and the other her gym kit. I’m drawn to what sits atop of each. On her uniform pile sat upon her neatly pressed blouse is the freshly laundered pair of red and greys. And, on her neat pile of gym kit sits a new pair of grey school knickers.

My cock begins to rise again from his dormant sleep. He leaves one sticky patch to form another as he finds new places to expand in the soft cotton below. Yes I have seen these new knickers before, a few weeks back when they were first purchased but here and now perhaps they were making a statement. Sat in the pile with the rest of her gym kit made them complete and I could visualise all of the kit adorning Sarah’s lovely body.

I touched the leg band first, so tactile, tickling my fingers with their ribbing and of course they would be the source of the little wheals that would appear on her delicate skin. My fingers trace the opening, sliding into where her sweet sex would sit. I caress the fine nap of the virgin material thinking that perhaps tomorrow or another day in this week it would cover her delicious nonny.
I pull them off the pile and stroke them against my face. I kiss that gusset too hoping it will leave an imprint, something from me for when her nonny finally sits there. He throbs below again, reminding me of the attention he needs, later I will see to him but not here and now, I do not want any accidents. Neatly I fold the school knickers and replace them on the pile.

I can’t resist picking up the red and greys. The very thought that she will wear them tomorrow has another leakage of pre-cum oozing into Rosemary’s bikini’s. Another thought crosses my mind too, should I swap them for mine now, no wait, you want them worn with the sweet fragrance of her body. Again I kiss that gusset and imagine her, there in the kitchen tomorrow morning, her nonny where my lips have been.
I must put them back, temptation is getting the better of me, before I know it my sticky cock will be pumping in the gusset and I will be making a mess that will be very hard to clean up. I glance around her room for any other temptations but there are none. I do wonder whether I should indulge in her knicker drawer but time is moving on. Besides I have her dirty knickers from the washing machine, I need time to have some fun with them.

Outside on the landing again I poise at Rebecca’s door. Yes I have to go in; it’s a must and a ritual. To be outside and not go in would plague me in wonder later on, whilst there is an opportunity then take it. I open this door slowly too, probably a force of habit to be stealthy. Inside I am again greeted with a uniquely feminine smell, this time it is a younger sweeter fragrance that signifies cleanness.

Rebecca has a dresser too complete with chair and a replicate pile of uniforms. I walk across to study it as I did with Sarah’s. Again there are two piles one with gym kit and the other her uniform. But there is a marked difference, Rebecca’s grey school knicks are on her uniform pile and not with the gym kit. This suggests to me she will be wearing them tomorrow under her uniform, probably to conform to the uniform rules. Perhaps her older sister is allowed to flout these rules, I don’t know, but at least now I know what both will be wearing underneath their skirts tomorrow.
I retreat quickly as I have promised myself some fun with their knickers from the washing machine. Upstairs in my room I remove my track suit bottoms and inspect the little damp patches of pre-cum that have spilled into Rosemary’s royal blue briefs. He stirs yet again as I remove Rebecca’s navy blues from the waist band. Then of course I fish Sarah’s from my discarded tracksuit pocket.
Lying back on the bed I have knickers from all three members of the Wilkinson family. For the moment I concentrate on Sarah’s, bringing them to my nose to inhale her sweetness. They are delicious and I think of them beneath her jeans pressed into that sweet nonny of hers. Their softness tickles my lips as I kiss and mouth them all along the super soft gusset. I nibble on them hoping to taste the even the smallest amount of her secretions but there isn’t much there. There is more to be had from my nasal passages so I sniff deeply intoxicating myself with her body.

I swap them now for Rebecca’ navy blues. Sarah’s dusky pinks are placed on my throbbing cock and I watch as he bounces in her secret place. Its Rebecca’s muskiness that now fills my nostrils, sending my imagination wild. I wish there was some way humanly possible that my face could be transformed into that armchair she cossets. To have her rocking backwards and forwards generating her little pleasures against my nose and mouth would be perfection. Perhaps her dress covers me and I am overwhelmed and flustered with lust as her closeness and body heat consume me.

This is all too much for me; I desperately need to spunk in those navy blues. I swap back Sarah’s knickers for Rebecca’s but this time pulling the pink bikini’s over my head. The crotch sits exactly where I want it controlling my every breath with her delicate perfume. My eyes just peer out of the leg holes as again I look down to my throbbing cock.
I arrange him too, sitting in the oh so soft navy panel. Slowly I roll him up and down tickling my glands against the sensuous nap. Once or twice my foreskin is entrapped pulling the cotton inward, sending a myriad of sensations to my brain. I groan heavily and think of that little nonny sat astride me working its own pleasurable scene.
Physically I am flustered, the dusky pinks heating my head with their closeness and intoxicating fragrance. I’m a little confused too with my fantasy, which of the two sisters am I thinking of, or do I need to think of them at all. I concentrate on the sweet feelings that my glands are feeling being rolled in the soft cotton. The sensations are incredible, sending little shock waves through my nervous system and a tingling bristly feeling in my balls.
My thoughts turn to how lucky I am to be lodging in this house and all the opportunities unknowingly given to me with the occupant’s underwear, in all my youthful years I have never been this close or had this much access to knickers. I probably feel stronger desires towards continuing these little games than ever before. Gone are the feelings of guilt and my inward torture that I am some kind of pervert and that it is a reason behind my romantic failures. No that’s all gone; Georgina is here to prove that there is room for both.

My foreskin is revelling in the softness of Rebecca’s soft gusset. I adjust them to make sure he is in the self same position that her nonny has sat in. It is here that I have promised myself I will spunk, right where she has exerted herself yesterday. Equally I rearrange Sarah’s bikinis over my nose to extract all that is there. I’m ready now, on my journey of a cum.

The navy blues knickers delicately tickle my balls now especially on the upward strokes and my pre-cum makes sticky sounds into Rebecca’ gusset. The sensations of an orgasm are here but I need to enjoy it and make it last. I slow my pace, rolling my foreskin ever slower in the soft cotton. I pull him back and gently run my finger pads deliciously the cotton clad glands. It sends shivers through my balls and starts those little feelings of fluids travelling.

Can I prolong this, I doubt it, the thought of Rebecca riding the arm chair and my cock now sat in the same place is all too much. I wonder if her little humping games fulfil her with an awareness and does she know the significance of their meaning yet or I they just playful little tingles.
My seed is travelling, running through my tubes again, the sensations have multiplied and that soft cotton tickling my glands is all too much. In vain I try to hold it off, to get more out of this orgasm but it’s too late my spunk jacks into Rebecca’s gusset, deliriously sending me into a crescendo of lust and I moan her name almost as if she had taken part. 

I’m climbing down now, that familiar warmth washes over me. I lie there for minutes in quiet satisfaction, coming down off my high. I look at my watch and decide that I must make a move to get ready. Besides that vulnerable feeling is returning, along with little feelings of guilt and a need to get Sarah’s and Rebecca’s knickers back into the washing machine.

In the bathroom I carefully sponge out my spunk from the navy blues using my face flannel. Little splashes of water help with the white streaks and I get them to where they are just damp. Hopefully Rosemary does not inspect them before the machine is running. I carefully locate them in their positions in the drum and add my smalls as intended.

Back in the bathroom I soak in the gloriously warm water. I wash the royal blue bikinis as I wash my hair. Fearfully I discount hiding and drying them in the airing cupboard today, I don’t know why, maybe it’s because I sense being caught, maybe the airing cupboard will be used for last minute school preparations. They will have to dry in my room overnight.

