The Lodger Chapter 18
I pulled into the Wilkinson’s drive, it was just after 9.30. Unusually the house was in darkness, apart maybe from a chink of light behind the curtains in what was Rosemary’s room. Of course I twigged, school tomorrow and a new term, Rosemary would have insisted on them both having an early night. Besides that was the idea for the day out, use up some of their pent up energy, get them tired and off to bed, ready for the big day tomorrow.
I was right, on the first landing the light crept out from under Rosemary’s door; Sarah’s and Rebecca’s were in darkness. Stealthily I sorted myself out in the bathroom readying myself for bed too. As I stood there cleaning my teeth I wondered about the laundry bin that stood beside me. Little urges and temptations niggled me, should I, shouldn’t I take a peek inside to see what wonderful gifts had been left. I tried to dismiss them after all wasn’t that the reason the washing machine was to run later, so the dirty clothes of the day could be washed and out of the way. Besides, what did I have in my pocket, the bottle greens from Georgina?
In my room I mulled over the day’s events, the little game of this morning, sculling around the Wilkinson’s fine collection of knickers. Then there was the teenage teasing and petting with Georgina and the imaginary Helen. My just washed cock was already in a state of arousal and weeping at the thoughts that had just relayed in my head. A little masturbation fantasy came to mind but wasn’t it already sown in my head way back at Georgina’s.

I went to my secret place, slowly pulled them from their hiding place, the other pair of bottle greens I had found on my very first trip into Kingston. Slowly I undressed; watch my ever hardening cock bounce into life. I had to act out this little fantasy, whilst it was still fresh in my mind, tomorrow its memory would have eroded with sleep.

Naked, I stood watching my cock bounce in anticipation. I slipped Georgina’s bottle green’s over my head adjusting them so as her sweet fragrance filled my nasal passages. Those breaths were oh so sweet; her damp muskiness still intoxicating like they were only seconds old. Looking through the leg holes I sensually rolled my foreskin up and down in a readiness of what was to come.

My head imagined it; Helen knelt at my feet, assisting me in stepping into the other bottle greens. They tickled my ankles, their cuffed legs with little welts finding the fine hairs that reside there. Slowly they are pulled upwards in a ritual that has me gasping excitedly with the thought of their final destination. She stops at my knees to adjust and stretch the waist band, it’s becoming tighter now my male thighs spreading it outward.
Teasingly she stops again short of my balls and watches the bouncing muscle eagerly dribble its excitement, rolling my foreskin backwards to smear the sticky goo all around my exposed glands. He twitches expectantly almost submissive to her little game. Finally she tucks and encapsulates him into the waist pulls them upwards. Soft cotton glides over him tickling and encouraging a throbbing motion of pure sensation. At my waist they are adjusted and smoothed, ensuring all my manly goods are comfortable, the leg bands too, stretched and positioned to hold and satisfy.

On her knees she looks up at me, the angelic cream of her Scottish features holding its own beauty. Her cropped and feathered cut of dusky blonde frames her in the light of adolescence; it’s easy to imagine she has teens in her years. But it’s the finger and thumb that are the give away to maturity as it finds a foreskin and teases cotton into it in a swirling motion.

My legs weaken at her game; I thrust my hips forward in an animal need of satisfaction, the spread of goo seeping through that delicious green perfection. Oh how could such a material thing deliver such sweet sensations of desire, it was obvious it is what they meant for and where they were made to sit that brings such wanton need. How much can I take before another of my eruptions overflow into this object of lust?

I’m lying back on the bed now, I had to, my knees we buckling uncontrollably. Another scene has kicked in; now her delicious knicker clad pussy presses deeply onto my face. Of course the bottle greens are already there delivering her imagined fragrance of youth. Her netball skirt shrouds me in a half light and I feel stifled but delirious to be captured here. Lightly she raises herself on her knees holding herself just at a level where I can French kiss and gorge on her plump little mound.
It’s my turn to tease now, pulling at both cotton and lips in an endeavour to have her in my mouth. Of course she is awkwardly leaning backwards, her finger and thumb still swirling and controlling me in the bottle green below. It’s a sensual race brought on by teasing acknowledgements of watching each other at the netball match, our pent up desires now being satisfied by this salacious little meeting.
The heady aroma of Georgina’s fragrant crotch brings me back to a reality. The spunk laden school knickers below are the only sign of my little fantasy with Helen. My muscles are heavy but I slowly lift them off the bed to remove this mess and sort myself for sleep. Sweet dreams again.

The next morning the alarm woke me with a buzz. Slowly I regenerate from my slumber as I listen to the sounds of the house below me. There is already movement from downstairs; mostly I detect from around the girls rooms. I suspect Rosemary is already in the kitchen sorting the breakfast and the last minute preparations for school.

My thoughts race to Sarah; it will be the first time that I get to see her in her school uniform. I’m looking forward to that, the making of a maturing woman in the innocence of school attire. No doubt she will have the uniform rules manipulated just enough to know what she will get away with. A skirt adjusted here, perhaps a top button undone just one too far, just enough to keep the head mistress at bay.

My mind wonders and wanders too to her underwear.  Gone will be the confines of regulation school knickers. Hopefully it will be those red and greys that were so neatly in the pile yesterday morning. He stirs himself below, just a bounce or two imagining those being pulled upward and over that oh so perfect bottom. I wonder too, just when I will get an opportunity to swap them over, for them to become mine, to sniff and play with, hopefully it maybe this evening or perhaps tomorrow morning.

 Reluctantly I get out of bed, I’d like to stay here, to wait until everyone is gone and then perhaps creep around the house seeking out their knickers. But I can’t do that, its work for me too, besides I’d miss the school uniform show. Down one level the bathroom has become available; I carry out my morning ritual of a very quick dip in the bath. I shampoo my bottle greens too, ridding them of my seed from last night. I have a moment too to think about which knickers I will take with me this week for my stay at Georgina’s, obviously these, I try to recollect what I now have in my little collection and indeed what I am willing to admit that I have.
In the kitchen once again Rosemary busies herself being a mother. Both Rebecca and Sarah are sat at the table finishing cereal. I politely ask them how their day went yesterday knowing full well that it is probably the best conversation to have with them all. Apparently, they were forced homeward early with that rain that Georgina and I had encountered. As usual Sarah was less talkative, just interrupting Rebecca now and again to put her right on events and their sequence. I waited until Sarah had left the table before asking Rebecca if she was looking forward to today. It was obvious that she was, she beamed from ear to ear at the very thought. No point asking Sarah, I knew only too well that at that stage in life school was a dread and a chore. 

I watched Sarah at the sink, just a brief glance to confirm my thoughts of how deliciously appealing she was in that uniform, innocence covering a woman. I was right too, just a tweak here and there, just to bend and flout the rules. Rosemary busied herself with that washing too, unscrambling it from the washing machine into a basket ready for the line. I’d missed her shaking and straightening most things but the shake out of dear little Rebecca’s navy blues caught my eye. Not a suspicion in sight that I had interfered with them.
Secretly I still eyed Sarah up and down as she stood there whilst still trying to keep up with Rebecca’s conversation. One of my lustful thoughts came into my head, to spend the day with Sarah, I’m sure she would rather bunk off school to spend it with me. Thoughts came too on how we would spend it, me exploring her delicious body underneath her uniform of innocence. Perhaps some tuition in Biology too!

Rebecca left the table next whilst I finished my tea and toast. It made me smile to see the contrast between her and her sister. In her uniform Rebecca looked all grown up, aged a couple of years at least, whilst Sarah at the sink perhaps had dropped a year or so, a lustful 14 year old maybe. Wasn’t that what Georgina looked like in her netball kit, younger than her years. Either way it was a contrast, perhaps in a week or two Rebecca would start to look the same, maybe it was the way Sarah had manipulated her uniform.

On the way to work in the van I saw lots of Rebecca’s, so obviously their first day too at new school. Perhaps it was the ‘grow into look’ they all had, jumper’s one size too big, skirts with extra length, shiny new bags and shoes. Still at least going to work in the mornings now would be more exciting, the older girls were there too, I played my little game of choosing who I would most want to spend time with. In fact I counted them until there were no more, maybe a dozen or so today. 
It was just another routine day as far as gas fitting was concerned, just older appliances needing their upgrades to convert to North Sea Gas. Yes I was ever vigilant amongst the airing cupboards and the under stairs cupboards but today was a void, no treasure to find or indeed nothing to view amongst the piles of towels and sheets. Perhaps it was certain types that aired and stored their underwear in these warm cupboards. Perhaps the spend and be careful attitude of using knickers as dusters was disappearing, as fast as the memory and thriftiness of the world wars that had introduced the idea.
Lunch was sat with a paper and a sandwich in the park alongside the play area. Today it was empty, the swings and apparatus deserted in the breezy mid day sun. I stared intently at the monkey bars invoking memories of the little display of maroons I had witnessed there in the weeks before. The scene replayed in my head again; accept for now I had some detail from yesterday to add to it. I knew now what they were like close at hand, the deep sensuous colour and how it contrasted with its stitching. I knew now how it would have looked when those delicious little bodies performed their aerial feats, the twists the turns, the material stretching and rucking and of course creeping into secret places. He stirred below. 
I sat and pondered too, schemed in my head of collecting more knickers and where to look for them. I dismissed immediately being a washing line thief; it wasn’t in my nature, besides who wanted that label, a phantom panty pincher! No I had to get them by reasonably honest means, yes if they had been abandoned by their owner either by accident or perhaps misplacement then they would become mine, I would look after them and give them a new home. I thought about the charity shops and jumble sales too, they were legitimate; I just had to overcome my fear of what people thought.

I decided I must make more of my visits to charity shops, perhaps in the lunch hour too. I looked at my uniform and then thought about how easy it was to recognise me especially if I was visiting these places on a regular basis. I didn’t want to be remembered so I thought about covering it up with a jacket or a coat, perhaps that would be easier in the winter months. Either way for a variety of reasons I wanted to be discreet and I suppose that would be simpler in the great expanse of London.
And was I stealing Sarah’s knickers I wondered, just swapping them over with an identical pair? I hoped not and the rationale in my brain said not. After all, if I swapped them enough times wouldn’t it become blurred which was hers and which was mine? Wasn’t it a form of borrowing?
I could see also this was becoming an obsession, almost taking up vast tracks of my time. But did I need to curb it, was it harming anyone, besides my girlfriend approved, indeed she was very much part of it herself. After all, could we help what influences had moulded our growing up? I think not, we were destined to be this way, a girl who knew the power of her knickers and a boy who enjoyed them as a sexual object. 
The afternoon was soon over; there were no treasure opportunities today despite my efforts to seek them out. I headed back towards Kingston and was again treated with a wonderful array of school uniforms. Today was their first day back I wondered about the scene in a week or two when the challenge to break the rules would kick in, would the skirts be shorter, would I be left with little to the imagination.

At the Wilkinson’s a new regime had kicked in, it seems now that Rebecca had moved on to senior school Rosemary was able to return to working longer hours and therefore would not be home until after five. Sarah was nowhere to be seen and I presume was in her room although little Rebecca was in the lounge sat in her favourite position astride the armchair. I said a quick hello and dashed up to my room to change. There was no time to waste I didn’t want to miss her little game but I couldn’t sit there in my overalls. I dashed back down again knowing there would be a least a sacred fifteen minutes before Rosemary arrived.

I sat down on the settee across from the straddled Rebecca. Of course I had to make some conversation despite the television being on.

‘How was your first day then’, I enquired?
She beamed across at me. ‘It was good, she said, ‘apart from getting lost around all the corridors’.
I remembered that daunting view myself. Her new school was probably at least four times as big and many storeys higher than her junior.

I laughed with her, ‘You’ll soon get used to that’, I said.

I looked down at her legs, the one nearest me dangled towards the floor. Rebecca went back to watching the television and I picked up my paper. Her skirt had ridden up exposing her thigh as I had witnessed a few weeks back. About four inches of the cuffed leg of her grey school knickers were in view, it was a delicious sight. The knickers had ridden up a little too; perhaps it was the rocking movements she had played before I had arrived. Little red indentations were clearly visible where the elastic had gripped her during the day. It was the most erotic little scene I viewed all day, the closest to a fix at least. I wondered too what had been going on inside the modesty of those grey’s. How many times had they been up and down today exposing that fresh little nonny?
It must have itched now, the tautness of elastic had moved on her thigh; her fingers innocently rummaged down to scratch and satisfy the offending area. Upward they eased that elastic exposing more of the little red welts. Her skirt rose too exposing almost half her thigh, how delicious this little scene was. The knickers were rolled back into place adding to my excitement but the skirt remained further up her thigh as Rebecca’s fingers sought out every little irritation. I watched intently over the top of my paper, Rebecca oblivious to my observations at this glorious expanse of grey teasing me into naughty thoughts.

It didn’t last long though, the sound of a key rasping in the front door lock had her panic into a realisation that her mother was home and this was a position she would not approve of. She ran to the door way to greet her and I also heard footfalls on the landing too, indicating that Sarah had emerged. There was excited chatter from Rebecca hardly allowing her mother to get in the house. Rosemary was followed into the kitchen with both girls joining her.
I sat there for a moment listening to her first day adventure and then I suddenly realised that the glimpse I had caught of Sarah was her without her uniform. My mind raced at the possibility, had she changed completely was there a pair of fresh knickers waiting for me in the laundry bin. If there was, then was this an opportunity, maybe they were the reds and greys, would this be a chance to swap.
At the kitchen door we exchanged some quick pleasantries, any abruptness on my part wasn’t really noticed Rosemary had Rebecca talking by the dozen and Sarah was waiting patiently for her turn. We agreed tea would be around 45 minutes and I made off towards my room.

My apprehension rose as I passed the bathroom but I had to retrieve the new red and greys before there was even a possibility of a swap, I couldn’t be heard making use of the toilet twice in minutes. In my room they were quickly extracted from their hiding place. I held them up in examination, kissed their crotch almost as a gesture of good luck and then scrunched them into my pocket; after all they couldn’t look new.
I flicked that bolt on the bathroom door, my knees shook with excitement and I turned to face the laundry bin. I surveyed it, how it was placed and how the lid sat. A sweet apprehension took over my body and as usual my cock stiffened at the possibility of some excitement. Slowly I crept towards it trying not to make a move that might force this old house to groan and creak. My breathing faltered in expectation and slowly I lifted that lid. Oh how my body reacted to sheer disappointment, the drain of my rush disappeared in an instant, inside the bin it all looked exactly like this morning. Damn I whispered, she must still be wearing them, it would not be this evening that I would enjoy her fragrant toil. Where were yesterday’s offerings too, still lying abandoned in some corner of her room? It was a disappointment but I should have known by now what the change of underwear habits were in this house, patience, I would have to wait.
Back in my room again I begin to think about my arrangements with Georgina for the coming weekend, she had insisted that I bring my knickers. I thought about that for a moment, did I want her to see all I had collected. Maybe not and I wasn’t prepared to show her everything, especially those that I had salvaged from the Wilkinson’s rag bag, maybe that would come later when I felt less guilty for my actions.

The secret hiding place was emptied and the little brown suitcase pulled out from inside the wardrobe, I began to sieve through it. I was about to unlock the suitcase when there was a shout from the stairwell.
‘Tea’s ready’ called Rosemary.

‘Ok’, I shouted through the door.

Damn, another disappointment and distraction, it would have to be later now. Quickly everything was loaded into the bottom of the wardrobe.

Downstairs I sat with the family and tucked in. Rebecca was still coming up with snippets of her day as her brain recalled them. Sarah interjected every now and then when she had got some fact slightly wrong, putting her right in a sisterly fashion of ‘I told you so’ or perhaps caringly that she didn’t want her little sibling falling foul of the rules. I struggled to find conversation with Sarah, it was awkward, on the one hand I fancied the socks off her and yet on the other there was the matter of her little jealousy that I was in fact taken by Georgina. A brief thought ran through my head, I wondered if those red and greys were still adorning her delectable body and when would they become mine.

After tea both girls disappeared, Sarah to her room and Rebecca back to the lounge. I offered to help clear away and wash up and Rosemary joined me. There was a few moments silence for me at the sink where I imagined little Rebecca sat on that chair arm again pleasuring herself with little rocking motions. I sure would like to have those school knicks after she had finished with them I bet they had a wonderful fragrance.

‘Saw your little friend today’, Rosemary piped up.
‘How was she’, I asked.

Rosemary chuckled, ‘missing you I think, she looked a little distant, in love if you ask me’.

Of course I knew she was teasing but I still coloured up before answering. ‘I miss her too’, I blurted.

‘You certainly both seem to have hit it off, I’m surprised, we must have got that match right’.

I smiled at her remembering the Sunday morning of match making.

‘I thought you and Catherine were just trying to get me settled in the area’, I laughed.

‘Yes well, me maybe, but Catherine probably not, she has a thing about her sister being foot loose and fancy free.

‘So it was a fix up from the start then’, I enquired.

Rosemary laughed, ‘you’re not complaining are you, thought you were smitten too’.

‘Yes I am’, I had to admit, because I was, and in my head it was the only relationship that ever meant anything to me, I could see that now.

‘I just want to be with her all the time’, I blurted.

Picking up on my comment Rosemary said, ‘I understand you are staying the weekend’.

‘Yes’, I said trying to make light of it, ‘Georgina is taking me shopping in London’.

‘That’ll be good, but it must be serious between you two’.

The conversation had to break there, well on that subject at least as Sarah came in for a glass of pop. But rather than make it obvious to her daughter she started another.

‘Listen if you are cold in your room in the evenings now there’s a small bar electric fire in the spare room opposite you’.

I was about to refuse the offer but then I remembered  without access to the airing cupboard or the heating being set for winter I had no means of drying any washed knickers, especially as I had the bottle greens to dry. So I gracefully accepted and went off to find it.

Back in my room with it switched on I had to rig up something for the knickers to hang from. A coat hanger from the wardrobe would do, slipping the legs in the shoulders of the hanger was most successful and then hooked onto the back of a wooden chair did the trick. I watched the little wafts of steam appear. I would have to be careful though, about being disturbed and getting them out of the way quickly.
Now back to what I was up to before tea, sorting out the knickers I would take to Georgina’s. In a moment of madness I emptied everything out on the bed. It sort of excited me to see everything I had amassed in the short weeks that I had been here. I started to sort them into four piles, one each for the females in this house and then a pile for all the rest. Then I turned my thoughts to the ones that I would openly declare to Georgina. Immediately I decided that I would only take knickers that I could actually wear. That immediately dismissed both Sarah’s and Rebecca’s, leaving Rosemary’s pile and the others.

First off I dismissed taking any of Rosemary’s at all but it was obvious if I didn’t select a few I would really only have mostly school knickers to wear. I surveyed what was left, deciding to have a little game by trying on those I would take to ensure they fitted. I slipped out of my clothes leaving only my T shirt covering my body. My cock bounced into action knowing the fun he was about to have, a pair of Rosemary’s  came into my fingers and as usual he began to wet with pre-cum.
The purple nylon slid in a filmy fashion over my skin. The white scalloped frill at the leg and waist openings sensuously teased as I traced their delicate lines around to her gusset. That soft feel of that piece of cotton that had once graced her sex had my cock twitching and oozing cream. The size label said they were a 12 but their material felt ample even for my frame, I stepped into them for that delicious journey upwards that tickled and shimmied my skin.
I pulled them into place in a mimickery of feminine detail, tugging and twanging elastic ensuring the scallops of white faced outward. I pulled the waistband from my tummy and positioned my leaking manhood for comfort. I peered in at him watching some of my stickiness transfer to the silky purple and then I closed him in, palming him in the slip of the nylon fabric.
My balls ached in the wonderful confinement of these deliciously sexy knickers. I eyed myself in the long mirror on the wall deciding that my bottom had a definite feminine grace and apart from extrusion poking out of the front I kidded myself that I could be mistaken easily for a female. Of course it was ridiculous; I wasn’t for any moment anything remotely like the fine form of the opposite sex but it suited me, suited my thoughts and desires to have pretty underwear just like them.

I watched him bounce and leak a sticky goo into the silky fabric. I imagined too that Rosemary’s desirable sex had sat where my balls were now, both hidden by the soft white gusset that cupped and held me.  That dull ache was apparent again reminding me of the times I had secretly stolen a view of her denim covered crotch and that imagined view of what lay beneath.
But wasn’t that a betrayal, wasn’t this purpose about the coming weekend with Georgina, yes they were Rosemary’s cast off’s but they were now mine to fantasize in how I pleased. The forthcoming weekend now became the focus of my mind, maybe now I was wearing them for Georgina. A little scene came into my head, stood in her kitchen in our usual romantic clinch. We were kissing and cuddling in our usual fashion. Our petting had started, we both had our jeans unzipped and whilst I was concentrating with the V of her soft cotton, Georgina manipulated my cock in the purple nylon.

My fingers now mimicked my imagination of her actions, I swooned across the silkiness, rolling my foreskin and creating a forever darker patch. I could hear her words of encouragement asking me if I would like to spunk in my purple frillie’s. My nostrils filled too with the imagined fragrance of my manipulations of pushing delicate cotton into her damp little nonny. The dull ache in my balls sent signals to my brain that I was on my journey to orgasm. I stood in my room playing out our little scene of mutual masturbation. I viewed myself in the mirror too, an encouragement that would take me over the edge. My legs became weak with the impending expulsion as my little fantasy had Georgina manipulating me in all the right places. Lastly too, the vision of my fingers deliciously slipping aside her gusset to find her sensuous wetness had me seriously pumping into my purple playground. I gasped and shook on my legs as the last throws of my spunk seeped into the delicate nylon.

The fantasy ebbed away leaving me staring at the spermy mess I had just made. I will be taking these with me on Friday I told myself. I will have time to wash and dry them next to my little heater; they would definitely be part of our weekend.

I slipped them downward, kicking them out of the way whilst I cleaned myself up with a tissue. Then with my urges curtailed I examined my little hoard on the bed, just what would come with me for our weekend of games.

I pulled out the light blue and grey diamond pattern bikini’s I had acquired from the house in Hampton. These were followed by a pair in red bikini cottons salvaged from Rosemary’s rag bag. Then came the selection of my school knickers, the Montfort bottle greens and navy blues, the royals and the tennis knickers from my Sutton jaunt. Lastly the cherub greys that my little Georgina had bought for me. I picked out too, the grey netball skirt and white polo shirt from Twickenham.

It seemed a meagre pile for a weekend of play with my little schoolgirl lover. Still we had a day of London shopping to look forward too.   

