The Lodger Chapter 19
Tuesday morning my awakening was a stupor of confusion, was I awake or still going through the motions of a dream? The two states must have merged as my senses gave me the realisation that I had been dreaming about the retrieval of Sarah’s red and grey knickers. I lay there for a while still trying to sort out my subconscious thought, had I achieved a successful swap over or not? It was clear from my returning state of alertness that I was still in bed; the noises and movement from the house brought a reality that I had not, it had all been but a dream.
I glanced at my alarm clock; it still had fifteen minutes to run. My stiffy below gave me a sense of my nocturnal toil; I had again been living out my obsessions in my sleep. But, it brought a sense of reality, a reminder of what I needed to do this morning, in the ritual of the bathroom.

I lay for a while holding him, feeling the blood continue to engorge and stiffen him. I rolled my foreskin downward to capture the intense and sensuous feeling that I knew would arrive and feed my brain. There was temptation too, to dive off into some little fantasy, perhaps re-enact the dream I just had about possessing Sarah’s knickers. I told myself I had to have them in a never ending determination to be sexually close to her. I had to share her body in some way or other and wasn’t this the less complex route!
The movements downstairs indicated that the girl’s morning rituals were over; it was time to make my move. Besides I wanted to be in that bathroom before perhaps Rosemary might make a decision to collect some laundry for washing. Quickly I dressed in some tracksuit bottoms and retrieved the new red and greys from their hiding place.
On the way to the bathroom I sensed my apprehension and nervousness. It sent a weakness through my body making my legs feel like jelly. My mouth went very dry too and it was as if the whole journey was taking twice as long. It was the sense of uncertainty that induced these feelings, the unknown and the fear of being found out.

I now stood on the other side of the bathroom door, the bolt locked behind me. The fresh girlie fragrances of the day filled my nostrils. My cock now tented the front of my track bottoms in anticipation. I stared at the laundry bin hoping and praying that my luck would be in. Slowly and stealthily I made my way forward so as not to disturb the creaky old house. I listened too at the sounds of breakfast and chatter below me thus ensuring I had my freedom to indulge.

Carefully I lifted that lid. Again it seemed to take an age as time elongated and teased my challenge. I peered inward. My heart fluttered with excitement they were here, a duplicate of what was in my pocket. They peeked out at me along with a pair of her pink one’s, the ones she had possibly worn on Sunday. I lifted the red and greys slowly, allowing them to take on and mimic her delicate form. They hung from my fingers at the waist band and travelled upward. With my other hand I whisked down my track bottoms and pants to expose my leaking and bobbing cock. Slowly her little treasure package ascended towards his bouncing excitement. A gasp expelled my body as the soft cotton dragged across my exposed cock head just about where Sarah’s nonny would have sat.

I teased him two or three more times, tickling my exposed glands with the soft nap of her gusset. My legs still felt like jelly as the knickers now travelled upward towards my nostrils. Nearing my face their sweet scent pierced my senses giving me a delirious closeness to her. They tickled my nose as they had done with my cock and the heady perfume of her first day at school engrossed my senses. He bounced and weeped below too, recognising this exciting moment.

I draped them over the edge of the bath and pulled free the new pair for comparison. There were differences; the nap on Sarah’s looked softer from their few washes. It had pulled little fluffs of material upward increasing their gentle feel. There was a subtle differences too of where the stripes of red and grey started and ended on each. Was this something that she would ever notice, was it just me being over cautious, did females note the detail of their underwear?
The pinks had drifted by my nose too, now their soft gusset was teasing my foreskin as I compared both pairs of red and greys on the bath. I was going to have them I told myself, regardless. I had planned this little exchange for a week or so and little differences were not going to change my mind. Besides, in a million years would she ever notice and where could another pair have come from when she only owned these.  I had to stop myself from exploding in the pinks such was my determination and had I done so then I knew it perhaps would have changed my decision, my ardour and bravery would have sunk and gone. The swap was complete, my new red and greys had substituted with Sarah’s, the deed was done there was no turning back.
I quickly attended to my own morning rituals hoping that I had not elicited too much time. Back in my room I slipped into my work clothes in readiness for me to join the family for breakfast. Sarah’s red and greys were slipped into my pocket; it was a naughty gesture for me to sit near to her with the knowledge that I had something so intimate as her knickers in my pocket.

They were all there as usual, around the kitchen table with toast and cereal. I sat with them listening to their conversation that was mostly being led by Rebecca. Clearly the excitement and prospect of another day at her new school had her chatting away at the most trivial of things that must have seemed important to her. Sarah would have normally disappeared by now, my presence being an affront to her immaturity of feelings. But, she stayed, interjecting along the way with Rebecca about the finer points of how their school worked. It amused Rosemary too, giving her little opportunities to reminisce at her own time at the same school.

I sat and listened, it conjured memories for me too for their descriptions in many instances replicated my own school. It stirred other thoughts in me too, lost opportunities with the girls that I had particularly fancied that had made themselves unattainable. Recollections flooded my head with little scenes of catching sight of their knickers too, whether by accident or my own orchestration. Visions of them playing netball or even me seeking out their gym kit in some quiet classroom flooded back. I had never borrowed or stolen their knickers, I was never brave enough but here and now I sat daringly next to a fanciable fifteen year old and I had her knickers in my pocket. Gosh that really gave me a buzz.

Sarah as usual stood up to wash her breakfast things at the sink. Discreetly I ogled her delicious little body; I have your lovely knickers in my pocket I thought. Alas she quickly disappeared; they all did, leaving to wonder about making a move myself. 
With her knickers still in my pocket I gathered together the things I would need with me at work. As I sat in my van waiting to pull out onto the London road it occurred to me that I hadn’t examined Sarah’s soft gusset. My concentration for pulling out into the traffic was momentarily affected such were these delicious thoughts of what I might find. As I crawled along to the traffic lights I touched the mound of super soft cotton that bulged there. My guess and hope was they would have the merest hint of her day, a smudge of her toil against the discipline of her mother’s demands for feminine hygiene.

Lo and behold I spotted her, there on the corner by the traffic lights, waiting with two other school friends. Maybe they were waiting for others to join them and then to make the trudge to school. I saw her glance my way, she’d spotted the van. As I edged nearer she waved. It was her opportunity to show off to her friends that she actually knew me. It was all part of the girlie game of one up-manship, that she actually knew a lad of my age. I wound the window down as I eased closer. I could see the topic of conversation was now me by their body language and I guess it was an opportunity for Sarah to gain some status by simply knowing a nineteen year old. There were smiles and giggles coming from all of them now and to an extent it made me feel awkward being talked about but I hoped they were not being negative towards me.
The traffic moved slowly and I almost got alongside them but not close enough for conversation. That pleased me to an extent, girls of this age were sometimes difficult to talk to, it was hard work. Secretly I eyed them all up and down deciding that they were all pretty horny in their school uniforms. I had a little visions of what they all might be wearing underneath those delicious grey skirts. The bulge in my trouser pocket told me what sort of knickers Sarah would be wearing but what about the others, were they brave enough to break the rules? It mattered not to me but it did add to my luscious thoughts, were they or weren’t they wearing their hated grey school knickers.
The lights changed and I would be away this time. As I passed them I shouted to Sarah ‘see you later’. I caught her wave in my door mirror, just enough to see them giggling and teasing as sped away into the distance. I wondered if it would make her day and I wondered too if it would ease the strain of our relationship back at home.
When I got to my first call I remembered Sarah’s knickers were still in my pocket. I had better take them out and hide them in the van I thought. I didn’t want to forget they were there and accidentally extract them thinking they were a piece of rag or something. Gosh it struck me again that I hadn’t actually examined them properly, what had the gorgeous little creature left me, were there any signs of her day of wearing them. I couldn’t look now, this street was far too busy, I would have to orchestrate it later.

My morning was the usual routine of conversions, nothing complex or taxing. It gave me the opportunity to think about Georgina and the coming weekend, especially our little shopping excursion to the West End. I wondered too what it would be like to wake up with her after my over night stay. I was really looking forward to this weekend not forgetting I would pick her up from netball on Wednesday evening too.
Lunchtime I made my way to Bushey Park and pulled up at my usual spot beside the playground. It was deserted but that was fine by me, I wanted the solitude for my little exploration of Sarah’s knickers. I set my newspaper up as usual against the steering wheel and scoffed my sandwiches. Then from my hidden place they were extracted and brought into my lap.
I turned them inward to look at that soft white gusset that had eluded my activity of earlier. I don’t know if I was pleased or disappointed there were no discernable marks that indicated that they had been worn at all. I wondered for a brief second whether they had been actually worn or perhaps had come straight from her knicker drawer. Again, even on the inside they had gathered a fluffy nap, perhaps having been nestled next to her sweet little sex.

My cock stirred from his half hard state at the very thought that these desirable knickers had been sitting next to her even more desirable body. A memory of her stood on the corner this morning came rushing back, her perfect figure and the wonderment of the underwear that lay beneath. With the coast clear I brought them slowly up to my nose and inhaled their sweet scent. If I had doubts about them having graced her body they were gone now. The succulent fragrance of her natural secretions made me gasp with desire and whisper her name in a wantonness.

Thoughts ran through my head of suckling her sweet sex, driving out her innocence and teaching her the perfection of love. I knew that was not even an earthly possibility and neither did I really want that, especially now that I had Georgina but a few months back it would have been a mind numbing distraction. Of course I didn’t need it now, but I could still have her underwear, a fantasy never hurt anyone, besides I’m sure Georgina would approve.

I dropped them back into my lap to explore their every detail. I wanted too to take my weeping cock out and tease him in the softness of her nonny patch. But that was impossible here; to easy for someone to come along at any moment and perhaps catch me. So I had to be content with them sat over my bobbing erection with the layers of my trousers and underpants between us. I did question too, whether I would actually spunk into them given the opportunity later. Of course then they would be soiled and I wouldn’t be able to sniff at their sweetness. It was turmoil, perhaps one that might not be in my control when the time came, maybe being carried away with the moment.
The afternoon dragged on, I was definitely missing Georgina. I still continued where possible with expeditions of treasure hunting in the houses I visited but I sometimes felt my heart wasn’t in it. Maybe I gave up too easily, or perhaps didn’t search or put the effort into seeking them out. Maybe part of me was saying I don’t need them anymore or perhaps I was just love sick. Either way today I just wasn’t in the mood.

I made my way home to London Road intentionally trying to be a little earlier than yesterday. I was hoping for a repeat performance from Rebecca, her sitting on the arm of the chair innocently enjoying the thrills her young body was giving her. When I got there though it wasn’t Rebecca it was Sarah who was sat in the lounge watching the television. Of course Sarah was more lady like in her posture but never the less she was still dressed in her sexually appealing uniform. Of course I couldn’t sit with her in my working clothes so I dashed upstairs to change.
Downstairs again I joined her. ‘Where’s your sister then’, I enquired trying to start the conversation going.

She smiled deeply, which I took to be an improvement, ‘ah she got her first bit of home work and decided to get it out of the way before tea’.

‘I hated the stuff’, I commented not wanting to be too chatty just in case she froze me out again’.

‘Me too, she said, ‘I’ll be glad when I’ve finished with school’.
‘So what do you want to do’, I asked.

‘Mmm, don’t know yet, depends on my exam success, maybe the Police or something to do with crime investigation, I really haven’t made up my mind’. 

The key went in the front door, it was Rosemary again. She quickly popped her head around the door. I think she was surprised to see us both sat in there together. I suppose it made a change from the avoidance that Sarah had installed lately. That changed however, Sarah following her mother into the kitchen. I suppose in the end we hadn’t made many inroads into resuming normal conversation. I watched her wander off, that perfect and inviting body. My thoughts wandered too, I would enjoy some fantasies with her knickers later.

At tea, Rebecca was again full of the events of school. It amused both Sarah and Rosemary, her enthusiasm. I think they both thought it would wane quickly once all the thrill and newness had settled. Sarah started to ask her mother about having friends to sleepover. The conversation got around to when and how many. Damn and blast, Rosemary agreed to this coming weekend when I would be staying at Georgina’s. Well, I could see how it suited Rosemary, one less in the house to cater for but my thoughts went to the possibility of missed opportunities, the chance to gain access to Sarah’s friend’s underwear. Oh well it was not to be, maybe some other time.

The telephone rang in the hall and Rosemary went to answer it.

‘It’s for you’, she said peeking through the doorway.

There was a little wink as we passed in the hall, probably to tell me who it was and a subtlety towards Sarah’s feelings.

‘Hello, how are you’, I enquired not wishing to give away who exactly was on the other end.

‘I fine but missing you deeply’.

‘Me too, roll on tomorrow’.

‘I guess it’s difficult to talk from there is it?

‘Kind of, you know’.

‘Yes of course, I was just a call to make arrangements for you picking me up tomorrow evening and to say hello. God Dave I miss you so much, its only been two days.

‘Like wise here, the day seems to drag, you know what I mean’.

‘I understand, difficult to talk with who’s about. Just say yes if you love me’.

‘Yes, yes and yes, yes’.

‘Gosh that much’.

‘Yes, I have it really bad’.

‘Well you only have to wait till tomorrow evening’.

‘Yes what time do you want picking up and where?

Georgina giggled at the other end of the line. ‘You’ll like this and will definitely know how to get there’. ‘You’ve been there before, Tolworth Girls at about 8.15’.

‘Oh yes’, I laughed.

There was another giggle. ‘Yes where you found the navy knicks behind the radiator’.

‘Ah yes’, and another laugh from me.

‘Look I understand its difficult to speak, so I’ll ring off and we can make up for it tomorrow’

‘Ok and yes I do very much and madly’.

‘Love me?

‘Yes’.

‘Good I’m so pleased because I’m not ever going to let you go’. ‘Bye for now sweetie’, a little kiss came down the telephone.

‘Bye’, and then she was gone.

I then made my way up to my room. For a while I sat staring into space just thinking about the two of us and how good I felt. How lucky I was too, to have her and how special she was to me, two peas in a pod. For a moment too I thought about being with her all the time, perhaps moving in with her. Were these feelings coming too soon I asked myself or did I know deep down that this was something special. I glanced around the room, and then placed myself comfortably in her flat, what a contrast. They I started to feel guilty and selfish, the Wilkinson’s had taken me in, offered me something more than the dreaded hostel and besides what would happen if I moved out, I would not be able to indulge in my little games.
Those thoughts ran over and over in my mind and I found myself focused on my work trousers hung over the back of the chair. I could clearly see the bump in the pocket, my cock twitched in the realisation that it where I had left Sarah’s red and greys. There was a new focus now and as I stood up to reach for them he strained against the denim of my jeans. I squeezed and adjusted him gasping in the process. I slipped my zipper downward too, slipping a finger inside to tease him through the cotton of my pants.
Slowly I drew them outward from the pocket watching them stretch and pull against the elastic. Oh how they felt so soft to my touch, so delicate and desirable. My thoughts scuttled backward to our conversation downstairs, so much more positive than on previous occasions. It pleased me, we seemed to be getting on better, it stirred my lust for her and that luscious body.

They dangled from my fingers tantalising my inner thoughts and desires. My brain was giving me ideas of mimicking being with her and what I wanted to do with her. I was slipping them over a pillow, making a crude torso as if it were her desirable form. The elastic pulled the pillow inwards as though it had given it a waist and hips. I adjusted the leg bands pulling the pillow corners outward. The fluffy pillow billowed the kickers into the crudest form of female shapes that did not for a minute look anything like her sensuous form.

I knelt on the floor and buried my nose deep into her crotch, my imagination taking me to Sarah. Her first day at school came flooding into my nostrils filling my senses in a delirious need to have her. My other hand had my stiffy outward now and rolling my foreskin upward and downward in a frenzy of lust. My head was filled with a vision of actually feeding on her virgin pussy, lapping up the aroma of her sweet perfume. I drilled my nose deeper, probing the soft cotton into her excited wetness; I imagined the squelch and then the gasp of her satisfaction as I taught her body.

Moving upward my cock now nudged her gusset. I shuddered in excitement rocking my body backward and forward to manipulate my foreskin in the soft spot where her nonny would have been. Again in my head I imagined the closeness that her sex had been to this oh so wonderful patch of softness. He leaked profusely smudging and mingling my pre-cum with her own bodily excretions. Oh how I wanted her at this moment, a virginal miss perfect, to be the one that showed her what life and love was all about.

Lustfully I moved on, my desires encouraging me to pull her knickers off the pillow like I was removing them from her delicious body. Now I wanked them against my weeping cock ensuring the soft white cotton of her gusset was catching my foreskin nicely at every rhythm. I was too far gone now, decisions in my inner brain had been made and the flow of my juices set the determination of my body. My head took me deep into the fantasy of being deep inside her body and with every catch of the soft cotton against my foreskin it pushed me onward and beyond reasoning. My spunk splattered into her crotch just as my fantasy had given Sarah her first orgasm. ‘Yes’, I gasped under my breath as I watched my ebbing sperm soak through the red and grey. It was too late now, it was done there was no turning back.

My head rested on the empty pillow tormenting myself for soiling her wonderful gift so soon. They lay crumpled on the floor soaking in my spilt seed, now useless to my needs. No longer would I be able to capture her sweet fragrance and intoxicate myself with desire. Now I would have to wait until the new pair surfaced again in the dirty laundry bin.

I did think should I sneakily swap them back now but uncertainty crossed my mind, what if Rosemary was about to do some more washing and would she inspect them before hand and discover they were wet. I didn’t even want to think about that, it would surely be the means to be caught, if not directly but the rousing of suspicions.

I began a paranoid wonderment whether Rosemary already knew, had I left any signs previously, indeed could a woman tell. It was something I must discuss with Georgina, she would know. Then I started thinking about Georgina and whether her sister knew of her traits and indeed had she shared them with Rosemary. Gosh had they set us both up with their match making knowing full well we shared the same little quirks.

I argued it out in my head trying to piece together anything that would push it one way or the other, did or didn’t they know. In the end I dismissed it with reasoning that they did not, after all I was still lodging here, being welcomed into the family and not encountering any friction.

Then I beat myself up again, as I often did when I allowed guilt to overtake me. I asked myself why I still needed to do it, especially now I had a girlfriend again. Indeed was I betraying her by having my secret moments with knickers belonging to others? But then I questioned would we have a relationship at all if I didn’t have an interest in knickers. And, would Georgina be even interested in me, wasn’t she after all just as fixated as me with underwear and the little games that we played. Such turmoil I caused myself. Sarah’s knickers were stashed away and would be swapped back again on another day.

Wednesday morning I was more up beat and looking forward to picking up Georgina that evening. It was halfway through the morning again before I realised it. Here I was starting my third call and hadn’t even thought about a pair of knickers or a game of treasure hunting. But now I was in an under stairs cupboard checking out a meter and realised I had a rag bag in front of me. Temptation was too much and the old urges kicked in, I just had to look I told myself, I couldn’t walk away not knowing what was in there, even if it was just a look.

Fortunately the lady of the house was gardening some where out the back, the shrill of her electric lawnmower decision, I had to look.

I looked over my shoulder and pulled the bag towards me. As usual an immediate fear overwhelmed my body; it always came in situations like this, the fear of being caught. I stared at the bag momentarily, deciding if I would or wouldn’t peek inside. The tin of Pledge polish was poking out the top encouraging me to rummage what would be in there, their discarded cast offs. I remembered seeing a family photo on the hall table, two daughters of around my age. It had made me excited and apprehensive all at the same time, sapped my energy and weakened me but desires deep within me drove me on. The mower buzzed in the background sealing my decision to open the bag.

On top was an old girly aertex vest with scalloped edges. It had been around the house a few times and was engrained with polish and fluff. I removed it and the polish, carefully placing them to one side, even in a rag bag there had to be some order. Next came a cotton slip, very plain but on the other hand it was encouraging to see it was a size 14. I peered in ward at the rest of the contents, it was full of knickers. My cock grew and I let out a huge breath of anticipation. 
The coast was still clear, the buzz of the mower told me that, so I decided to be bold and tip all the contents out in front of me. Besides it would help in me looking through them quickly and indeed, did I need to put a rag bag back in order. A quick reckoning had me count out about a dozen pairs and from some of the labels in view, all were that magic size of 14.

In my head I had already decided that I was going to take some, after all how long had they been here, ages judging by the dust on the vest? Besides would they ever be used as dusters being silky and nylon and would they ever be missed, I thought not. I had to be quick in my decisions; there wasn’t time for delicate examination despite what my cock wanted to do. Lacy and frilly I thought and that lemon pair fitted the bill, nice scallops of white and the usual little bow. Next came a pair in black and white gingham with a subtle frill in white. Deep into my trouser pocket they went as quick as a flash; the bag was loaded up and put back in his place.

The fear of being caught rushed my body in a panic. Almost immediately I began to question my actions and dithered over whether I should put them all back. I reasoned with my self, they were discarded, abandoned and were doomed to sit there for years. No they were better in my possession, someone had to appreciate and cherish them. I imagined me slipping into them, encasing my throbbing member, my mind was made up. Too late now, I’d slipped out to the van on the pretext of looking for something, they were under my seat, there was no turning back.
I was off to my next call now and the guilt still tormented my brain. It always felt like this, the turmoil of my actions and whether I should be doing this at all. In a way wasn’t it stealing, or was it, weren’t they discarded and wasn’t a rag bag one place up from the dustbin? I argued it around in my head even thinking what if I am discovered? It didn’t want to think about that but it gnawed away in the background tormenting my conscious, even to the extent I was thinking up excuses to take them back.

At lunch I sat in my usual deserted spot in Bushey Park. It was a warm day and a subtle breeze drifted into van through the open windows. It made me sleepy and relaxed and I felt less tense about my actions of the morning. Besides my right hand had drifted to the side of my seat and I was soon fishing for the silky feel of the hidden treasure there. Gosh my fingers found them and I carefully hoisted them free and to the side. I still couldn’t see them but I slipped backwards and forwards in a blind examination of their sensuous feel. These were definitely the little lemon pair, their deeper frill tickled my skin.

 My cock stirred accordingly anticipating a slice of the action. Oh how I wished he could join in but not here. Daringly I drew them into my lap, God that encouraged him even more, especially as I laid them out flat just above him. It would have been so easy to have freed him and let him bounce in the silkiness but I daren’t, this was much too public. He had to be thankful for being that close besides I had already decided I would be taking them with me to Georgina’s for the weekend. They were deliciously pretty and innocent and I imagined a nubile young body that might have owned them.

The black and white ginghams joined them and that gave me another yearning. What was it about gingham that I found such a turn on? Was it a throw back to my school days, the memories of gingham summer dresses? I remembered once a sneaky glimpse of a matching pair of gingham knickers under the same colour school dress. Was this the trigger, a visual taster for something that I found subversively attractive? Either way it was something that I always came back to, something that I found enticing and exciting whenever I saw that delightful pattern of check.
My afternoon soon became more up beat I no longer chastised myself for my actions, after all I couldn’t change my feelings and how I had grown up. I began to think of my evening with Georgina and perhaps how it would pan out. There was the weekend too, that would be even more exciting, especially the adventure of shopping together. At least for the first time in my life I would have female company on a shopping expedition, gone would be my self consciousness of wondering if the nosey shop assistants had clocked that I was buying underwear for myself.                

