The Lodger Chap2 Saturday Morning
I awoke as usual and felt my early morning erection engorged below. I slowly came to my senses feeling the blood flow through him and the exquisite sensations that followed. I began to realise where I was, what I was doing here and remember the activities before I fell asleep.
I rolled over and my erection found the cool dampness of Rebecca’s knickers. Suddenly guilt emerged as my memory served me up what I imagined Rebecca doing to me. Him down below was satisfied as I recalled my fantasy but I tortured myself with Rebecca’s age and the fact that it was wrong, totally wrong to do and even think about. Besides my fantasy was adult and one so young should not be doing this with a 19 year old. I wouldn’t happen, it can’t happen and I pushed that message into my brain.
I rolled over again to rid myself of these thoughts and came face to face with the grey softness of Sarah’s knickers. The heady perfume of her and clean knickers wafted into my nostrils, my engorged friend pressed into the bedding in appreciation. I pondered the grey before me, marvelling at the shape that they had rested into. I could see a leg fractionally open giving me a glimpse inside. The soft cotton looked inviting as did the welted and cuffed tunnel of the leg opening. My brain homed in on Sarah and her tender age too, I wrestled and rationalised that maybe a 14 or 15 year old could be doing things with a boy of my age. Was it acceptable, I pictured in my head couples I knew, celebrities that had similar age differences. Defensively I tried to give her a maturity of mind that would make it work. It did, as I recalled my last girlfriend turning 16, weeks after I met her but then again here and now was different, I tormented myself.
Eventually I decided I had better get up as I could hear movement downstairs. I quickly find a hiding place for Rebecca’s knickers thinking that I would wash them when the house became empty. I gathered up Sarah’s greys and added them back to the pile I had taken the night before. Peaking from my room door I sneakily crept across the landing to put them back into the junk room. I collected my shirt from the ironing board, my reasoning for being in there in the first place and slipped down to the bathroom below. Fortunately it was empty and locking myself in side I sorted myself out. A quick strip wash I thought just to freshen up before breakfast and maybe I would linger in here after they had gone shopping.
That set my brain rolling with the presence of the wicker basket; I looked at it longingly as I cleaned my teeth. My cock stirred in my jeans at the prospect of what may lie beneath that lid. I decided it would only be a peak and that later I would explore in full. Finishing my freshening up I cautiously lifted the lid in a slow motion knowing that these things had a habit of creaking. My awareness of sounds from elsewhere were so acute, listening for a sound that would signal of interruption.
Now it was open and I was fully erect, I peered in. I said to myself don’t touch anything for now, but there on top was the clothing that Rosemary had worn yesterday. I gasped as peaking from under a T shirt I recognised the familiar sight of knickers. Nylon and baby blue with white lacy scallops, I knew I would have to have these out. I would be quick I told myself, just a taster for later, something to tease him down below and make him leak in anticipation.
Gently I pulled on the delicate material, my thumb and forefinger in a leg opening, my brain and cock registered that these had been on her petite bottom yesterday, beneath those tantalising black trousers. The rear of the gusset came into view that al revealing the seam that I had spotted through the trousers. That cute bottom wiggled again just as it had done yesterday. Now they were out completely, revealing all of their glory, the crotch where her pussy had sat, the pretty leg openings framed in white and the innocence of the baby blue. I was getting Rosemary’s perfume now encouraging them up to my nose. I inhaled the sweet labours of her sex, nibbling and pulling on the nylon. I was tasting her, for the first time, imagining that black trousered pussy sitting on my face. My cock leaked profusely.

Against my promise I got him out. I could smell my own wetness now as I pulled my foreskin back and nibbled at her crotch. I left him standing to examine the white cotton centre, her light staining demanding me to taste her. My lips pulled on the dry stain savouring her day. My cock had to smear himself in that soft cotton placing me with her. Reality kicked in, you can’t stand here forever punishing yourself, besides you are sure to be disturbed. Get out now I tell myself, then you can return later to savour the moment, when time isn’t chasing you. Everything is returned as I had found it, closing the lid I slipped downstairs.
In the kitchen are Rosemary and Rebecca. We greet each other and I try not to look too guilty, remembering my bathroom activity, I feign tiredness and being half awake. She asks if I have slept well and have I been comfortable.
‘Yes’, I reply, ‘I had a deep sleep that’s why probably feel so tired’.
‘Well chill out today’ she says, have you anything planned?
‘I need to set my hi-fi up in my room’, don’t worry I say, ‘I have headphones; I also need to finish my ironing’.
I’m told to help myself to the breakfast things. I am sat eating buttered toast when Sarah appears. This is a first real meeting and after her shy but smiling introduction she starts to gather her own breakfast. I soon realise she is a smaller version of her mother and she has inherited her good looks. I compare them both as they move around the kitchen and see that they are almost dressed the same. Both are wearing skin tight Levi’s which gives me ample opportunity to compare their bottoms. It’s not hard to see how Sarah will blossom, just a little more hip, I guess now she is an 8 or 10 and Rosemary maybe a 12.
Sarah reaches into a cupboard with her back to me and stretches for a bowl. Her T shirt drifts exposing the small of her back and her narrow waist I am enchanted by her creamy skin. Rebecca is talking to me now about the purpose of their days shopping telling how they will be buying new uniforms for school and how mum had promised new outfits too. I drink in Sarah’s bottom as her sister talks and I listen, I drawn to the little red Levi tag as it swings and sways, I think how cutely it sits on those curves. I can see how the boys will want her as Rebecca is telling me about how they have all had a good clear out of their wardrobes to make way for the new.
Sarah dips down to a lower unit cupboard and I am treated to those jeans tightening over those oh so sweet hips. She unknowingly gives me a visible knicker line around her buttocks and the gusset seam that joins the two. I know it is not school knickers under there because they are thin, besides that will mean there will be more in her knicker drawer, I hope. No, these I guess are bikinis of some sort and I am immediately taken back to the laundry basket. I wonder if Sarah has little blue and whites too and whether they have little bows of innocence.
Suddenly I am aware that Rosemary is back in the kitchen but I wasn’t even aware that she had gone out. I had been distracted, taken in by her daughter’s luscious little bottom. It was silly I wasn’t in control, at any time my interest could have been noticed. I gathered myself together, to get into a more normal mode, instead of that lecherous pervert I knew I was.
I got back into the conversation with Rebecca asking, ‘so where will you be shopping today then’.
‘Why Bentall’s of course’, she replied in an adult tone.
Here was that name drop again I thought to myself. I chuckled to myself realising that Surrey people were so status conscious.
‘So’, I said, ‘why Bentall’s, what’s so special’.
Rebecca replied, ‘cos they sell the best school uniforms’.

And mum get’s staff discount’, chipped in Sarah sitting down at the table, and then added, ‘and she’s a buyer’.
Rosemary enters the conversation too now, explaining her job and her hours of working.
Next I ask, directing my conversation at Sarah, ‘so where are the best record shops?
‘Well, there’s London Road Records, then the new HMV next to Marks and Spencer and then of course WH Smith and Woollies in the market place’.
This is the first time we have really spoken and I sense her teenage shyness but we then get talking about groups and records and end up smiling at one another. I feel a little warmth beginning to settle between us it pleases me but not in a sexual way but that I am fitting in with her and her family.
Rosemary announces that they should all be off, there is a lot to get today and they should avoid the crowds. They leave me quickly and I am sat there pondering at the kitchen table. My thoughts go to their return and I mentally give myself the morning. Equally I must prepare for a premature return too as the town centre is so near. The apprehension and excitement mix and envelop my brain and I sit there in weakened state watching the minutes of safety tick by on the clock.
I’m sure now that there won’t be an imminent return, for something they have forgotten, so I make my move. I’m in the bathroom now safe with the closed and locked. In anticipation I unzip my hardening erection. He’s already wet from my earlier teasing and the watching of Sarah’s bottom. The lid is open and I am where I was before.
The baby blues are now on my cock and my wetness now joining Rosemary’s pussy stains of yesterday. I roll him in her soft cotton gusset imagining her wiggling movements in those black trousers. The sensations as the cotton sticks to my foreskin are exquisite but I know my heightened excitement will not hold back if I continue. I leave him throbbing in the gusset as they hang on the end of my cock. There are sure to be more treasures in the hamper and I simply must explore. I carefully withdraw items of clothing noting there order and placing them on the floor hopefully in the same discarded way they had sat in the hamper.
Rebecca’s dress from yesterday comes into view but sat on top are the school knickers I guessed she was wearing yesterday. Navy blue of course and as I reach to lift them Rosemary’s knicks fall from my throbbing and leaking cock. I watch as they fall to the floor taking a string of my pre-cum with them. Now I examine my little nymphet’s knicks holding them as if she was stood before me. Teasingly I tickle my exposed and sticky foreskin with the front of her crotch. The soft cotton sensationally catches the underside of my foreskin as I throb into that soft heaven.
I look inside and find them clean in appearance but bringing them to my nose tells another tale. Her day’s activities give me a sweet and heady fragrance and I roll my foreskin savouring her sweet, sweet smell.  They are on my cock now finding the soft cotton where her nonny sat and I tease my foreskin thinking of her sat on my face, that dress over my head and that navy pushing against my nose. I have to be careful I want to cum but don’t want to lose my ardour for other finds. I drop them to the floor and continue lifting the other items from the hamper.
I find a bra of Rosemary’s confirming a 34B bust, it excites me but not like her knickers, I delve on. I’m disappointed nothing from Sarah yet I am very near the bottom. Another pair of what I assume to be Rosemary’s knicks comes into view and they are with what look like her clothes. Soft cotton this time in a little red candy stripe, size 12 confirms they are hers and with that same heady perfume as before, I bring them to my nose.
I taste their gusset as before and tickle my nose with the delicate little scalloping. My cock finds its way into the lightly stained but white cotton of her gusset and is teased by the downy pull of the fabric. I encase myself in her crotch and roll and leak myself into the softness. I must hold back again, besides my thoughts are with Sarah and I am disappointed I have not shared her nonny yet.
I tell myself, ‘no Dave you can’t come yet, there is so much to explore in this wonderful house’. 
Sarah is on my mind now, I must be with her, and the little visible knicker line from this morning beckons me. They are obviously not here, I am determined; I must find her knicks from yesterday. I carefully replace all the clothing from the floor. They must all go back in the right order or at least that is what I tell myself. I pride myself as I replicate the last of the items, Rosemary’s T shirt and those lovely baby blues.
I’m in Sarah’s room now and I feel close to her. There is an air of cleanness, almost as if it has been spring cleaned and tidied. I also notice that Sarah can be a bit untidy too, as what she has touched is left in disarray. Some of her drawers are open and the contents spilling. I tell myself that this will have advantages for me, as her lack of care will mean that she will not notice when small things are out of place. Her bed is unmade, just as she has exited it and partly tucked under the pillow are what I take to be the treasure from yesterday.
I move forward on them, taking my cock out of my trousers again. They are scrunched up in a ball but as I close in I begin to recognise the material. Oh pink gingham, it is a favourite, my fingers tempt them from their partial hiding place. I hold them up to examine what they are. They reveal their shape as bikini with little white scallops of lace around the legs and waist and a single solitary bow in the middle. Their soft cotton invites me to examine them more closely and the Marks and Sparks label tells me they are indeed size 8.
I rub my cock in appreciation of my find as I one handed I explore the white crotch. Again, like Rosemary’s they are lightly stained and I immediately push my stickiness into her gusset. My foreskin has a thousand sensations as my brain registers just were these knicks have been. Visions of her little bottom and thighs in those Levi’s and the little nonny that resides there, send tingles around my foreskin. For maybe the third time this morning my own lubrication joins with the nonny stains I find there, sharing what was between her legs.
I stand there quietly rolling myself in the soft cotton taking myself to the edge many times. I would so much like to come in little Sarah’s knicks spunking where her nonny has sat but I know I must hold off. To finish now would throw my desires; I must see what else resides in this lovely house whilst I have the opportunity. I wrap my cock securely in Sarah’s gusset and partially place my cock back in my pants with my fly still open. My cock head sticks out of the front of my jeans exposing the pink gingham. I am able to walk and explore like this her knickers randomly tickling the underside of my glands as I think of her.
I now move to those open drawers to explore and seek new treasures. Her top drawer is partially open and I pull it slowly testing its manoeuvrability. This is a mental note for later excursions, as I need to know where the pitfalls of noise are in this house. I peer into it; it reveals its contents and my foreskin is teased in the pink gingham. The drawer looks empty, well certainly not full and certainly by no means enough knickers to provide enough to wear and to be in the wash.
I spot one pair of grey Cherubs which I carefully extract. They are new and still have a sticky price label on them albeit part of it has lost its adhesion. They declare themselves as being 16 inch with some foreign size in centimetres below for which I cannot relate to. I carefully drape them over the drawer front expecting others to jump out on me. There are other bikinis in here but not many, the matching pair of pink ginghams shouts out at me as I throb in to the ones wrapped around my cock.
I tickle myself again and watch a leak of pre-cum soak into the area where Sarah’s nonny has sat. There are around six other pairs of bikinis in her drawer and I am hugely disappointed. They all declare themselves to be Marks and Spencer’s and appear to be part of a set. My mind races as to where the others are and how she can survive on so little. I replace the cherubs, close the drawer and frantically search the drawers below, despondency overcomes me, yes there is a nice gingham bra size 30A to match the knicks but no other knickers are to be found.
Rebecca’s words come back to me about clearing out wardrobes and buying new outfits today and I suddenly realise the significance of the bags in the top spare room and the sorting out. Fool, I think as I quickly put the drawers and room back to how I found it. The pink gingham’s will stay on my cock I tell myself and I will treasure hunt in the spare room.
I make my way to the stairs teasing my cock as it still juts from the front of my jeans. I climb the stairs imagining Sarah sat on her bed yesterday with her little nonny pressed into where my cock is now. I can’t resist a quick wank in them as I reach the landing, my foreskin falling in love with the soft cotton of her crotch. I have to hold myself off cumming, telling myself to be patient, you came up here to explore.  I stop teasing myself and move into the spare room. I get a sudden reminder as I see the pile of school knickers that I played with last night that I have to wash Rebecca’s navy’s that I have spunked in.
I kneel on the floor next to the pile and begin to kiss the folded pile in front of me. They are so soft to my lips as I kiss the delicate cotton and I am overcome by the clean heady perfume that waft’s into my nose. I roll my cock again and again into the pink gingham as I now plant little kisses on Sarah’s greys school knickers. My lips reach the half folded cuffed legs and it tickles as I trace it to the crotch. I arrive there in its softness and breath in deeply, trying to catch an impregnated scent of her nonny. The perfume that fills my head is clean but also unique, it is hers.
The pink gingham now has a definite wet patch and I know I can’t cum in these, it would be spotted and I can’t wash and dry them in time. Besides I tell myself they cannot be clean and go back to where they came she has already worn them. I hold off spunking yet again and look around me for the purpose that I came.
The room is as it was last night. It appears Rosemary has been sorting through the old school clothes and removing the name tags before disposing of them or maybe passing Sarah’s on to Rebecca. What I did not spot or ignored from last night were three black bin bags, I walk on my knees towards them. Peering into the first, I recognise the clothing to be that of Rebecca, there are little dresses and cardigans that she has clearly outgrown. I have to be nosey and peer into the others, confirming that each of the girls and Rosemary has a bag; this is the clear out that Rebecca mentioned. 
Rosemary’s bag excites me first as I can see it mainly consists of her underwear, revealing socks and bra’s, slips and knickers. I carefully delve into this bag again making a mental note of some type of order. Slowly I pull items out. First a nylon half slip and a couple of bras that I note are a 32A. Then the real treasure, some nylon bikinis which I guess are 5 or 6 years old and from the late 60’s. The colours are a dead giveaway really, aqua green, orange and purple, all with a white lacy trim. I guess from their style and gaudiness that they were bought with her husband in mind and a quick reveal in the gussets shows them hardly worn. The gussets are baby soft and white. I imagine they were a turn on for him and not really everyday wear.
My cock is still stiff and leaking into Sarah’s knicks so I give him a quick roll in appreciation of my finds. More slips, bra’s and T shirts appear, as well as the odd pair of socks. Next appears some soft cotton bikinis in various colours all of which appear to be from Marks and Spencer’s and all are size 12. I can see that these have been worn on a daily basis as they look old and tired. I examine the gussets on some and their grey appearance tells me they have been washed many times and that these would have been Rosemary’s everyday knickers.
I peer now into the bottom of the bag and find only socks left, there are dozens of pairs and I realise this is the finish of Rosemary’s clear out. I carefully place everything back in its order and move on.

The next bag I look in gives me clue’s that this is Rebecca’s and I swiftly move to the remaining bag which is definitely Sarah’s. The bag is full of what I term as little girl knickers with a high waist band. All are made of baby soft cotton and I notice they are varying age sizes from age 11 to 12 and 12 to 13. I guess that little bottom of hers still fits in some of these knickers but their styles are too childish for a maturing teenage girl. With all these gone and with the grey school knicks that are in the pile, they number 2 dozen plus pairs.

It excites me to see that they are worn and bobbly as it tells me they have been well worn and close to her nonny. The gussets are the same too and I can’t resist removing the sticky pink ginghams from my excited cock just to place my wetness in their bobbly soft cotton. I leak a little into their softness and begin to tickle my glands teasingly. I decide that I can risk taking two pair of her knickers without the risk of them being missed and I pick two of those that are duplicated. These will be my wanking trophies for when I am alone in my room at night. I can fantasise about her little nonny lying a sleep one floor below me and spunk in them to my heart’s content. Again I replace everything back as I hope that I have found so as not to arouse suspicion that I have been here.
Little Rebecca’s bag is last and as I lift out the contents I am disappointed there are only around 7 pairs. I suppose her knicker drawer that I have not visited yet will be still holding pairs that she has not out grown. The knickers are similar in style to her older sisters indeed one or two are the same only smaller in size. I would like to have a pair of these too but I know they are too few and maybe they would be missed when Rosemary finally sorts them. Indeed will she buy new pairs today, to replace these? I start to question in my head whether Sarah’s knickers will be missed too. I dismiss it, a risk to take to satisfy my lust for her knickers, I need them and want them, I want my cock to share them where her nonny has been sat.
I roll my cock again in the soft cotton of her crotch as I imagine my cock is nestling between her delicate little nonny lips. I have to stop myself from spunking in them as I remind myself I have not yet been to either Rosemary’s or little Rebecca’s knicker drawers. My head spins with excitement as I realise how lucky it has been for me to come lodging here and how much fun I can have in the future. Once again I replace everything in order except for Sarah’s pink ginghams and the 2 pairs I will keep. Passionately I give the pile of school knicks a last kiss as I make my way back out on to the landing.
Out here now I temporarily tuck my cock back into my pants. I remember that I must wash Rebecca’s navy blues that I spunked in last night. I must find somewhere for them to dry quickly so as I can return them without being missed. Quickly I hide the 2 pairs of Sarah’s bikinis in my room and collect the navy blue’s. I rush like a man possessed down the stairs and return pink ginghams to their hiding place under the pillow and hurriedly make my way to the kitchen. There I find some washing powder under the sink cupboard and empty some into the gusset of Rebecca’s navy blues.
Back upstairs to the bathroom now I lock myself in and fill the hand basin with warm water. I slosh it around to make a soapy wash. Carefully and paying attention to the spunky gusset I scrub them up. With about three rinses all the soap has gone and the smell fresh. I fold them in half and wring them tightly to extract as much water as possible. I reshape them to ensure they will dry to their natural shape tugging them both length ways and across. Next I am back up on my landing to the airing cupboard. My plumbing skill tells me there will be a hot pipe exiting from the centre and at the rear of the immersion heater. I am not wrong and thank the plumber who fitted it for his standard practice. I hang them here ensuring hey cannot be seen from any angle knowing that within an hour or two they should be dry.
I look at my watch to register 11 o clock. I know Rosemary has promised them lunch so they will not return just yet. I start to think about Rosemary’s knickers, the ones in the wicker basket and the prospects of her knicker drawer. I stand outside her partially open bedroom door and for the first time this morning my mouth goes dry. I am apprehensive about entering, visions of her husband come into my brain. She’s my landlady too and will she know I have been into her room? These thoughts plague me and ponder at her door.
I push myself to go in and creep around the door. It intimidates to be in here, staring at the huge double bed. The room is neat and tidy spick and span and again I worry that she may know I have been in here. I try and overcome my tormented thoughts and think back again to her baby blue bikini’s in the laundry basket. Nervously I move on towards a chest of drawers that I determine will be hers. Well the feminine hair brushes and nick knacks that adorn the top suggest I’m right.
Apprehensively, I pull the top drawer slowly open and reveal that I am right. I note too how the drawer moves and whether it sticks or glides. My fear subsides now as the beautiful contents come into view. The array of colour and fabrics has my secured cock throbbing again. I unzip myself and tease him through my underpants as my brain begins to recognise the beauty and lust I see before me. I pick up some tantalising red full waisted nylon briefs with a saucy white frill down their front. Deep and wide scallops of frills decorate the waist and leg band too making it very sexy garment. I imagine Rosemary filling them with her cute bottom and delightful pussy that sheltered in those trousers yesterday.
I finger the nylon between my fingertips letting it slip and slide whilst teasing my cock with my other hand. I slink the material round now and feel the soft cotton gusset on the pads of my finger tips. Her pussy has been here I tell myself as I take my erecting cock from my pants. He is sticky with pre-cum and I am dying to tease him with Rosemary’s knickers. A handy box of tissues on her dresser provides the answer. Carefully and one handed dry myself whilst rolling the soft cotton and nylon of her gusset with my free hand. I love the way these two materials react together, slipping and sliding in a filmy pattern. The tissue goes into the back pocket of my jeans; she can’t know I have been here.
Firstly I roll my foreskin back and stand with the red knicks front of me, then I tickle him by teasing the red nylon over him. The sensations that run through my cock and into my body are incredible and I shiver with excitement. Next I turn them inside out exposing that baby cotton white crotch. Holding either ends of the crotch I tease my foreskin up and down feeling the cotton pull on him. The sensations of this little wanking motion are incredible making my cock throb. I feel the tickling sensation in my balls, the message that my spunk is travelling, I hold off and wait.
I watch him throbbing on the cotton and visualise her pussy has been sat here. The little bobbles on the cotton tell me they have had some use but not much and I wonder how often her husband’s cock has nudged this gusset. I am ready to go again now that my erection has ebbed and know I can start my little wanking motion again. I take about another minute of this action and note I am leaking again. I stop myself when the sensations in my balls start. I can’t stand here forever and as much as I would dearly love to spunk onto where her pussy has been I know it is not practical. I can’t wash another pair of knicks and get them back to her room it would be too risky. Sadly I must put them back
I stand peering into the rest of Rosemary’s knicker drawer realising that it is too tidy to be rummaging in and anyway disturbance may alert her. I note though the styles and colours and get an appreciation of what she likes to wear. I see that her everyday knicks are usually cotton bikinis with some nylon bikinis to, I guess these are for special occasions.
My thoughts now run to exploring little Rebecca’s room and wonder what treasures I will find there. I have visions now of her yesterday climbing those stairs in that little cotton frock and my imagination of those navy blues underneath. Her room is very tidy and I can see it is always kept this way, no scrunched up knicks under the pillow for her. Her knicker drawer I discover is in her wardrobe unit and as usual it is the top drawer. Again I carefully slide it open to gauge how it slides.
My cock throbs again as this time there are more school knickers, well 5 pairs of navy blues at least. There are other high waited little girl knickers too but as with Sarah’s I notice there is space for today’s purchases and I guess that they will be buying some grey school knickers for the new term. I take out the navy blues feeling their soft nap which I then rub across my cheek. Rebecca’s unique scent drifts into my nose and I am beginning to tell the difference between the two girls.
I kiss and nibble the crotch imagining that little Rebecca is sat on my face pressing her nonny into my nose. I want to wank into their soft gusset but I know I will want to spunk in them and do not want the problem of washing them. Besides I can spunk into a pair in the spare room or even one of the pairs I have stolen from Sarah’s turn out bag. No I tell myself I’m here only to see what treasures this households for me and that I should save my real playing for tonight in bed. I replace the navy blues and examine her little girl knickers. Again I can see mum has bought mainly sets and for Rebecca these I suppose will be for the weekends and high days.
The number of navy blues she has tells me that mum will keep her in school knickers until she is at least Sarah’s age and comply with the school uniform rules. What does catch my eye is a pair of party knickers that have a deep ruffle around the waist and leg bands. I can’t resist taking out my cock and tickling my foreskin with the ruffle near the crotch and watch him leak.
I look at my watch which now reads mid day and begin to think that maybe my game has gone on too long. I can’t gauge when they will come back or even if they will come home early, maybe just to drop some shopping off. There is one more area in which I should look as I tell myself there is a possibility of treasure. I leave Rebecca’s room and descend the stair to the under stairs cupboard. I have an inkling that a girl of Sarah’s age may have her PE kit stored there as there is a distinct lack of grey school knickers in her drawer. If she is not now wearing them every day and Rosemary is allowing her to wear ordinary knickers then there is a possibility that she has some here. I open the door testing its resistance and listen for every creak, I will need to know if it will ever give me away.
 Its open now and I peer into the semi darkness and then the light switch becomes obvious. Yes it’s here I knew it would be, a coloured royal blue bag with the embroidered name Sarah Wilkinson. It has contents by the feel and I become excited as I lift it off the peg. The draw string gives and slides along its tunnel of material opening to let me see inside. Wonderful, I’m right, I start recognise her kit. The fragrance of fresh laundry hits me and I know they have been prepared for the new term. Gently I pull out her gym skirt, its pleats tickling my fingers with their sharpness, and then I have them, another pair of grey Cherubs size 16 and the cousin of those that are in her knicker drawer. These have been worn previous but not much they still have their fresh nap. I sense also they are not clean like the skirt, maybe she has worn once and decided that they were clean enough to wear again. I smell them all over and the heady smell of gymnasiums and her exercise enters my nostrils.
I examine her gusset and sniff and my cock rises in my trousers again. There are no stains but I can smell her and her exercising nonny. I have my cock out again and can’t resist a frot along her gusset as I imagine her playing netball, the little grey skirt hiding her delicious silky smooth legs. I will cum if I don’t stop and I want to save myself for a big session tonight where I will spunk into Sarah’s little girl knickers. I put everything back as I found it and check around the rest of the under stairs cupboard. On the peg next to where I have replace Sarah’s gym bag is a new and empty one for Rebecca. I guess after today it may have contents, yummy!
I spy some plastic bags that have old t shirts hanging over the edge, I draw them both out discovering they are rag bags from previous clearouts, I have to have a delve. Nothing in the first one but the second becomes interesting as first I find a cotton slip. Jackpot at the bottom are three pair of navy blues, I am excited again. I have them all now and find out they are Sarah’s from junior school, mum has left her name tags in. The Montfort label tells me they are age size 10. They have an air of wear about them and are slightly faded. I must have a pair for my room I tell myself, they will not be missed; they have been here a long time. My watch tells me it’s time to move. Quickly Sarah’s knicks are in my pocket and everything put back in its place. I now have three pair of Sarah’s knicks to play with tonight and my cock throbs with excitement.
Everything is hidden in my room now and I tell myself it’s time to get out of the house now. Soon I am out in the fresh air walking towards Kingston Town centre.
To be continued in chapter 3  

