The Lodger Chap 27
Back at the Wilkinson’s I felt some what lost and empty. There was a resounding silence to my call out of hello as I stood in the doorway of the kitchen and the hall. I scanned the kitchen table for a note and then to the kettle, perhaps another prop for a message. There was nothing.

Where could they be and how long before they were back? I sat at the table and listened to the stillness. For a brief moment I pondered an adventure, an excursion and intrusion into their private lives. He stirred momentarily in my trousers, a half hearted attempt to lift himself in my underpants at the prospect a delicious frot in any of their knickers. It was not to be, I was tired, completely knackered and exhausted from my weekend way with Georgina, George and Georgie.
The house felt alien as I sat there in the silence. Thoughts wandered to always being with Georgina, perhaps moving in with her and living together. Even that seemed a distant possibility at the moment; we had never even talked about it. Besides wasn’t it all too soon, we had only known each other weeks. But the commitment was there I reasoned, we knew we were so right for each other, there were no other intentions in life other than to be together, it was just the practicalities and the soonest of it all that got in the way.

A bus rumbled by in the road outside vibrating the windows and bringing me back to a reality. My thoughts changed yet again, I didn’t want to leave here just yet, this haven of female attire and opportunity. An opportunity and access that I had never had in my life before, I was greedy, I wanted it all, and besides, I’d found myself, I’d come to terms with what I was, to leave this sanctuary now would be so premature and surely could never be repeated. Enjoy it while you can I told myself, even Georgina would agree with that.

I stood up and flicked the switch on the kettle, sat again and contemplated a little treasure hunt around the house. I imagined all my finds, there was an excitement that had him stirring again, wondering which knickers had been worn over the weekend and what I might find. Rebecca was easy enough to work out, probably in her old navy school knicks, getting the most use out of them before she outgrew them, probably on mother’s instructions too. Still they would have an air of innocence about them, sat in the laundry bin all soft and inviting. My cock imagined himself tickling his foreskin in the subtly fragrant little double crotch.

The kettle was singing in the background, bringing in that homeliness that told me I should be here for a while yet. Tyres crunched on the drive outside too, signalling my adopted family were now arriving back. Excited voices could be heard near the front door and the key turned in the lock. I got up and placed two mugs near the now whizzing kettle.

‘Hello’ shouted Rosemary enquiring my where abouts.

I responded and she peered inward toward the kitchen. The excitement all came from Rebecca and I could now capture the gist of her babbled conversation. It all revolved around her having a friend to stay for the weekend just like Sarah had done. But you promised mum she went on and in a moment of pressure Rosemary relented.

‘Oh all very well’, Rosemary replied knowing full well that unless she agreed it would not be the end of it.

‘So can I call her then’, enquired Rebecca.

‘Call who’, asked Rosemary?

‘Well Lindsey of course’, Rebecca replied expecting her mother to know who she had in mind. ‘Can I ring her to ask’, she continued impatiently.

‘Well wait, wait a bit, her mum might want to talk about it with me first’, insisted Rosemary.

By now I was pouring two mugs of tea and gesturing to Sarah to ask if she wanted one. She didn’t speak but shook her head which I took as maybe she didn’t want to speak at all or didn’t want to get mixed up with the conversation that surrounded us. At that moment she disappeared, turning and making her way to her room.
‘Oh go on then’, continued Rosemary, ‘at least it will get you off my back and if her mum wants to speak to me, I’ll call her later’.

Peace surrounded us and Rosemary smiled as I sorted the milk. 

‘Oh that’s nice’, silence and a nice cup of tea’, she commented.

We sat down at the kitchen table.

‘You’ve had a hectic weekend then’, I asked?

She laughed, ‘you could say that but what about yours?

It was a question I wasn’t really expecting, well not at least so soon after getting back. I felt some colour flood into my cheeks and tried to hide it. I wondered if Rosemary had noticed, perhaps she did and that’s perhaps why she said what she said next.
‘Oh I’m sorry I didn’t mean to pry’, she said, ‘you know what women are like when it comes to romance and gossip. You must forgive me, it’s just, well you know, I’ve known Georgina all her life, she is my best friend’s sister’.

I looked at her and smiled, yes I did understand, I wasn’t yet comfortable with little intrusions into my private life but I understood. The other thing of course was my preferences in life, I didn’t want them into the open, I was only just beginning to understand them myself.

‘It’s ok’, I said, ‘I keep forgetting how close you all are, it must be like family, so I can see you’re interest. Yes we had a wonderful weekend, I loved every minute’.

‘Good, I had wondered, I think we all would like to see Georgina settled’ There she paused. ‘Oh I’m sorry I shouldn’t have said that it sounds as if we want her married off, no I suppose it’s a bit of jealousy that she is foot loose and fancy free. There I go again burdening her with responsibility, it must sound awful’.

I laughed, ‘no it doesn’t, I suppose you only have her welfare at heart. If you must know we are very serious about one another. Perhaps I shouldn’t have said that but that’s how I feel about her’.

‘Good, you both seem some how very right for each other, I’m pleased’. She laughed, ‘you know Catherine has you both married off already’.

I smiled at the thought, inwardly that excited me, I did love her and being with her would make me so happy.

‘Not yet’, I said revealingly.
‘Enough prying anyway, its just you’ve probably had a better weekend than I’ve had’, she laughed.

‘Why were they a handful, Sarah and Caroline? A vision of the two going off to the town on Friday came to mind, the two delicious denim clad bottoms.

‘No not really, quite independent in fact, probably isn’t going to be that way this coming weekend now that I have promised Rebecca. The problem is I promised to help my mother with some curtains and I’m sure I won’t be able to drag them both along’.

‘Well I’m not out till Saturday afternoon if that helps. Georgina is working and I think playing netball on Sunday’.

‘Oh. Well I didn’t want you to baby sit but if you are in the house, it would help. I might let them go to town on Saturday afternoon and Sunday I’ll take them all out somewhere’.

‘I don’t mind really, I’m sure they won’t be as much trouble to me as they would you’.

‘That would be good if you could manage it, I’m sure Sarah will be out and about Saturday morning’.

With the cup of tea finished, off I went to my room. For some strange reason I felt a presence there, as if someone had been in, maybe a faint whiff of someone else’s  perfume or deodorant. Nothing looked disturbed and I knew that it would not be Rosemary; she left its cleaning to me.
I sat on the bed and contemplated the coming weekend, I had to really; the prospect of the week in between didn’t excite me at all after the last fulfilling couple of days. Besides Georgina was busy, yes we would catch up in the evening but I had already decided that Saturday afternoon I would be knicker hunting! Now it looked like there would be other opportunities too, baby sitting Rebecca and her friend and the prospect of them all being out of the house on Sunday, I’m sure I could get up to mischief in the knicker drawers and laundry basket.
I wondered too what delights I had missed at the weekend with Sarah’s friend Caroline. Visions came flooding back of that sneaky little look I had in her PE bag and those gorgeous grey school knickers. It was a shame in many ways that I didn’t get the opportunity to indulge with them, it would have been nice to frot in them for the very first time, it initiated an excitement all on its own, almost as if we had a first sexual encounter. Still it wasn’t to be, perhaps another time and I would not have swapped my weekend for anything.

I started gathering my work clothes together for the week ahead. I noted Rosemary had left a pile of clean washing in the easy chair and I gathered what I needed. I unpacked my holdall too on the bed, all of my male underpants apart from the white Y fronts had not been worn so I folded them again to put away. I don’t know why it came to my notice, caught my eye but there on the pillow was a hair. I stood back and studied it for a moment shocked at finding it there and it was too long for mine. An element of a panic came over me in a realisation that someone other than Rosemary had been in my room and the question was for what purpose.

The more I looked at it the more I saw, it was definitely from Caroline, I’d convinced myself it was her shade of hair but what on earth was it doing on my pillow. Thoughts whizzed through my head of perhaps both Sarah and Caroline being in here, what were they doing and why.

Quickly I went to my secret hiding places to check to see if my collection had been disturbed, it had not, all was well. I checked the leather suitcase too, it had not moved and the key was still in its secret place. I hadn’t been discovered but what were they doing in here and what interest did they have in me. Well yes Sarah maybe, but I thought she was too jealous to be bothered with me now but why the two of them? Perhaps it was some fantasy, a school girl desire just to get close to me, or more likely to annoy me.

I checked out the rest of the room and over by the dressing table there was a strong smell of my ‘Brut’ aftershave as though it had been opened and then some had been spilled. I wondered what little games they had been up to in here, I even checked my underwear drawer, surely girls were not interested in those? Again nothing had been disturbed it puzzled me. 
Later in bed it kept me awake as I pondered what they were doing in my room. A little fantasy of my own developed, having them both in a little tangle of sexual education and lust. I imagined them both having come in from school that Friday wearing there netball kit, delicious glimpses of alluring grey school knickers teased me in little flashes exposing their perfect teenage bodies. I had caught them in my room being nosy and subsequently belligerent about being in there, Sarah claiming they had every right to be in any part of her parent’s house. Infantile teasing along with goading took place, firstly from them and then from me as my sexual interest kicked in. It was a typical game that girls of their age would play all insults and torments but all the time including some not so subtle hints of a willingness, to indulge in maybe something more.
Soon we were pushing and shoving at each other, provoking physical contact that had no hint at all of aggression. I grabbed Sarah’s wrist in a game of submission, she struggled pathetically but acting as though I had hurt her badly. Caroline joined in ganging up on me and twisting my other wrist with an unexpected force. Of course I could have easily gotten out of it, had it been real aggression but I played along letting her bring me to me knees.

Suddenly they had me flattened on the floor, pinning me down by my wrists. Sarah had climbed over and sat on my chest, her hands holding me down. Caroline sat across my thighs completing my capture. I played at freeing myself, struggling and trying lift myself from under them. Maybe with effort it would have been achievable but here in my little fantasy it suited that I was held under. Besides with each heave of my body Sarah bounced around on my chest giving the most wonderful views under her netball skirt. 

Caroline too seemed to be shifting, stopping me from releasing myself by gradually working her self up my body to be sat astride my now rising cock. Immediately I felt the heat between us, our genital areas in such close proximity and the knowledge her adolescent sex was squirming purposely all over the ridge of excitement she found there.

I was exhausted and flustered now, needed to regain my sapped energy of trying to throw two nubile and desirable goddesses off me. I lay their submitting in a false reluctance at my predicament all the while really enjoying the position I was in. Sneakily I strained my neck to look up the smooth and creamy thighs to the little grey patch of knickers that hid the most desired treasure in the world. I watched the material wrinkle then tighten itself over the most delicious covered mound I had ever seen. The scene all helped along by my now hard erection that Caroline seemed to be pleasuring her self on in the pretence of holding me down.

My strains to see more had me lifting my head and with that came the involuntary movement of muscles in my arms that must have signalled to the girls that I was struggling again. Caroline buried her weight on to my groin, I felt her knees spread and widen in an attempt to control me. For a brief moment despite the covering of her knickers, my jeans and pants I could swear I felt was the first contours of what I was sure was her virgin sex.

Caroline’s shifting prompted Sarah too to move, slipping forward on my chest. Her body loomed over me radiating outward its heat and unique perfume, her grey crotch for ever getting nearer to my reddening face. This was heaven but I wasn’t going to admit it, rather to the contrary, I struggled further enticing them both lay their full weight on me.

Caroline was purposeful, she knew to a degree what she was doing as she secretly wriggled herself on my engorged erection, even the material that separated us radiated the intense heat from our bodies. Of course my struggling too was purposeful where Caroline was concerned, my hips bucking upward to meet her ever downward pressing groin. I had the feeling too that she had no intention of sharing any of this with Sarah who facing forward remained forever innocent to what was happening behind her.

In my head this fantasy ran over and over forever fixating on this little scene of adolescent play. Of course over the years I had many such fantasies, perhaps more so when I was at school, little indulgencies of pleasure to tide me over when there was no such reality. I pondered for a moment why I still needed them, especially now, now that Georgina had fulfilled my wildest dreams, I wondered. Sleep came easy after such an eventful and body sapping weekend.
Next morning at breakfast the remnants of that fantasy still revolved around in my head. Of course Sarah was there in person to help things along, her uniform adding to fuel to the memory. The grey knickers would not be there but I could imagine them under her skirt, at least they were still around for PE. If only I thought to myself, if only.
Monday dragged considerably; it was just one of those days of anti climax where nothing of interest happened at all. I couldn’t even engineer it, the houses I visited were just sterile and void, not a hint of treasure hunting opportunity. Lunchtime was the same too; I had to be somewhere earlier than anticipated and had to make do watching an empty climbing frame in the park.

That evening I had a call from Georgina asking if I wanted to pick her up from Tolworth Girls School again on Wednesday evening. She giggled on the other end as she reminded me. Meet me in the right place this time and I’ll introduce you to all the girls she teased. 

Then she was gone leaving me in that void again. I always felt this way lately, I had found my self, and a girl that understood me and wanted to be with me all the time. I wandered back to my room and after a while when I knew it would be safe and I would not be disturbed I sought out my little collection.
Some how I was drawn to Rebecca knickers, maybe it was the conversation with Georgina, maybe because the girls that she taught on Wednesday were in and around Rebecca’s age. I especially was drawn to the small pile of Rebecca’s navy blues as Tolworth Girls wore navy blue. There were other associations too, with my growing up, there was always navy blue around, it was the most common in the playground and it was this colour that got my attention first in life.

My thought patterns and recall were intense as I found myself subconsciously masturbating in the soft nap of little Rebecca’s gusset. Every memory ran before me almost in a sequence of how my fixation had unfolded. First recollections filtered through a fog of memories rein-acting themselves in photographic detail. In some instances the detail felt more vivid now than the timeframe they were captured in, I wondered and marvelled at how my brain could do that.

Little scenes played out before me, school halls and gymnasiums, swings slides and roundabouts in parks and play grounds, handstands and cartwheels and rough and tumbles all sought there sequence as the sensations increased in my cock.

I recounted favourites too, stopping the fervour of my wank to re-roll the scene in my head, my fingers manipulating my foreskin at just the right moments when a prominent vision was played again. Maybe it was some girl hanging upside down from some bars, the fluffy and almost velvet softness of her knickers displaying just for me. The wrinkle and ruck as the material rode over a taut and creamy body and how it seemed to mould itself in all her secret places leaving me wondering what beauty lay beneath.

Now I was gently rolling my foreskin backwards and forwards watching it get caught on every upward stroke of Rebecca’s delicious gusset. The soft material folded itself nicely under making a natural little ridge of captured pleasure. My pre-cum seeped uncontrollably outward dampening the most smallest of patches, stickying my glands into making involuntarily sloshing sounds as my head ran through the knicker clad memories of the past.

I stopped and held him, tickling him with a solitary finger whilst an element of guilt traversed my brain. Why did I still need to do this I questioned as I struggled keeping my erection. What significance was it all now? Why now when I had found Georgina.

I thought about the reality of what I was thinking and questioned myself inwardly. What associations lay before my little fantasies? Did it mean that I was still interested in girls of this age or was it just their knickers? I knew why it was all there and the needs of my unfulfilled adolescence. The liaisons I never had with the girls at the age of my sexual awakening. How it became a necessary end to seek out and see their knickers by voyeurism or to get close to the treasured garment. Back then it had become a substitute to the real thing but now it was somehow still there and at the forefront of my desires.

This is how I rationalised it all in my head, it worked for me but it still came with the huge packet of guilt that every now and then surfaced to torment me. Then it was gone, a nudge or an urge from somewhere else in my cranial cavern for self satisfaction. Slowly I resurrected his limpness, looking down on him as he oozed pre-cum into Rebecca’s knickers. I teased him back with of vision of my landlady’s youngest daughter riding the armchair in the lounge below. An un-inhibited ride that became the figment of my imagination, one where the house was empty and she could practice her new found pleasure to her body’s delight.

Her blue gingham dress had ridden upward exposing her navy knicks, the very same that were now teasing my cock toward a terrific spunking. Her navy crotch wrinkled as she galloped towards her own pleasure, lifting and lowering her bottom to heighten the tingles she felt in her little bump. Her breath whooshed from her flushed cheeks as her naughty finger whisked along the little fold of cotton.

She lifted her self off the arm in a chasing experiment of satisfaction to turn sideways on. Her eyes focused on where the arm ended and the seam of material that formed the little ridge. Slowly and awkwardly she straddled and lowered herself in some obscure acrobatic stretch to the line up with the course fabric. Her stance flipped her balance and she accidentally slipped and slid along its length.

I felt her pleasure too as this little scene whizzed through my brain, my cock finding the bump of material where her soft gusset found the front panel of the navy knicks. The sensation was incredible as my glands were teased with a thousand little shocks that I knew would lead to a spill. A spill that I had decided would be uncontrolled, I would spunk into them with deliberation, the same deliberation I imagined Rebecca was having on her armchair.

Rebecca moaned with delight as contact was first made. Lightly her taut leg muscles see-sawed her along the nodule of fun, the armchair material slipping inward with her knickers along her little crevice. It tickled nicely toward the front making her bottom quiver in delight. She moved backward too pulling her knickers tighter over her mound and firing sensations into the little bump. Other things were happening too and some for the very first time and to an extent it frightened her. There was a wetness leaking along the furrow, for a moment she stopped frightened that she had wet herself. Her fingers dived downward to check, pulling the cuffed leg of navy rudely out of the way.

Curiously she looked. It was puffy down there sort of swollen and red. For a brief moment she thought she had rubbed herself raw but there was no pain, it couldn’t be. Bravely she touched herself again, there it was that wetness, sticky and slippy and new, it filled her nostrils with a new sense, something sweet yet musky. She gasped at the new intimacy, her finger pads slithering the length of her little Minnie in a concentrated delight. One dipped inward, curious at the messages she was receiving in her brain.
Her legs quivered uncontrollably now, her dress was up to the waist exposing her ripening form. I viewed every minutiae of detail in my head as the sensations began to boil away in my balls, Rebecca’s knickers would get a good spunking that I promised myself, every last ounce I would fuck into her gusset.

She flopped backward brazenly; her senses had turned inward to take this to an end. She wasn’t certain at that moment what the end was but if what was happening now was anything to judge by then it was sure to be an explosion in her senses.

I imagined her there, her knickers carelessly pulled to the side while her fingers experimented and probed deep into the wetness. Her finger traced her opening slipping cautiously inward to squidge and squelch in the little playground of nice feelings. She arched her bottom upward in a greed to gain more tingles and shocks than she was receiving before.

By now I had that scene etched permanently in my brain; it was so easy to take this fantasy from the reality of her riding the arm to voyeuring her first pleasures. My own pleasure was intensifying too as in my head I watched her play. The little tingles charged around my tubes as the soft nap of Rebecca’s gusset tickled and trapped my foreskin.

For one last moment I slowed and extended the pleasure to coincide with her finger slipping inward, the cotton pulling on my glands almost like a pump milking me of my sperm. Spunk flew into the double panel in an eruption that would beat any volcano. I gasped with delight and pleasure almost immediately rating my orgasm as the best ever.

Another mess to clear up! 
