The Lodger Chap 30
Friday morning breakfast at the Wilkinson’s had an air of excitement. Most of all it was of course Rebecca, but Sarah had a bounce about her too with her arrangements to stay over at a friend’s. Inwardly too, I felt somewhat elated with the prospects of an indulgent weekend with access to new knickers. My plans too were to ensure that at every possible moment I would be endeavouring to seek out new finds and this would mean some jumble sale hunting and perhaps some shopping.

My first stop of the morning was the local paper shop, to pick up the daily paper and local papers and of course the freebie news sheets that advertised all the jumbles etc. These were all produced by the same news group but were obviously localised and so I began to pick them up around the areas that I visited. By lunch I had three and thought that would be enough to cover off a couple of hours of jumbling on Saturday afternoon.

Lunchtime I studied them at my usual place in the park and scribbled on a piece of paper those that looked appealing and had prospects. I looked at their start times too, just to work out which ones I could make it to. There was no point in trying to do two that started at 1.30, as arriving at the second one would probably mean it would be all over. Besides the prospect of rummaging around a half empty hall didn’t appeal to me and only heightened the presence of a lone male in what is usually a female environment.

There were a couple of schools on the listing when I’d finished, they interested me more than the rest as the chances of ‘treasure’ were probably greater than say a boy scouts jumble. Pretty soon I had a listing of 4 that started at various times and allowed me to travel between them with ease.

I sat thinking too, going over in my mind the possibilities of holes in gussets. In my head I began looking at the various shapes that I had in my little collection, how they would feel with my cock inside them, those that afforded room and those that didn’t and maybe would be snug and tight. I imagined how they would feel, loose with a slip and glide or tight with a grip and hold. And then there was the entry, where the little slit should be made, at the front it would allow my cock to enjoy the expanse at the back of the crotch panel, nudging and slipping and sliding in the back seam. Then what about the possibility of cutting the slit at the back, would the cock be held nicely and increase the sensations as it was gripped by the tighter tunnel.

All these thoughts ran through my head as I sat there and whiled away my lunchtime. Suddenly with my little plan for the weekend, my little indulgences in underwear got a whole lot better. I wondered too whether Georgina would be game for a variation of my new play, I began to have thoughts of her wearing knickers with slits that allowed me to frot in her gusset. I imagined it happening and where my cock would be in relation to her dear little nonny and how good it would feel for her. It seemed a bit juvenile but wasn’t it what it was all about, wasn’t it similar to sitting with your cock between a girls legs and thrusting against her knickers! I’m sure she would.
The afternoon whizzed by, I picked up Mr’s Samuel’s boiler part and brochures and soon I was making my home and wondering how this evening would pan out. Rebecca and her friend Lindsey would be there when I arrived back; both probably still in their school uniforms and possibly wearing deliciously appealing grey school knickers under their skirts. Would I perhaps get a little glimpse, maybe a flash of cuffed leg, the double panel capturing a pert bottom or a tantalising exposed crotch?
When I entered the house there was a giggle from the living room. I guessed that is where I would find the two schoolgirls perhaps watching television. But the TV wasn’t on, instead Rebecca was sat on the arm of the chair and her friend stood behind her brushing her hair. They both smiled at me and carried on in their own little world.

I went to my room and got changed and readied myself for tea. That was strange I thought, finding them like that, especially Rebecca sat on the arm. I suppose it was right, didn’t it make it easier for someone of her own height to stand behind and brush. I looked at my watch a quarter to five, hopefully by 6.30 ish I’d have the house to myself, my indulgences could kick and I’d have some fun with someone else’s knickers.

On the way back down I met up with Sarah on the stairs, a small holdall in her hand for what would be in readiness for her weekend. I sort of got a smile out of her and a forced ‘Hi’ as I followed her down the stairs. A car outside beeped its horn telling me it was her lift, probably her friends mother or father coming to pick her up.

‘Tell mum I’ll ring her in about 30 minutes’, she shouted to Rebecca and then she was gone.

In the doorway to the lounge I could see Rebecca and Lindsey had swapped places; it was now Lindsay who straddled the arm whilst Rebecca brushed her hair. Lindsay was facing me, an attractive girl and not difficult to tell in a few years she’d melt many a heart. One leg dangled over the arm the other bent in a crouch on the seat cushion. She quickly made an adjustment of modesty with the front of her school skirt, not that I had caught any view beforehand, it must have been a force of habit, to check, adjust and to be ladylike.
In those few brief seconds before passing and on to the kitchen I did notice the smoothness and sheen on her legs, very appealing. In the kitchen I started my usual chore of having a cup of tea ready for both myself and Rosemary. I wondered what little treasures Lindsay had brought me and how soon they would be teasing my cock. In the bowl was some potatoes for peeling, I guessed for the meal, so I got on with them whilst trying to imagine the sequence of fumbling through Lindsay’s bag. In my head I saw myself rummaging in expectation, the sensations of feeling her clothing running through my fingers before I found the delicious treasure.

That key in the door again brought me to my senses. Just as the night before Rebecca was upon her mother before she could properly get inside. I listened to her chatter, the exchanges of hellos between Lindsay and Rosemary before she finally emerged in the doorway.

‘Oh thanks for doing that, sausage and mash alright, it’s a bit of a rush tonight’.

‘Fine’ I said.

‘Oh you wouldn’t switch the washing machine on latter if I load it up, put some of your stuff in too when you get sorted’. ‘Rebecca do you need your PE kit washing, if so get it for me and have a change of clothes before tea then we can go straight out’. What about you Lindsay, do you have kit too to wash; I would imagine your mum would be too pleased doing it Sunday night’. Gosh what a rush’, she finished with.
‘Sarah’s gone’, Rebecca introduced.

‘Yes she said she might’, replied her mother, ‘one less job to do, drop her off’.

Within about 30 minutes we were sat down to our meal. A sort of peace prevailed from Rosemary although both Lindsay and Rebecca had lots to talk about discussing the film they were about to see.

‘Hopefully I’ll be able to relax at the cinema’, remarked Rosemary, ‘perhaps a quiet snooze’, she laughed.

‘I’ll clear up for you’ I volunteered, just as the phone rang.

‘Oh thanks that would be great’, I need to speak with Sarah.

There was a small motive behind my volunteering, it gave them the chance to be long gone and out of the way and then I didn’t have to worry about an unexpected return and it fixed any temptations on my part to go looking. At least there would be some confidence that I would not be disturbed.

I noted exactly what time they left as I stood at the sink doing the dishes. My cock had already stirred in anticipation of the evening ahead and the excitement that was going to come his way. A glance to the side reminded me that ten minutes before, Rosemary had loaded that washing machine. There was a temptation to stop what I was doing and peek inside but then I knew I would be distracted and that would go against my plan to give them distance between the house. Quickly and methodically my chore was completed and I stood and looked at my watch. Fifteen minutes had passed, I needed another five at least, go and get your dirty clothes I told myself that should nearly make up the five.

On the way up that old temptation got the better of me and within a moment I was at the other side of Sarah’s door, my nostrils filled with her unique fragrance. As usual there was an air of untidiness, nothing wildly annoying but I imagined enough to make her mother go round picking things up and closing drawers. A pair of knickers caught my eye near her dressing table; it was the blue and greys.

I picked them up and dangled them between my thumb and forefinger and then they went straight to my face. They were super soft from wear, as I rolled around the gusset and then brought them to my nose. The elixir of her body drenched my senses filling me with her bodily perfume. My cock now fully erect strained and leaked into my pants, my other hand unzipped and pulled him free.

The last breath drugged me with desire and I dropped them onto my waiting and exposed cockhead. That first touch had a shiver of weakness roll through my body; the soft gusset teased him just where her nonny had been sitting. He spewed his appreciation immediately dampening them with pre-cum. I could have, without will power wanked myself silly there and then; they went into my pocket and followed me to my room.

Bugger I thought as I gathered my own clothing together, why couldn’t she be tidy like the rest and placed her underwear the laundry bin and then I could have swapped them over with a pair of mine. My watch told me they had now been gone 25 minutes, perfect; I made my way back down stairs.

I knelt in font of that door and smelt the rubber of the seal hit me as I swung it open. My clothes were pushed to one side on the floor and without ceremony or care I emptied the machine in one big pile. I fished through the contents greedily selecting by second nature all of their underwear, some very silky and sexy bikini’s from Rosemary, at least there was a pair of Sarah’s there, a pair of Rebecca’s navy blue school knicks and four pairs grey school knickers and a pair that belonged to Lindsay. I grabbed a plastic bag from under the kitchen sink and filled it up. Then I put the contents of the floor back in the machine.

Half way up the stairs with my hoard a thought diverted me again, this time it was Rebecca’s room and her friend’s holdall. The girlie smell in here tonight was different, a mix of two females, clearly freshening themselves up before they went out. There was an extra mattress on the floor, probably from the spare room opposite me on the landing; on it was Lindsay’s overnight bag. I dis-guarded the carrier momentarily; this was a new and exciting territory.
I peered inward first noting the order and then slowly I began to neatly lift the contents. Her school uniform had all been folded on the top; it was placed tidily to one side. A clean pair of knickers came into view, a pair of school greys. Then a silky nightie from which fell a matching pair of knickers, I lifted it out and examined the whole outfit. It was very sexy for a girl so young, a thought crossed my mind that maybe she had inherited it perhaps from an older sister.
The knickers had exaggerated scallops of deep frill decorating the leg and waist bands. That familiar feel teased my fingers with a sensual tickle as I flicked them round to examine the gusset. It was a double panel of nylon on nylon, it reminded me of the ones I fucked upstairs and I wondered how these would feel like with a little tube of love cut into them. Of course it was out of the question, never in a million years could I mutilate them but the thought crossed my mind, from now on knickers had a new and very different appeal. Into my pocket they went to be savoured in my room, at least I cold enjoy the double panel as its slinky surface danced over my foreskin.

Up stairs I emptied the plastic bag of dirty knickers and spread them before me on the bed. My cock immediately came out from my imprisoned pants, I wanked him standing over my hoard as though I was lord and master of what lay before me. There were around 8 pairs of delicious soiled knickers before me and for now they were mine to do as I pleased. My cock told me he would like to spunk in every pair but my head and body told me that was not possible.

I picked up Rosemary’s first, opened the crotch and pushed him inward at the soft cotton. I aimed into the little smear where her pussy had delightfully sat. He gorged himself in the softness as my fingers manipulated the material around him, the silky outside slipped all around my glands whilst the cotton of the gusset held him prisoner. Little gasps of excitement whooshed from me as I began to pull my foreskin upwards and downwards in her soiled little patch. I looked down upon him as the material deliciously caught and rucked as it mingled with my body.

I had to stop several times; the excitement of the moment would have had me emptying my load there and then. Control was needed, already I had told myself I would finish in Lindsay’s school knicks, because this would probably be the once in a lifetimes chance that I would have. There would be other opportunities with Rosemary’s and the girls, here and now I had to have Lindsay’s as a final trophy.
Next I found Sarah’s grey school knickers. It was obvious Sarah no longer whore them all the time, these had been soiled for PE only. I lay down on the bed moving my hoard to one side and inhaled the sweetness of her sporting efforts. It was subtle, again that unique fragrance of gymnasiums and lockers rooms, perhaps she had worn them over her every day knickers. But still, my cock had to go into them, just to say I’d been there. He leaked there too, darkening the grey to the colour of a thunder cloud, it was a shame I would not empty a deluge into them. On the other hand I had to leave my signature there, it appealed to me and the very thought that every time she gave me one of her haughty looks, that I would smugly know that I had left my lubrication in her gusset.

Again I had to hold myself back, too many times did I take myself to the edge, it would be too easy to release here and now and then regret that I had not masturbated in them all. That greed moved me on, on to Rebecca’s, first her junior school navy blues. A little recollection filtered through from my own memory of school and of how the girls looked in these oh too familiar navy blues. Special girls in my class came to mind, games in the school hall, exercises on coconut matting, flashing legs, wrinkles of navy on bottoms and crotches, those were the days of my first realisations that I had a fixation for knickers. Of course here and now, it was their knickers that I masturbated into; I recalled their names one by one, my favourites in the class, if only I could have had them way back then.

I moved on to Rebecca’s grey knickers, mostly likely the one’s she had worn today. How sweet she was when I brought them close to my nose, in my head this clean little girl would be like this forever and ever. I kissed the gusset in recognition, that I would really like to be doing this whilst they were up tight and gracing her body but that would never be would it, it was just a figment of my imagination.

My cock nuzzled into them, purposely seeking out to be caught by the cotton, trapping my foreskin. I loved it when that happened, even trying to engineer it or the unexpected catch of a natural occurrence. Disappointment would come too, whenever I changed my wanking technique he would loose the capture and I would lose the sensation that came with it. The cotton darkened like her sisters, I had violated them both, dampening them with my rising sap.

I had to grab a hanky next to dry my weeping member before fishing Lindsay’s night time knickers out of my pocket for the next little game. Greedily he was in there, trying to experience the capture of the double nylon crotch. He was deliciously caught and trapped, the nylon rolling under and creating a most wonderful feeling. It was like they were part of me or I was part of her, it brought me as close as I was ever likely to get. I held him there feeling the entrapment, gasping at the sensations they gave. Reaching down, I cupped and stroked my balls pulling the waist elastic under them to complete their imprisonment. Again I had to hold off, I dare not spunk into these and reluctantly I had to put them down.

I looked at my watch, recognising 45 minutes had passed and began to wonder how long the film would last and second guessing on their arrival home. I just had to finish and satisfy my needs, it was now time for the finale. I was going to wank and spunk into her so desirable grey school knickers. Up they went to my nose to fix my self with her heady perfume. There were hints of something much stronger, deep and sexual, perhaps arousal, her own arousal; I wondered how this could be?

He had to be there, relentless in his quest to have them all. My wetness soaked them without consideration; this was to be my final journey. Slowly at first, I manipulated him in her gusset, the gusset that I had all along planned to empty into. I visualised her in them, remembering what I had seen down stairs, the smooth and silky skin of her thighs, where upward and hidden these delicious knickers had sat.

Then it came back to me, remembering the hair brushing I had witnessed downstairs and how Lindsay had straddled the chair, was there something remotely sexual about their little game? My male mind found it hard to comprehend but was there something exciting that they had both experienced and now I was wanking into her desirable gusset. The soft cotton teased and surrounded him; the knickers still had a delicate newness about them, their nap welcoming and forever trapping him.

I gasped as I ensured my forefinger buried the cotton deep into my glands. The squelch of my lubrication enticed me onwards towards the inevitable feeding a frenzy of desire. My balls ached with the feel of an imminent unloading, two or three more manipulations and I would be there. The vision of her now was clear in my head, it wasn’t the arm of the chair that she was sat astride, it was my face. Her own excitement permeated through my head filling me with her sexual awakening.

I watched my spunk spout itself purposely into the grey in a deliberate act, pious selfishness. It was my plan, my fulfilment, a goal and I had achieved it. I sat watching it all ebb away, satisfied and relieved. I had better get this mess sorted out I thought to myself. The evidenced had to be washed away, the washing machine had to deal with it all and soonest so as not to alert suspicion on its late start. Well that’s how it looked in my head my secrets must never be discovered.

Once the machine was on, I retraced my steps, firstly putting back Lindsay’s knickers with her nightie and ensuring that her bag was all placed back in the correct order. Maybe in half an hour I could expect them home and by then I had to be in a position in the house where I was expected to be. I flitted into Sarah’s room, just to make sure I hadn’t dropped anything, before dropping the blue and greys just so, near the dressing table where I had found them. Did anybody ever notice I wondered?

A little later they arrived back; the girls were full of themselves, entering the lounge where I sat transfixed in front of the television.

‘Mum fell a sleep you know’, Rebecca commented with an honesty.

I could see Rosemary was slightly embarrassed as the girls giggled.

‘Well’, replied Rosemary, ‘there wasn’t much in it for me was there and anyway I’m tired and I think we should all go to bed’.

I too thought it was a good idea, being in the lounge was only a pretence for me; I’d rather be in my bedroom. We just briefly discussed again the arrangements for tomorrow morning, when Rosemary would disappear and when she would be back. I agreed it was fine and that I had plenty to occupy myself and could keep an eye on the two girls.

Upstairs I began to go through my knicker collection again, scrutinising which would become the sacrifice for little love pockets. There were some that were too prized for mutilation and some that I had always been ignored. It was difficult, because the one’s I enjoyed and liked to slip upward to my body I didn’t want to cut but then again they were the one’s that mostly turned me on. It was such turmoil me and probably best left for another day, besides to cut them now when I had spent and exhausted all my lustful desire was pointless and maybe I would regret it. No it was probably best done when my sexual need had kicked in again, tonight had been fun and satisfying, sleep was what was needed now.         

