The Lodger Chap 31
The house was silent when I awoke, it was not even six and no one would stir for an age yet. I lay there for a while playing and teasing my morning glory in a desperate attempt to fight the need for a pee. The need fuelled the sensations I was feeling, deliciously enhancing every little touch I gave to him but in the end those sensations became a torture, I just had to go.
I crept down the stairs slowly to avoid the terrain of creaking floorboards and hoping my erection had died by the time I got to the landing below. I shielded him as though he was something secret and was pleased that by the time I reached the bathroom he was half the man he was.

I stood in relief, emptying myself and feeling the sensation that had become a pain run away with my piss. That relief refocused me; my eyes drifted to the laundry basket. I listened to the house and its silence and wondered what lay hidden and would it be possible. I weighed the odds, the likelihood of getting caught. Now at this moment should not be a problem, it would be later when they needed to be returned, what if in the meantime Rosemary got up and decided to do more washing. No it was too dangerous, if I really wanted whatever was inside it’ll wait until later, besides I had a game I could play in my room.

I slipped back into bed grabbed the bag of knickers that I had sorted as game for my little plan and began yet another purge on those that I would sacrifice. Sarah came to mind, her cast-off knickers from those I had salvaged from the rag bag. There were many pairs, as there were from Rebecca too, to desecrate one pair would not be a sin. Slowly I slipped them over the cushion in a crude attempt to mimic her desirable body. I’d forgotten and made a decision that I wanted them inside out so that visibly on the outside they looked normal. Pulling them back into place I positioned the crotch ready for an incision into the front seam of her gusset.

Hovering with the scissors I looked at the width of the cotton patch. They were reasonably wide and would afford me with movement and give sensual pleasure. The sharp edge pushed forward pushing violently between the interlocking material, it was no match for the hardened steel and they gave. Carefully I snipped along, opening up a new love tunnel in an inauguration of sexual satisfaction.

I wondered what she was doing now, what knickers graced her fine body in the warm and what cosy bed she was in. He teased himself in the little seam of threadbare cotton seeking out the little frayed mound and making sure it tickled his glands. My finger entered, probing like it was slipping into her vagina. I made way for him, pulling and stretching in a crude copy of readying her body.
He nudged forward encouraged by the whimper of lust that I felt.  He slipped softly inward helped by my fingers separating the two cottons to form that desirable fuck pocket. An imaginary rush of breath expelled from her delicate little nose as she slept blissfully in a dream of loosing her virginity and me forever grateful to her for letting me take it.

He buried himself deeper with every thrust, finding a new frill with every nudge forward. I watched as he filled the cotton, his bulbess head stretching the fibres and opening her up. It was good to be here, where her sweet nonny had sat many times before; it was good to be this close to her too without guilt or recrimination. I could be intimate without ever breaking the law, I’d fucked her knickers and that was all.
I watched him leak and dampen them on the cosseted cloth that had always shielded her sex. It gave me a perverse pleasure especially as she despised me with her jealousy about me seeing Georgina. I certainly didn’t despise her; indeed I would not be doing this to her knickers now, gosh they were incredibly sensual in the way they tickled my glands. I watched every upward and downward stroke; softly rippling her little girl knickers and immediately thought of Georgie, would she let me do this when she was wearing knickers?
I began to visualise such a scene, perhaps the slit cut into the rear of the gusset where my cock could frot and nudge her virgin little nonny. My breathing intensified with every sweet traverse of the little love pocket, this truly was a new and wondrous way to masturbate, why had I never thought about it before.

I kept myself on the edge and held him back many times. I didn’t want to spunk in them this morning as I didn’t want to expend my desires, just incase I was to witness a display of knickers later. Besides, I was seeing Georgina later and had not seen her since Wednesday, I need fuel for her.

There was movement down stairs, I stopped and listened to it for a while trying to make out who it was. It could only be Rosemary, there was not two people moving around and then I heard the back door unlock. I guessed she was hanging out the washing before she went out and the knickers I had so deliciously played with. Lindsay’s school greys would be there too washed of my seed, clean but never the less deflowered by me.

It was a shame I could not see the line from my window, to watch them hang or sway in the breeze knowing that my cock had wanked in every one. Maybe it could be seen from the spare room or even the bathroom, that’s something I would check on later. For the moment I lay there listening and watching my cock get ever smaller in Sarah’s little love tube.

The minutes rolled by and I decided I’d better make an appearance before Rosemary went out, just to give her confidence that all would be ok and affirm again when she was expected back. We sat and had tea and for the first time she spoke of the families plans for half term. She said her husband was coming home for two weeks leave and they planned to relax down at the cottage for the first week. She asked if I would be around and whether I would spend time at Georgina’s as they were away. She hinted that she didn’t mind if Georgina stayed here as it gave her a comfort that the house was occupied. I said I would discuss it with her; certainly it would be easier getting to work with just a short walk into town.

And then she was gone leaving me to sup on my tea and wonder what the day was to bring. Still the house was in silence as I contemplated what might happen. In about 30 minutes there was movement, first with sounds of activity in the bathroom and then the impending arrival via the stairs. I thought and hoped for a moment I would be greeted by two sleepy heads still in nightwear but it was not to be, both Rebecca and Lindsay were dressed and as bright as buttons.
Conversation at first was a little strained, Rebecca I could tell trying to gauge just how the three of us would communicate. It seemed strange to me too after all this was the first time I really been alone with her, apart from a few moments before her mother came home from work.

I tried to be helpful, break the ice by playing mother and fetching and carrying cereal and bowls to the table, getting milk out of the fridge and generally trying to be pleasant.

‘What are you going to be doing today’, trying to get the conversation going.
‘We’ve got to stay here’, Rebecca answered almost testing me to see if I would break Rosemary’s rules. ‘Perhaps we will play in the garden on the swing or watch television later’.

‘As long as you tell me what you are going to do and I know where you are it’ll be fine, only I need to take a bath’.

‘Ok we will be outside on the swing first’, Rebecca replied.

‘Yes I’m going to show her some gymnastics’, piped Lindsay.

The very thought of that sent a trigger to my brain, I had to witness this if at all possible, perhaps there would be an impromptu knicker display. This is what I was hoping for. I left them to finish their breakfast and went to run a bath.

For a moment I considered a hurried bath but then I had an idea. If I stood on the toilet could I see the swing from the top opening light of the window? I was sure that I could the geography all seemed to fit. Carefully with the seat up I stepped onto the bowl and opened the window. It was only just in view but if I leant inward towards the wall then I could see all of it over the top of the washing line. Perfect then I began to notice the contents of the line, the washing from last nights wash, the knickers I had masturbated into, the greys, the navy blue and the offerings from Sarah and Rosemary. Somehow too, Rosemary had separated Lindsay’s PE kit so I knew exactly what I had spunked into, delicious and very thoughtful to be reminded.
For the moment I stepped down and ran my bath. The laundry basket was there, ever tempting for me to take a peek into. Slowly I lifted its creaking lid and peered inward. Rebecca you little darling, a fresh pair of school greys, I pulled them upward and uncovered Sarah’s blue and grey bikini’s. It must have been Rosemary, ever tidy, picked them up off of her bedroom floor and deposited them here for me to find. Another piece of treasure, I can play my swapping game again, she can have the one’s in my secret hiding place and I will have hers to wank in.
My cock bounced around eagerly in my nudity, wanting attention and perhaps a little frot in Rebecca’s school knickers. But first I must examine them in everyway, get to know their nap and stitching, maybe be able to identify them from the other greys she had and then of course I had to sniff them and be in contact with her body. 

Strange, was there a little dampness, just a detection and perhaps a little sexual arousal? My nose sensed this just as they had done last evening with Lindsay’s. It puzzled me deeply.

He pushed me onward with his never ending desire to be part of the action; I just had to satisfy him. Slowly I teased him, little tickles to my foreskin just where Rebecca’s maturing little nonny had sat. My thumb and forefinger grabbed him through the cotton forcing him into her gusset. I wanked furiously upward and downward in a greed and to be dominant in the slavery of her knickers. My brain instructed me that I was the master over all the knickers in this house, they were all mine to take as I pleased.

As usual I had to stop my orgasm many times, holding him and denying his desire to release his seed. In those moments I cupped myself in the back panel of the knicks, trying and wondering how they must feel on her body. A blob of pre-cum leaked past the pressure I had applied and dampened the grey. It would never show I told myself.
Then in the bath soaking and dreaming in the heat of the water I lay them carefully across my nose just so I could be part of her. It was something sexual, that I was sure, something familiar but never before encountered in this household. It was subtle too, not at all like Georgina’s excited gussets; perhaps it was new and immature, almost as if her body had made it for the very first time.

I lay there for a while, getting off on her fragrance, wanking to keep him happy but only as a promise for later. I sniffed and sniffed that fine elixir of her youth until it disappeared with my familiarity. I had better finish I told myself where were those girls and what were they up to?

When I got back to my room I got myself dressed and did the swap. I had a brief examination just to see the visible differences between Sarah’s blue and greys and mine. Thankfully they were coincidently similar, perhaps a grey strip just differing here and a blue strip there but on the whole it wasn’t very noticeable. Besides in a few swaps time would I even remember which were originally hers and which were mine and would it matter then?
I could hear the girls in the garden, laughing and giggling. I whizzed across the hall to the spare room to get a fix on their location. Yes I could just see them by the swing but the angle was all wrong, maybe it would be better from the bathroom. I locked myself in and stood on the toilet bowl again. I eased myself slowly against the wall to see into the window space.

This was a better view, less looking down on them and the possibility of looking up their clothes. They were at the swing as they had said and Lindsay was demonstrating to Rebecca her prowess on the side bars of the up rights. Over and over she went tumbling and showing her mastery and confidence. Flashes of grey whizzed into view like the tumbling cherry’s on a fruit machine, albeit too quickly. It was the first time I had seen her exposed crotch, my cock liked what he saw.
Momentarily I stepped down from the toilet and quickly retrieved Rebecca’s soiled greys from the laundry bin. Quickly I was back up there with my cock out furiously wanking into her soft gusset while watching Lindsay’s exposures. She was tiring now slowing and holding her positions upside down. It gave me longer lustful views of her crotch, with her thighs together the grey material wrinkled up between her legs forming a little ruck where her nonny was.

And then she stopped turning and hung upside down, the bar supporting her behind her knees. Her legs had parted and the little summer dress she was wearing slipped over her body exposing her knickers to the waist. I breathed deeply in appreciation of her wonderful display, taking in every detail of her developing body. Her fine skin to the backs of her thighs gave off a velvet sheen of desire as I imagined my lips traversing along to kiss the softness of her knickers.

My cock wept profusely into Rebecca’s gusset, darkening the grey with my pre-cum. I told myself in selfishness it didn’t matter and nobody would ever notice. My thumb and forefinger greedily manipulated my foreskin so that my glands were exposed and excited by the soft cotton. I watched intently taking in every detail below, the curves of her pubescent bottom, the way those delicious cuffed legs shaped to her thighs framing the object of desire.

Rebecca looked on in a wonderment of her friend’s dexterity but I could see too she scanned her body, perhaps to gain an insight into how this display was achieved.

‘Your turn’, I heard Lindsay say, releasing her self into an ungainly heap on the grass.

‘You’ll have to help me’, pleaded Rebecca, I can’t do it like you; I’ve not had the practice’.

‘It’s so simple, replied Lindsay, ‘I’ll hold and steady you’.
With that Rebecca heaved herself over the bars. I could tell she was lacking the confidence that Lindsay could apply and watched as Lindsay held and steadied her hips. Her first tumble over was awkward and slow, aided by Lindsay adding weight behind the momentum. I watched them come into view, it was unexpected and I was sure they would be grey, but they were not, they were a pair of her old navy blues, vibrant and alluring.

My cock sought satisfaction in a lustful desire to be there between her legs frotting against her desirable gusset. It was tighter than Lindsay’s, perhaps because she was slowly growing out of them, her little pubic mound prominent and peachy. I wanked him furiously in an attempt to be part of the little scene below; indeed it was her grey school knickers on my cock and they had perhaps hours before held her deliciously maturing nonny. I had to hold him back again for fear of spunking and ending my desires to witness what I saw below.

Lindsay helped with another tumble, Rebecca rolling full circle to again repeat the view for me. There was a confidence forming, her hands relaxed under Lindsay’s guidance, her legs parted exposing more of her crotch. Oh god I was torn, holding him back again and wondering what else would develop below and how much more exposure there would be. Equally the next tumble could be the last and it couldn’t go on for ever. 
‘Hang loose’, I heard Lindsay whisper, ‘I’ll hold and support you, stop you falling.

Rebecca’s hands adjusted themselves in readiness and Lindsay held her hips. That wondrous sight flashed before me as she let go, her dress dropped below her waist to which Lindsay responded moving her hands to the outside of her friends knickers. I watched them caress and care giving Rebecca security and encouragement. Her thumbs seemed to be manipulating her hips perhaps it was a steadying motion to give her security. 
This would not last; I knew that and masturbated deep into the softness that I held between my thumb and forefinger. I was on the edge and had to be so very careful, I would have to clean them up, something I did not want to risk. It would ruin my day too, take away my needs and urges, and spoil my determination to go knicker hunting later.

It was probably the first time I had seen so much of Rebecca, her body was perfection but weren’t they all, every single one I’d ever seen, perhaps it was because it was framed in school knickers and I absolutely loved school knickers. Gosh this was the perfect spot and moment, wanking deeply into the knickers she had only worn hours ago and looking down on the delicious body that they had come from, this must be one of the most perfect scenes of voyeurism I had ever witnessed.

‘I need to move’, I heard her say.

Lindsay grabbed her and held her tightly, helping her as she lifted her gangling legs over the cross bar. I watched the wonderful expanse of navy blue gradually disappear. And then she was standing, Lindsay helping her un-tuck her dress from the tangle of her waist. There was a stroke too, quick and decisive, her fingers definitely whizzed across her bottom where the finished with the tiniest of caresses.

What had I witnessed, I was bewildered, was this a natural girly affection between friends? Did they always do this, was it some sort of thank you for being there, an acknowledgement that they would look after one another in moments of danger. It puzzled me.

But where were they going now, disappearing from my sight and in the direction of the house. I slipped quickly and silently from atop the toilet bowl, Rebecca’s knickers quickly went back into the laundry bin and the toilet flushed and me zipped up in seconds. A quick look in the mirror, was I flushed and could you see I had a stiffy? I adjusted myself and opened the door.

I half expected them to meet me on the landing, perhaps wanting to use the loo. But, there was a silence, one that I used to my advantage slipping back upstairs with my subsiding erection. On my bed I listened to that silence, half expecting it to be destroyed with the clatter of feet on the stairs but it remained, what were they doing? Should I go and investigate, after all they were in my charge but then weren’t they being quiet before, why should I need to go and seek them out now.

I lay there thinking about the afternoon, what delights it would bring. I would pop back into Kingston too, Marks and Spencer’s to buy some more knickers for Georgina. I wondered too, would she play the little game I had devised and how could I introduce it? Indeed would Georgie play it too, perhaps it should be into British Home Stores and buy some of those little girly knickers we had got in London. We could have a wonderful evening.

Then thoughts turned to tomorrow morning, perhaps it would be about this time I would be at Mr’s Samuels, in the studio rummaging through the students knicker drawers. Would I have the bottle too, to visit Mr’s Samuels underwear drawer. For a moment I doubted it, not yet, maybe later in the year when I was putting the boiler in, when she was thousands of miles away on holiday. 
I heard the girls come up the stairs and go into Rebecca’s bedroom. At least  there I didn’t need to wonder about their whereabouts or whether they were  getting up to mischief. It suddenly struck me too, that the week I would put the boiler in at Mr’s Samuels was the same week the Wilkinson’s would be away too. Gosh what a week that would be, access to six knicker drawers more or less whenever I wanted without being caught, Thoughts like that began to get me hard again.
It was really quiet down stairs I wondered what those two were up to. Still they were in the bedroom and I didn’t need to check on them, I dropped off into a little snooze. A while later I awoke to the clatter of feet on the stairs and Rosemary calling, gosh an hour had passed where had it gone, it was now midday.
I quickly tidied up my room, putting knickers into secret places; especially Sarah’s blue and greys. I’d have them in the week I decided, perhaps when  there was not so much excitement around, besides wanking in them was something to look forward too, in the meantime they could tease me with their delicate fragrance.

Downstairs we had a snack lunch. The girls took on much of the conversation leaving Rosemary and I to listen. Rosemary did ask what I was going to be up to this afternoon. Shopping, I told her and then picking up Georgina after work. I couldn’t tell her I was off to a jumble sale, what would a lad of my age need at a jumble sale, my head couldn’t think of anything.

I sat in my van outside the first jumble sale and watched the people arrive to queue. One o’clock was early for a sale, it looked like some hadn’t bothered and perhaps decided that a girl guides sale didn’t warrant much to them, well it did to me, no doubt their collecting had an input from themselves, old school uniforms and knickers they had grown out of. I watched the queue move inwards and made my move.

At the door I paid my entry and was given a black plastic bag. A pound a bag I was told but only clothing and not brick-a-brac. This little arrangement suited me fine, I didn’t have to offer up clothing for someone to guess what to charge, I could just stuff it in the bag to my hearts content and to a degree no one would know what I had collected.
The children’s clothing was easy to spot, the colours bright and appealing, I started to rummage at the table. I tossed the stuff over in my hands; school colours had a fix in my head, instantly I tugged at them sometimes pulling them from further along the table. A navy gym skirt came first; a size 30 inch, something that I might just get into, it went in the bag. Two pairs of navy knicks came next; I just grabbed them and stuffed them in regardless of size or condition. This was not a place to be fussy nor did I have the time. 

It was a struggle to find a lot, a pair of nigger browns and some largish knee length socks. I scooped up lots of ordinary girl’s knickers of varying sizes, they just went in the bag without a thought, it time was moving on I had to be at the next one for 1.30. I paid the women my pound and off I went. Outside it had started to rain heavily, there was no time to examine my finds and the roads were awash I needed to move safely on.

I arrived at the school, for a moment I thought that I had made a mistake; there was no one to be seen in the shape of a queue. Then I realised they had let them in early because of the downpour. Inside the assembly hall was a hive of activity, lots more people than at the last one. For a moment I didn’t think I would get a look in but I edged myself in on a table and then swapped places a couple of times and began to rummage.

This was no good at all, there was nothing; it was as though someone had decided underwear was not to be sold, ‘how disgusting’ I could hear them saying, ‘second-hand knickers, we couldn’t possibly sell those here’. I could hear the la-de-da London accent now, so condescending and authoritive, ‘we will make the decisions for you’.

But then my foot nudged something just under the table, there were three carrier bags. Cautiously I bent down, nobody around me took a blind bit of notice I retrieved all three and pulled them to one side. The first I discarded immediately, it had been separated out and contained men’s underpants and vests. Number two contained an assortment of ladies underwear and the third a mix of children’s. I grabbed them both, paid and left.

Back in the van and sheltering from the weather I looked at my next venue and then at my watch. It didn’t seem promising, a women’s institute jumble, thoughts of large women making jam did not appeal and my reckoning told me it would possibly be a flop as far as I was concerned. No, it would be far better to go on the last, another school, the prospects would be much better.

I was early, but not by much. People were queuing under the veranda of the assembly hall, sheltered and out of the rain. I looked down at my two bags, just enough time for a sort out, merge two bags into one and rid myself of the rest. It was a quick and methodical manoeuvre, the boys stuff and little girl’s socks just went into a spare carrier from the back. It didn’t leave me with much, a small pair of navy blues, a yucky pair of modern nylon school knickers in scarlet and some ordinary cotton knickers probably of about Rebecca’s age.
The ladies bag was a little more fruitful; on the top were old ladies stuff that I bagged up with the boys. Then I discarded the bras apart from a matching pair of knickers and bra in lavender, slinky nylon with saucy black frills. I didn’t count but reckoned to have nearly twenty pairs of various shapes and sizes.

They were moving in now, time to go; I didn’t want to miss out on a school. The bag for throwing came with me; I’d leave it at the jumble. At the door I paid my admission and got another bin bag. I liked this idea, just fill it and pay, no questions or strange looks about a male wanting school clothes and girls clothes at that. I found the children’s section almost immediately and dropped the bag for disposal on the floor and pushed it with my foot under the table.
They stood out like a beacon, well to me they did, grey school knickers. They were my favourite, bringing back memories from my own school days. In a way they were the reason for my passion and desire, growing up with that colour and the flashes of pubescent girls stirring up my hormones. The first pair went in the bag regardless and the second, it didn’t matter to me what size they were, they were all desirable. The table seemed to be full of them every pile of items I turned over there were more, it was like collecting coins off of a pavement.

I wondered if someone had emptied the lost property into the jumble, by now I must have a least 10 pairs. There was a stirring in my pants too, just a little one, it seemed to excite him, the prospects of masturbating into all these delicious knickers. Then I started looking at gym skirts and sizes, the ones that would fit me for some fun and games as I dressed as a schoolgirl. Next there was a polo shirt big enough to fit my chest, I grabbed that too along with a pair of grey knee length socks that would surely fit me.

I was greedy I wanted more but a couple of sideways glances from the server’s and the customers told me I should move on. Purposely I went around to the gent’s side to feign interest and luckily they carried on with what they were doing. Time to make an exit I thought, it would be better to leave now while the crowds were still here than to be here at the end and be remembered for what I had collected. I saw an old brown leather suitcase and examined it. It had keys too and I thought I must have it, somewhere to hide my stash back in London Road. I paid my dues and was out of there.

The rain was still emptying from the sky, what a miserable afternoon; still it gave me an idea, somewhere quiet to go over my little hoard. My favourite parking spot in the park was deserted, the brave souls who had been caught in it were by now long gone, I had the place to myself.

My cock stiffened in my jeans and the escapades of the afternoon already had him leaking into my pants and now I was going to tease him some more. I couldn’t resist, it had to be the last collection that I looked at first, how could I not be tempted by grey school knickers.

I sighed deeply as I pulled the contents free, the soft cotton and the combined elixir of fragrance and perfume, gymnasiums and locker rooms. I started examining them and putting them in order by size carefully scrutinising the waist bands and labels. Three pairs would fit me and I gave my cock a squeeze in acknowledgement. I wanted to get my cock out now and push him into the soft gussets one at a time to initiate them to their new owner but it was dangerous here, although there were no people about the royal park wardens did patrol and had contact with the police.

Another pair were extremely threadbare around the crotch, just like the bottle greens that I had captured on Wednesday, they too would have a little hole cut into them, another little pocket to slide my cock into. I placed the greys into the open suitcase and closed the lid and then onto the next bag for some more serious examination. The small pair of navy blues and the nylon school knickers came next, I would just have a snip at their gusset too just to see and feel what their little patch of crotch would do for my cock.

Then came the two pairs of navy blues and nigger browns from the first jumble, I was pleased they were all wankable and in time I would make my mark on them. The girls’ cotton knickers were put into size piles and then arranged in the suitcase, lastly I sorted the ladies knickers into nylons and cottons. There was just too much to be appreciated there and then, the afternoon had been a success, in a way I had collected too much and was spoilt for choice. I locked the suitcase and moved it behind me.
I looked at my watch and the weather, the van windows were beginning to steam up. Did I really want to go out shopping this afternoon buying yet more knickers, hadn’t I got enough for one day? But then the thoughts came through for what I wanted to buy and for what reason, yes I did want to go shopping and I’m sure both Georgina and I could have some fun!
