The Lodger Chap 33
Sunday morning I awoke and thought about the days prospects. It was still early and plenty of time to play with the contents of the suitcase. For a few moments I idlely let my mind wander across the different scenes that I hoped would unfold that day. I imagined myself at Mrs Samuels Studio creeping around one student’s room or the other.
It suited me reliving my first visit, in my mind opening up each drawer and revealing contents, remembering what I had spotted and touched on that day. It fuelled my erection below and I began my usual teasing him, bringing him to the boil and then holding off, in a never ending game of excitement.

I remembered them both, the smart and attractive school girl, my disappointment at her plain underwear, then the mystery girl with expensive tastes, her perfume and slinky frilly knickers. It was here that I concentrated, teasing my foreskin backwards and forwards whilst imaging the feel of nylon combined with cotton gussets on my fingers. Visually I saw my cock weeping his excitement, nudging and forcing it into her for the very first time, christening the soft cotton where here cute little cunt sat.

My thought patterns changed, maybe it was as my mind traversed to the schoolgirl’s room and her less than exciting drawer but her I was now thinking about the two schoolgirls that lay a sleep below me. For a brief moment I was in their room, looking down on them, witnessing the turmoil of their dreams, the little rucked nightie of Rebecca showing off her creamy thighs and then the exposure from Lindsey her flimsy nightwear revealing all and the treasure of these little transparent briefs.

I was furiously wanking now, trying to imagine that scene. The scallops of frill that loosely encircled her baby soft thighs, the little creases as the bit too big for her hand me downs, wrinkled on her adolescent form. I could smell her body too, wafting up its innocence, desiring to learn and be touched.

Then it traversed my mind, like a shooting star; suddenly they were together, in each others arms. It stopped my wanking, prompted my thought patterns of the previous day, piecing together the fragments that I had witnessed. Don’t be bloody stupid I thought how could they, at that age, boys yes but girls surely not. Boys were rough and tumble, challenge and dominance, a fleeting game of experimentation. But they were gentle and affectionate, the brushing of hair, the care and concern, the help to achieve an athletic goal, wasn’t it just being a girl?

The suitcase eliminated my thoughts, in truth I did need to go through it again, yesterdays sort through was just to get rid of the outwardly appalling. You had to rid those from your mind, the huge and baggy, the elastics gone and perished, the inherently stained crotches that just spelled out dirty person, it did nothing for a fantasy, in fact far from it.

I heaved it onto the bed. , I was pleased with myself how much I had been able to gather, I must to it again and indeed often. I remembered too, Georgina’s words around how the fashion had changed around school knickers, outgoing were the cottons that reminded and turned me on from my school days and incoming were the cheaper and easier to produce nylon. Yuk horrible I thought, there was a pair in here, I could examine those and settle any doubt.

I was so glad there were keys with it, it secured and hid my stash. But then again, how many of these suitcases could I have before it became noticeable to Rosemary. I held the latch, to prevent it springing upward and making a din and slowly I opened the lid. First I gathered up the school knickers and sorted and counted them, a pair of nigger browns, 3 pairs of navy blues and I counted 11 pairs of greys. 

Teasingly I stroked my cock in the gussets of several grey pairs, to mark them as mine and initiate them into my ownership. Several pairs were big enough for me to slide into and that stiffened my cock more. Name tags shouted out at me feeding my interest and imagination as I tickled my glands into an excitement. I found the grey pair too that had the threadbare crotch and placed them to one side. Then came the yuky nylon school knickers in a scarlet red. I placed them on top of the threadbare greys. Time for an experiment I thought.

There was a quick rummage through the other knickers, little excursions and diversions distracted me and sent me off into fantasies about their owners. A tease with their gussets too brought them immediately into my ownership, they were now mine forever. The little girl knickers gave me a reminder of those I already had acquired from Sarah and Rebecca. I found a pair that I thought would fit Lindsay below and had a moment of fantasy telling my head they were hers as I wanked furiously into the crotch. I had to stop though, I didn’t want to cum and then spoil my morning there would be plenty of opportunities to land my seed in these. Back to the little experiment I promised myself.

I grabbed the threadbare greys and the yucky nylon school knickers. I stretched out for the cushion and then my scissors. Inside out went the nylon knickers to reveal a white cotton crotch. Neatly in indelible ink the name Sue had been inscribed in the virgin white panel. It gave me a vision for moment, just briefly, blonde and pretty, but no distinction, no face. She was 14 or 15; the size tag in the side told me that. I snipped carefully across the front panel and slipped them over the cushion, pulling them upward and mimicking Sue’s body.

Carefully I turned the greys inside out and pulled them up and over the other end of the cushion. For a moment I played with the thin crotch, fingering it whilst toying with my cock just as though I had the owner of the knickers here. Just as the bottle greens had before so the gusset gave way letting my finger inside to explore her imaginary nonny. It took me back to my own schooldays, watching for greys at every opportunity and wishfully thinking that I like to get as close as I was to them now.
The scissors encouraged them; I was desperate to try out my little experiment. My cock now held pensively between my thumb and forefinger I had to decide which to try out first. The scarlet reds, I decided leave the delicious greys until last. I told my self I was not going to cum in them; it was just an experiment to see how they differed in feel and whether my distaste extended to their love pocket. 

I edged him forward without a bias to dismiss them, because I sought thrill wherever I could get it, I closed my eyes and fed him inward. The little baubles of wear from the cotton inner gusset tickled my foreskin. The nylon of the outer crotch teased its synthetic weave over my glands below. Suddenly I was half way in and gasping with ecstasy. I watched him tunnel forward to the hilt where the owners bottom would have sat, the name Sue stretched and expanded over my shaft giving me a weird sense being close to her.

Inward and outward I travelled with Sue, wondering what she may have looked like. Perhaps, she was a year older now, her body outgrown these necessities of virtue, designed to protect and resist the attentions of the lowly and shallow male. They did the opposite with me, drew me in, enticed me to be part of them, encouraged me to study them and to compare the forms that delightfully filled them.

I watched Sue capture me, hold me, imagined her hand wrapped around this gusset, wanking me and feeding my foreskin into the man made fibres that had once borne her cunt. I had to stop myself from exploding and rested, watching him throb and stretch Sue. A moment to reflect, they weren’t the same, but they did give pleasure and yes they still had graced the feminine form. I would collect them if I saw them, they still fed a fantasy.

I slipped him outward bouncing in expectation. I turned the cushion upside down and sat him, ready to launch, in front of the grey entrance. A hundred visions of my past came forward, every grey that had ever etched in my head flashed before me, showing off their fine curves to my lustful eyes. I helped him in and imagined the most desirable girl in my school teasing me with her flashes.

The soft cotton brushed against him as I had a vision of us in some secluded  corner of school, her skirt upward, my hand seeking out the desire between her legs, whilst my exposed cock frotted and leaked onto the greyness of her bottom. Inward and outward I fucked those grey school knickers, watching them close around me almost as if she was there and wearing them. Gently I rode the cushion upward and downward gasping for breath as they teased me nearer to submission. Twice I stopped to regain my composure and hold off the spunk that would surely come.

The time and willpower finally called a halt. I didn’t want to do it now, it would ruin the expectations for the morning, kill my ardour into a whimsical farce. My watch said 8.30; I needed to be away from here within the hour if I was to reach the Samuels job before they went out! Quickly the new suitcase was packed away. I had to think about new hiding places and if I continue to seek treasure then some would have to be moved elsewhere.

Downstairs Rosemary was on her own clutching for warmth, a mug of tea. 

‘Peace’, she said, nodding her head upward to where the two girls lay a sleep.

‘Have they been trouble then’, I enquired?

‘No not really, in fact as good as gold, sidled off to bed when I asked them, but you know what I mean, under my feet’. ‘What were they like for you yesterday?

‘Quiet I thought, in fact at one stage I wondered where they were’.

 I made myself some toast and grabbed a mug and sat with her.

‘So what about today’, I asked.

‘Oh I think I will leave them to their own devices, besides Lindsay is being collected after lunch and then I gain another at teatime, she laughed referring to Sarah’s return.

‘And you’, she asked?

‘I’ve got that boiler job to do, that’ll take me a couple of hours and then I will pick Georgina up from her game later. Might go and look at some cars along the way too.

Soon I was on my way to the Samuel’s thinking about the prospects for the morning in the light Sunday traffic. I arrived early, at least 15 minutes early but it didn’t seem to bother either of the Samuels. Mr Samuel’s I could see was champing at the bit, wanting to be on his way. He left Mr’s Samuel’s to deal with me, so I passed her the brochures for the new boilers.

We discussed where to turn off the gas supply and she handed me keys which she asked me to pop back through the letter box when I had finished. Could I pop in on Wednesday too she asked, to discuss her choice of boiler and when it could be fitted. She said she would pay me then too if that was alright.

Then they were gone, leaving me to my own devices. I had thought about this all weekend, it wasn’t very often I got the chance to explore knicker drawers, at least not with a few hours to spare. Yes I had the Wilkinson’s but that was becoming common place now, I knew what I would find, this was new and exciting, my cock stirred in my pants.

Fitting the thermocouple was easy and routine, just as I thought it would be. The boiler started up immediately and I let it run just to check and be sure. Then I stood there motionless wondering where to start. There was an urge to go back into the main house and explore there. But a kind of fear crept over me, hideously giving me scenarios in my head where the Samuel’s might return. I told myself no, it wasn’t for today and reminded myself I would have a week to explore there when the new boiler was being fitted, besides it was something to look forward to.

It was just whose room would be first now. That was made by my cock, forever stiff in my pants; it had to be the student with the sexist knickers. I don’t know why but I stood at her door listening, perhaps it was habit, perhaps it was fear, what if Mr’s Samuel’s had neglected to tell me she had returned. Slowly I turned the handle and listened as the door creaked to the heavens, I pushed it cautiously open.

The room was empty as before, her heady perfume filled my nostrils with expectation. My cock stiffened and leaked in excitement as I looked around to give me the all clear. I was at her dressing table, my hands clasping the rattlely handles; I eased it towards me and watched as beauty unfolded.

As before frills and scallops of lace greeted me. This was real treasure, quality and perhaps expensive. Baby blue and pink caught my eye, the sheen of nylon enticing as I ran my fingers over them. Carefully my right hand lifted them gently whilst my left hand tugged awkwardly at my zipper as I strained to get him out. Crudely I rubbed away my pre-cum with the palm of my hand and then drooped the baby blues over him. He twitched with excitement and gratefulness, nudging himself forward in an attempt to sense the slinky feel of their slippery fabric. I left him bouncing whilst my brain wanted to see more of what the drawer held.

I started to lift them out, in little piles so as I knew where they would go back. Most were frillies and nylon, chosen carefully by their owner to excite. They excited me too, I would have liked there and then to have scooped them all up, taken them away forever, wanked and spunked in them all just to declare that they had become mine. But I couldn’t, not today and perhaps not any day, but perhaps they would become mine for a week, the week I was to put the boiler in. Slowly with thumb and forefinger I worked the filmy baby blue nylon into my cock head and glands. I made sure the sweet place where her little flower had sat was right where my spunk would flow. 
I imagined her, she was perfect, but they always were and she had to be, it would be an insult to allow these lustful knickers onto anything but a perfect body. I had visions of petite curves and boyish hips; they had to be, simply to slip into this perfection of tiny frill and lace. I carefully picked up a small pile and carried the to her bed, where I sat for a moment holding my cock and baby blue’s in one hand and treasuring the silky pile in the other.

Then, laying them next to me I started to examine each pair in detail, I wanted to get as close to her as intimately possible. If I was never to fuck her, at the very least I had to have examined every single pair. She was a delightful size 10, each and every label told me so and each time ingraining in my brain how perfect she was. The white and sometimes coloured gussets were clean and respectful, probably just how she treated her body. Little baubles of cotton indicate she had worn them all, the little tale tell sign that her fine and downy pubes had graced and traversed the oh so soft cotton.

Every time I picked a pair up I would bury my aching and excited member into the gusset of the baby blues. It was a marker for me, like crossing them off the list but also it was of dominance and fulfilment too, to violate her world and leave a mark, a mark that I hoped was without trace. He did leak into those baby blues, lightly and at first concerning but my need had gone too far, it would dry I told myself, she would never know.

Then on to the next pile, I had to see them all, wanted to have in my head which were her best and which ones that I would really like to masturbate into. Yes I would too, in that week, yes spunk deeply into them, having my wicked way with her and without her even knowing. I’d wash and dry them, she’d never know, even with her own soap powder to make them smell the same. Perhaps too, I’d sneakily take some back to London Road and play with them to my hearts content, before returning them for her to never ever be the wiser. But I knew and I always would, have a memory of the day when I briefly owned her knickers.

Sadly I had viewed and gone through them all, well all in this drawer at least, were there more I wondered? Carefully I placed them all back in, the piles in the places I had lifted them from. I had to crush them, there flouncey material held them upward like uncoiled springs. I wondered if she had this problem, then it hit me, what happened when she closed the drawer, did they spring upward, what if when she opened it again they resisted or perhaps gave? Would they yield, be pushed backward and fall, fall down the back of the dressing table? I had to look, to be certain, there may be hidden treasure she had forgotten about, had not missed, opportunity for me.

The bottom drawer came easily, it was half empty, it was where she kept her silky slips, not many just a few. A thought ran through my mind, had she been bigger, I could have slipped her knickers up my waiting body, let my cock and balls devour them and then delectably slide a silky slip upward to manipulate myself in the slippery slidey heaven.
But that thought quickly went, there were some there, at the back of the dresser, fallen angels, fallen from grace, forgotten, well for a moment in time! I reached inward, retrieving the lost souls, two pairs of delightful frilly silkies. They were sisters, they matched others above, probably the reason that they were not missed. They would come with me today, perhaps a loan, perhaps forever!

My thoughts turned to other buried treasure around her room. Where was her laundry bin and what delights were inside? The room was neat and tidy; it wasn’t directly obvious, tucked away at the side of the wardrobe. The wicker basket looked enticing; I edged forward with excitement now, the purple pair that I had found down the back of the dresser. I milked him teasingly into their soft gusset as I shuffled towards it.

Lifting that lid was like lifting the lid on a biscuit tin, what was there that would satisfy my appetite inside. Gosh, disappointment, it was empty! Surely not, or maybe this was indeed a tidy and organised young lady, her life had to be just so and it showed around the room. For a moment I wondered about her artistic skills, surely those could not be organised in the same fashion!

I moved on to the school girls room, well it had a picture of her in her school uniform; I had to give her a nickname. I suppose I could call the other girl miss prim and proper, I had to differentiate some how; certainly their underwear was so different.

I stared at her for a moment, her school girl photo, trying to assimilate with her, almost get to know and understand her. It helped, gave me a picture in my head when I tossing myself off in her knickers. Slowly again I worked on her top drawer, sliding it open to reveal the pastel contents. These were nice girl’s knickers, to be appreciated by her alone, nothing salacious and showy. Pretty pastels and soft cottons filled the drawer, my fingers dragging over them in soft waves.
I pulled a pair out, white with little rosebuds, a soft frill shouted out femininity. I held them aloft whilst miss prim’s sexy purples dangled on my erection. They held innocence and security. I imagined her to be honest and sincere, perhaps kind and loving, maybe romantic too. To be with her would mean security and understanding, sex would be deep and meaningful I told myself.

I warmed to her, appreciated her underwear, saw it delicately framing the desirable body in the picture that made me want to love her.
Of course she may not be as understanding to one like me, one who worshipped not only her but the subtlety of femininity that graced her body. Would she understand my needs for both her and her knickers but who in this world could ever replace Georgina?
All the same I had to have her, or at least her knickers, Georgina would understood this, or at least I hoped that she would. I swapped the purples, pushing them into my pocket to keep, now my throbbing member bounced in the delicate and pretty cottons. I watched as the innocence of the rosebuds were abused by my leaking cock. I swirled my finger and thumb around his sensitive parts and gasped at the delight that they gave me.
Back to her drawer and I replicated my actions as I had done with miss prim, slowly lifting the delicate contents out to an order. My passion had changed, next door I would have fucked miss prim, here with my innocent one I wanted to make love to her, for us to be romantically involved. There was safety with her, her knickers told me so, steadiness and reliable, not like next door, she sought fun and bright lights and perhaps the company of many. I wanted love, the kind that Georgina offered.
Then I thought to myself, where does Georgina fit in if I make these comparisons with knickers? Maybe she is both, maybe she is just obsessed with what knickers can do and of course the pleasure that they bring.

I had to dry him again, hold off my little play too, I was in danger of soiling and spunking into her innocence. But, I would spunk into them, many of them, when that time came to fit the boiler, for now I would have to be content with looking through them all. One at a time I examined them, introducing myself to her gussets and imagining the sweet little nonny that adorned them.

I was near the end, how stupid of me not to think before, where was her laundry bin, I scanned the room. My eyes passed it twice before I recognised what it contained, the wooden box with a lid in the corner. It doubled as a stool throwing me off the scent, the scent of what I hoped would be inside.

I lifted the lid with care, half expecting a jack in the box to pop out. Her perfume hit my nostrils in a second wave, the concentration of her worn clothing containing her innocent fragrance. I pulled a T shirt out and there they were, opposites of what was now dangling from my bouncing cock. Pale blue with white rosebuds sent a surge of excitement through my balls, slowly I lifted them upward like some fairground ‘pick a treat’ machine trying desperately not to drop its prize. 
Crudely they retained the shape of her body; the gusset formed a little mound just as her innocent sex would have done. The soft frill contoured its self around the leg openings, trying to show me how just how they would grace her perfect form. They drifted towards my nose where at first I kissed that oh so soft cotton before inhaling her sweetness.
She was a clean girl; it fitted my needs, the subtlety of her wearing them. Hints, but not overbearing fed my senses and told me I wanted her, well at least her knickers. I played with him downstairs again as I sucked in the headiness that had me enslaved to her. At this moment and much more than miss prim, I wanted to masturbate into her nonny patch, spunk and spill my seed, bringing us together. 

I had desperate urges standing there, urges to be wicked and daring. I looked at my watch, I had plenty of time to indulge and spend time with my new found lover, well at least her knickers! But I was greedy too; I had to consume all of her, what else was in her laundry box?

I scurried to it again and carefully began to pull out and unfold the layers, more treasure was there. Two pairs, royal and scarlet, plain and simple cotton but none the less hers. Limply I extracted them and held them aloft. The royal pair was inside out, her crotch staring me in the face. The little smudge of white caught my eye against the dark background, almost like a fluffy cloud in a late evening sky. The cloud sailed towards me where I inhaled its wonderful perfume.

It was her mark, delicate and light, just a trace to have me wanting her more. I made my way to her bed and remove my shoes and trousers. Teasingly I draped over him the little soiled rosebuds doubly making sure he nudged her nonny patch. And then I turned my attention to the scarlet pair, turning them inward for inspection. My little innocent didn’t disappoint me, just as the royals had been; a smudge of her sex had left its mark, instantly they were at my nostrils deeply inhaling her.

They were stronger and more exciting, hints of an excited and wet cunt filled my head. Urges kicked in and I flopped backward onto her bed, sod it, needs must, I would tidy it later. The scarlet pair were turned back and slipped over my head and into position, my nose buried itself deep into her gusset. The scented elixir of her moist sex filled my head with desire. I swapped the rosebuds below for the heaven of the royals.

Now I was with her, my head filled with her excited fragrances and my cock weeping its sticky lube into her smudgy crotch. I imagined her face sitting me, demanding and burying her sex deep onto my nose and mouth. She rode me purposefully whilst her hand reached backwards to wank me in her own knickers. I pictured her, the innocent in her school uniform helplessly succumbed to the education of her body.

My finger and thumb worked the royals desperately into my glands. I manipulated their soft cotton ensuring they would capture and enslave my foreskin, folding their self under him. Warmth and sensation overtook my body; spasms surged and waned with every catch and fold of her soft and used gusset.

I was delirious with lust, reason had no boundaries for the moment, I was with her, having her and she having me. Thinking at the moment was only as far as the next tingle of lust, my body demanded more, the more I got the more I wanted. I stopped and waited, not now or not at all I argued but needs must, I was chasing the edge and chasing danger.
Moments went by and I would start again, by now my frothy pre-cum had mingled nicely with the wispy cloud in her gusset. I would hold him captured, whilst intoxicating myself on the crotch that breached my nose. I would manipulate him slowly back and feel the tingles ride again and then reason lost itself as I imagined her chasing her orgasm across my face. Spunk shot into her waiting and grateful gusset in a surge of recklessness. For a brief moment came not a care, I had to have her, she was mine and if I wanted to fuck and cum in her knickers I would.

I lay there for a moment on high, pleased and warm. Then it all ebbed away and panic set in, I had to clean  them up and fast, I had to dry them and quick, she could not know or even suspect, fear over took my body. 

In the bathroom I held them under the running tap, careful that the creamed crotch only caught the flow. Panic shook my body as I watched my seed sluice downward towards the plughole. My fingers rubbed at the gusset feeling the slimy ejaculation loose its grip. Slowly the clean water and feel of the cotton told me it was gone. Carefully I squeezed the water out of them trying hard not to let it dampen them all. I held them upward for inspection, once dry she’ll never know I told my self.
They had to dry and dry quick, the boiler needed to be on and was a fine excuse for testing it again. Quickly I ran the studio turning off the bigger radiators until I was left with the smallest in the hallway. I left them draped whilst I retraced my steps putting and placing everything back into her drawer. On the chest of drawers next to her photo was her hairdryer that would help nicely.
