The Lodger Chap 39
Sunday morning I awoke and lay there for a while feeling confused. Some wonderful dreams were being recalled in my head, a myriad of encounters with knickers, no doubt fuelled by the events of yesterday and the expectation of the week to come.

It took me a while to realise that I was alone in this house and that I could do anything I wanted. There would be no creeping about today and wondering how long I would have until anyone got home. I needn’t hide my little hoard either but I would and should, I told myself, just in case, and it was better to be in the habit of hiding them, than being caught.
The dream recall started to fade and I started to remember what happened yesterday. I scrabbled around on the floor to find my work trousers and yes they were still all there. I took them back into my bed, her nicely soiled knickers and the pairs I had borrowed from her drawer. I sniffed at her crotch, taking in the elixir of her sweet and perfect body. I imagined her perfect sex waiting for me, wet warm and willing. Would she let me fuck her in these knickers, their delicate scalloped leg opening pulled to one side so my cock could enter her, the thrill of the lacy frill tickling and encouraging me to slip into her and find heaven.
My cock had found her gusset too, from a pair from her knicker drawer. The soft cotton teased my glans as my fingers worked him in and around where her cunt would sit. This act of deprivation against her knickers was probably the closest we would ever get. It was one sided too, as I hoped she would never know or even imagine that anyone had violated her underwear.

I could spunk in them today too, if I wanted, there was nothing stopping me. Except there was much to enjoy today, I had access to the underwear of six females, I could spunk in all of their gussets if I wanted and none would ever know. Thoughts of Sarah came into my head now, I’d whizzed past her door last evening exhausted and uninterested in what she had to offer but now I was remembering the pairs that were dis-guarded on her bedroom floor.

I was out of bed and spoilt for choice. I had my entire hoard out from its secret places. A greed had set in; if I really wanted I could accumulate everything in this house into one place. For a moment I imagined it all piled on my bed whilst my fingers played and indulged in our student’s sweet gusset. There would be piles of it but it also meant that it would all have to be put back and properly too, no that would take up too much of my time.
I was now stood on the landing outside of Sarah’s room. The student’s knicks were still satisfying my aching cock as I teased him and encouraged him to seep his wetness into the little patch that had once protected her cunt. I turned the handle and walked in still with my built in uncertainties that there would be no one on the other side.

The heady fragrance of Sarah hit my nostrils encouraging me forward. I surveyed the dis-guarded pretties on the floor reminding myself of my preference. Chosen for their sexiness they immediately went to my nose to fill my head with her sweetness. What I found there told my head that it was made for me, her body wanted me and her knickers had captured it. My life now depended on oxygen siphoned through her sweet gusset. I still wanked and teased my cock with Miss Prim’s offering as I now made steps toward Sarah’s knicker drawer.

I had to put something down and chose just for a moment the heady crotch of my wonderful little Sarah, my school girl that I would never have. I pulled on the handles ignoring their noisy obstinance to reveal the contents. There wasn’t much to choose but I had already told myself that this morning I would spill myself into something of hers. I picked the best three pairs; I had a plan and fantasy and headed back to my room.
Frantically I pulled all three onto the cushion mimicking her sweet little body. I stared down at them, taunt and stretched just as if they were covering her lucious body. Imagination kicked in, it was her lower torso and I was going to fuck it. Her soiled crotch was now was now covering my nose, my eyes looked through the leg holes and the waist band gripped under my chin.

My cock nudged the first crotch, pushing at where her nonny would naturally sit. My fingers eased one crotch panel to the left and one to the right and I helped him slip inside to meet the cotton gusset of number three. My head told me I had entered her virgin sex for the first time, the leg elastics were the sweet flesh that was receiving its first cock. Slowly I watched him go in and out as the cushion lay helplessly on my bed. The elastic teased my aching shaft as I slowly fucked her. I could hear her whimpers of delight as her body experienced my caring and understanding cock.
‘Sarah’, I whispered on my breath, ‘god you lovely little fuck’. I looked down at the cushion and watched him play inwards and outwards, her knickers gripping him for all they were worth. I saw her there, wearing the same three pairs of knickers and my cock satisfying her virgin nonny. I held him inward, bouncing on the soft cotton and weeping his wetness to soak her little crotch panel.
I could imagine her wearing all three pairs and how they would move and wrinkle under her skirt or even those deliciously tight jeans. And then I saw her haughty little moods, the ones she’d played out on me, I thrusted forward in an attempt for her to realise what a bitch she had been at times. Did she like this now I wondered, would she like it if it ever happened?

All these thoughts ran through my head giving me a determination and purpose to spunk all over her little soft gusset. One way or other Sarah, I would have you and this was the best way because you would never know, it was the payback for all those moments when you gave me the cold shoulder of school girl jealousy.
Her soft gusset was teasing towards an orgasm. The delicious cotton rippled over my exposed glans mildly capturing and then letting go. The gripping leg elastics from the two top pairs glided and tickled my shaft at every pass urging onward for a release. The tingles in my balls measured the start of something good and I slowed to ensure that it would last forever. I watched him tease himself with her knicker fuck, inward and outward as though it was her receptive body.

I called her name again, just as the first pumps from deep within began to expel themselves. The spunk pumped upward erupting into the holding cotton like the ground holding an earthquake, my liquid lava desecrating her virgin knickers with a torrent that seemed to go on forever. ‘God you lovely little fuck’, I called to myself.

Slowly and still half erect I pulled backward to watch globules of spunk soil the gripping elastic as they milked me for the last drops. I smiled with pleasure that I had had Sarah in this way, I’d smile inward every time I saw her now, that would remove that haughty attitude of hers.

I had pleasure too stood at the kitchen sink in her in her lovely tight gym knickers whist washing my spunk from the others I had just soiled. I could just about button up her gym skirt too and stood and admired myself in the hall mirror. What a shame I was leaving here, on the other hand there would be some wonderful memories.

On the way to Teddington I wondered about taking both Sarah’s and the Students soiled knicks that I now owned to Georgina’s. Was that acceptable, I thought not, she maybe had some understanding but never to that level understanding. I’d have to find a hiding place for them perhaps somewhere in this van.

The boiler was up and running in no time as I hoped it would be. All the radiators were coming up to temperature and of course they had to be checked out everywhere including the girl’s rooms. For a moment I was torn to where in the studio or house that I would visit first. I’d been through Mr’s Samuels things and play drawer yesterday. I had also gone through Miss Prim’s and had been playing in her knickers this morning. So it was to be our little schoolgirl with the nice sensible underwear. Besides I had all week to indulge in the others and having already shot my load this morning perhaps it was time for some relaxed play with the soft and subtle cottons of the schoolgirl. 

Her room was calming and peaceful not racy and obvious like her friends across the hall. Her perfume too didn’t hit you in droves; you had to be near something before it stroked your awareness. There was a cushion too in a small armchair. Cushions I thought, something to roll her sweet knickers on and imagine it was her.
Immediately I remembered her laundry box, half hiding and doubling as a stool. I homed in on it, my cock forever growing in expectation. That subtle perfume wafted gently to my head as I lifted that lid. I peered inward and was delighted by what I saw. All her knicks were on top, as though perhaps she had planned a last minute wash before she left and then decided against it.

The half dozen were scooped between my fingers and dangled in various states of exposure. I twisted them round with my wrist viewing what was on offer. Some shielded and protected themselves from my prying eyes whilst others flaunted fluffy white gussets in a temptation that had me excited. I dropped into her armchair and laid them into my lap. The little rosebuds were first; I’d seen them before but never worn. Her sweetness filled my nose with intrigue, what was this young lady truly like. I could surmise Miss Prim but then again could be hugely wrong. And this one, maybe she wasn’t the silent flower I thought she was.

My head lay backwards pulling her fragrance into my head whilst a free hand played with my zipper to release my eager cock. Quickly he was fulfilled with anything that came into my scrabbling hand; I tossed and turned them in my fingers until feel recognised the cotton crotch.  I also found a little spot too, my finger knowing the soft cotton contained a little secretion and that inturn found my waiting foreskin. I rolled him gently in her gusset lapping up the baubled nap of heaven.

‘God you horny little bitch’, I silently breathed as I played the soft cotton around my glans. I fished around my lap again, hooking another for the elixir that would fill my head. Here and now I was so close to her, as close as anyone could ever be without being in her presence. I was an age playing in this delirium, thinking and slowly wanking myself into her life, imagining us together and playing my game. Of course she was willing; they all were, in my knicker fed world.

I nearly came several times but held back. There was no rush, perhaps I had a greed to be everywhere, in the main house and the other student’s room but it could wait, there would be many days of fantasies with all of them.

But something different I told myself, like this morning with Sarah’s knickers. I moved, got up and stretched my relaxed limbs in a show that I was in command here. I was at her underwear drawer, delicately rolling over the soft pretties inside. Her soiled knicks still dangled from my stiff prick but now showed the evidence of my lubricated excitement.

I was urged onward, choosing four pairs of soft and frilly cottons. They shouted sex to me just as much as Miss Prim’s silky offerings and I could be just as naughty with these as I could with hers. I was back at the chair and retrieving the cushion, I had it planned, how it would look and how it would feel.

The pair on my cock were turned inside out to reveal her gently soiled crotch. We had both contributed to them now and I was prepared and eager to soil them more. I slipped them over the cushion in my practiced way, arranging them to mimic her desirable body. The other four pairs followed, all lined up with precision, their puffy and gripping elastic almost carving the most perfect feminine form.

I sat back into her chair and laid the cushion onto my own crotch, my wet and willing cock nuzzling into the imitation. As with Sarah’s knicks earlier I gathered her other worn knickers and examined each carefully. My nose wanted his way too, finding her most desirable pair to cover my face. Her little rosebuds were favourite, subtle and sensual that would add to the excitement of her knicker fuck.

Of course there were four pairs now, to slip up the sides of and I hoped that it would add the erotic feelings our little fuck would generate. Slowly I helped him inside, going to the left of one pair and to the right of another, feeding him to her moist and soiled gusset. My fingers let go and he was held there bouncing and ready.

I breathed inward taking in her sweetness and imagined her sat across my face. My fantasies played to my sexual tune, they always were attractive and especially willing in my little games. Slowly I moved within the cushion feeling the confinement that was supposed to be her cunt, as before my foreskin rolled itself along the soft nap of her delicious gusset sending a myriad of nice feelings.

I realised that I didn’t even know her name and so my sexual mumblings were limited to expressing that she had a lovely cunt. I spent an age just teasing him slowly and awakening the sensitivity in my glans and foreskin. Somehow with me controlling it all it seemed to heighten the thoughts that construed the fantasy and I watched him through her leg opening fuck her oh so gently.

I stopped often, abating a build up that would only push me forward into a gushing orgasm. I wanted it all to last, I had ages yet and this week I wanted to cement these visions deep within my brain where I could recall them for a life time.

I carried her to the bed, rested the cushion on the edge where now my stomach muscles pumped into her. New sensations appeared as I mimicked the thrusting of intercourse. My balls ached with the anticipation as I viewed my shaft enter and disappear into the little ruffles of sexy frill. I held him in them too, they gripped my glans as though she was squeezing me and holding me.
I walked around the room with her too, trying to find different positions where we could fuck and give me other feelings of ecstasy. The arm of her chair had me entering her at a different angle, sensating me to another dimension. I’m going to fuck you I told her, spunk into your little cunt and have my wicked way.

I sat in the chair again and just held the cushion stationary. My stomach muscles pumped upward to meet her, changing the sensation yet again. Then came that familiar feeling of a rush, one that physically and mentally I had no will power to control. I pumped my spunk into her obliging crotch all most waiting to hear her moan with delight.

Quickly I whipped them all off the cushion and separated them by throwing the cushion to the floor. I milked the last drops from the hole and viewed my seed soak all five pairs. They would all have to be washed I told myself, washed clean even the knicks that were supposed to be soiled, she’d never know.
I looked at my watch, I could manage another hour here, by then her knickers would have dried on the radiator. I suppose I could have left them but all sorts of things could happen in the time between coming back tomorrow. There could be unexpected returns, I could lose the keys or anything, no it was best I decided to put things back as I found them and then I wouldn’t get caught out.

At that moment I had no urges, I was spent and would even find it hard to be interested in Georgina. I had played twice already this morning and felt sapped; god knows what Georgina would have in store for me. All the same I found myself unlocking the main house and generally being nosey. I don’t even know why I explored the other bedrooms; they were so obviously rarely used. I looked in at Mr. and Mrs. Bedroom but found myself disinterested for the moment. Thoughts did run through my mind though, I must get myself some stockings and suspenders; I did so like the feel of dressing up in them.

I wandered too back to Miss Prim’s room; I’d not been there today although I had very much been in touch with her underwear back at London Road. That was dangerous and silly too, to have taken some away yesterday and now have thoughts about being caught out. For a while I lay on her bed just taking in the ambience of her room, dreamily thinking about her and delicious underwear but here I was only feet from where it was accessible and yet I didn’t have an inclination.

I must have dozed off as I awoke with a start. For a moment I didn’t know where I was, I even thought I was back at London Road as my brain puzzled it out. I looked at my watch, it was later than I’d thought and time I wasn’t here. I quickly straightened her bed and scoured the room for anything that I had moved out of place.

In the hall my other student’s knicks were suitably dry and the supposed soiled underwear went back into her laundry hamper and mixed with the others. I would be back here again I promised myself, spunking into her delicious gusset and all the others in this little treasure haven.
On the way back to the Wilkinson’s I began to think about seeing Georgina this afternoon. My first thoughts were to move some of my stuff across, particularly parts of my collection. It made sense really, I didn’t want a big move out whilst the Wilkinson’s were there as my accumulation might attract comment. On the other hand I had a week of fun left and perhaps I should leave some there, maybe until at least Friday. Then there was the stuff that came to mind that I would not be taking, the tatty stuff that I had held back just for a quick play and a dispose.

Back there I had concentration on my mind, I couldn’t believe I was walking past their bedroom doors in an empty house and not indulging. Maybe it was because I had already indulged twice this morning, maybe also it was because it was so accessible and at any time, there were no rushed moments of excitement for a sneaky wank.

In my own room I began to sort through it all. There was a definite pile to ditch, the tatty remnants of jumble sales, maybe during the week they might be useful just to catch myself at the last minute, either way they could go to the dustbin on Friday and be away and disposed of before they got back.

I wanted to keep some of my school uniform here, especially for some fantasy indulgence with perhaps Sarah’s and Rebecca’s school knickers. I had a definite lust to spunk off in Sarah’s gym knickers, just to tell myself that I had had her in every way that I could, well at least her underwear. Gosh it was going to be a busy week, so much choice and time to spend with the knicker drawers of six females.

I had a reasonable pile to take to Georgina’s, at least enough for her not to be suspicious that I was hiding any. I started running through my own clothes too; I might as well move some of that across today. Then I wondered why by now I wasn’t wearing female underwear under my clothes, I wasn’t at work and there was no one around and hadn’t Georgina been disappointed that I hadn’t been wearing any. I looked at the various piles and picked out my girly attire for the week.

I began loading my female wardrobe for Georgina’s into one of the suitcases. Just touching it all had me in a state of erection again despite my morning games. Then came the desire that I should be doing as I had thought, wearing something pretty for my understanding girlfriend this afternoon. Ritual had me out of my lower clothes in a flash. The favourite little transparent lemon pair were suddenly at my ankles and ready to be tantalisingly slipped into place.

I expelled breath in an expectancy, as they once again journeyed up my claves, titillating my senses with a femininity that seemed to take over my body; I tucked him in and adjusted him and the sweet little knickers. Pulling my jeans back on only added to the wonderful feelings, the sweet gusset made its self known across my bottom as I enclosed them and a quick look at my bottom told me there was a definite outline that was not male.

I felt conscious as I loaded the van but would anybody else even notice. I felt daring and brave too and at the same time so feminine. As I walked in and out of the house so they walked with me, moving around my torso and telling me they were very much there, little pulls on elastic seemed emanate from nowhere giving thrills and awareness. My cock began to began to react again in the slinky material.

Even whilst driving to Georgina’s I couldn’t help feeling different and conscious of my femininity. Obscurely I wondered if the world outside knew I was dressed in knickers, believing stupidly that it must be stamped on my forehead. Fear too came over me, about being caught in an accident and been taken to hospital where my little secret was bound to be exposed.
Climbing the communal stairs had me trembling, half in excitement and half in fright as the knickers opposed my every ascent. Stupidly I stood and rang her doorbell too, distracted and not realising that I almost lived here now. Georgina looked bemused as she opened the door to me, giving a puzzling look as to why I had done it. Maybe she saw distraction too, maybe it was written all over my face and she seemed to know and recognise it, she tugged me inward looking out on to the landing as if we were in some great spy movie.

Behind the door she was at me as soon as the clunk of the lock had finished. Her tongue found mine and gorged as though we had been parted for a month. A hand tugged at my zipper as an instinct of what she might find inside. They stopped as the found the silkiness and even her tongue stopped twisting for a mille second in an acknowledgement of knowing what she had found there.

Her fingers continued almost as if permission to be dressed like this met her approval, they cupped and caressed my balls moving around that slinky nylon and generating a real stiffy. Swiftly her hands were both inside the knickers and then out, pulling back my foreskin to expose my glans and them manipulating it in the thin and transparent material.

All this was carried out in a swiftness that had me taken aback and me running so far behind her. It was only now I began to realise that it was George stood behind the door in a grey school uniform. I had to play catch up; she was in front of me in this frantic little petting session.
My hand whizzed for her bottom, immediately finding the grey pleats that deliciously tickled my fingers and led me into the sensual spiral of lust. Hoisting her skirt upward their blunt sharpness marked familiar territory brushing my skin with tingles of encouragement. I breathed a deep sigh on finding the soft nap of gym knickers that for the moment eluded me in colour. But this was our game and George knew the rules, the school rules, grey skirt and grey knickers.

Eagerness to catch up pushed me but rituals added to pleasure and there was a must to finger the delicious cuffed leg. They meant so much to me, years of spotting them at a distance and not being able to get up close and personal had me blindly examining them when opportunity arose. Besides we were petting, our favourite game and there was no rush, we’d journey there in the end with a tremendous build up and a tease in between. It would be exciting for George too, me traversing the little welts and tugging at the elastic.

A finger slipped under finding the petal soft skin of her bottom. A warm velvet, reminding me this was my pretend 15 year old lover, innocent yet eager to experience the masterful fingers of her older boyfriend. I traced her to her inner thigh, the elastic guarding my progress but hey this was all part of it, even her legs parting to be helpful.

The warmth radiated and then came moistness which quickly became the slipperiness of her excitement. I was fingering her again, a perfect teenage petting session, her in her school uniform, fooling me into the belief that I could recapture a youth that I didn’t have. I had never been wanked at school, at least not by a girl. To imagine that now in the scene behind the door came oh so easily. But other forces were spoiling the experience, today had been already a game of play and fantasy, I’d already masturbated twice and spunked myself into two little games of fantasy and I was feeling a bit washed out whoever’s hand was manipulating my cock.

‘Stop a minute’, I pleaded, not knowing how to resolve my lack of willingness.

But whilst it was George who stood before me, it was Georgina’s instinct that detected my lack of interest, ‘too much play already’, she suggested.

I didn’t need to answer although I tried to continue my own play in her knickers.

‘I suppose, it’s too be expected’, she replied unselfishly pulling my own hand free.

She kissed me on the forehead, stretching her toes to get there, ‘too much temptation’ she said grinning, ‘to be expected I suppose’.

She now pulled me to the lounge and pushing me backward onto the settee. She climbed aboard me with my clothes still in disarray, leaving them to find their own level of comfort. My jeans were still spread open exposing my lemon frillys, although by now my erection sat placid and exhausted. Even her sat astride me failed to have him lift himself.

‘What am I going to do with you all next week’, she said smiling with an acceptance, ‘you’re last week of freedom in the toy shop’, she mocked, ‘I suppose it’s the last opportunity’, acknowledging the Wilkinson’s were away.

I really didn’t know how to take all this exposure, although as a couple we probably knew the depths to which we were both tuned, to have it openly discussed was still something new to me. She looked at me knowingly; the look lingered and made me uncomfortable to be under her spotlight.
‘I’ve brought some more’, I said nodding my head in the direction of our soon to be bedroom. It was my desperate attempt to throw the subject, well at least part of it, justify it perhaps and even to give my girlfriend an expectation of what was to come. Well that’s how it worked in my head although I hadn’t consciously thought about it.
‘Some’, she said intuitively, ‘you mean there’s more’.

‘Well yes a bit more’, I said trying to hide the complete truth.

She laughed at my pathetic assurances knowing full well there was more to it than a bit more. We sat for a few moments staring deeply into one another’s eyes. It gave me reassurance, what I saw there, I knew I had the right girl to accept my little foibles and perhaps in a way she had the right male to accept hers. 

Moments later we were back in the bedroom, sorting and putting away what I had brought. Georgina dressed as George made little comments about how this and that would look on me and what fun we were going to have. We kissed acknowledging it and I knew it would be my life to move in here.

Later at her door we petted again as we made arrangements of when we would see each other during the week. Georgina seemed to understand and positively insist that I had to get my last week of play out of the way. I suspected she knew that opportunity was my must and if I didn’t indulge then there would be regret.          
