The Lodger chap 4

As I made my way back down the London Road towards the Wilkinson’s I started to calm down and relax. When the streets get less busy I remove my little treasure of a purchase from their carrier and tuck them into the inside pocket of my jacket, then dispose of the old carrier. At the newsagents not far the house I stop for a car magazine and an evening paper, well I thought I’d better have something to show for my afternoons shopping. It also gave me a purpose maybe to be in my room reading and then perhaps playing. Those thoughts made me acutely aware again that my cock was wet and as yet unsatisfied again. In my head I promised I would sort him out with some borrowed knicks later.

There was excitement in the house as I opened the door. Rebecca appeared on the scene dressed in her new school uniform. I got the impression Rosemary had insisted on a trying on session just to make sure there were no drastic alterations. Rebecca came bounding up bubbling with enthusiasm and wanting to show off her new outfit. I guess it was a big step for her from junior to senior school and here it was, the final act that said she was becoming a young adult, to try on her new uniform.

She gave a twirl in front of me, ‘do you like’ she asked.
I could see Rosemary in the kitchen looking towards us and slightly embarrassed by her daughters display of forwardness.
‘Of course I do’, I replied, ‘it makes you look very grown up’. And yes in my head it did, the little junior school girl of this morning had suddenly become a senior.
I walked towards the kitchen catching Rosemary’s eye. She flicked the switch on the kettle and commented ‘Girl’s’.
I laughed, ‘don’t worry I have seen it all before with my cousins, I understand the excitement of going to senior school’.
Rosemary smiled and asked if I had been into Kingston and we got into a conversation about where I’d been. I had to fill in the gaps talking about this record shop and that, then Sarah shouted in from the dining room, had I been in such and such a store. 

Sarah came out to join us as Rosemary made a cup of tea. God she was attractive I told myself. I imagined Rosemary at her age. God those little hips encased in those seductive Levi’s made their way towards us, I couldn’t help but notice their glove like fit and the way they sat around her thighs and crotch. She smiled deeply at me almost knowingly acknowledging I’d been looking at her.
I had to be purposeful and switch my brain off from my desirable thoughts. She sat to the side of me and we began to chat about pop music, the artists and bands I’d seen in the past and how here in this part of Surrey we were so close to the action of London. Rosemary joined us bringing three mugs and we three sat and discussed the 20 years that spanned between us. Rosemary asked Rebecca to take all her new clothes up to her room and she reluctantly scurried off carrying two big carriers of new outfits. 

The conversation drifted round to what we would be having for an evening meal and what was I doing myself this evening. I said I had nothing planned and would stay in and read my magazine. It was comforting to be asked to join them in the lounge for some Saturday night television. We broke off whilst Rosemary started the meal. It was then I remembered in panic that the washed Rebecca’s navy blue’s and were still drying at the back of the emersion heater. God I thought I must retrieve them before someone finds them.
As I made for the stairs so Sarah was disappearing at the top with her own carrier bags, God that bottom was so inviting. As she turned to the landing she smiled back down at me. I sensed a warmth that was not there this morning. I passed her door on the way up and began to have thoughts about what it would be like to kiss her for the first time. My cock grew in my pants telling me he was still around and I remembered the school knicks I had in my inside pocket and those of Sarah’ that were hidden in my room. First things first though I cautiously retrieved little Rebecca’s knicks from of the emersion cupboard on my landing. At least they were dry and I knew I had found the ideal drying spot for my escapades. I sniffed them deeply taking in their washed and warm freshness before sneakily returning them to the spare room.

With my door safely closed behind me I extracted the Montfort Bottle Greens from my jacket. They unfolded like a flag before me revealing all of their wonderful character, my cock grew instantly. I marvelled at the stitching, the almost whiteness as it tick tacked with intricacy around the cuffed leg. I knew the cuff would cause little welts of copied pattern when sat around thighs and hoped they would around mine too. I looked at their wear and wondering who the owner had been, how pretty she was and what was her body like.
I brought them towards my face now and kissed them where her nonny would have been.  The smell that came from them was a heady mix of perfume and gymnasiums; I breathed deeply capturing the exertions of their owner. I nibbled the cuffed leg near the crotch and tickled my nose with the ribbing. By now I was leaking and he had to come out. I unzipped, pulled him free and satisfied him with a few pumps. He bounced and twitched so I teased him tickling my foreskin in the slightly open leg band. The thrill shot through my body and I stared out of my room to the playing fields below. These knickers had once ran around that field, maybe even before the break of summer term. Again I tried to imagine her, the owner, perhaps in her bottle green gym skirt with these wonderful knicks beneath.

I was unbuttoning my jeans now and silently kicking off my shoes. Next came my pants with their sticky wet patch at the front. I stepped into the bottle greens feeling the cuff leg sensually tickle my ankles. My fingers gripped the waist band and slowly I drew them up my legs. My cock throbbed before me; his expectant covering of soft cotton would soon be there.  The elastic of the legs gave, as they touched my expanding thighs, their progress slower with the stretched material. I pulled the waist band teasingly away from my cock; I wanted his first feelings to be encasing of the oh so soft cotton. I adjusted them at my waist and let the elastic twang to my skin, my foreskin captured for the first time. I watched as he twitched and leaked into the cotton breaking their virginal bond. I looked at myself in the mirror adjusting and smoothing them into comfort.

Now I palmed him looking out into the field and the netball courts below. The soft cotton tugged gently in the stickiness as my palm rolled him up and down. My sensations were heightening towards spunking as he had been teased many times today. But I must wait, the time was not now and the fantasies in my head incomplete.
I admired myself in the mirror and wondered what I would look like complete with Bonner Hill’s gym skirt and yellow polo shirt. I imagined the little skirt flicking up to reveal the bottle green knicks and maybe the showing of some tantalising cuffed leg.  I lie down on my bed and continue to palm myself with one hand and cup and caress my balls with the other and at the same time feel the tactile softness of my new bottle greens. I feel warm and comfortable my pending feeling of orgasm sitting in the background waiting for my fantasy signal for release. I tease it, holding and keeping it at bay, saying under my breath ‘later’ and it will be into Sarah’s knicks. Later, I promise, you can spunk into Sarah’s soft and accommodating gussets. I tell myself I must stop and recover, gather some composure for tea with the family.

I slip off the bottle greens and slip back into my own clothes and make my way down to join them for the evening meal. The food is delicious and I again tell myself that I have landed on my feet and as I look around the table at these tantalising females. I know I am going to be happy here. We have idle chit chat which eases us all in each other’s company.
I am particularly charmed by Sarah and have thoughts of back home, my previous girlfriends and what it would be like to have this little nymphet in my arms kissing her for her very first time. I imagine our lips engaged in their first ballet, tasting and finding each other and sensualising our feelings for one another.
It’s a dream I tell myself, your girlfriends cannot get younger and younger. Rosemary asks my plans for the evening, and as I have nothing lined up she invites me to watch television in the lounge. I also get the impression it’s her way of getting to know me and help me settle into new routines. I welcome the company as the weeks of staring at hostel walls have driven me to boredom.

Later as Rosemary clears away from the meal, I’m told to go into the lounge and make myself at home. Rebecca is already there watching some programme. She has changed now into a summer dress and I have found her straddling the arm of the settee. She has one leg swinging aimlessly towards the floor and the other folded under her on the seat cushion.
I can see she isn’t really focused on the television but seems to be miles away, day dreaming. So much so, that as I sit in one of the arm chairs she takes very little notice. She carry’s on swinging her leg and I notice that her dress has risen slightly to expose her thigh on its outward side. Oh my god, the little minx is wearing her new school grey knickers and the leg band is exposed. I try and concentrate on the magazine I have brought in but peek and marvel and this wonderful sight. Her creamy white thigh is bigger as it is spread and squashed over the arm. This exposes about 4 inches of delicious grey cuffing which I am able to watch.
She plays with her hair in one hand and steady’s herself on the arm in front of her crotch with the other. Unfortunately I know this hand is hiding a view of her knickered crotch. I’m disappointed but know that she might realise her indignity if it wasn’t protecting the hidden view. I’m happy at the moment to share the cuffed leg being exposed and I drink in every moment of the vision to savour for later.
I begin to understand that little Rebecca is maybe daydreaming about, her new school, it’s a big time in her life and she can’t wait to be part of it. Wearing her new school knicks helps her to be part of her new adventure and I am thrilled that I can enjoy part of her dream. I imagine her in a few weeks joining her sister at the new school and that gym bag under the stairs will contain her new kit. I am so happy to be in this house knowing that it will give me the access to these wonderful little scenes and the knickers that go with them.

Soon Rosemary joins us and Rebecca scuppers off the arm with a stern look from her mother. She is told to sit in a chair properly and be a young lady. It clicks with me that her mother has been referring to her daughter’s immodest sitting. I ignore the words or the appreciation of what has been said feigning the reading of my magazine. We all settle down to watch television apart from Sarah who disappointingly for me is probably in her room. It’s the usual Saturday night television of light entertainment but I welcome the chance to be in company without the solitude of a lonely hostel room.
Rosemary and I begin to chat and she becomes inquisitive about my past particularly my social life. I have to admit that since arriving in Surrey and staying at the hostel I have not had much opportunity to be out and about. The odd after work drink with a few of the gas conversation team but that has been about it. I tell her that sometimes the occasion does not really arise as we are generally working on our own and the finishing times can be different, only meeting back at base for picking up supplies and getting our workload. Besides a lot of the men have homes to get to or travelling to contend with?
Rosemary asks if I have been out socially in and around Kingston and I have to admit I have not. She then asks if I would possibly like to be shown around, she makes a point of it not being her but she has a friend who has a younger sister. She could ask, she says, this girl is slightly older than me but is very familiar with the Kingston scene. I reply that that would be nice, just to be out and about with a least a friendly face to show me around. We both agree there is nothing worse than walking into a pub in an area where you do not know anyone. She goes on to say her friend, who has the sister, will be around tomorrow morning for their usual Sunday morning chat and coffee. She says she will ask but can’t promise anything.

We talk about her husband’s job and how long he’s been out on the gas fields. I can tell it isn’t her ideal situation but the moneys good and they have been able to get this place and put money away if the girls want to go to university. I’m told he comes home around every three months and the next break will be at the half term in October. Rosemary says they plan to spend a week at the house in New Haven. And, by the way did I mind if she and the girls disappeared off their next weekend, she mentions how reassuring it will be to have me looking after the place while they are gone. It will be so nice she says to have a break just before the girls go back to school. I tell her I don’t mind at all and my mind races away that I will be alone here all weekend, alone with un-denied access to their knicker drawers and of course whatever is left in the laundry basket. At every turn of the corner I think to myself, living with the Wilkinson’s is going to be a wonderful experience.

About 9 o’clock I excuse myself to my room to catch up with my magazine and newspaper. On the way I am disappointed that Sarah is not to be seen, my little fantasy with her knickers would have been enriched by an appearance to fix her in my mind. Still it doesn’t matter I tell myself this evening will be fun and I can visualise my activities in an empty house next weekend. I busy myself in my room for a few moments just to be sure I will not be disturbed. I recover my hidden treasure of Sarah’s cotton knicks and her pair of navy blue Montfort’s from the rag bag. Along with my Bottle greens from the charity shop I spread them out on my bed. These will be my wanking material for a fantasy evening with Sarah.
My cock starts to throb and leak with anticipation, always my servant despite the teasing I have given him today. The four pairs of knickers are like little butterflies tantalising me with their colours. I stand looking at them slowly pulling my foreskin backwards and forwards, my stickiness making little slapping noises. There’s something missing I tell myself, next door in the pile of school knicks, a pair of Sarah’s castoff grey Cherubs. Quickly I put my forlorn cock away, yet again disappointing him from his moment of pleasure. I sneak across the landing and retrieve the first greys from the pile. I sniff them greedily as I make sure the coast is clear to return. Back in my room now the session can begin.

The grey butterfly joins the others on the bed and once again I bring my cock back up to excitement. I remove my lower clothing now preparing for my big fantasy. Never before have I had five pairs of knickers to myself, to do with as I wish and not to have to return them. I tell myself I can spunk in them all if I want to. They are mine now, I am the owner, and even the greys will become mine.
The sensational teasing in my glands would normally have me gushing if I did not purposely hold off; make the game last I tell myself.  I leave my cock alone to throb and leak and for the second time today pick up the bottle greens. I sense the feelings I am about to receive as I hold them by the waist band. Preparing to stretch them over my feet and up my legs they give off their signature fragrance, suddenly again I am transported to the sports field outside wondering about their previous owner.
The little tickles start on the backs of my ankles as I now slowly draw them up my legs. The hairs on the backs of my calves are electric with thrill and anticipation as the wonderful cuffs sensate my skin. My cock throbs waiting for his run of excitement and my balls ache to feel the encased cotton. Oh God I’m there, they hold me nicely as I adjust them around thighs and waist. I palm myself inducting the soft cotton with my wetness. I view myself in the mirror and like what I see.

Onward now I dispense with the fantasy of who had owned these bottle greens, its Sarah that I will love and think about tonight. It’s Sarah that I have promised myself all day. She has intrigued me with her absence and I’ve gorged on her in her presence. Oh what a cute little body.
Those Levi’s teased and tantalised me and now we are going to play a fantasy of being teenage lovers. We will pet and play exploring each other bodies before she finally spunks me into her knickers.
Her Cherub Grey’s I decide will be worn on my pillow crudely replicating and imitating her delicious little body. The playthings for my cock will be the softness of her little girl knickers and her junior school navy blues. I lie on the bed gathering her knickers around me. Then I place the pillow with her grey Cherubs on my chest with the gusset pressed into my nose, drinking in an imaginary Sarah lying across my body.
I kiss and nibble at the soft cotton telling myself it is her nonny that accepts my kisses. At the same time I palm myself through the bottle greens taking myself to a heightened excitement. The green cotton is soaking now as I finger and thumb my foreskin. I whisper ‘oh Sarah’, as my sensations grow.
Now I drop the waistband of the bottle greens so as the elastic cups my balls leaving my cock standing erect. I fish first of all for her little girl knickers on the bed beside me and handle them onto my wet cock. The softness of her gusset tickles me, encouraging me to wank and pump into her knickers. I take myself to near climax and then purposely hold off waiting for the ebb, before again I gently start to frot.
I imagine this soft cotton shielding her nonny, the place where I long to play. Her little jean clad bottom comes back into mind and now I am slowly un buttoning them. I peel them slowly over her hips like a snake shedding its skin. In my head what I reveal underneath is those deliciously stained pink ginghams of this morning, the ones that are still in her room, the ones with my pre-cum added to her own little streaks. My fantasy now takes me in two places at once, caressing the little pink gingham bottom and kissing her nonny through her grey knicks.

I’m intoxicated by her now, feeding the fantasy with every remembered view I have had of her 14 year old lustful body. In my head I am no longer 19 but her schoolboy lover exploring her for the very first time. She yields to my touch wanting to explore and tease her new found sensations. I caress the pink gingham feeling and testing the elastic on her thighs. In my thoughts my fingers tickle and tease her bottom as I daringly slip under the scalloped leg and all the while here and now I slowly frot into her soft cotton gusset below.
I hold myself off again not wanting to spunk too soon, as she allows me trace her little lips with parted thighs. Oh how I wish she was here instead of the floor below, oh how I would teach my little lover. It’s Sarah now, visualising her fingers rolling my foreskin, she whispers and asks ‘am I doing it right’, as she rolls me in her worn little knicks.
‘Yes my little lover yes’, and kiss the grey nonny as she straddles my chest.
 ‘Would you like to feel my school knicks now’, I imagine her asking trying to fix her voice in my head.
‘When did you wear’ them I ask.
‘Yesterday’, she whispers, ‘at netball’.
My hand now searches the bed to find the navy blue Montfort’s and its Sarah I imagine placing them on my cock. I kiss her grey nonny in appreciation as the soft cotton brushes my foreskin for the first time. My brain tells me it’s her hand rolling my foreskin in the soft gusset of her navy blues.
My fantasy takes me to her netball court, watching her reach and stretch in her imaginary game. Her little navy skirt flicks up to reveal the vivid navy and displays her creamy legs. I want her to make me cum in this multitude of fantasy I am having and roll my foreskin until I can take no more.
I want her virgin fingers to feel for the first time my spunk pumping into her netball knicks as I kiss her virgin grey nonny. I want her, to cuddle, hold and kiss at the same time. I fantasise that she’s mine and I’m her first boyfriend.
She gasps with excitement as my hot wetness pumps massively where her nonny has been. He pumps and pumps releasing his many frustrations of that first Saturday into the cotton softness of her gusset. She’s gone, disappeared, my fantasies slide off into the distance and another great sleep descends.
