The Lodger Chap 6 Working
Monday morning arrived so quickly for such an eventful weekend. Thursday I had been in the hostel, now here I was readying myself for work in this lovely family house. My thoughts raced through the events, what had been said, my interactions with the girls and their mother and of course my excursions into fantasy with their knickers.

I could hear Rosemary upstairs in silent thudded movements, I guess going through her morning rituals of another working week. Working in retail, I was to find out our paths rarely crossed in the mornings, maybe a goodbye as she descended the stairs and I made my way out to the van. Conversation and things I needed to know came in the evenings. In a way I was to become a substitute for her husband, well at least someone more adult to share the day’s events with. 

Anyhow I was off over the Kingston Bridge and down past Hampton Court and into twee area Hampton itself. As I pulled up at my first call I was rather glad to be given the posher end of the job, so much better than my first weeks of trudgingly converting council houses from one street to the next. I loved the independence this gave me, no team to be supporting and time to do the job in my own way. Besides this end of the market was much more respectable, yes the clients were sometimes aloof to a mere workman but they appreciated the need and their appliances were much nicer to work on.

There was always paperwork to do with these people too. The company was always looking for ways of making money, so we had a check list to go through and hand in relating to the standard and age of their appliances. Boilers and cookers were the natural predators for replacement but there was a whole raft of other items that weren’t even considered for the council tenants. Although I got nothing out of it, it made the job more interesting, gave me time and besides I got to look around houses.

It was the third call of the day that became interesting.  Yes it needed the usual conversion items but during the continuity checks in the airing cupboard I came across some lost bikini knicks that had fallen down behind the emersion heater. I tensed with combined fear and excitement and my mouth became dry as I picked them up to examine them in the confines of the cupboard. They were little blue and grey diamond pattern nylon bikini’s with a delicate scalloping of white lace trimming the waist and leg bands. They had been there a while as fluff and dust had accumulated in the soft white cotton gusset. I wanted them badly, I told myself they had been lost and forgotten and me taking them now would not arouse any suspicion. I argued with myself in my head, should I, shouldn’t I? I listened for movement down stairs, where was the lady of the house? Could I take them without repercussions? I decided I could. I fingered their texture with desire telling myself they were now mine and shook off their dusty gathering. I checked their size, a 14 and decided they didn’t belong to the lady down stairs, she was much bigger. Sneakily without regret they went into the trouser pocket of my overalls.

I knew I felt flustered at the prospect of taking them and maybe it would be noticed. I tried to calm myself down telling myself that I had the excuse of the heat of the airing cupboard. I continued with my paperwork, ticking my list and finishing my checks, now I was ready to leave. Down stairs I was met with the question ‘was everything fine? 
‘Yes’, I replied, requesting that she sign off my work sheet.
A picture on the hall table caught my eye, her daughter I presumed; yes I thought I have your knickers.

Out in my van now I quickly pulled away from her drive. A hundred yards down the road and I stopped. The road was all but deserted a distant postman hopped in and out of the long driveways. I checked my mirrors and all around me before extracting my little treasure trove from my pocket. I sniffed them deeply knowing they would be clean and laundered. No matter, they were her smell, the mousey blonde in the picture. I tried to picture and capture her in my mind, my brief glimpse at her photograph was quickly diminishing from my mind. I told myself that she was probably 18 or 20 and had a nice figure, as my nose tried to capture her in the softness of her gusset. My erection grew rapidly as I thought I sensed the feint musky smell of her pussy. Was there something there, maybe a hint that washing had missed, I drank it greedily. I throbbed and leaked in my trousers relishing the last hints of her femininity.
A car appeared in my mirror and I hid and threw them into my lap. I looked down on them and watched as they throbbed up and down on my trousered stiffness. Now I savoured the delicateness and refinement, these were class. I fingered them as they lay there, imagining her in them. My skin was tickled by the puckers and gathers as my finger pads slipped in to enjoy the soft cotton where her treasure of a pussy would have sat. Her moans and pants drifted through my head in a fantasy as my knuckles brushed her imagined sex. Her soft white gusset would have been wet as I teased and tested the material. ‘Finger me’, I heard her say as I obligingly slipped between her puffy lips.

Shit the postman is walking this way. They were quickly away and under my seat bringing my hand back up complete with a pen retrieved from the door pocket. I reached across to the passenger seat collecting my clip board and setting the pretence as he passed my door. That was a close call on my world of knicker enjoyment, one that I imagined I lived alone in. Still, on with my work the little treasures would have remain under the seat until I got that back to my room tonight. My thoughts ran to my aspiring collection in my room, of Sarah and Rebecca’s cast off’s and how quickly I had gathered the little hoard. My mind raced too, on all the possibilities that the job may give to adding to my little trove of treasure. I tormented myself too, telling myself to grow up, get a girlfriend, sometimes I hated myself for what I was doing, arguing in my head that it would all go away and become un-necessary when I found this imaginary girl.
Tuesday lunchtime I found myself driving into Bushy Park for my hour of relaxation. At least the drum of traffic would disappear, I was sure to find a quiet spot. Unfortunately there were yellow lines everywhere and I was directed to a car parking area. It was a bit crowed as I pulled up, carefully negotiating cars leaving. I slipped into a spot at the end and realised it was in front of the children’s play area. I was about to move for some more solitude above the din of playing kids when I got a glimpse of navy blue. My eyes became transfixed for a moment and zoomed in on the flash I had been given.
Here were three girls aged around 9 or 10 playing at gymnastics on a large climbing frame. They had it to themselves, other children nervous about joining them on the equipment they had commandeered. I scanned around checking to make sure no one was watching me. Luckily the parking space and climbing frame were to the end of this recreational complex, mothers and their children seemed to be to my left, the van sides shielded me from too much attention. My news paper resting on the steering wheel I began to feign reading and watch.

All three were at the top now and I could see they were vying with each other, who could do which moves. One went first slipping the backs of her knees over the frame, releasing her hands to hang upside down. Joy and excitement overcame me as her summer dress dropped over her waist to her chest exposing the wonderful sight of her navy school knickers. From my position 10 or 20 yards away I watched her every move, not since I had left the West Country had I been exposed to this much navy blue. Memories of Christine a childhood neighbour came flooding back as I watched this delightful little display. Her dangling body elongated itself stretched to its limits. Her navy knicks wrinkled and puckered by her enforced slimness loosening the elastic at her waist. I excited myself, feeling my erection grow as her delicate form enticed me. A sweet bubble bottom and little mound carefully captured in navy.

 The other two joined in now, not to be beaten by their friend. Their summer dresses too flopped and slid over their waists exposing rib cage and flat chests. But here was a treat, another pair of navy, and then maroon took my eye. Never had I seen this colour in such a way before, yes on washing lines and on display in shops but here and now it was on a live and writhing body. I watched her in particular, intently as her maroons mimicked her friends. What new appeal they gave me as the too wrinkled and puckered on her cute little body.
I tried to score these bodies that displayed before me, working through preferences in my head.  There was nothing to choose from any of them, their creamy young skins were enticing framed by the butterfly shape of their knickers. The second girl in navy may have had a fuller waist, it made her bottom rounder but the other two, number one in navy and miss maroon had prominent hip bones that appealed immensely. 

I sat there extremely hard and although I dare not touch myself I fidgeted in my seat. What a wonderful display all three were giving me and oblivious to my interest too. I checked who was watching me and was thankful that no one was. Oh how I wanted those maroon knicks I thought, yes give me all three pairs straight from the warmth of their bodies, let me savour their innocence and yield their young perfume. My thoughts and imagination turned to miss maroon, maybe sat upon my face, her dress covering my face. How flustered I would be, breathing my air in second hand through her delicious knickers. Their soft velvet nap tickling my nose while her little peach flexed on my lips. I must have some of those knicks I told myself, I have to own some in that colour and wished they could be hers. Off I went into a little fantasy about stealing them from her room as I converted her house, all enriched by her little display before me.

As I watched all three again, engrossed and captivated by their display. My mind wandered into Bentall’s School Wear Department and wondered if I had seen maroon there. No, was my straight answer, perhaps Bentall’s was the wrong side of the river to be supporting the uniforms of Hampton etc.

