The Lodger Chap 35
Monday morning at the breakfast table was kind of strange. Maybe I was looking for something, primed by the disclosure from Georgina and waiting for Rosemary to say something. Everyone seemed upbeat, especially the girls for a Monday back at school or was it the fact that they had both been with friends for the weekend. Rosemary was in a good mood too; maybe it was because of their forthcoming holiday and the fact that the girl’s father would join them.
I must admit it had the opposite effect on me, making me edgy and waiting for an announcement at any moment. In fact the only near comment I got was Rosemary asking if I would be in tonight! All the same I went off to work somewhat bewildered and wondering when it would come.

Work soon had my mind concentrated in other areas and I began to settle and start to think of the positives of moving in with Georgina. Then the thoughts came around about being on my own at the Wilkinson’s and fitting the boiler for Mr’s Samuels. That would be a good week, lots of indulgence in my little knicker games.
By my second visit I had forgotten all about the issues back at London Road, although my house call in Hounslow was almost an identical Victorian villa to that of the Wilkinson’s, arranged on three floors and with rooms at the very top of the house. It was here that I was shown to a room that housed the central heating boiler and amongst other things was being used as a junk room. The owner explained this, saying they were finally having a clear out after their children had flown the nest, indeed there were boxes and bags all over the place. As usual I was left to my own devices to get on with the conversions.

Of course I was quickly and methodically through my work and as usual had time to spare. I looked around the room and spied bags that looked like they may have clothing in. The urge to seek out underwear became a priority, I couldn’t control myself, I couldn’t possible walk away from this job without knowing if I had missed anything, naturally and ever curious I made my moves.

The first bag was obviously the son’s and was quickly dispensed with. The second was much more interesting in that they were clothes that definitely belonged to a girl but my poking around did not turn up any of her underwear. Then I spied another bag pushed to one side as though it had purposely moved that way.

Luck was in, it looked like it contained just the under clothing of the entire family. There were male objects near the top but the layers below began to reveal femininity. Carefully I lifted things and found treasure. Garishly there were some bikini knickers from the late sixties, their purples and oranges displayed the mood of fashion, their slinky nylon with black frills demonstrated the permissiveness of the times. They were the kind of knickers that suggested openness, they were meant for display, a tease and an entice from a shorter skirt.

I wondered why all the underwear had been separated, was it for the rag bag and not the charity shop. Could I possibly dare to acquire some of it and would it be missed? The stiffness in my trousers said yes whilst my head considered the dangers of being caught. Surely I argued with myself maybe just a single pair would not be missed. It wasn’t even as if I found them the desirable, but it was hard for me to walk away and then regret not having just a piece of this person’s life. Even though we had never met and I had not an inkling of what she looked like, it didn’t matter, fantasies got round and over came that.

Just one pair of the purple’s I told myself, just put them in your pocket and they will be yours. My cock had already made the decision, it was him that would conjure up a little scene in my head of desire and the need not worry about being caught, and of course the guilt that came with it. And so, in my pocket they went.

And now at lunch time, parked up in my usual spot in Bushey here they were spread across my knee, ready for my most intimate examination. The rain outside pelted against the windows and the roof ensuring nobody was likely to disturb me. My fingers tickled themselves on the black scallops of frill whilst my mind’s eye told me she had the most perfect body. The purple most garishly shouted at me that here was someone that wanted to be touched and would enjoy my caresses over what lay beneath.

Inside the crotch was still pure white and super soft with just the tiniest hint that they had ever protected a pussy. I looked around me as I fingered the soft panel and helped it slide over the slinky nylon that sat on its reverse. Temptation gave me the urges to get him out and satisfy his curiosity in her desirable gusset, but that would be stupid. Instead I palmed him through my work trousers, positioning him so that pleasure was as good as it could be. Here and now I could have easily had him where he wanted to be, teasing and manipulating him into spunking deeply into her little cunt patch.

For a few moments I thought of where I could go to satisfy him, home would be ideal but then time would catch me out. There weren’t any, at least not where I had the comfort and safety of indulging in a little fantasy, for now I had to be content with fingering the filmy nylon. Maybe, somewhere this afternoon there might be an opportunity of a sneaky indulgence even perhaps for him just to feel and touch where her sex had been. In my pocket they went.

All afternoon I looked for a quiet spot but there were none. Soon I was making my way home and decided that was where I would do my indulging, at least a few moments, in the quiet sanctuary of my room before Rosemary came in from work.

The house was silent when I entered, no Rebecca in the lounge or any sign of Sarah. Both school bags were pitched at the bottom of the stairs so they must be in their rooms and otherwise occupied. I made my way swiftly to my own and had him out just the other side of my door. He was wet with expectation and immediately I released his desire from my pocket. He glued himself into the white cotton and I brought the slinky nylon over him and began to wank.
A vision of her perfection came into my brain, blonde, pretty and slim. The purple and black framed her delicious thighs. Her tummy dipped to the puffiness of her mound and the material stretched itself to define her luscious form. The soft cotton stuck to me whilst the nylon slipped around and generated nice feelings. My balls ached and made themselves known that they would be only too willing to unload themselves into the mystery girls’ waiting gusset, but this was enough for now there would be more time to play later.

I changed and made my way down through the silent house to the kitchen to await the arrival of Rosemary. She always seemed to time everything just right arriving within a moment of the kettle boiling and indeed this evening was the same. I sensed some apprehension as she came in the door but it soon disappeared when Rebecca arrived.
We sat down for tea and let both girls command the conversation and it seemed to be what Rosemary wanted. Afterwards when the girls had disappeared and left us to clear up she did for a few moments remain quiet and then she spoke.

‘There’s something I need to discuss with you’, she prompted.
I turned to face her and she indicated that we should both sit down at the kitchen table. For a moment I felt it could be to do with my habits but then I knew that she had other things on her mind and was expecting her announcement.

‘It’s about John’, she began, ‘his job and the future’. ‘I’m afraid to have to tell you he’s coming home permanently and changing his job.’ He’s had a change of heart about what he does and the dangers he faces and decided the rigs aren’t for him anymore. He misses the girls too and feels he will lose out on what’s left of their childhood’.

‘There’s no way I can tell you this properly but it means that as a family we don’t feel it necessary to have a lodger in the future. So I guess with regret I’m giving you notice. Of course it’s not immediate, we will give you time to sort yourself out’. She stopped talking then and looked for a reaction.

Of course I already knew, it had been on my mind since Sunday when Georgina revealed the speculation, but I had to show some surprise and hopefully I did it by being silent and seeking some reflection. And then I spoke.

‘It’s ok you know, I knew it wouldn’t be forever, besides I had always planned to find somewhere of my own once I got settled’.

‘But what about Georgina’, Rosemary asked?

‘Well it’s probably on the cards, but we’ve not talked in any detail’, I confessed. ‘I suppose if I can work something out soonest it would be better, John will want to come back to his family and not have strangers around’.

‘Don’t be silly’, she replied, ‘he wouldn’t see it that way, besides having you here has been some security’. I do hope you will stay until after we get back from holiday, it would be good to know someone was looking after the house.’

There was a pause in our conversation, as if we were both working it out in our head. And then the phone went.

‘This might be for you’, Rosemary suggested, I asked Catherine to fore warn Georgina in case you were upset’.

It was Georgina and she had been told. I listened to her excited voice on the other end of the telephone. ‘Are you alright about it’, she asked.

‘Yes I’m fine, as long as you are about me moving in with you’.

We discussed when and I said it probably would be best after their holiday and besides I had that boiler to fit in that week and didn’t want too much disruption with other things going on. We agreed to meet Tuesday evening and sort out a plan; she even suggested that Saturday we should go shopping for the wardrobe. I left her elated and blowing kisses down the phone. In a way I was so lucky to have her.

I went back into the kitchen with Rosemary and explained what I thought I would do. She was fine with it, said she thought Georgina and I would make a lovely couple.

Later I went to my room to ponder over the whole situation. I lay on my bed for a while piecing it together, I would stay here the week they were away. It would be better for doing the boiler job, perhaps it was pointless for Georgina to come across and stay that week as Rosemary had suggested. Besides all that, it would be the first and only opportunity to spend a week here in the company of all their delicious underwear.

She won’t get them back now I told myself, Sarah’s blue and grey’s that I had captured on Saturday. They would stay with me forever, a keepsake, besides between now and when I leave there might not be another opportunity to swap them again! 

In a way I was disappointed at leaving here, I suppose I was greedy to an extent, I wanted it all ways, to have Georgina and access to the Wilkinson’s underwear too. At least if had played it out until Christmas it would have been a better compromise. Still it was not to be and I shouldn’t be so selfish, after all my whole life had changed since I’d been here.

As usual and in times of need I found myself playing with my genitalia. Blissfully unaware that whilst lying here I had for comfort undone my jeans and was swooning around my underpants caressing my balls and cock. Then my mind had picked up at all the positives that I had gained and I felt happy and decided to celebrate with a nice wank.
All those knickers came to mind, the one’s collected over the weekend. Now was a good time to have a sort through them, see which ones would be sacrificed and have little love pockets cut into them. Then there were the purples that were acquired today, urges were still there to christen their gusset with my spunk.

Out came the suitcase and its treasure trove, also too came Sarah’s stolen and dirty knickers, I would savour the sweet fragrance of her desirable little cunt, a cunt that would for me always remain a fantasy.

I sorted them first into piles of nylon and then cotton. There were far more of the cottons, probably 20 or so pairs and 6 or 7 nylon. I looked at the nylons first, checking sizes and condition. Immediately a pair of dusky pinks were separated because they would fit me comfortably and conditionally I already had my jeans and pants down ready to accept them to my body.

That ritual of standing there and eeking out their ascent to my body was again a breath taking moment. I stood with them around my ankles feeling their wonderfulness and the coming expectation. Slowly I pulled them upward giving myself that treat that for a moment in time transferred me to being feminine. How lucky I thought, the female sex, to be able to adorn themselves in such prettiness. 
I cupped and caressed them and teased him as well, manipulating him into the slinky material making him weep. I spied myself in the mirror and searched out every view that shouted female and where I saw and found it I touched it and then appreciated it, just as if it was the female form. And then I pulled down the waistband and masturbated him, manipulating my balls as I went.

Slowly I made my way to the bed, collecting the cushion on the way. Which two I pondered, purveying my new found treasure. I picked up one pair in plain red cotton and examined their crotch panel, it was long and narrow and I imagined my cock captive in its little love tube. I snipped at the front seam and inserted a finger to the rear in an imaginary finger fuck, the soft cotton yielded and separated from the confinement of continuous washing. They were slipped over the cushion in an attempt to mimic their owner.

I played with him again in a never ending promise that sometime soon this would be his game, his turn for the action where I would just watch and enjoy as he fucked into a gusset. Then I snatched upward some slippery nylon in a pale shade of apple green. Their leg elastic had seen better days, their little white frill no longer puckered in an exciting wiggle to tempt and tease. The gusset was wide and spacious, such a contrast to the reds, he would slip and slide very nicely inside.

The pale greens joined the reds at the opposite end, two fuck tubes on one cushion and which one would enjoy my spunk? I opened the greens and slipped a finger inward just as if I was fingering their owner. The soft silky feel and the delicate cotton travelled either side of my skin as I endeavoured to find her imaginary hilt. I hit the wall just like her wall and slid around in an appreciation of her roomy cunt.

Then he was sat there, bobbing and champing at the bit, eager to feel her for the very first time. I helped him inward knowing that she willingly wanted him. He sat there experiencing her feel, slinky nylon and soft cotton closing around his bobbing head. And then a nudge, to enter her and have her, slowly to the hilt of that seam, traversing ecstasy as he went. The little thrills tickled him and I imagined her gasp as he slowly filled her. Inward and outward she serviced him, it was their first and there was much to learn about each other.
I breathed heavy as I watched him fuck the spacious gusset. The cotton wrinkled around him catching and exciting my foreskin, whilst on the opposite side the nylon brought pleasure to my glands. Whooshes of breath expelled in delight as in and out as we had our own special sex. Then I began to wonder how tight the little red virgin would be at the other end of the cushion, I greedily had to have her too.

I must be with Sarah as well, drawing in the sweet elixir of her body, her blues and greys went over my head to inhale her desirable fragrances. Then I watched through the leg holes as he entered the red virgin so tight yet so eager to please. She was willing and captivating as he nudged inward to fuck her cotton tube. Gosh she held him and sent newer feelings of tightness that had him chasing his orgasm. I had to hold off, it mustn’t all end too soon.

Who was I with, I was not sure, Sarah, sat on my face, her sweet knickered crotch feeding my desires to have her, and the little red virgin rode my cock holding him and rolling my foreskin in her little tight love tube. But I won’t cum in these I told myself; these were to be kept for another time, besides if I continue with her it will be all over to soon. So back to the apple green fruit and the other end where I can savour until will power is no more.

Slowly I fucked the slippery pale green nylon, watching him ruck her gusset at every in and out. They teased deliciously and carried him slowly forward with building sensations at every stroke. The tingles came and went as I held him off in what seemed to be forever and ever. Sarah’s knickers plied my head like an aphrodisiac urging him on. Finally in a pace that was barely recognisable the feelings were too much, he nudged himself into a spiralling cum that had him gushing uncontrollably to her hilt. By breaths sought more oxygen but instead found more of Sarah. I had had sex with them both and now it was time for sleep.
