Tom and Jenifer Chap 1

Tom:
Wednesday afternoon’s art lesson was always a distraction. I never could concentrate in the same way as some of the more academic subjects. I suppose it was the freedom of movement that came with being artistic and today’s lesson was no exception. Collage and decoupage were the order of the day and with it came all that distracting movement.

Connie was my focus of attention, fetching and moving between the tables and that had me sidetracked as usual into the visual experience of her bottom.  She was always sheaved in trousers, as were most of girls these days but it didn’t hide from my imagination the athletic form that I coveted beneath. Her slim hips always swaying enticingly and were always my first diversion, far beyond looking at the other girls in the class. Perhaps also it was because I was obsessed by that bottom and the curves it possessed, perhaps also it was the picture I had in my head of her in her running briefs and the sculptured fitness that they defined.

She sat down again and temptation had gone. Then I looked around at the rest of them and censored them all out, none were a patch on Connie. False was a word I used, plastic even, all trying to be somebody else, a favourite celebrity or plastered in makeup if they could get away with it. I laughed at some of them, tree trunk legs, some pelmetted by tiny skirts, they thought they were the dog’s bollocks and in a way I had to agree with them with their hideous mangly flesh.

Then Jenifer came to mind, my aunt, she like Connie had the same athletic build, aunt yes, but how strange that she was my aunt when only ten years were between us. At 24 she was far more attractive than the cheap little tarts in here, Connie the exception of course and then I started to compare her with Jenifer as I had done many times before. Jenifer would look nice in those running briefs I thought and it was that picture I still had in my head when the end of school bell went.

I hurriedly packed my things away; watched Connie again for the last time today, watched her rush off somewhere, for her training session I shouldn’t wonder and into those gorgeously hugging running briefs again. They were on my mind too as I walked along with the throng of other kids as we made our way out of school. They were something to entertain my head as I had to walk and endure their stupid pavement banter that went with the entire so called in crowd. I hung back and crossed the road, now ridden of their childish little pranks I had space again to relax again with my thoughts. First they were with Connie, probably somewhere back there doing her warm up routines, flashing that athletic body and presenting those little running briefs for my imagination to drool over. Then as I got nearer to my ‘aunt’s’ house it was her that came to mind and her equally attractive body.

I objected at first having to go there every day but as my mother had said, it was the safest solution now that she had changed her job and could no longer pick me up. In the end I had to agree with her, walking the lanes to our house could be a scary experience with all those big Lorries from the quarry. And, so it made sense to wait at Jenifer’s house in the comfort of her living room and  have access to the big wide screen television. It felt strange at first, letting myself in and making myself at home but I soon got use to it, and in fact I looked forward to it.

It excited me, pushing the key into the lock of her door; recently there had been an air of expectation as I crossed her threshold, something that had caught my interest over the past weeks. Today was no exception and yes Jenifer had unwittingly obliged, there on the hall radiator were the drying, airing remnants of her washing. Of course they never were in the same place, her panties and her bra’s; I had to look for them, perhaps in the lounge or even the dining room.

My cock stirred in my pants, my brain was stimulated by the thought of just where those panties had been, deliciously imposed on her fantastic body. Of course early on I just stood and looked at them, they if they were in the lounge distracted me when the adverts came on, or forced me to go and find them. At first I had just looked and stared, taking in their sculpted beauty and meaning. I dared not touch either, for fear that she would have noticed their movement but today I was determined it would be different.

I first argued in my head that she would never know, schemed that if I was careful with where they came from and the position she had left them then she may never be suspicious  that they had been appreciated by anyone but her. That first touch was electrifying, the tickling sensation that the little sculpted frill on the legs sent an unbelievable shiver to every corner of my body. Now I had an erection not just a stirring distraction but a full blown hard on and that immediately urged me on.
Before I knew it they were dangling in my fingers and I was admiring closely their delicate femininity. My imagination was running wild, visions filled my head of the memory I had of Jenifer, all the times I had fixed on her body and passed a moment of admiration. Then I accidently dropped them on the floor and went to pick them up. But, they had landed and delightfully exposed the inner sanctum of her crotch and appreciation was now replaced with lust. I just stared inward at the soft cotton panel and had that final realisation that was where her sweet pussy had sat.

Everything from now on became spontaneous, no fore thought just a driven desire to get very close to Jen’s panties and enjoy the fact that they so coveted her sweet body. They were at my face now, their embracing coolness skimming over my skin sending a thousand confused messages everywhere. My head was telling me to put them back, fear was telling me she’d find out but overall desire was forcing me onward and to be ever closer to them. There was a sweet perfume too, the subtle fragrance of her washing and perhaps something else that was telling me that they were uniquely hers.
The slippy nylon of the outer crotch slipped all over my nose. I sniffed inward and was immediately rewarded with a readymade fantasy of the half dressed Jenifer stood in front of me modelling these very panties. That picture played over and over again, I began to see her from every angle, her sweet bottom so perfectly complementing the sexy little panties. I don’t know where all this thought was coming from, physically I’d never been lucky enough to witness such scenes but something deep inside of me already had this portrait.
I looked at my watch; another forty minutes and my mother would be here to pick me up. I looked outward and into the street and wondered if anyone passing could possibly see what I was doing. I wondered too if ever there was a possibility that Jenifer would come home early and catch me. I dismissed it straight away but all the same I did peer and check the drive.
And, now down below my cock was showing the full appreciation of my fumblings and the thoughts that were occupying my brain. It was safe and clear outside, so it was safe in here too and there were other panties to check, explore and get to know. I replaced my first encounter, trying to mimic just how they had been draped, they had to be the same, and I didn’t want to get caught. Satisfied as best as I could be I stood and stared at the next pair, trying and fixing in my head just how she had arranged them. Then when I was satisfied I lifted them upward and to freedom.

Some soft and velvety cottons now, how delicious too touch, how delicately they must have sculpted her body. I wondered what made them choose day by day which and what they would wear, would it be the softness of cotton or the slippy sexy feel of nylon, I wondered, did they even think that way? I certainly would but then again I had something sticking out from my trousers that were feeding my imagination and a somewhat different thought to ‘their’ thinking.

They too brushed my face but this time the velvet fluff clung to my skin as it tried to track over the light stubble that had formed. My nostrils were flaring as I found the little place where her sex would lay hidden. I even tried to imagine that and how adorably wanting it would be but on the other hand I hadn’t had too much in the way knowledge on what they were like up close and personal. It didn’t stop my cock having a little weep though and for a moment thoughts turned to just what it would be like to have them float across my aching erection. Straight away I dismissed that, how could I without leaving just a smidge of leakage and god forbid Jen just might find out.

Instead my nose played around with the crotch whilst the delightful little frill tickled my cheek. He drifted inward to the secret place where her pussy had sat, into the gusset they called it where that sweet little gash spent most of its hidden days. There was the fragrance of having been washed here but again was there also something else? Something buried, something impregnated over time, something uniquely Jenifer’s, I sniffed and sniffed until I had annihilated anything that could be detected. My nose rested there, trying to get it back, wandered up and down the soft pad of cotton, sniffing for it and then I found it again, just a whiff right near the front seam.

I savoured every moment of that scent and sent my head on a trip of fantasy, of unbelievably kneeling slavishly in front of her whilst I took my lives breathe through her scented crotch. I had my cock out now, just holding him and painfully resisting that first manipulation of the foreskin. I daren’t, not here, it was too dangerous and whilst I might not get compromised I didn’t want to get found out by some freak of nature later.

Temptation plagued my brain a myriad of thoughts of what I would like to be doing with her panties if it was at all possible. But how could I, supposing Jen inspected them before putting them away, supposing she could detect the tiniest interference with their cleanliness. It frightened me, I put him away and zipped myself up. I placed them back on the radiator and then had a fearful moment that they had not gone back in the right position. I wondered  would she know they had been moved, taken off and put back, I shuddered to think.

You fool you I thought, you could have captured their original position with the camera on your phone, and it would have saved all the distressing torment now about being found out, oh well maybe next time. On other hand why not capture them now, something to view again later in the privacy of my room. Maybe I could download them to my Tablet or even a stick, all the dangers of having them stored came into my head. But, I wanted them, they had me hook line and sinker.

Jenifer: 
It seemed logical at the time that Tom should make his way to my house after school. The right thing to do really, you couldn’t have even a fourteen year old tramping a lonely lane on a wet afternoon or even on a cold winters day and besides his parents even came past my door on their way home. It made sense all the way round really it felt secure for me too, to know that there was someone at my place and even if sometimes he had been collected by the time I arrived home, at least someone had had a presence and I wasn’t just walking into an empty shell, or at least it felt that way.

Then there was the contradiction, I began thinking that I should leave the place ultra clean and tidy, after all he was a visitor and I didn’t want to give the impression I was a slob. Then what to do about my habit of drying my washing over the radiators, how would that look? Oh gosh what a turmoil I was getting myself into, did it all really matter and besides we were related and I knew damn well his mother did the same when things were impossible to dry outside.

Then I began to think should I leave my underwear on the radiators, did I want a teenage boy to see my bras and knickers’? Well that gave me a few moments of bewildering confusion in a shall I, shan’t I moment and in the end I thought to hell with it, why shouldn’t I do the hell what I wanted in my own home. It didn’t stop me wondering though as I carefully placed them there on the mornings I had washing. Then I found I was really conscious about it placing my knickers just so, so they were neatly displayed. Why was I doing that, did I want him to see them and notice them or did I want to find out if he had touched them?

At work I began to visualise when he would be there, silly really, had he got there safe and was he comfortable and at home watching my television. Part of my head thought of him as the male in my life, although there was no one at the moment and that suited me, it almost felt like I had as he sort of came into my life every day. I was a stupid idea, how could he be when he was really my nephew, albeit there weren’t that many years between us and I still felt myself as young. After all he was no different the other young males that I admired on the television and perhaps had secret girly crushes on.

In the mornings and when I did have washing to dry I found myself more and more placing my underwear just so. I would purposely place them on different ways, sideways and across the radiator or upside down so the bottom was revealed instead of the crotch. Photographically in my head I had them fixed and even had one last look at them before I left the house. Then in the afternoon when it was Tom’s time to leave school I found myself recalling the little display I had set up. By then I was imagining his arrival and perhaps his discovery. On those days it became a distraction I found my thoughts just wondering what he was doing back there, whether he had actually disturbed them or even spent time looking at them.
I had to excuse myself at work and go to the toilets and when I got there I found I was feeling a little randy. Then on the way home I’d purposely shoot off to the supermarket to avoid a meeting up with him before he left. Finally in the silence of my own home I’d stand and stare at my own knickers and know damn well they had been disturbed.

In the evenings it could distract me, I’d miss the plot or the point of a television programme whilst pulling a pair off the radiator and examining them. I don’t know if I was disappointed or relieved when I found nothing but deep down I knew that he had handled them. I even sniffed them just wondering whether his manhood had encroached on them intimately. I found myself on the internet googling the very subject, reading about how other females viewed what turned out to be a tetchy subject. I found myself agreeing that it was harmless flattery and not the pervy game of a sexual deviant. In some way I was starting like the idea that a male could have these strange fascinations with my underwear.
Tom:

At home I did download those nice pictures of Jens panties. Put them on a stick too and later viewed them all again in the nocturnal secrecy of my room. I found myself setting up a slide show and watching over and over the four pairs come and go. Each time I’d masturbate as they came into view and I’d pour over the detail of their pretty little sculptured features. Even sat on the arm of her chair they looked so deliciously sexy, pouting their little crotches upward in some inanimate gesture to gain my interest. I was hooked their pretty little frills, decoration and sweet little innocent colours, how lucky girls were to adorn themselves with such beautiful things.

At school next day I found myself counting the hours before I would be at Jen’s house again and indulging in her panties. I was daydreaming too, finding that it eats into my concentration and I had to make a real effort to complete my school work. It didn’t help either that Connie would float by and secretly I would be looking at her passing bottom and her panty line or the enticing motion of thighs and trouser crotch as it gravitated towards me. Once or twice too I swear she caught me looking or one of my mates would capture just where my attention was.

In my trousers too he had his moments, flashes of a rise and fall as my head filled the memories of panties I had seen or I was whisked away on a trip of wishful thinking. He was spilling his excitement too, making my own pants damp with my enthusiasms. At lunch I excused myself from the usual crowd and banter and found myself some isolated steps to sit on from outside one of the classroom fire exits. I don’t know what I’d hoped that that would achieve, a riddance from my head or the pummelling replay of every panty that had ever entered my head. Occasionally some of the younger girls would pass and I’d find myself chasing down the attributes of their fine and developing bodies, giving them marks out of ten in my head and wondering just what was under their trousers and what their panties looked like.

And, when that bell finally went for the end of school I was off like an athlete to get a head of the trudging hoards just to get to Jen’s house. I felt my heart beating faster as I entered her road, my legs going weak as I fumbled with my key in the door, then the whoosh of silence as I closed the door behind me. Then dropping my bag to the floor came both fear and excitement, I had a plan today to capture on my phone more images of her wonderful panties.

There was huge disappointment, the radiators were bare, was that because of me or was it just because there wasn’t any washing today. I felt robbed and dejected, I’d had it all planned, worked out that I would have more panties for my little slide show and that in the end I’d have a picture of every single pair that Jen owned. But I knew I was being stupid, they were not there because of me and my interest, and it just wasn’t a day where Jen needed to catch up with her washing.

I sat in the lounge just letting the TV programme pass me by, I so wanted to add to my little portfolio. Then the ideas started to come, what if I went to her bedroom and to her panty drawer, I could capture the little beauties there. Suddenly I was making my way up stairs, giving myself the excuse to use the bathroom, although having a piss was far from my needs. I stopped at her bedroom door and was scared shitless. How could I cross into her domain, her private place and somewhere in the house I had no right to be? I shook with fear about doing it, about being caught, about how much time I had and whether she would be home early.
How weird it was turning the handle to her door and peering into an alien world of femininity. But what I wanted was part of that, a soft world of delicacy and intimacy that had my heart racing and a stirring in my loins. I wanted to step in but for the moment my head had put up this hidden barrier, a stride onto even the deep pile carpet had me wondering if my trespass was right and proper. There were minutes of indecision, where my head had all sorts of nightmares that doing this would lead to my getting caught. Not just now perhaps, but the first hints of recognition that I had over stepped the mark with my aunts privacy.

I closed the door and was just about to turn, then looking at my watch I lunged forward as if my head had finally decided it was now or never. There was an urgency now controlled also by the fear of being caught. Madly I found that exciting too, adrenalin pumping around my body in a surge of daring. They just had to be in the chest of drawers I was now standing in front of and of course the top drawer. I looked around me wringing my hands in fear and felt the saliva in my mouth evaporate. From here I could also see down and onto the drive and spot whether Jen had arrived home. It relaxed me, just a bit and I lunged at the drawer handles.

Her sweetness wafted upward and I was treated to a most wonderful spectacle of flounce and flutter, prettiness and downright sexual intoxication grabbed my attention for more than just a moment. I wanted to touch them, the horny sculptures that were beginning to mean so much to me, treasure their identity and bewilder at the connection they had with everything female but, I couldn’t, all I could do was stare out of fear of being caught. I again looked at my watch and decided time was dangerously running out, to fondle and hold them was for now just a step too far. But, I couldn’t go away with absolutely nothing and so with my phone I took a snap shot of what I couldn’t have.

Later at home, I cursed myself for the lack of my bravery, tormented myself with what ifs and what I should have done. It plagued me even more as I stared intently at the picture of her panty drawer I had taken. I spent a long time studying every detail of what I saw there and gave myself a determination that tomorrow would be very different.
But, Tomorrow was different and I kicked myself for forgetting it. It was a Friday and Friday’s meant that there was every likelihood that my arrival at Jenifer’s would be greeted by her opening the door to me. How stupid of me not to remember that Friday’s for were an early finish for her and of course that would mean I would be doing absolutely nothing in the panty department. I could have kicked myself for not being as brave as I should have been, for now I’d have to wait it out for after the weekend.

I sat there at school feeling quite despondent and sort of empty and unfulfilled. It occurred to me that in the meantime too Jen would have probably seen to her washing again and that even on Monday there would be nothing to look at. I really was annoyed with myself and quietly and inwardly poured disdain on all the little tarts in my class and around the school. I laughed at the way they almost prostituted themselves at their opposite sex, their attempts to make themselves attractive with their purposely shortened skirts and for those that wore trousers the very obvious and deliberate wearing of a thong so that all the boys would know how scantily clad they were underneath.

They made me feel sick and I knew in my head that Jenifer’s underwear was much more appealing. I began to consider in my head what I had seen and admire how pretty it was, how subtle those enticing frills were and how I imagined they would beautify and entice my male admiration. I began to look at Connie when I could and the others like her who in my head were far smarter and intelligent to their fair sex than the little sluts that ran around showing all off.

I began at times a daydream of wondering just what was in Connie’s panty drawer and spent some time just wishing I could have access to that too. Gosh all this was a huge frustration on my poor cock, it felt permanently wet from all the exciting little thoughts I was having. I wondered too if all this would go away when the time came to have a proper relationship and when kissing, petting and even proper sex was on the menu.

It was a frustrating weekend of playing with my willy and exhausting those five precious images of Jen’s panties. I spent a considerable time with the panty drawer shot on ‘photoshop’, trying to enlarge it without losing definition just to see if I could extract anymore detail. I wanted to get to know them remember their likeness before we met again. We would meet again, of that I was sure and I would be braver this time, running it all through in my head and how stealthy I had to be not to get caught. I had notions in my head of what thrilling times we could have together.

Back at school on Monday I watched Connie and the other sensible girls intently. There was a little plan running in my head with them too, I just had to know how and when to orchestrate it. I watched them to and throwing to their lockers, observing what was put in them and what days, especially Connie and her games kit.

Jenifer:

I could see disappointment on Tom’s face that Friday afternoon, well at least I thought I did. I was home before him and he looked like he’d missed a great event. I was thinking about it all that evening long after he’d gone home, just wondering if my inclinations were right and he had discovered as the internet had implied the connection of intimacy that knickers had. Gosh in a way the thought that a male could get off on your knickers was having an effect on me. Sod those who thought it absolutely disgusting and perverted, I was flattered to have such worship.

I did think that he had been into my room on Thursday, I don’t know why, maybe it was just suspicion or maybe that drawer front just hadn’t been pushed home like I normally would have. There was a sort of a conflict in my head too, why he needed to do it and yet perhaps I understood that with his age that his adolescent learning hadn’t yet kicked in yet. But what about all those grown men on the net who actually replied and defended themselves and what about those women that said they felt it actually enriched their sex lives, I suppose it could!

There was a realisation too that sometime I would have to confront Tom about this, not to destroy him or break him but just get it into the open where we both weren’t pussyfooting around with feelings. Gosh too I was even thinking about how a relationship would work where underwear became part of the sexual play. It shook me that I should even think about such a situation with Tom but I did wonder how it would work with me and a potential boyfriend. Some woman on the net had implied that their partners had more of a feminine side to their nature that made them more agreeable and that appealed to me.

I had thoughts on Saturday about catching up with my washing but then by Monday it would all have been dry and put away. There were other things troubling me as well, things that I had read on the net and particularly the sniffers and those who even took that to an extreme. Perhaps clean washing on a radiator or in my knicker drawer were more preferable to my thoughts about having them interfered with than maybe intrusions with my dirty washing. Perhaps just maybe if bait had to be left then it was better if it were clean.

All that weekend it kept coming back to haunt me, almost as if it was conditioning my brain towards acceptance and the very idea that the opposite sex could have an interest in my knickers. Sunday was the same it was never far from my thoughts, at one point I got distracted into examining the contents of my bathroom laundry bin and trying ascertain just what the appeal was for soiled knickers. Of course I didn’t know if Tom had even reached that point or from what the net said even would but it didn’t stop me looking and even sniffing my own gussets.

It puzzled me as to why there were those who wanted dirty knickers and I knew that too had degrees of separation from the downright appalling to those who just wanted the whiff of femininity. Strangely my head was already forming ideals of comfort and in a way I began to have a little fantasy around a man that was in this way could be in touch with his feminine side. I even began to think about just how a girl would recognise such traits and did I already know such men.

Sunday evening I did all my washing well all of my smalls at least and some of my T shirts just to make it look like I wasn’t just constructing a picture of temptation. Of course Monday morning I would be changing my underwear again and that might for a wandering lad, create temptation too. To hell with I thought, checking them out that Monday morning they looked clean and if he did find them and sniff them then he was most welcome. I went to work feeling really randy.

At work I still couldn’t stop thinking about it. I started looking at my male colleagues trying to suss if they had any feminine traits and even daydreamed about those that I wished did. I wondered too as it got near kicking out time for school just what Tom was up too and would he spring any of the little traps I had set just to tell me where he’d been. I had taken a snap shot of the positioning of the four pairs of knicks that were drying on the radiators. I had dropped a tissue behind my bedroom door just to see if it had move and I did memorise my carefully placed knickers in the laundry bin.

