Tom and Jenifer Chap 2

Tom:

I couldn’t wait to get to Jenifer’s! Every step of that journey felt like I was taking one step forward and two back. I had to endure the throng of those who thought they were the ‘in’ crowd again, the little tarts walking in front of me with their bawdy cackle and provocative dress that so obviously told boys they were wearing thongs beneath their school trousers. What fucking tarts and bitches they were to think all boys liked that. It was nice to follow Connie and her friends even if it was only for a few metres and watch the subtlety of her sweet bottom make an impression on me and feel the appreciation in my trousers. It set me up too for my turn into Jen’s road and the expectations I had.
Turning that key in the lock and stepping in had me drawing on a long breath and a sigh that signalled anticipation. He was fully stiff by the time I had got rid of my bag and jacket and I stepped forward and into the lounge. Gosh they were there again lying in wait for my attention. I was prepared this time; I captured everyone on my phone for my later enjoyment and so that I could reposition them just as they were.

I sat there letting the television entertain itself; it was after all just a front, just an excuse to be in here and fondling Jen’s sweet panties. I had that first pair dangling in front my face whilst I took on board their pure beauty and every intimate detail. I had to adjust my cock, it demand to be un-trapped and now I was getting inclinations that he should have his freedom. I played with my foreskin as they now danced and tickled my face and I sought out the unique perfume that they provided. My nose was in, ferreting through a leg hole just to be very personal with the soft gusset and my head was spinning with excitement.

Ideas went through my head; daring notions to explore a little further, then before I knew it my hips were thrusting my erection upward for a liaison with a down swinging crotch. God how fucking perfect that glancing traverse was, the crinkly frill of the leg band scraping across my exposed manhood for the very first time. A spasm in my balls and a warm feeling in my loins told me this was so right and proper and before I knew it I was doing it all over again.

Again and again I chased that perverted sweetness, the intimacy of her panty gusset, the very place her sex had grace and favour was in a relationship with my glans and foreskin. Gosh how bloody marvellous, how bloody inventive were you in discovering such a wonderful experience. Greedily I sought another pair to first traverse my face and then get very personal with my cock. Oh this was a heavenly discovery and I felt so pleased that I had invented it! More and more I needed it until I could feel the looseness of my seminal fluids begin to swim.

You stupid twat, your bloody wetness was impregnating the little lacy frills. This was trouble and not how I had imagined or intended, she’d find out and I’d be banished from here all together. My life would be in ruins, the wrath of my parents and the stigma of being branded a dirty little pervert was just too much to bear. I tried smudging it out, had to go to the kitchen sink and very, very carefully trickle the smallest amount of water through the little scallops to eradicate the traces of a dirty little boy. They were gone but it frightened the life out of me, how close was I to being discovered as the biggest perv that walked the earth. God she still could find out, just maybe somewhere in their little intricate detail some of my milky fluid still existed and that my ‘aunt’ might find it.

I put them all back, just as they had all been, double checked with the pictures on my phone and then worryingly made sure, as every guilty little doubt interrupted rational thought. I sat there vowing never to do it again whilst trying to concentrate on the meaningless programme that played before me. I punished myself for ever having such lurid and disgusting thoughts, why couldn’t I be a normal boy with just plain old feelings like the rest of my school friends? Why did I need this as a source of deviance, but I did, didn’t I, it was here now and here to stay.

Later my mother pulled up outside, she knew I’d be waiting and see her and in a moment join her for the journey home. I scrabbled around and collected my things and in my head said my goodbyes to my new found friends, yes there would be a next time and a next time, I was hooked!

Jenifer:

It was the bathroom first that I checked and he hadn’t been there. Peering around the bedroom door was just enough to see that the tissue hadn’t moved from where I had dropped it so clearly Tom had not been into my room. I didn’t know if I was happy or disappointed and perhaps the feeling between my legs confirmed the latter. All day I had been having these little adoration fantasies, how nice it would be to have such dedication from a far without the intricacies of a fumbling relationship.

I was disenchanted as I made my way back downstairs, thinking it had upset that quiet little evening I’d planned with my playful vibrating friend and the new found daydream that was occupying my mind. Then in the lounge it was all resurrected again, he had been there, interfering with my knickers, the pair on the end that was now missing that carefully placed little thread of cotton that neatly sat camouflaged and hidden by the waist band!
I was excited now; he’d held them, had them off and examined them. Perhaps he had sniffed them just as the internet had suggested, a little kiss maybe purposely planted just where it hid the treasures of womanhood. Gosh, golly his stiffy might have been there too, intruding and captivated in the softness of the secret place. I sniffed but could find nothing, perhaps my ‘nephew’ hadn’t reached that far yet, perhaps he was still finding the intrigues of a panty boy’s world.

My head was elsewhere now, moving on to others that had learned this little adventure. I wondered if many or any of my previous boyfriends had been here before, played, indulged and worshipped my knickers whist I was not with them. It excited me again, the very thought of such adoration poured on to something that had been part of me. Their stiff erect penis’s getting pleasure from the very spot where my pussy had rubbed and smudged its daily existence, it was turning me on. The very thought as the internet had implied that with thumb and forefinger they could toss themselves silly in the little patch where my ‘Vag’ had spilled its juices.
A little friend had to be found now, hidden in a sock drawer far from prying eyes I was up and retrieving him. Was this a good place for him to hide now I wondered, now that there was an intruder in my house; I’d think about that later, first some quiet time in the lounge. The curtains were drawn and in the semi darkness I arched my back, stretched and sighed at the very thought of the impending pleasure.

My trousers were down and off and the sweet fragrance of my excited sex filled the room. They were already wet, the knickers I had on, soaking in fact from the sticky moments of the day and the surge of expectation I was now having. I touched them, saw myself do it in the mirror, fingers gliding over the baby soft cotton until they found the unavoidable hot and damp region between my legs. Another sigh of sheer contentment as I tracked along the moistened and engorged puffiness I found there.

They all loved this bit, the puffy fluffy hillock of my Mons and I remembered just how many of them sought to play here, here on the outside, were they panty lovers too? But none of their teasing play for fuck sake touch ‘her’ I told myself, hook your fingers around that fucking elastic and for God’s sake finger yourself. Of course I was there treating it like they never could, a touch here, a push and a probe there and suddenly my fingers were coated in slick and slimy heaven, into a knuckle like some fumbling school boy but with me another gasp of pleasure.

I wondered if Tom’s little digits had had the pleasure yet, I very much doubted it. He’d have and give away that male smugness if he had of done, the sort of smirk that raised a flag and waved hello I’m here and I’ve arrived. Well he wouldn’t sneer if I was his age and I’d been his first, his education would be complete if I got my hands on him!

Gosh I needed my little friend, so much more considerate in my hands than the male of the species. I had to have these knickers off and slip into those that may have prospected Tom’s cock, well any cock really as long as it had worshiped my little box through my gusset. And, how horny it all felt as I slipped them up and on to my hips, a sort of a power game that I could share, that whoever ‘he’ was couldn’t share.

I sat and slumped where he had probably sat an hour before, maybe his cock in the very spot that was again soaking up my wetness. Thoughts of my little friend playing were taking over and excitement rushed again as its battery kicked him into life. He maybe small and handbag sized but he could sure swarm all over the right places. He pushed and probed at the puffy hillock, tracking and dipping cotton into places where cotton didn’t live.
Playtime had not been as good as this for a long time and I knew damn well what was now making it exciting. All that I had read was really getting to me and fuelling thought and desires. I dismissed all those who had poured scorn on the subject, they were sterile nonce’s that probably had a guilt ridden childhood perpetrated by religion and could probably only just get by with the missionary position to procreate. No I was concentrating on those that had found it exciting and added a spice and a flavour to their love life.

There was an air of innocence about all this too, even here on my own with my little friend and my slippery fingers working me up to the impending; it felt too like it was extremely childish, like I’d just found what it was for and not just for peeing through, I liked that. And Tom of course, that was where he was at, the age of understanding his body and his feelings, I felt at this moment in time I was sharing that!

When it came it was so intense, it hadn’t felt this way in a long time and my head sought and found nothing comparable. It wasn’t over in a flash either my pussy spasmed like no other time, it seemed to have my thoughts rolling and rolling, dirty thoughts, wicked thoughts, thoughts that I should not even entertain.

I felt guilty afterwards, wandering around unseen in the solitude of my house in just my knickers below. I ached in the pit of my stomach, a nice ache and a satisfying glow permeated my whole body that was apart from what was going on in my head. I tried to push thoughts of him to one side, told myself to find another but I already knew that until now one like him would possibly never come along. I remembered a confession from the net, she spoke of her man’s special qualities; almost an endearing femininity that she said she thought was so preciously rare. Where was I going to find one of those?

I had to sit in the lounge on a towel because my knickers were so wet. Then again I didn’t want to take them off, my little friend and my thoughts had given me such a wonderful time and their cooling dampness was such an exciting reminder. Television could not even distract me; thoughts constantly interrupted and sent me off tracking possibilities or wondering just how I could fight off this new found lust.

Was he thinking like this, Tom, at home and alone in his room, thinking about my underwear, having urges to play with himself?
Tom:

School again was a tormenting mix of wanting to be elsewhere at Jen’s or just waiting for Connie to tease me with the presence of her fantastic body. I had watched her and her friends milling around their lockers before classes and probably unloading their sports kit. It began to be somewhere I wanted to visit, just like Jen’s panty drawer and I was sure Connie was the sort of girl that would have a change of underwear after her athletic sessions.

All morning a visit to her locker was never far from my mind with a scheming little plan just how to do it when no one was around. Lunchtime was favourite but getting back into the buildings wasn’t easy with a strict curfew that we all had to be outside unless the weather was really inclement. That was the rules and the prefects were there to enforce it, unless of course you had a really good excuse and I thought I had one.

My approach was right, a pleading request to retrieve an expensive pen that I had left in the room that was our last lesson. It worked, I’d gain the sympathy of the ‘sentry’s on the door whilst all the while the said pen was neatly tucked into my sock just to prove later I’d found it. After that of course the plan had gone out of the window, except that I had to pass Connie’s locker to get there.

A trembling fear ran through my body as I scanned the corridors around the lockers. I had to be decisive, there wasn’t going to be any second chances here, this was it and it was all or nothing, I knew what I wanted and if I didn’t do it now then I never would. My hands were shaking as I pulled the locker open; the sweet perfume of Connie hit my nostrils and urged me on. There was no time to waste, no time to ponder, no indecisions, I knew what I wanted and if they were there I would have them.

I found her sports kit and a pair of delectable running briefs but it wasn’t them that I was after, no they were underneath, the sweet panties that had so often given me their impression and outline beneath school trousers. My legs were shaking, to take them or take them not, if I didn’t do it now then I never would. I fumbled and flummoxed myself, arguing with my desires and the rights and wrongs and then it was answered for me, there at the back of her locker half hidden and looking dejected was another pair.

I pulled them forward quarrelling in my head that I was going to have them. ‘Act quickly’, I told myself, ‘do it and get out of here’. I was folding them and swiftly had them secreted neatly in my other sock. Fear still ran through me, I had stolen a pair of girls panties and if found out would be the laughing stock of the school. But, needs must and where oh where was I going to get another pair, it certainly couldn’t be a pair of Jen’s. Besides, would Connie even miss them, I reasoned that she had forgotten they were there, forgotten to use them or take them home and would probably never miss them. And, if she did it could be a while off and would she even think that someone had stolen them from her. Maybe she’d even think it was a girly prank?

Later I hid them away in my bag, tucking them away in an inner pocket where nobody would look. Then I kept thinking about them being there and looking across at Connie and praising myself that I had a pair of her panties. I kept looking at the clock and just wishing away the afternoon because then I could be away from here and the dirty deed done and of course the chance thereafter of being caught very small.

I was full of excitement later pushing the key in Jen’s door and reaching the solitude behind it. I rushed upstairs to the bathroom, an alibi to be in there and in privacy. The pretence of having a crap whilst all the while examining the little treasure I had stolen. My hands trembling with fear and excitement I pulled them from the secret pocket and opened them out across my knee.

My cock was fucking rigid, a momentous moment in my life, I’d achieved something that I had secretly wished for months. They were gorgeously sexy, they were Connie’s, the fittest girl in the school and I and I alone now owned a pair of her panties. I wondered how envious others would be to have what I had now. How pretty they were in pink and lemon, how fucking horny was I to have them touch me, what a pretty little frill and sweet little bow. How soft they were to my touch, how tactile was that cotton.

With finger and thumb I held them upward and gazed lovingly at their crotch. Gosh Connie’s sex had been in them, just the other side, pressing home on that gusset, somewhere later that my cock would have the pleasure of. I swung them in towards my nostrils sniffing as they came. Then the heavenly scent hit me, a whiff that got stronger as they homed in on my nose. This was girly scent, fanny fragrance, golly gosh they and been worn and worn by a girl I worshipped.

I had apprehension too, what were they like inside, were they dirty beyond reason it was something that I didn’t know. Would they spoil my dream of a girl that I really fancied and would I be repulsed by what I found? Oh thank heavens they weren’t that dirty, perhaps just a smudged of creaminess in the subtle soft pink, enough to turn on and not turn off.

There was a temptation now, I just where they had to be, but not here in a spoilt flash of masturbation that would destroy their appreciation in seconds and even later did I want to destroy their distinctiveness with the rush of my sperm. No I didn’t but it was a tormenting distraction that sometime I knew would over ride my willpower. Then thinking about it as I had never had to before they would have been partly ruined, yes I’d still have her panties but that little piece of unique personal fragrance would be gone forever.

I sniffed them again and again and had a little journey of fancy about being close to her, to be her boyfriend and have the pleasures just being able to touch these panties whilst they graced that delicious and perfect body. Then, sat there in Jen’s bathroom, I started to wonder what her worn panties were like too. Did they hold the same allure as Connie’s, of course they did and until now I had had nothing else. But greed was getting the better of me and I knew damn well that sat across from me was her laundry bin and a sudden urge to explore inside.

Gosh lifting that lid was a double intoxication of her panty drawer. Here but ten times better was the complete fragrance of her body and maybe something else. That faint whiff again, the whiff I’d had from her clean panties, that something extra, that impregnated hint that I instinctively knew was her fanny’s signature. I was delving and only after I had delved and plucked hidden treasure had I realised my foolish mistake. Such was my eagerness, like a prick I forgotten to scrutinise the placement of where everything sat. What a plonker, it was too late now and besides hanging between finger and thumb was another pretty little pair of Jen’s panties.

My idiocy soon dispersed, there would be no going back and I told myself she’d never notice. But now there was more important desires, for the very first time I would get to examine Jen’s worn panties. That sweet hum intensified, the aroma that was fixing in my brain, I had learned even from her clean underwear and now I was getting it more or less from straight between her legs. I was slowly playing the rolling game with my foreskin now, it had to be and I had to do it just when my nose intruded into her gusset and paralysed my desires forever.

Oh sweet Jenifer, Oh sweet Connie, how hooked was I on your intoxicating crotches, oh how I worshipped you both and oh how that whiffy little fanny smell had taken over my brain. I was transfixed, masturbating and being drawn into their intimate world and before I knew it Jen’s gusset had joined my foreskin in a frenzy of mating. I was sort of out of control, teasing the soft cotton into places that instinct said were so right and proper. I was tossing myself off in the very spot of a fanny, wanking uncontrollably towards the oblivion of a self destruct orgasm. I held him back and held him back, felt the sperm flood my tubes and wondered how the hell I hadn’t gushed right into them.

Fuck, I hadn’t splashed my spunk in them but had sure made that sacred cotton sticky with my excitement. I tried to wipe it off with toilet paper but the fucking paper just smudged right on into it. Shit she’d fucking know, I was sure she would! I stole her damp flannel from across the bath, thank heavens it took it all away but then left a truly damp spot. I was panicking, looking at my watch and realising just how long I’d been in here. There was no fucking time left, they had to go back, my mother would be here soon, Jen I promised myself would never know!

Jenifer:

I decided now that there was excitement to be had coming home from work, an excitement that actually started as soon as I got in my car and started the journey. Even operating the pedals especially the depressing of the clutch had me acutely aware of the thrills I was feeling between my legs, even sitting at traffic lights waiting for the green made me aware just how damp I was down there. The walk from the car to my door, just a few short steps had my wetness flowing and aching desire to be on the other side.

I could smell his maleness in the hall and an instinct had me tracking it upward. He’d been up here and here in the bathroom too he had spent some time. Natural feelings seem to direct me to the place where my laundry was. Yes, he’d been here and lifting the lid told the whole story. They had been moved, I checked my phone to confirm it, my snapshot showing a very different picture to where they were now. My legs went weak as a rush of bewildering excitement seemed to take over my body. Down below there were tingles, a little flood filled the knickers I was wearing and my pussy was screaming to be touched.

I lifted them upward and imagined his stimulated penis abusing my very own fanny patch. That enthused me and for a moment I didn’t know why, it wasn’t as though I was with a man and we were on the pre-amble towards sex, far from it but then I realised it did mean that an excited cock did in a way want to be close to me. I checked them out and couldn’t rightly tell if they had been soiled by Tom, there was something there, perhaps a little dampness they may have been left over from this morning and my nocturnal misgivings.

I had to have them, I needed my little vibrating friend to do his business and sort out my wanting frustrations. Into the bedroom I went with them, even missing my opportunity to see if the tissue behind the door had moved. It was too late now, it was probably my hurriedness that had caught it between carpet and door bottom. I was too preoccupied, drawing my curtains and readying myself for a self indulgent session.

On the bed I had myself nearly naked, just my bra and knickers. My fingers were all over my cupped nipples, tenderising my swollen nips with little pushes and pulls. Then my little friend was in on the act, pushing himself in under first one cup and then the other like some tormenting cock. A finger was already swooning over my soaking gusset, probing like some furtive schoolboy on his first venture into teenage petting.

My thoughts were all over the place, fantasies a world away from any reality I had experienced. Away from some of the male arrogance I had experienced and into a fictional world of male understanding, a place where such a male was in touch with femininity and worshipped the sacred vagina. He wasn’t there, Tom, or at least I tried not to see him there, it was fibbingly someone else and yet it wasn’t was it. My head tried blotting him out but it couldn’t because he was the only one that I was sure could fulfil this fantasy.

My knickers were pulled to one side, how very sneakily childish like some fumbling schoolboy. The little friend was exploring like some intrusive innocent finger, excitedly running around my Mons and trying to find the centre of power, that special place that sent my world on fire. But that would be all too quick, so centred on giving in and dismissing my fantasy, the one I shouldn’t be having with one so innocently naïve. The knickers had to play a part, the very knickers his cock had been in.

My little friend mimicked that learning cock, pushing that very gusset into me and frizzing my body into a frenzy of lust. It was his cock that had intimately intruded there and like him probably chasing the closeness of my sex then now I was chasing his and the little vibrating friend of course a very poor imitation. It didn’t matter though I was too far gone for detail, I was well on my way even to think about or the fact that I should even be in such a position with Tom. And, when finally desires had deserted me along with my orgasm then the conscious guilt set in and I horrified myself with my very thoughts.

I got them all away and into the washing machine, their cleansing a dismissive denial that anything had happened and my brain sanitised of indiscretion. But it hadn’t had it, somewhere it was still there, enough to spoil the needs of nourishment and torment me again when I placed them all on the radiator!

Tom:
At home that evening I did worry about my minute soiling of Jen’s panties. I kept wondering if the phone would ring and my dirty little secret would be out in the open. It could be that Jenifer hadn’t even found them, it was never something she would discover or she had but was keeping it to herself, maybe to confront me with it at sometime. I began to wonder how to face her again and even this week we were sure to meet and I was sure deep down I would be found out. Later when the phone hadn’t rung I began to feel a little more at ease and then the urges were back again. There was treasure in my room and it was all I began to think about. I had a smugness fall over me, a one-upmanship over others, I now owned a pair of sweet Connie’s panties.

They kept drawing on my attention until I had to excuse myself to my room and be with them. Besides I think my parents liked it when I was out of the way or else why would they have succumbed to letting me have my own entertainment in my room. It was cosy up there my own armchair the television, my games and best of all my thoughts. The TV was on in the background but only for the benefit of anyone passing my door, no my concentration was now focussed on the stolen panties.

How sweet they were, how enticing they were with my thoughts of what I would like to do with them. I looked them over and brought them to my nose, the pink crotch feeding me her sweet and natural perfume, the enticing lemon frill that tickled my snout, I wanted them badly. Thoughts came into my head about playing with Jen’s panties this afternoon, I didn’t want to spunk these either but desires were urging me onward to have my aching cock in them. I wanted to be close to her like nobody else could be.

My foreskin did begin fraternisation with her gusset, it seemed a natural thing to do, a marriage that seemed logical and oh so fucking nice. How could just a piece of cloth do so much and feed sensation so wonderfully satisfying to my glans. Of course it was because they were hers and it was the very crotch that hid her beautiful cunt from the world. A cunt I’d hoped had not been seen and had been untouched and one that I very much wanted first. It was mine and mine alone and of course I was already somewhat there with this fucking lovely wank into her cunt spot.
I fought tooth and nail with my urges to totally masturbate into that gusset. Of course the sensations and effects it was having on me pushed my willpower to hold off to the limit. I’d stop and hold him off, telling myself that if I spunked them then they be ruined forever, they’d lose their ultimate and intimate uniqueness with her but then I was off on a crusade again and taking myself ever nearer the edge. Something had to give but at the same time I knew that my elated orgasm would immediately be followed by a punishing regret and yet I couldn’t have one without the other. Instead I flooded myself into a convenient sock and praised myself for my determination to keep them sacred.                          
