Tom and Jenifer Chap 3
Tom:

At school I watched Connie’s reactions. She didn’t seem to have anything about her of concern but then again she might be very good at hiding her feelings. There was on the other hand some anxiety from me, I wondered if at any moment I would be called to one side, maybe I had been spotted, maybe the prefects on the door who had let me in had passed on my name. By lunchtime I had calmed down quite a bit, if I were to be confronted then I’m sure it would have happened by now.

It made me aware though of how mentally torturous it was to steal a pair of panties but I had no doubt now that I’d be going through it again. I had been bitten now, I had created an obsession and it wasn’t going to go away at any minute. In fact, I began to look around me and wonder just whose panties I wanted next! I watched all of Connie’s friends, the athletic set I called them. There weren’t many, just around 6 or 7 who had caught the eyes of the PE teacher, who had spotted their potential and talent. But then they were also encouraged to join the local athletics club so it meant that as they got proficient then they were relying less and less on school for training.

There were a couple of girls I had in mind and I found myself watching their movements around the school and trying to discover just where they left their kit. Anyhow it wasn’t something that I could tackle anytime soon, these things had to be planned and executed carefully and besides it was much too soon after raiding Connie’s locker.

I did for most of the time put any thoughts about panties to the back of my mind, tried to concentrate on my work that was important and left my lecherous thoughts about Connie and her panties to lessons like art and perhaps making sure that I followed them out of school before I turned off for Jen’s.

It couldn’t come soon enough, the moment I was placing the key in her door and turning the key. Standing the other side of her door too, feeling myself tremble with anticipation had a sort of weakness fall over me as I stood in the utter silence of her empty house. Today also I really had no idea where I would go first, there seemed to be an anxious greed to be everywhere. To see if her radiators held some titillating promise, to visit straight away her laundry bin and sniff my way into the heady need to have my cock in their gussets or perhaps to rummage with awe at the pretties in her panty drawer.

I went into the lounge and a little array of treasure greeted me, there was her other washing too, bras and socks that held no interest except that they signified her panties weren’t just placed there for me. How sweet they looked in the centre of two other pairs, the desirable pink and lemons that had fuelled my nostrils with such a heavenly scent. I had them off again foolishly without recognising their exact position, condemning myself for not taking a snapshot of how they lay before they were at my nose.

They were so obviously fresh and clean and yet here still in the background, deep in the complicated weave of her crotch lay a whiff of that something else. The remnants perhaps of what I had found so sweetly satisfying and now again that same hint that had already had me fumbling with my fly to have him out and being played with. Oh how I longed again for that soft gusset to be so teasingly satisfying to my glans and foreskin. To experience the sheer wanking sensations they gave me because of the very thoughts that they had so coveted Jen’s cunt.

I couldn’t risk it again; a little weep of my stickiness had already lubricated my bell end. I didn’t want to be trying to clean up freshly washed panties that were sure to be examined for cleanliness before putting away. Perhaps I should try my luck in the bathroom again but then again these lovely little panties already held a memory of my wanking exploits and perhaps they would give some hours of pleasure if I had a snapshot of them.

Notions and ideas were inventing themselves in my head as I just teased my foreskin for the last time. Surely photographing them stretched and placed over one of Jen’s sofa cushions would add the illusion of realism, perhaps giving just the slightest impression that they were being worn, a crude imitation, a filling interpretation that they were somehow gracing her truly delightful body. I was kidding myself of course but they were filled and it perhaps looked a damn sight better than just lying them flat, at least they had form and prominence around their crotch, something to focus on later when I tossed myself off in my room.

I had a snapshot of the other two pairs on the radiator before having them off and having them pretend to be a cushioned lower torso too. There were urges now that this is how I should photograph all of Jen’s panties. Capture the entire contents of her panty drawer so that at home I could have my little fantasies about each and every pair, to sit and wank over their very image and imagine the sweet sensations that they could impose on my cock.
Then there were those urges again, to actually toss myself off in just a pair of panties. To be able to see it to the end almost like I was having an orgasm with her or whoever she, to have my spunk pump into a gusset and desecrate them almost as if I was losing and taking virginity. But, I couldn’t do it with Connie’s, my proudly stolen trophy, they would be ruined forever and lose their unique fragrant attachment to her. But, what about Jen’s, what possibilities would there be to have a panty cum in those.

My head was trying to work it out, just how was I going to do it without her noticing. Thoughts about a lovely wank in a pair from her laundry bin came to mind but what if she checked her underwear again before placing it in the washing machine. I’d seen my mother do it, perhaps not with undies but just to check if things needed a little extra attention. I was even up there and standing peering in, arguing in my head whether it was safe to do so, until I noticed again how late it was getting.

Later in my room I was thinking it all through again whilst Connie’s gusset entertained my foreskin. Just how was it to be done it seemed an impossibility. There were thoughts too of just how to get more panties, more than just these, if I had some more I would wank myself to a cum in them, I couldn’t keep them all precious forever, besides even now I was having temptations to chase these wonderful tactile feelings through to an orgasm.

Jenifer:

What a silly boy he was, couldn’t he see I was finding him out every time. Didn’t he notice the little indent I had formed in my knickers on the double radiator, pushing them ever so slight inward between the two panels. It had gone now, yes they had all gone now and they certainly wouldn’t have dried that way. Hadn’t he noticed before trying to put them so carefully back? It was another trick learnt from the conversations on the net.
He hadn’t been elsewhere today, no disturbances that I could at least detect! I was disappointed in a way, he was so obviously touching them but I wanted more, just like the women of the ‘net’ had talked about. It boosted their ego’s they said, someone idolising them from a distance, some said it was a kind of worship and they felt powerful to be treated that way and in a way I felt cheated not to have it today.
There was no need or desire to be with my little whirling friend, I sat sombrely on the settee feeling slightly dejected but still very much caught up in thought on the whole subject. In the end it was the ‘net’ that I turned to, a solace of other people’s experiences, the women especially. I wanted to be further on, perhaps the other side of the secretive conflict of cat and mouse, I wanted it all out in the open but quite how that was going to happen and how I, we were going to cope with it I had no idea.

It was outrageous of me to think that I could have some of the panty play that some of the women described, the power play and the hero worship that a little panty masturbation had, and the grateful respect that it induced on their relationships, a man that could have some considerate sex. I shuddered at the very thought of any of that with my nephew Tom, abhorrent and hideously unreal but in some way I wanted some of their action too.
I felt like I was a wicked woman, a scheming charlatan hell bent on self destruction. For a while I put it to the back of my mind, found some other diversion but deep down I knew it was there and wouldn’t go away. An hour or so later it was back, it was easy to be diverted on the net, read my emails, mooch around my normal internet visits and then find myself engrossed in those sites again, that I knew would deliver some intriguing titillation.

There were several women who had embraced their man’s little fetish, thought it rewarding and openly admitted found it turned them on to. They got into detail in which some of their forum followers either ridiculed or praised their openness. I was by now with the later crowd and began to have fantasies around variations of their exploits, I began to see myself doing them and imagining the fulfilment that they could also have for me both physically and mentally. Then came that confusing question who with? Then it was back to the torture again of knowing at the moment there was only one damned person it could be.

Tom:

Deep thoughts of how I could get hold of more panties, thoughts too of at least taking snap shots of all Jen’s panties and how I was going to do that. I couldn’t just go to her top drawer and take them all out and capture each and every one of them, It wasn’t possible to leave her drawer in the same state as I had found it, she’d immediately recognise it had been interfered with.

I was even standing and playing with my on pants drawer, just seeing how I could rummage without giving the appearance of disturbance. I lifted things carefully outwards, remembering from where I had got them from and perhaps from what they were underneath of. I reckoned that if I was careful I could leave the top level seemingly untouched and who would know that underneath had been disturbed. I had a plan.

Next day at school again we, our class had a bit of good fortune announced for the afternoon, our last lesson had been cancelled as there were no staff that could take it. I was overjoyed and whilst others put in place impromptu excursions for a raid into town, I had other ideas. I could be at Jen’s an hour earlier and have plenty of time to have my own little raid on Jen’s panty drawer. Gosh that induced at times a teasing throbber in my pants at the very thought of undisturbed panty play.

It also provoked thought on how here in this school I could get more panties and lunchtime I sculled around looking for opportunities to get inside that empty building and to go locker hunting. It couldn’t be done, despite myself watching doors and prefects, today they were just too vigilant and who would believe my old lost pen trick again. It didn’t stop me thinking though, just who out of the girls might, just might, have the need to have a spare panties in their locker.

Little fantasies filled my head with just whose panties I wanted. I saw them in my imagination, saw myself having a good old wank in them and was still thinking about them until I was actually in Jen’s house. Gosh, thank you I whispered to myself, a whole two hours of pleasurable panty play, what could I achieve? There was nothing today filling the radiators and to be honest I didn’t expect it but it had been days since I had first ventured in to Jen’s panty drawer and I knew that my afternoon’s entertainment would start there.

I stood there stood there looking down on them, my cock in my trousers also showing an appreciation of the beauty and desire that I saw before me. I had a quick snap shot of their arrangement and reckoned I could rummage here without causing disruption that would be noticed. I had learnt to do it at home, there was a technique of almost leaving the surface untouched, delving under and inward where it would have been impossible to detect disturbance. I could pull them out and push them back just by carefully holding and securing the top layer, practice had made my secret little game perfect.

Underneath my fingers were receiving sensations of softness and femininity. I couldn’t see anything yet but the touch messages now had my cock stood to attention. With my other hand I had him out, standing proud waving and bouncing his masculinity over the panties below him. I had something for him now; I’d pulled them free and gave them the light of day from their prison. Oh how if they were all mine I would not show them such neglect they’d exercise frequently with my penis.

They were plain and simple, something I would get to know as ‘supermarket panties’, boring everyday objects worn for comfort but all the same they belonged to her, one who had a beautiful body and a desirable cunt that sat in them. I introduced them to my erection, a flutter pass of their lilac and hue on my throbbing member. He appreciated it, their unique softness sending sweet sensations right through to my balls and before I knew it my head had done its own thing and introduced them to my foreskin and had my fingers masturbating right into their sweet little gusset.

I told myself I was stupid, I could soil them but all the same I carried on with the little mating and mashing of my glans into her sweet crotch. Sighs just emptied my lungs, concentration and fantasy derided common sense, fuck it I liked it! Then like a shot out of the blue I stopped, not through guilt but chasing curiosity of what another pair might feel like. It was greed even, even determination and if it was at all possible I would want to share intimacy with them all.

They were the same, except a simple shade of blue and I knew that they would offer just the same identical feeling but I did it anyway; it was almost as if I had to have them and desecrate them all. And then another pair, another lilac to match the ones I had so enjoyed and from that moment I knew that one of these would be coming home with me. It was a point that my head would argue and argue but desire would win over in the end. She wouldn’t miss them here from underneath, hidden from view, neglected just like some of my own underwear at the bottom of my drawer.

Besides, she’d had her use of them; the little crotches had protected her cunt for long enough and now my cock was going to enjoy the same spot. At home I’d cum in them, that I had already decided, wash them even and then maybe bring them back for a swap and then perhaps another swap. In truth I wanted them all if I could, a nice fucking wank in them all, watch my spunk flood their sensating little gusset, how else could I repay them for such a wonderful time. They went deeply into my pocket.

I photographed what I could, finding a cushion and promptly giving them a little bit of form, just enough for my imagination latter to take over. I had some carefully extracted pretties from the top, the sort of stuff that I suspected she and others would want to be seen in. Gosh where was all this thought coming from, I was learning fast, my little game was fast becoming an obsession. I noted too my fixation, every time I handled a pair I had to interfere with the gusset, slipping a thumb or a forefinger in there just to tell my head I had been there.

Jenifer:

So it was my bedroom today and my knicker drawer. Well everything looked the same but of course he hadn’t spotted the tissue set up behind the bedroom door and was now pushed somewhat inward towards the wall. I stood over that drawer and perhaps detected there had been movement, yes he’d interfered with them and that in a way pleased me. I looked at them all and wondered if he approved and were there any I was ashamed of. Not on top maybe but I wasn’t so sure that was the case underneath. I’d have to go through them and perhaps rid myself of those that I might be embarrassed by. And, what did that mean in my head, I didn’t rightly know at the moment although here I was checking knicker crotches for cleanliness. They weren’t dirty and unwashed but in time I suppose there may have little elements of the washing machine failing to get them clean or perhaps that little catchment area had lost its freshness and perhaps now was looking dowdy. Perhaps I was assessing them in respect of did I want to be seen in them or would I go on a date in them? I’d go through them later!
Tom:

Horny thoughts placated my evening at home with my parents. I had an aim and an ambition to be hidden away in my room with now two pairs of panties. There were things to look forward to, an ambition to masturbate and spunk into Jen’s little cotton softies. I could do it now and would do it, I wanted that ‘first’, to carry that sensating little panty wank through to the end, almost as if I was having sex with the very person. I’d got my head around that, deep down I wouldn’t have minded an initiation into the adult world by my aunt Jenifer.

There were thoughts too, interruptions of how to get them clean afterwards, dry them and even get them back into Jen’s panty drawer and maybe swap them for another. I had visions of having fun with all of them in time, working my way through them as if it was a challenge and a satisfying proudness! There were little fantasy excursions of having and owning them all, albeit temporarily but all the same just to have the ability to have my wicked way with them. It was a mixed up world of sharing them between us just so my head could satisfy itself with the knowledge that each and every one of them had continuously cosseted her cunt.

I did excuse myself early, I had to, the front of my underpants was constantly soaking up my eager excitement. In my room he stood boldly to attention in an extremely wet patch. My balls ached in anticipation but I was determined this was not going to be a hurried event. Teasingly I downloaded my captured snap shots to my laptop and for awhile just sat admiring Jen’s little panty collection. Then I could stand it no more and introduced to my bed both Connie’s stolen panties and then Jen’s borrowed pair.

I had them placed before me at first whilst I studied them and had my cock out and over the top of my own pants. I listened to the squelchy excitement of my foreskin as finger and thumb fed my brain with their alternating visions. I pictured them both wearing them, parading around in front of me, teasing me to the frustration of knowing that my desire to have them sexually were not of this world at the moment. But I could have their panties if I wanted, spunk into them both if I really wanted.
It was Connie’s that titillated my glans and foreskin first, teasing that soft gusset into me and feeding my head with desires for her. Well I’d made it, partially at least, how many other admirers were now tossing themselves off in your panties Connie? Oh that wonderful little patch of soiled cotton had been so close to your desirable pussy and now my cock was having the benefit of it. I had my eyes closed and my imagination running wild with things I wanted to do to Connie, whilst all the while her lovely little panties were manipulated all over my cock.

To cum in them or not to cum in them that was the question, a tormenting problem that continually came into my head with sometimes desire overtaking common sense. If I had my way with them then they would never be the same again, lost would be the closeness of her body and the fragrant fix that it had left behind. This was all spinning around in my head and the very fact that once soiled by my sperm that unique relationship would be gone forever.

I replaced them with Jen’s panties, fresh, clean from her underwear drawer. There was nothing to lose here, they held no pungent power and direct affinity to her pussy except of course I admired it just the same. I could wash them, in the shower when I was shampooing my hair, dry them and swap them for another. My head was already fantasying having each and every single pair over time and she would probably never know. 

Gosh they felt just as good as Connie’s, if not better with the acceptance that I was going to enjoy having my very first orgasm right there in the soft little gusset. God where did all this wonderful titillating sensation come from, how could such a sweet and soft crotch give so much sensual pleasure? My head was experiencing visions of Jen’s spectacular body, how it moved clothed, and in these very panties. I imagined her stood here in front of me wearing what I was now tossing myself into, I saw them cling in the right places, a vision between her legs right where my cock was enjoying itself now.

I told myself I wanted her, she seemed in my head more accessible than Connie, we already had a relationship, well of sorts! She could teach me things, things a boy should know and how to treat a girl with consideration. Maybe it was the closeness of her panties that made me think this way, maybe they struck a chord and had me in tune with the female brain. I was still having those visions when the little tickles and sensations came, my finger and thumb chasing them into an oblivious pleasure of my glans and her gusset in unison.

Gosh where had such enjoyment come from, how did my head get into these clouds of contentment, why was there a warm glow permeating every inch of my body and where did these feelings of utter satisfaction radiate from?
Jenifer:

I stood and stared again into my knicker drawer. I counted the cottons underneath, made mental notes of what was in the wash and what I had been wearing and they were definitely gone, a single solitary pair from this little set of five. Tom had them I knew he did, the tissue had moved, pushed back along the carpet, the drawer had been opened and the knicks on top had been ruffled of that I was sure. I had some mixed emotions, maybe it was me still trying to get my head around the idea that the male of the species could have such urges towards something that both sexes wore all the time. Maybe I felt violated and robbed and yet at the same time elated that someone could fancy my knickers.

All the reasoning from what others had said on the net visited my thoughts. Quickly the ridiculed opposition was dismissed and for some reason I felt warm and wanted, somebody admired me even if was only Tom! Lurid thoughts of the games people had described had me dazed and far away. I was letting my imagination run wild with pleasurable scenes of indulgent knicker play, seeing myself there and then with Tom. I shuddered as the guilt took hold and passed me across common sense and for now it worked.

Then the phone went and brought me back to sheer reality followed by the horrifying realisation that I was talking to my sister in law, Tom’s mum. I must of babbled for a moment, clearing my head of the wicked thoughts I had for her son and then after polite conversation and time passing came a question that had the corner of my mind wandering again. She was asking if Tom could come and stay, just for a week whilst her and my brother jetted off for a much needed break?

I was saying yes but somewhere in that head of mine it was for all the wrong reasons, although I would guess that my willingness from the other end just sounded just like to normal reaction for family help. We were having a continued conversation of when and how but interrupting that were lurid thoughts just trying to throw me off and catch me out. Yes, yes, I was saying and then in a little segment of my head plotting and planning was taking place of just how that week would pan out.

Later it was still going through my head and I began to have visions of what would be happening within these four walls just two weeks ahead. Again it was a distraction from my rituals and routines of the evening and I found myself sat on in the armchair with my trousers off, my knees to my chest and watching a finger glide over my knicker crotch. I was once more wet and horny and soon had my comforting little buzzing friend joining in the action.

Denials seemed to have gone out of the window now, looking down at my teasing fingers and my wet gusset. It was Tom’s finger’s I saw, playing just like some of the explicit descriptions on the net. They said it was all part of their fascination, what made them considerate lovers, fingers petting over the outside of knickers because it turned them on too. They said they took comfort and relished the undivided attention of not being just a humping fuck machine and I wanted some of that.

I watched myself, I’d never really done that before, teasing explorations, pulling knicker elastic to one side and admiring my quivering quim. My little slowly buzzing friend tried to mimic the interventions of a 14 year old knicker boy but it all had to be left to the imagination. It wasn’t there, any of it but now there was a determination to find out! There were rules forming too, even whilst I chased my orgasm, lines were being drawn in my head, there wasn’t going to be intercourse, good god no, there wasn’t kissing either and neither would there be any oral.

After my little friend had finished his pleasurable business I rationalised the rule book. It made sense or at least my consciousness was accepting it and I convinced myself that I didn’t have that label! Wasn’t I educating, wasn’t I balancing his thoughts, wasn’t I relieving the punishing guilt that some on the net described and indeed wasn’t I making him that interesting lover? I had persuaded myself and now I felt better but for one thing, how did we jump that fence to frolic in what was beyond, perhaps the net had those answers too!
