Tom and Jenifer Chap 4
Tom:

Well it seemed like a good idea at the time, spending a week at Jenifer’s house. But here and now sat at my school desk still looking as though I was adsorbed in a finished piece of work I began to have my doubts. There were distractions too, Connie stepping up to the front to ask a quiet question had me following that sweet trouser covered bottom. God why couldn’t it be her that I was staying the week with, what a wonderful little fantasy that would be, how was I going to face my aunt Jenifer all week when in the background I just wish I had her empty house to myself.

I was daydreaming again, seeing myself in that emptiness, void of our interactions, alone and playing with her panties. Where she had gone it didn’t matter, I could fend for myself and indulge in the panty heaven that she had left me. I saw myself, spoilt for choice, rolling around the house, torn between her panty drawer and the soils of her laundry bin. Gosh a wanker’s heaven, a sniffers paradise and a gusset whenever I wanted it. And, I did want it, my stiff penis and sensitive foreskin testing each and every one of them. 

I could spunk as many as I wanted, have them all in a frenzy of gratification. Capture them all on my phone and tick that box that I’d been there and had the lot! But that wasn’t going to happen was it, I’d be sharing her house, perhaps avoiding her eye contact because of what was in my head and what I wanted to do with all of her panties. God why couldn’t it be simple, why in some way couldn’t she know and why couldn’t it just be one of life’s acceptances just like eating her food and sleeping in one of her beds.

On the way home from school and to Jenifer’s I was wondering if the clean panties I had secreted in my school bag had been noticed by their absence. I wondered to if the pair I planned to swap them with would be missed too, it added to my anxiety as I turned that key in the front door.
It was my focus above all the other possible distractions, the panty drawer first to get a swapsie and then perhaps latter the lovely laundry bin. The little lilacs momentarily sat next to their pale blue cousins and then I had my fresh pair away. Guilt had me frozen for a moment, fear had me glued to the spot as I stood staring in. My legs gave a little tremble as I wondered if all the while my activities had been rumbled. Nothing looked different, a little movement here on top and her nice panties coming and going as they saw their daily use. But underneath, was it all the same, for the life of me I couldn’t remember?
Anyhow, I wanted them, had to have them, needed that soft little gusset to take me on a fantasy ride and so in my pocket they went. Then a scoop from the top, a pair of my clean radiator friends was quickly despatched to an opening fly and an emerging stiffy. ‘Oh Gosh’ I whispered as the softness glided over him for the first time today, that beautiful little crotch that could do and mean so much. I stood and buried it into my glans, my thumb and forefinger rolling cotton just where it was needed. I heard a spunky slap of precum mate me with that gorgeous gusset. Fuck it I‘d smudge it out later she’d never know.
Then it was on again and into the bathroom, standing now over the open lid staring and drooling inward. I could see them, there on the top, so inviting, crying out to have some foreplay with my cock. I stood there teasing him, rolling that foreskin divinely into submission and then like plucking treasure with a fairground claw I held them in my fingers. Slowly up they came, dangly their pretty detail, brushing my exposed glans as they passed a giving shivering excitement.

They waved and wafted upward, my nostrils flaring intently just to have the first recognition of her and the sweet body that they had come from. They danced around my nose leaving a vague but intrusive waft of perfumes. They were all hers, the one’s I’d come to desire, combinations of cleanness, her chosen perfumes and the heady sweet smell of her sex. I sighed as I gorged on the fragrant patterns she had left, that world around my head that gave me visions. I saw her in her lovely tight jeans, sumptuously skinning her body and leaving nothing to the imagination, the visible panty line and the subtle pouting camel that defined the sex that she oozed.

Then they had to be with him, striking my senses and marrying my foreskin, delivering the gasps and the fantasies. Oh how I wish that I could stand here and let the seed meander my tubes, feel its impending travel and watch it satisfyingly pump itself into her pussy ridden gusset. Fucking hell was there anything else to life outside these wonderful feelings, was a fuck just but a mutual necessity after this. Didn’t I have control, wasn’t it me taking it to wherever I wanted? Wasn’t a fuck just a shared journey with time and an end?
They had to go back, I was eager to spunk them and deep down knew in time I would. But, not now, courage was not on my side, he’d have to wait for the blues at home!
Jenifer:

He would be there now, somewhere in my little home, intruding on my privacy, invading the sanctity of my knickers, probing their private places and thinking of me. Well at least that’s what the ‘net’ said, having a relationship with them and not me. I didn’t mind, they said it would make him a better lover and I really wanted to contribute to my nephew’s education.

Of course now I knew what to look for, the traps to lay and the signs that proved that my little animal had been that way. There was one big question however, how to tame him and bring him in from the wild, how to capture him without him running off and being scared to ever tread that path again and I began to formulate a plan in my head. I had a notion too that we had to have it all out in the open before Tom came to stay and that any fearful encounters for either of us would be well out of the way. Or at least that’s how I wanted it.
I was somewhat rose tinted about the whole thing, everything would go smoothly and I began to have pleasant little fantasies about the whole week we would have together. There were my boundaries and my rules of course, there would be no crossing them, the lines had been drawn in my head and anything other than that filled me with horror. In a way I had it all planned out, even easing him into being comfortable with what would be happening by ensuring I had lager in the house right from his arrival that Friday night.

That evening I stood at my open knicker drawer and knew damn well he had been in here. The tissue had moved again and tracked its way across the floor with his intrusion and low and behold the lilac knickers were back but now I was missing some blue’s and between my legs that excited me, imagining him in the solitude of his bedroom getting his rocks off in them, maybe even as I was standing here. It all distracted me from my purpose of being in here and I soon found my hand was manipulating its way into my own trousers and skimming fingers were skimming across my own knickered ‘Vag’.

It seemed an age before I was able to break free from my wetness, my squelching intrusions of just another few moments of probing play and get back to why I was really in here. I began to lift and examine each and every pair. It was strange to be looking at them with such importance, memories of when I bought them came flooding back, recollections of why I chose them and perhaps even the special occasions when I had worn them. These were the special ones, the one that made me feel different when I stepped into them.

Then there were others that I knew so well, my everyday knickers that kept me snug and secure, the old reliable's that were just so common place and saw me through the week. It was these that Tom had first got to know, staring at him from the radiators, stirring something deep and primeval, something that placed him in the chain of evolution and awakening his hormones to the opposite sex.

I sniffed my own knickers and I didn’t really know why, a test maybe of their freshness or perhaps to see if he had been there with his masculinity, perhaps, maybe a hint of odour, a sexual tone that his penis had travelled this way. I didn’t know, I wanted to know but did a whiff really matter when I knew he had.

Then there were those underneath, the ones that were no longer in favour, the ones he knew I wasn’t wearing and were an easy target for borrowing. I wasn’t ashamed of them, they weren’t dowdy and forlorn but then again I wouldn’t be proud and hold them up and say they were mine. And, because of the ‘net’ I knew why he took them, because he thought they were just plain and would not be missed but I had news for him.

But he had to have something and in a way I would rather it was these and not my best and it was these that I wanted to use to bring him into the open. Yes, to be in a position that we both knew and we both knew that we knew and there was none of this clandestine sneaky pilfering, if he was going to get off on my knickers then we were both happy with the arrangement.

I selected just a couple of pairs, just from the little matching sets he had been taking. He could have these for now, just to bridge this chasm between us and give us both acceptance and understanding and, if it all worked out we could move on from there. There were those naughty thoughts again, the little mutual participation games from the ‘net’, interjecting and giving the twinges between my legs.

But now how do I get them to him, you just can’t hand over your knickers face to face and say, ‘look I know what you do with them, so let’s get on with it’. No he’d run a mile, I knew that and that’s not at all what I wanted and then selfishly there would be nothing left for me. I wracked my brains, thought about striking up a text conversation with him but we’d never done that before so why would I do that now.

Then it came to me, in the end I write him a note, no not straight and confrontational but a series of notes that led us into it. To get him comfortable, get the subject of my knickers into the conversation so that it was almost normality and the next morning I wrote and left the first one!

Hello Tom,

I’ve put some washing on the line but I am hoping it won’t rain but keep an eye on it for me and take it in if it looks like it.
Jen ;) 
Tom:

Fuck oh fuck, I had seen it sub-consciously and ignored it, the tissue on her bedroom floor, the one I hadn’t bothered to think about but it had been there for days now. Shit, it was a little ploy just to see if I had been in there, bollocks I’ve been fucking rumbled, what a stupid twat I’d been. It spoilt the little wanking session I planned with Connie and Jen’s panties, stiff well I ain’t now! I trembled with fear sat in my room, wondered if the telephone would go down stairs and I’d be in deep trouble.

Of course it could put the mockers on their holiday now I had nowhere to go, just as I was getting used to the idea of staying with Jen and hopefully gaining a little free time with her underwear. How could I have been so stupid not to have noticed her little plant of a tissue and the fact that every time I went in there the door pushed and smudged it along the carpet. To be sure I even had myself setting one up the same in my bedroom, an arm around the door to place it just so and wait for the evidence. Oh shit it bloody worked too, now what was I going to do!

It was still bothering me in classes the next day and had totally put off any desires I had the previous evening for my panty play. I’d even secreted again in my bag the unused panties borrowed from Jen’s drawer, to put them back and never go there again. I began to wonder if all this pain was worth it, sculling around and putting myself in danger of being caught, then what, ridicule and being shunned as a pervert. I even began to think about throwing away Connie’s delicious panties and ridding my head of such thoughts altogether.
It wasn’t until school had finished and I walked towards Jenifer’s that those urges came worryingly back. I couldn’t help it they caused so much excitement, a stirring in my loins and huge desires to chase again the sensations that they wonderfully gave. I trembled as I let myself in, this was do or die, either I had been found out or I hadn’t and in which case willpower would be overcome by the persuasion of my ever stiffening cock.

In the kitchen there was a note for me, it made me jump in fear to see it lying there. Dread overcame my whole body, this was it, confrontation albeit in writing was going to put me in my place and all the day’s worries were about to be confirmed. Trembling again I picked it up and read it.
Gosh I was relieved but the weakness in my body still prevailed, it was like crossing a road and nearly getting knocked over. I felt relieved but at the same time I felt like a wobbly jelly. Jenifer hadn’t found out after all, or if she had she wasn’t saying anything here. I was confused, she must know, what about that tissue, she must place it there every day. I found myself rushing upstairs and standing silently at her door. I opened it with just a gap, just enough to swing my arm in and grope along the carpet, fuck, it was there just waiting to capture my intrusion. She knew!

I needed air and that only meant outside. I was unlocking her back door and stepping into a cooler breeze. It felt better now, yes she knew but she wasn’t doing anything about it and what did that mean. I moved around to where her washing was, an alcove between her kitchen and the neighbouring wall, a little sun trap with a bench and later in the summer a table on which to enjoy an alfresco meal. She had two extending lines, pulling out to hook on an old post, her panties and other washing hung here.

I sat down, caught my breath and tried to relax, what did it all mean, had I been rumbled? I looked around my, they caught my eye, the washed treasures from her laundry bin and of course her other bits. I stared outward and around me, looking up and down the walls that defined her back yard. Upwards and over my eyes took me, god this little spot was secluded and not at all overlooked. Yes further into the yard no doubt if they strained hard enough neighbours could probably see activity but not here in this sheltered little sun trap. No wonder her panties were hung here, how very private it all was, you could even sunbathe here stark naked and no one would be any the wiser.

I was staring at her panties again so conveniently at my eye level and so touchable from this well placed bench. Of course it wasn’t designed for that, Jen was just making the most of the space. And, what of her note I wondered was that saying something to me, like Tom, I know you are interested in my panties but I don’t mind. Those nagging torturous doubts that had set in from yesterday seemed to disperse now, calmness arrived and with it came luscious thoughts.
Back inside I went to retrieve my school bag, all the time reckoning that I hadn’t been discovered or if I had it didn’t seem to matter. Was I positively being encouraged to play with her panties, it wasn’t something I cared to think about at this moment there were other lurid thoughts and notions to stimulate my direction.

I was back outside again, sitting staring at the two pairs of panties that had so thoughtfully been placed and hung in front of me. My hand too rummaging into the secret places of my bag to find the unspoilt panties that I had dared not to indulge in. There was an intoxicating feeling of being relaxed now, sat here in the relative warmth of a nice day. How silly of her to think it would rain, how considerate of her to motion me this way and show me this secret little spot.
In my bag my fingers were in touch with the virgin blue’s, so softly inspiring and urging me forward with such daring. The two pairs on the line had my visual attention and were helping grow the bulge in my trousers, I had visited one before and already sensed their soft delicate lines skimming and titillating my foreskin but the others were new to me, creating urges and demands from my erection. Their sweet fresh perfume goaded me on and I plucked them off the line.

I had them both now, sat in my lap as I slumped backward and sought a little comfort from the hard wooden bench. If it was awkward then determination overcame comfort and slowly I began releasing him from the confines of his heated prison. Gosh how very delightful that even here in this warm trap that he could find a coolness that would shiver me in delight at his exposure to the thin air. He stood proud, bouncing and swaying at his panty audience and craved interaction.

It had to be them, the ones from the line, they had to inspire him first and slowly they swished over him and had me gasping at their sheer sensating pleasure. ‘Oh’, I moaned as the pouting crotch dragged its woolly cotton nap over my glans and sparked a tickle of movement in my balls. Then I was in them, feeding and kneading the gusset that so savoured her cunt deeply into every little fold I had. He smudged them, he definitely had but I was too far gone to concern myself now.

I looked around me and was pleased. How delightful to have your cock out and be tossing yourself into a pair of panties in such a secluded pleasant little spot. How very wicked it felt to be out here in the open air wanking in Jen’s panties. How fucking lovely it was to be having her little cunt patch!
Then I was getting them, the feelings of the impending, followed by the little hold off’s to stop me coming. Then there were the moments were I sat and held him in the pleasure of her oh so soft crotch, the moments where I contemplated. I tried to make decisions and when I was ready again just encouraged myself just to bring myself up to yet another edge. Then danger slipped sideways into my brain, not these, you cant spunk these, it’s got to be the blue’s from yesterday.

I swapped them round and gorged on the new virginal coolness that they brought to my knob end. I watched as in appreciation my pre-cum let go and un-worryingly soaked her cunt area. How fucking lovely to be so intimate with her or at least her panties and wasn’t it kind of extra strange to be doing it outside in the open air, here in this secret spot where no one could see me.

Here I sat tossing myself off, I was oblivious, my head was chasing fantasies my fingers on a mission and by balls and glans relishing the accelerating sensations. I held him back and sat and thought about being able to do this with Connie’s panties, how much better it would be to shoot my load in them without worrying they would be ruined forever. I saw myself in her house, saw myself as invisible, wandering from room to room like some ghost, searching out her panty drawer or sat on her toilet and wanking into a perfect pair of her soiled panties. It was all stupid of course because I hadn’t even a clue where she lived.

So when my body’s urges had subsided I was back again, my foreskin wrestling with the clinging confines of a clean pair of Jen’s panties. How horny that was to be off on another mind trip around her house and all the panties that lived here. There were inclinations, powerful urges to be upstairs and fishing in the laundry bin for yesterdays offerings or were they all ready here on this line. I would, I knew damn well I would have a cum in her nicely soiled offerings at sometime. I dearly promised that I would regardless, my head was hell bent on it and the persuasions of my impending orgasm into the blue’ made me promise I would.

Jenifer:

I sat where I knew he had sat, just wondering what had been his thoughts when he had found the note. He had had one pair off the line I could tell. The peg had left a little indentation where they had been removed and not thoughtfully put back. They, the women on the net were teaching me lots of tricks and now I could track a knicker hunter and catch all the signs. They said though that some were shrewd and masters of hiding their trails and incursions but Tom wasn’t like that, he had a lot to learn.

I sat and day dreamed, tried to imagine where I was going with all this and exactly what I wanted. The rules were there, the promises to myself about just where the line was drawn. It didn’t stop my thought patterns wandering though, or the finger that was traversing my trouser front and stirring my desires between my legs. It made me shiver and want more but I wasn’t just brave enough here and now, perhaps later in the dusk my little friend would come and join me!
I stood there at my open knicker drawer surveying what I owned. My head again tried to get round the appeal for something that I found so ordinary and necessary. I tried to remember why I had purchased them and what was it that I so liked about them. ‘They’ had said that besides the obvious attraction of being something so closely attached to a woman’s genitalia that some were attracted by different styles, colours and embellishments or the downright way they imagined them adorning a body. I could probably see that now and yes I probably had chosen some because they were pretty and appealing but at the time they had to be functional and comfortable. Then I tried to get myself in Tom’s perspective, what did he like about them and what would turn him on. Was he even bothered perhaps all that mattered to him was that they had all at some time been up close and personal to that vital piece of female anatomy.
I did sit there later, back out on the bench, rudely attired in the shortest skirt I could find watching the goose bumps pickle my legs whilst my ‘vag’ boiled with anticipation. I wasn’t cold apart from my legs and even if I was my thoughts were elsewhere, into never never land for me, a fantasy I had to justify and weakly let run, the games of ‘panty’ play ‘they’ had described that I was becoming so increasingly drawn too!

My little friend was there too, humming low so as not to attract a fathom of interest to earshot, if indeed anyone could hear. My friend fed the sordid little scenes that I was playing out, mimicking a Tom’s finger as it verberated up and down the shiny nylon of my pussy mound. It was coming, it was on its way but in a strange way, perhaps it was like an incoming tide on a calm sea, lapping and getting forever closer. Part of me wanted just to turn up my little buzzing friend and chase the pleasures that I knew so well but there was something different and I wanted to wait and see how it arrived.

Besides, I couldn’t turn it up could I, someone, if someone was close, perhaps over the wall might wonder why there was a determined little bee fixated with a little flower on the other side. No this was special, something like sat here on a warm day with the sun constantly disappearing behind a cloud, you knew in moments it would be back again to give you pleasure. There were little feeds too, moments where my imagination rushed forward to something of future fantasy, a blissful scene with Tom where play was set with my rules.

There were moments too where my concentration slipped backwards towards the scene that had taken place here many hours earlier. I so much wanted to witness it, his uncertainties, his wilful desires and the moment when his penis engaged with my knickers. It all felt so right, so naturally formed and part of what life had intended. I saw my fingers too, caressing, holding, manipulating him on his way, sharing a secret closeness that had come from a different world.

I was there too now, visualising our first moment of intimacy. I bit my lip and pushed my little friend forward, scrumily finding my own hidden treasure. Inwardly I whimpered, whilst outside not a murmur passed my lips. My head rocked backward and life and thought just transcended into a never ending orgy of profound pleasure, dear boy I hope your fingers can do the same!

Tom:

The days before my stay were a constant barrage of wilful and fretful thought. My head was all over the place, at home, at school or at Jenifer’s At school I worried about my being discovered and had moments of deep fear that I had already been rumbled. That fucking tissue kept popping up in my head in the most unlikely of places during my day. So much so that when I got to Jen’s in the afternoon’s I checked with a fumbling search that it was indeed behind the door. It frightened me off going in there, so much so I never returned to her panty drawer for a swap, just kept the blues secretly stashed in my bedroom.

The same note appeared on the kitchen counter on the days when her washing was out for me to keep an eye on it. It confused me, it was almost like I had permission to touch them, the panties always were pegged in exactly the place I would sit and that rocked my head even more. For a while I had just sat there and looked at them, maybe once or twice I fingered them, intruding into their crotches like some fervent fumbler of a school boy petting his first date. All this went into my imagination persuading me to be forever braver and soon I was wanking in them again.

There were silkies every now and then, slippery tactile nylon that she seemed to be wearing more often. Why I wondered, what made a girl decide in the morning just what delicious panties to pull on? I began to look forward to them, they knocked out the uncertainties of discovery because they so deliciciously teased my foreskin. I was being bolder again and even being back in the bathroom and tossing myself off in the finds in the laundry bin then one afternoon, the day before my week long stay there was another note, one that was accompanied by a plastic bag and that was the one that shook me rigid. I read it and then trembled with fright and fear.            

Hello Tom,

Thought you might like these! It’s ok I’m not mad but rather glad!

Jen ;)

She bloody knew, now there was no denying it. Here was an offering, straight out, no questions or even confrontation, here in the bag were two pairs of her panties. I pulled them out and realised just how much the game was up, a pair from the little set I had been helping myself to, confirmed she knew it all. For a moment I felt sick with shame, cursing my infantile behaviour and the uncomfortable arrival into a place of facing consequences.

My cock sat lifeless in my pants, sat in a damp and sodden patch that moments earlier had fuelled so much excitement. My head was trying to work it all out and I re-read the short and sweet note again, ‘she thought I might like them and was ok about it’. Well that was fine and perhaps I wasn’t in as much trouble as I thought I was but despite her gift I would still have to face her and that would be tomorrow when I came to stay, gosh wasn’t that going to make it awkward for the week and from now on!
I gathered them up like a surprised present that I just didn’t know what to do with and sat pondering with it all on my lap in her lounge. Slowly my guilt subsided and I found myself fumbling with the panties she had left me. Almost immediately they went to my nose for the intoxicating little whiff of all things Jenifer that I knew would be there. My thoughts along with her sweet perfumes were guiding me towards a calm and perhaps a notion that things weren’t as bad as I first thought.

She was giving me some of her panties, wanted me to have them, how pleasing was that, that she had acceptance. I imagined Connie doing the very same thing and how gratifying that would be, it would mean she liked me and perhaps was flattered by my attentions. So that meant Jenifer felt the same, gosh my aunt didn’t mind me playing with her panties, she must know what I did with them!

I was feeling quite horny now and he started to make his presence felt in my pants but I couldn’t, not here and now whilst my thoughts were too engaged in just how I was going to face Jenifer tomorrow. God why couldn’t it be this time tomorrow when it would be all over at least then it would finally be out in the open! It didn’t stop fumbling with them though, turning the soft panties through my fingers over and over again just to capture the sensual soft feel of her cotton crotch.

At home that evening I did finally introduce him to her panties for the first time and had a long and concentrated fantasy with just how desirable they would look on Jen’s sweet body. I imagined her stood before me in these very panties and just a sweet little bra, a petite perfection that could easily rival Connie’s much more youthful tones. It did begin to make me wonder just where all this was leading too and I had visions that perhaps I shouldn’t have. I had to stop myself from cumming too, a sort of weird notion had me telling myself that I should not be wasting my seed.
That fateful Friday arrived and I fretted myself with just how the afternoon would end. I secreted my now collection of four pairs of panties into the little nooks and crannies of my school bag for fear that my mother just might check over my big bag before dropping it of early at Jenifer’s. And, of course at school I spent some time distracted by the knowledge that I had Connie’s stolen panties back in my school bag and here she was just yards from me. Gosh what if I were caught with them that would be something that I would never live down and the tarnish it would leave with the discovery of three more pairs would surely have me as the ultimate outcast!
