Tom and Jenifer Chap 5
Tom: 

Well I arrived at Jenifer’s in one piece, a trembling wreck maybe but in an hour or so I would be facing the consequences. My big bag sat in the hall, just a reminder perhaps that I was a guest here and that didn’t help at all. But, there in the kitchen was another of Jenifer’s notes, not about panties this time but just to say there was a bottle of my favourite lager in the fridge. Gosh how thoughtful that she remembered and that my parents allowed me just one occasionally.

No panty hunts today, just the top off the lager to wash away how I felt about coming face to face with Jenifer!

Jenifer:

He’d be there by now, just how was I going to deal with our first meeting since all this came out into the open. Well I hoped that his bottle of lager just may of taken the edge of things but I sure did need a shot of alcohol courage myself and only wished that could happen before I got into the house. Golly how was I going to make the leap into bringing up the subject of his passion for my underwear?
Tom:

The beer sure was having an effect, just half a bottle downed and I was already feeling its relaxing effects. It must be because I hadn’t really eaten today and on other drinking occasions my mother always insisted it was enjoyed with a meal. There were thoughts too, erection stimulating thoughts about now having access to Jen’s panties pretty much 24/7, or I least thought that way now it was sort of out in the open. I looked at my watch and wondered just when her key would turn in the lock.
I didn’t have to wait long and she was early too even for a Friday she was never here at this time. God, I went all weak and lifeless, I couldn’t even get up from the chair, it felt like I was glued in and would never move again. Jen called out a hello and I feebly responded, even my voice tumbled into an insignificant wimpey whimper. Next she put her head around the door and inserted a big smile and immediately spotted the lager.
It did put me at my ease but only slightly and was sort of glad that she immediately disappeared out into the kitchen. But, it was strange she sort of kept popping her head around the door, asking me questions like, was Pizza alright for our evening meal and did I want another beer and finally would I mind getting her washing in as it was cooling off and she didn’t want it to get damp.

Jenifer:

I watched him through the crack of the kitchen door and out through the dining room to the washing line. I could see where his eyes were glued to, my knickers; he kept touching them as he proceeded to place my other bits in the laundry basket. He was saving them until last, savouring the very picture of them hanging so conveniently on display. His fingers wandered into them, taking his mind off of the purpose of removing everything else; probing into the crotches as though he was intimately petting some willing schoolgirl.

I was wet again, so horny with thought, plying my head with little scenes of seduction and yet not a clue of how to get there. All I knew was that there were my rules and limits, the promises I made to myself about just what I wanted to achieve but hopelessly no beginning yet. Then he touched himself, maybe an adjustment to the front of his trousers, his bloody school trousers, that was off putting. Perhaps he was moving it, getting it unrestricted; just perhaps a teasing brush or maybe just reminding his rising friend that he had had these knickers before.

It gave me an idea but later for sure those bloody trousers would have to go, my head couldn’t cope with what they meant and I certainly wouldn’t be indulging him through the fly front of those things. He was lovingly removing them now, just two solitary butterflies, so beautifully tempting, he was relishing every moment. The first pair swooped across his face and lingered as his flaring nostrils pulled in their freshness. A tweak down below too as he placed them on the top of the basket. Then I watched pluck the last pair and let them swing again before he finally brushed them across his lips.

I had to alter my trousers too, pulling at the crotch of my knickers through them, releasing their clinging pressing pleasure that had I not company could really do with some attention now. Then he was coming back, I moved and busied myself and waited for the backdoor to open. His arms full, struggling and managing the basket, closing and locking the door I was there to assist. Then picking up the top pair and swinging them across his face. Such realisation, such shock overcame him in an instant as they danced across his skin. He could do nothing but accept that I knew it all and before he could scuttle off and hide I asked, ‘did you enjoy my presents?

He was flustered, trying to get some words out, hopelessly trapped in such a small place with a basket and confined and all he could manage was a ‘yes thank you’. Why I did it I didn’t know, brushing the front of his trousers as he passed with the back of my hand but I did. It moved it all along, broke the ice like breaking a window and being able to hear and acknowledge someone on the other side. God yes, he had an erection of that I could tell, I sticky out-ness that I’m sure was demanding attention. ‘Oh dear’, I said you have a predicament.

He was gone and into the dining room and I had to get myself a glass of wine. I had catching up to do, inhibitions to be annihilated. He didn’t come back for awhile and when he did he looked quite flustered and quite unsure of himself. I was little shaky myself, the wine was getting through but I needed more and at the same time offered Tom another beer. I made simple conversation at first, saying the pizza wouldn’t be long and was he hungry. It was an awkward few moments that was of my making but he was hanging around, watching me prepare things and then I knew I had his interest.
In the end I could stand it no more, me making the conversation so I suggested he went and got changed out of his school clothes, something more comfortable for an evening in. He was off and gone and for a moment my legs went weak as I wondered what I had got myself into but all that encouraging discussion from the net came flooding back and somehow I was drawn to be part of it. The wine was playing its part too now and I knew where I wanted to be with its effects. I had to stay in control and promised myself just one more glass with the meal and that would be it.

We sat and eat in the lounge watching the trivial game shows of late afternoon television. He was relaxing now too, forwarding answers to the questions and I began to join in and feel that we were on a par with each other and for the first time I didn’t feel there was an age barrier and that in reality he was my nephew. I could see too that the beer was having an effect and I knew I’d have to keep him on a level; I didn’t want him unable to respond to whatever may happen later.

I got rid of the tea things, pushed them into the kitchen to deal with them tomorrow and then sneakily dipped into the dining room to retrieve from the washing he had placed there the knickers I thought he was most interested in. I slipped them into my trouser pocket just so they were within a touch of being pulled out easily. Back in the lounge I asked him to shift up on the sofa as that was the best viewing for the television.

Gosh he had on track suit bottoms and a hoody, how convenient they were, nice and elasticated and easily pulled downward to expose his knicker loving manhood and, was that already a stance he had made there, a manly bulge perhaps with a tad of expectation. God I was really wet myself now, I could feel the heat and the dampness and just a whiff of my excited scent, where to begin and how to bloody start that was the question. Perhaps in some way his carnal instincts would take over and I would just follow.

No Jenifer it wasn’t going to happen, I kept telling myself, you have to make the moves so I extracted the bottle from his hand and stood up to place it on the coffee table. Then my hand just slowly pulled them out from my pocket. Not all the way, just a teasing glimpse like a poking out handkerchief and asked the pertinent question? ‘Do you want them?
He looked flustered but at the same time eager, as though his desires would get the better of him. He leaned forward grabbed my knee almost to steady himself and pulled himself upright. He was hovering, staring like I imagined him staring into my knicker drawer, gathering his thoughts in a do I or don’t relent to temptation. He couldn’t help himself; he as he always did have to have them regardless of the fact I was there. He was hooked, a knicker boy beyond persuasion.
I felt a shiver transcend my body, his very touch, from my knee and up my thigh, my Vag immediately responded sending yet another flood into my already wet crotch. My nipples tingled in the sheer anticipation, it had been a long time since a masculine hand had been that close. And then the feel on my body as his finger and thumb extracted the desiring garment from my pocket, another tremble across my tummy, oh how I wanted that feeling to be travelling inward to where it mattered.

He looked uncertain again, just what he had to do with them now they swung in mid air and so I slumped right down next to him. I had them back, swinging them in front of his face, memorising him like a hypnotist trying to get his subject in a trance but it was unkind to tease like that I gave them back to him. He wasn’t sure what to do with them or certainly was not going to declare what he wanted to do with them in front of me. He didn’t even look at me; I had to take the lead.
I shook as my hand moved to his thigh and picked up the soft bauble of his track suit bottoms. Up and over my trembling fingers ran towards the bulge that was his waiting erection. Encouraged by the discussions on the net I was there tracing the outline of his manhood and yet feeding my brain with a thousand messages of this must not go too far, you have set your rules and so stick to them.

God it had been a while since I had felt one of these and my pussy agreed with aches and desires to be in on the act but there would be no over stepping my markers. Tom groaned and flopped backward, His muscles tensed I guess at the sheer exhilaration of someone else manipulating you and then he went limp again. He never looked downward, just slumped there and let me get on with it that was until I rummaged for the cord that kept those track pants on his waist.
I fumbled with the knot but the female intuition dealt with that and then I was pulling them downward, exposing flesh and a neat pair of maroon boxers. Gosh now it was quite something, he was reasonable for his age I suppose but then how the hell would I know, I wasn’t in any habit of doing this. His moans were back, sucking air in through his teeth as I now caressed that glorious shape through his pants. My fingers ran up and down traversing his shaft and the stopping near the end to manipulate what was underneath.

There were wicked thoughts again, those that played outside of my rules, thoughts of a comforting fuck that I had not been in possession of for a long while. Then back on track, picking up the tips from the net of how to handle a knicker boy. Gosh he was wet too; I found that and pushed a finger into where it came from. All Tom could do was apply little grunts of blissful satisfaction as I continued my exploration.

Time to move on, let’s have it out through that horny little fly and have it standing proud and ready. Fucking hell I wanted attention too but pussy would have to wait; besides that was a lesson to be learnt all on its own. Fingers delved inward, his hot flesh deliciously hard, ready and yet soft. Out you come you man snake, out into the open air where you can dance in your freedom. Tom was gasping now, a moment of thrusting his hips upward just to ensure those fingers never missed.

How lucky he was not to have been mutilated, a foreskin was so much more tactile, letting the bulb appear and disappear. I was gentle with it although his pre-cum gave it a lucid freedom. But, I wanted to watch its travel and so did Tom, we both stared in a luscious wonder at its fluid little rolling action. Softly, slowly I had that slippery foreskin journeying into the never never land of fantasy. What must be going through his head or did my masturbation annihilate everything but pleasure. I listened to it too, the squelchy appreciation of my mastered technique.

It was time to introduce the knickers, that’s what brought us together, that’s where my fascination was and that’s where his sexual education had begun. A really nice moan from him as the knickers engulfed his glans and foreskin, a sensual explosion of unique intimacy they had said on the net, a sacred place of cotton, they enthralled. He loved it, the engaging closeness that this little crotch had had so many times with my pussy and here and now we were all sharing it together.

He was soon releasing the flow of his wetness into them, making my fingers slip to regain control and when I moved them it seemed to release another spout of verbal pleasure that kept him moaning and groaning. He kept pleading ‘oh God, not yet’ and I held off squeezing in the place I knew would halt the proceedings. Then I was back again, gentler, teasing and softly packing my knicker gusset into his glans. He chased it again and again and the more he did the more I held off, he was my slave to my underwear and would have his orgasm when it suited me.

I let him see for a moment just how excited I was, uncomfortably shuffling my bottom and I hoped getting cooler air to my Vag. I was soaking, could feel my clinging crotch and shifted it a way, God if he didn’t get the hint now then perhaps he never would. Maybe he needed an introduction, a leading helping hand from aunty? I couldn’t have been more encouraging and blunt, placing his hand between my legs and into the heat if my trouser gusset.

I think he was shocked but didn’t have time to think about it, I was back with my knicker masturbation and he was loving it. Now too he was I suspect being grossly intimate with his own fingers just running up and down that hot panel and by now probably getting for the first time in his life the outline of a clothed pussy. He needed lessons but for now just to even a little attention for me was enough; he could be given instruction on the finer points of a vagina later.

Anyhow, he was in no fit state to take on board the finer details of petting the female genitalia at the moment he was too engrossed in having his cock stimulated in my knickers. I kept him off the boil for as long as I could, I hope he appreciated the blissful benefits of being made to wait for your orgasm, I’m sure he was familiar by now with such little tricks himself.

He was looking again, watching my every move, watching those fingers delicately involve my knicker gusset with his foreskin. I wondered if I was better at it than him, wondered too if his head was chasing a fantasy or was my manipulations just bigger than all that. Then he was gone again lolling backward and I knew this time I would let nature take its course. Uncontrollably he was calling my name, pleading as if I was going to stop, applauding my wanking fingers with yes’s of delight.

I was surprised, his first release erupted right through the double protection of the gusset. Blobs of sperm trickled down and coated my fingers. He was crying out for me not to stop and I didn’t but it was becoming difficult, his slippery fluids was making it harder for me to hold knickers and his cock together.

He slumped onto my shoulder, I could feel his hot panting breath blow across my neck and then his hand was back in action between my legs and concentrating now. Quickly I cleaned him up before my concentration waned and I was engrossed in the tuition of the finer points of petting. I tucked him away along with my knickers into his bulging fly just as he had found the zipper to my trousers.

Gosh it had been so, so long that I had had the intrusions of male digits down there. I couldn’t remember when I had been this wet and he hadn’t even exposed my underwear yet. Of course words of encouragement weren’t needed; I was already shuffling off my trousers completely like some randy tart just waiting for a finger and then a cock. Accept that Tom’s cock would never go there, not in a million years and my consciousness fell to dust. No way was I having that hanging around my neck, masturbating and petting I could cope with, I conceded.

Gosh you are a tart I thought, trousers kicked to one side, legs apart with your best knickers displaying the dampened outline of your femininity and you guiding your nephews fingers in the right direction. ‘Gently’, I heard myself saying as those fingers tips ran for the first time up and down my knicker covered mound. I introduced his middle finger to the finer delights of following my aching knickered furrow; sighs from me now as he took to his new occupation like a duck to water.
God it hadn’t felt this good for a long while, maybe it was because I couldn’t remember when, maybe it was his naivety and oh so tender approach. Those thoughts were back again, the words of encouragement from the forum and of course those rules that I had set up in my brain. For a few moments they were broken as I visualised and felt the oh so wonderful feeling that came with intercourse and drifted into a fantasy that I shouldn’t be having. Then reality came intruding and I saw myself and my name in the press and what a naughty woman I was. It went and was replaced with my assumed reasoning of what would be acceptable but we would need to have words and promises that was for sure.

Golly, it wouldn’t be long, how gorgeous was that finger pressing inward and making my knickers flood with excitement. Soon we would have to learn more, I needed it like I had never before, a finger at least traversing flesh if not inside. Oh fuck why couldn’t he be anyone but my nephew.

In the end I had instruct nothing, no leading or hinting, no shuffling around with demand to be seen to. He found his own way, an instinct I presumed or the instruction of schoolboy bravado, God he was hooking my knicks to one side and that finger began to swim. Oh’s and moans gave away my delight as he gently explored the most important discovery of every heterosexual male in the world. Instinct and the pleasure of giving became a natural talent as he delved inward to a knuckle. Oh fuck, I felt like a schoolgirl myself as my hips ground upward in encouragement.

Now he was a pro, born to finger fuck, a natural flare for just what was needed in there but just a little help was needed on the finer points of the female anatomy, those that playground banter would never know, where was and what was a clitoris I gave him hushed word of encouragement, exposed it just like it was some biology lesson and showed him how to operate it. It’s a wonder I didn’t finish myself there and then at the very thought of such intimate teaching.

Oh he was born to finger; fuck never before had it been like this. Maybe it was all that went with this, his interest in knickers and the significance of what they protected. Thankfully, in all the world a cock didn’t matter at this moment, how could it even replace such wonderful foreplay oh fuck I was cumming!

We lay in each other’s arms whilst I cherished the very digit that could play a concerto. I played with his cock too in the soggy gusset, just ebbing it into a half stiffness that had him mewing in gratification. He was entirely wet again, his foreskin squelching more fluids into the already drenched gusset and then we had those hushed words.

He promised me faithfully this was our deepest secret and I emphasised the consequences for us both. I told him that we would not become lovers and that what was here was because of knickers and his fascination. It was a little mean of me to lean the emphasis on him but I thought that would keep his tongue from blabbing and keep this behind closed doors. Gosh he agreed, realising I think what it would mean if the world found out his passion for the anatomy of a pair of knickers.

Tom:

Oh fuck, oh fuck, what an evening, where did all that fear go that lead me to believe my stay was going to be awkward. Here I was lying in bed with the pair of Jennifer’s panties, the very panties that she had been wearing this evening. They were still very much damp from the fun we had and were mind blowingly stirring my emotions and still able to titillate my foreskin. And what was Jennifer doing over in her room, that confused me a little, weren’t people supposed to go to bed with each other. Then on the other hand I had to admit that coping with that might for the minute might just be out of my league.

Perhaps she didn’t want to, Perhaps she was feeling bad about what had already happened, perhaps, God forbid it would never happen again. I hope not, I was kinda hooked now on a female tossing me off, especially in her panties. Gosh I’d fingered someone too, properly too, enough to make her cum, God what would all those wankers at school make of what I had experienced. Of course I wouldn’t tell them, couldn’t tell anyone as Jennifer had implied, it was our secret and the both of us would be in serious trouble. Then there was Connie, did she really matter anymore, would I have had an evening with her like tonight? I guessed not, not in a million years, girls of her age didn’t do that sort of thing but what about the sluts and slags at school did they, they probably gave the impression they did.

I was sniffing at those panties, they were filling my head with memories of my first finger fuck, in fact my fingers still whiffed of Jenifer’s cunt. I couldn’t leave my cock alone either, he just didn’t seem to want to go down; I imagined he’d stay erect forever, or maybe he’d be well and truly satisfied with another wank. Gosh her other knickers were amazing too, and, she just let me choose another pair from her panty drawer. Oh they were so horny on my cock now, teasing my sopping glans and having ruffling captive fun with my foreskin, they were her very best knickers and she didn’t even mind.
Oh God, my head was filled with every single memory, I relived the whole evening, right from getting in Jen’s washing, the little brush she had with my cock in the kitchen and the pat she gave it when she said good night to it. Oh those horny moments, fiddling with my track suit bottoms, whilst he just oozed excitement and readiness. That first moment when she hooked him out of my fly and flesh touched for the very first time, her holding it, her delicate fingers just casually tweaking it and that mind blowing moment when she first rolled my foreskin.
The spunk was travelling in my balls again, all those thoughts and me now wanking in her best knickers whilst all I could smell was the fragrance of her cunt. I lay back and closed my eyes and let the memory of the evening’s events just run and run. I wondered what tomorrow would bring?
