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It was the kind of perfect English
summer afternoon that seemed to belong to a bygone age. The two
girls pedaled languidly along the winding country lane,
perspiration beaded on their brows. Slung over the rear rack of
either bicycle was a bulging set of leather panniers. The cyclists
were obviously tourists.

Riding in front was an exceptionally
attractive blonde of nineteen, whose sweat soaked white tee shirt
was plastered to her upper body. Unencumbered by a bra, the nipples
of her firm round breasts strained against the fabric. As her
thighs pumped up and down, a pair of white cotton panties was
clearly visible beneath her short, pale blue skirt.

Her dark haired companion was a few
years older, though no less attractive. Her denim shirt was
unbuttoned almost to her waist and the impressively filled pink
lace bra underneath was damp with sweat. The tight white skirt she
wore was even shorter than that of her friend and afforded an
accordingly greater view of her pink lace panties.

"Jane, let's stop for a rest," she
panted. "We've been cycling for hours and I’m bursting for a
pee."

The blonde had been thinking exactly
the same thing. Apart from a chance to rest her weary legs, she too
needed to relieve herself. They were in the perfect location to
take care of both requirements.

Leaning their bicycles against a stone wall,
the pair climbed over a wooden gate and made their way down a
sloping field, at the end of which was a river. They glanced back,
to make certain they were no longer visible from the road, then
hitched their skirts up over their hips and tugged down their
underwear. Side by side, they crouched on the edge of the river and
sighed contentedly as they emptied their bladders. Their twin
golden streams tinkled in the clear water.

“Oh, that feels so good!” Jane
sighed, watching the sunlight sparkle on her girlfriend’s golden
piss arc.

"I reckon we’ve earned a siesta,"
said the dark haired girl. "And this is the perfect
place."

"It certainly is," her friend
agreed. "And not just for a siesta. I could do with a change of
underwear. My panties are soaked in sweat."

Shirley laughed. "Mine too. Let’s
strip off and enjoy the sun as nature intended?"

Jane looked uncertain. "I don’t
know. Somebody might see us."

"Look around you," Shirley told her,
rising to her feet. "There's nobody to see us but the birds in the
sky. Which is just as well, because I don’t have any tissue
paper.”

“Why do you …?” Jane stopped in
mid-sentence. Her girlfriend’s dripping pussy was just inches away
from her face.

The young blonde swept her hair back
from her forehead, then leaned forward to catch a warm, amber
droplet on her outstretched tongue. She licked a trickle of piss
from the inside of Shirley’s right thigh, tracing the trail all the
way back to the wet and sweltering haven of her pussy. She nuzzled
the coarse, dark dewy curls and glided the tip of her tongue over
the fat, puckering slit, tasting an exotic cocktail of love cream
and piss. Shirley had thoughtfully saved a few squirts of the
latter. Jane allowed the salty flow to sluice over her tongue and
trickle down her throat.

Afterwards, Shirley returned the compliment,
dropping to her knees behind Jane and tugging her skirt all the way
down to her ankles, before burying her face between her thighs from
behind. The younger woman bent over and spread her thighs wider.
Any misgivings she might have had about sunbathing in the nude had
already vanished. Shirley could be extremely persuasive, especially
when her mouth was on her girlfriend’s hot, soaking
slash.

The two young women hurriedly
stripped off their clothes, then collapsed onto the grass. They
kissed ravenously, their sweat dampened bodies crushed tightly
together. Shirley rolled on top and Jane wrapped her legs around
hers, grinding urgently against her.

With their passion eventually spent, the lovers
slumped contentedly in each others arms, luxuriating in the soft
grass beneath them and the cool breeze on their skin. Soon, they
were asleep.

Shortly afterwards, a high powered
vintage Triumph motorcycle rounded a bend in the road, screeching
to a halt when the rider noticed the two parked bicycles. Jason
instantly recognized them. He had met the girls on the road
earlier, when he had been going in the opposite direction. His toot
on the horn and friendly wave had been received with a smile from
the blonde and something closer to a glare from the brunette. He
might have seen them for little more than seconds, but Jason wasn't
going to forget that sexy pair, especially the flash of their
underwear as they pedaled. On a day like this, those panties would
be soaked in sweat. And their bicycle seats...!



Hurriedly discarding his crash
helmet, the middle-aged, bearded and balding biker bent down and
carefully sniffed both saddles. Had the girls just dismounted, he
would most certainly have inhaled the full cocktail of their exotic
musk. Even now, he detected faint traces of their sweet
odors.

"Blondie's welcome to use my face for her
bicycle seat, any time," he sighed. "Or her stuck-up friend, for
that matter."

He did not have to wonder long where
the pair had got to. Climbing to the top rung of the gate and using
his right hand as a shield against the sun, he gazed down the green
slope. What he saw caused him to lose his balance and topple
forward into the field. Though the impact took his breath away and
left him momentarily dazed, he was fortunate to escape without
injury. His first instinct was to run, in case his startled cry had
disturbed the pair, but his feet proceeded in the opposite
direction. It wasn't every day a man chanced upon two hot young
ladies lying naked in each other's arms, having obviously exhausted
themselves indulging in the kind of activity he would gladly have
given his bike and quite possibly his left arm to
witness.

Heart pounding like a drum, Jason stole ever
closer to the girls. With each step and every soft rustle of grass,
he expected one of them to open her eyes and scream. But even when
his shadow fell over the sleeping forms, neither
stirred.

He licked his lips as he drank in
every detail of the pair. With her ample breasts and generously
rounded figure, the blonde was most definitely his number one
choice. However, her long legged, slender toned companion, with the
hint of Mediterranean in her features was not to be sneezed at
either. Together, the girls were almost too much perfection for one
man to bear. Jason feasted his eyes until he feared he would go
blind.

His attention was then drawn to the
two pairs of panties that lay among the carelessly discarded items
of clothing. Recalling how he had already seen them on the road and
knowing they would forever more form the focus of his fantasies, he
picked up Jane's panties and raised them to his nose. The sweet
smell of sweat and even more wondrous feminine secretions was like
champagne for his nostrils. The blonde's panties were still damp
and smelled good enough to eat. Only the smoothly shaven pussy they
had so recently covered was a more appetizing prospect.

Having inhaled the white cotton panties, sucked
the moist gusset and rubbed them over his face, he bent down to
retrieve the pink lace pair that lay nearby. Shirley's intimate
aromas were equally pleasant and the material saturated in her warm
sweat. By the time he had finished with them, Jason's head was
spinning and the hardness in his jeans was close to exploding. He
knew he should take his souvenirs and run, as the girls would not
remain asleep forever, but good sense was no match for
underwear-fuelled lust. The sweating biker freed his cock from his
jeans and wrapped Jane's cotton panties around the throbbing
length. It seemed only right that she should receive his creamy
tribute, as she was his favorite.

Right fist pumping furiously, he gazed down
upon the sleeping beauties. In a matter of minutes, Jane's panties
were being soaked in a torrent of hot cum. Jason's only regret was
that he was not disgorging the thick flood into her cunt instead.
When the last drop had been milked from his cock, he wiped himself
with the now drenched underwear, then turned to beat a hasty
retreat, stuffing the pilfered panties into the inside pocket of
his jacket with one hand, whilst zipping up his jeans with the
other.

The drone of the Triumph engine was
still fading into the distance, a few minutes later, when Jane
stirred and blinked her eyes open. Awakening her friend with a
kiss, she suggested it might be a good idea to resume their
journey. According to their map, the nearest town was still at
least ten miles away and they did not want to spend all day on the
road.

"My panties are gone!" cried Shirley, after she
had already donned her pink bra and denim shirt.

"Mine too!" exclaimed Jane. "They must have
blown away."

"A feather would hardly blow away in this
breeze," scoffed her friend.

"Perhaps a magpie swooped down and took
them."

"Jane, magpies steal glittering things like
jewelry, not sweaty panties."

"Well, do you have any better
ideas?" the blonde demanded irritably. "Our underwear was right
here when we went to sleep and now it seems to have vanished
without trace."

"Maybe some kind of little furry
animal was attracted to the scent and dragged them off to his
burrow," Shirley said, only half seriously. "Anyway, wherever our
panties have gone, it doesn’t look like we’re going to find them.
We've got spares in our luggage, so let's go and put them on and
get back on our bikes."

 


* * * *

 


It was late afternoon, by the time
the girls finally reached their destination. Though their guidebook
described Saint's Hampton as a small town, it looked more like an
average sized village from a not very exciting picture postcard. As
she dismounted from her bicycle in the High Street - which also
appeared to be the only street - Shirley snagged the hem of her
skirt in the saddle, causing it to ride up over her hips and expose
her bare buttocks. The purple lace g-string panties she was now
wearing provided nothing in the way of rear coverage.

Though her buns were bared for only a couple of
seconds, the flash was sufficient to attract a shrill wolf-whistle
from across the street and a honk from the horn of a passing
car.

"You should have put on some
sensible underwear," giggled Jane.

"The yokels having a leer don’t
bother me," her friend replied. "It's a small price to pay for a
cool cunny. I bet you're all hot and sweaty where it feels most
uncomfortable again."

"Uncomfortable is the word,"
grumbled the blonde. "I’ve got more material wedged in my crack
than I have covering my bum and I can't make any adjustments
without making an exhibition of myself."

"You can be so unbelievably prim and proper
sometimes," said Shirley. "Come on, let's see if there's a room
available at this inn. We've done quite enough cycling for one
day."

Leaning their bicycles against a wall, the
girls removed their luggage and trudged wearily through the front
door of the Tar 'n' Feathers Inn. Neither had noticed the figure
lurking in a doorway, directly across the street.

Jason was convinced all his
birthdays had come at once, with a Christmas thrown in for good
measure. He had known the pair would eventually reach Saint's
Hampton, of course, as there was no alternative on their route.
That was why he had been waiting anxiously for their arrival.
Licking his lips, he had watched them dismount from their bicycles.
When the brunette accidentally flashed her ass, he had been unable
to resist whistling.

The instant they disappeared into
the inn, he rushed across the street and behind the stone wall,
against which the bicycles leaned. The wall was chest high, which
suited his purposes to perfection. Ducking out of sight of the
street, he pressed his nose to the saddle of the red bicycle, which
was still rich with the fragrance of its panty less rider. As in
his earlier nefarious visit to the field, the biker did not care
that he might be caught. He sniffed, then licked the saddle, before
rising back to his feet and unzipping his jeans.

From the opposite side of the wall, only his
head and shoulders were visible, so there would be no reason for
anybody to suspect what he was doing. He knew he could not be seen
from inside the pub. However, should anybody emerge from within, he
would almost certainly be caught in the act. For the chance to jack
off in tribute to the dark haired girl, he considered it worth the
risk. In fact, like wanking right in front of the sleeping pair,
the risk of discovery made it even more exciting.

Glancing nervously around, Jason pumped
furiously on his cock, memories of what he had seen at the
riverbank racing like scenes from a dirty movie through his head.
Within minutes, he was creaming the saddle of Shirley's bicycle. He
was tempted to use her panties, which were still in his pocket, to
clean up the mess, but decided those pink lace lovelies were best
reserved for a later load.

Meanwhile, Jane and Shirley were
waiting at the counter of the practically deserted inn. The blonde
wiggled her butt vigorously, in an effort to dislodge the sweat
soaked panties wedged between her cheeks. Without warning, Shirley
thrust her right hand up beneath her skirt and tugged down the
offending wad of white cotton, causing her friend to utter a
startled shriek and an elderly drinker at a nearby table to choke
on his pint of ale.

"Shirley, behave yourself!" hissed
Jane. "There's a time and a place for groping my bum and this is
neither."

"You can spank me when we get to our room,"
whispered the brunette. "Speaking of which, here comes the landlord
now."

Alerted by Jane's cry, the florid featured,
bald and portly figure resurfaced in haste from the cellar. Seeing
the two girls at the bar, his harassed expression instantly
softened. Visitors like these were a welcome breath of fresh air,
in the permanently dusky and claustrophobic place that was the inn.
More importantly, they were obviously tourists, which meant they
could be fleeced like sheep.

"Ladies, welcome," he smiled. "What can I do
for you?"

"We'd like a room with a nice view
and a double bed," replied Shirley.

"A dub..., a dub...!" he spluttered.
"But you're both..."

"Yes, we're both hot, sweaty and
tired," she finished. "We've been cycling since early morning and
what we need more than anything right now is a long, cold shower.
You do have a room available?"

"Uh..., yes, yes, of course," the
landlord answered, his mouth struggling to keep pace with the
frantic machinations of his scheming brain. "Room nine is
available. Turn left at the top of the stairs, it's right at the
end of the corridor. The rent is thirty pounds per night..., per
person."

"That's a bit expensive!" cried
Jane.

He shrugged apologetically. "It’s
peak season. You're lucky there's anything available. The room does
have a splendid view."

Following a whispered consultation,
the girls reluctantly accepted the room. Placing the key on the
counter, he told them he would bring their bags up in a few
minutes. As the guests ascended the steep stairs, he and a drinker
at the near corner of the bar savored the splendid view of their
long legs and short skirts.

The landlord waited for fifteen minutes, until
he thought the girls would be in the shower, before setting forth
to deliver their luggage. Having knocked on the door of room nine
and received no response, he used his own key to open it and
stepped inside. The room was empty, clothes and shoes thrown
carelessly to the floor. From the bathroom, he heard the sounds of
laughter and running water. Shirley's casual mention of the double
bed had already ignited his imagination. The thought of the two
girls showering together stoked his dirty mind to fever
pitch.

As he laid the bags at the foot of
the bed, he noticed the white cotton panties on the floor by the
bathroom door. In his state of arousal, they were far too tempting
to resist. He crawled across the floor, picked them up and pressed
the damp cotton to his nose. Fresh sweat and pussy. Divine! He
wondered briefly which of the girls had worn the panties he was
holding in his fist, then decided it didn't matter. Men had been
known to pay good money for such fragrant specimens and he could
have them for free. He shouldn't do it, of course. If he was
caught, or the guests kicked up a fuss, or...

It's only a pair of cheap cotton panties, he
told himself. Worth almost nothing to their owner, but priceless to
a pervert like me. Mouth watering at the masturbation prospects
that lay ahead, he stuffed the panties into the hip pocket of his
trousers and hastily exited the room.

 


****

 


"They were right here!" Jane cried, pointing to
the floor.

"What were?" asked Shirley, emerging naked from
the bathroom.

"My panties. I dropped them right there and now
they're gone. I can't believe this!"

"To lose one pair of underpants in a
day could be considered unfortunate," said Shirley. "To lose
two…"

"At least there's no mystery about
what happened to these," Jane interrupted. "That pervert landlord
stole them when he brought up our bags. He's probably jerking off
in them right now."
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