Dave & Janet - Chapter2 – by Coleen
Janet was still in a tizzy when she got to school. It had been so unexpected – that kiss with Dave. Whoever would have thought it would happen like that?

She had watched for months now – since that day she had looked out and glimpsed him handling her knickers on the line. He seemed to caress them – running his fingers over first a pink pair, and then over her navy uniform knickers, feeling the wrinkles along the cuffed legs and waist.   Stretching them wide at the waist, he Put his face to them. “Oh God,” she thought, “he’s kissing them - or worse still, sniffing them!”

The back door clicked open and Dave retreated quickly from where he had been examining the washing. Janet’s brother, Gary, came out. The boys swung off together in the direction of school. 

At least Gary didn’t know about Dave’s interest in her knickers, thought Janet, quickly stepping into her skirt, buttoning her blouse and brushing her hair before rushing to school. She fixed the school tie as she scrambled downstairs, pausing only to look in the hall mirror and adjust her suspenders and tighten her black stockings as she checked the kitchen was tidy and secure. Everyone else had gone.

Running for the bus, she caught up with Margaret. Sprinting side-by-side they barely made it. “Upstairs?” asked Margaret. “Yep,” said Janet, “Millie is probably there.”

Janet let Margaret go first. She liked to hold back, just a little, so her friend wouldn’t notice that she pushed her bum ever so slightly out as she grabbed the hand-rails and hauled herself upstairs. 

She knew the conductor would look. He always did, but Janet gave him the best show of the day! With side vision, she watched as he bent, pretending to search his ticket box, but having a good look at her legs, stockings, suspenders and knickers as her skirt billowed out for a split second. 

She couldn’t remember how long she had been playing this game when going to school. She had been only about 11 when she first discovered that some school bus. Conductor’s loved a “peep” in the mornings – and in the afternoons.

Once, when she was about 12, she had gone to school without knickers – simply to give the conductor a show he would never forget. But he had reacted badly, not in the way she had expected. Maybe he was embarrassed when he saw her bare fanny – or maybe he though the game was going too far, because of her age. Or perhaps he preferred the mystery of wondering what was inside her knickers. She didn’t know.

At break time, she told Margaret about Dave kissing her in the kitchen that morning, but she didn’t mention how he had been examining her PE kit. Maybe she had only imagined it. Maybe he had only one along with her as a joke when she suggested that he was interested in her knickers.

She began to have doubts about the whole thing when Margaret told her Dave had been going out with Janice for weeks. She was in Form 4 and was almost 16. 

Janet spent all day dreaming about Dave, but plagued by doubts about his motive for examining her knickers – and for kissing her. Maybe he was about to examine the crotch, and claim it was manky. Boys were like that. 

A lad in first year had once shouted at her: “Your drawers are dirty, Janet.” She had been humiliated at the bus stop. All the other boys laughed and jeered. But Margaret saved the day when she shouted: “You shouldn’t have been wearing them, you dirty pig!”

Everybody laughed at the first form boy. He was beetroot red.

Janet thought about Dave again. Why had he chosen to examine the navy knickers? It was impossible to keep the gusset perfect. For some reason, navy knickers ended up, after being worn a few times, with a discoloured gusset. The indigo dye seemed to come out of them quicker than any other colour when they were scrubbed with a nail brush to remove smears. Some of her knickers had the gusset so well scrubbed that it had actually turned white, making it look worse in some way than a streaky crotch!

Janet became more embarrassed as the day wore on. What if he had seen the discolouring? What if he was telling boys in school, right at this moment, and having a laugh?

On her way to the bus, Dave was waiting. She was in angry mood. How dare he look at her intimate things and laugh about them with other boys?

She responded coldly to his greeting. “Do you want to walk home through the park?” A warm sun had broken through the clouds. Margaret winked and nudged Mildred. 

“We have to pay a bill for Millie’s mum. We are going to get a later bus,” she said. 

The two friends crossed the road and Janet was left alone with Dave.

“Well, are you?” asked Dave.

“Am I what?” said Janet, still smouldering with anger when she thought about him spying on her knickers.  

“Are you going through the park?”

She crossed the road and headed through the gates without answering. He fell into step beside her.

“What’s wrong/” he asked, puzzled at her sullen silence. 

“Nothing,” she said, trying to think of some way to bring the conversation around to his fiddling with her knickers on the line.

They crossed a little bridge into a secluded area and sat on a bench. Dave put his arm around her shoulder but she shrugged it away.

“Please, please, tell me what’s wrong,” he said. Her temper was cooling now. She was flattered that a big boy like Dave was pleading with her, when only last week she was the one who had secretly fancied him. 

She thought about Janice. Janet hardly knew Janice, but she knew she would be jealous – outraged even if she saw them here together on a secluded park bench. 

Her mood lightened. Dave pleaded again: “Why will you not let me know why you’ve changed since this morning?”

Janet turned and looked him straight in the eye. Already, although she was only turned 14, she knew the power of a woman’s stare on a male of any age.

“Why were you examining my knickers on the line?” she asked directly. His response shocked her. She had expected him to bluster and lie, but what she saw now left her confused.

Dave’s mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for breath. He stuttered, and then stopped, red-faced, looking as though he wanted the ground to swallow him up.

She felt she had pushed him too far. Why had she been so direct, why had she not skirted around the subject to prepare him?

She looked at his lovely, green eyes. They were filling with tears. 

She leaned towards him, slipping an arm around his shoulders. He slumped down until his head was resting on her chest, still silent.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t mean to upset you.” She was distracted by the tingling created by his blonde head resting on her budding breast.  

There was a long silence before his choked voice responded. “I’m sorry I looked at them. I couldn’t help it. I promise not to do it again.”

She pushed him upright. Somehow she suddenly seemed in complete command. “What do you mean by “them” – my knickers, you mean?” She wanted him to say the word. She wanted to humiliate him the way she thought he had tried to embarrass her.”

“I’m sorry I examined your knickers,” he said at last, his eyes brimming again.

Janet was surprised at her cruelty. She was not like that usually. Why was she trying to do this to Dave, just because he seemed to fancy her.

She slid down the bench and kissed him. He responded by slipping an arm around her waist. She felt his lips against her mouth, closed and tense. Her tongue darted with snake-like thrusts, touching his sealed lips, parting them slightly.
She waited, her lips unmoving against his – a helpless young woman waiting on a dominant male!! He responded quickly, his wet tongue opening her willing mouth, slipping deep. 

She answered immediately, touching tip to tip, licking the sides of his moistness as it explored – as Mildred had shown her when they had practiced French-kissing months earlier. Now she was doing it for real – with a boy.

It seemed ages before they stopped, both of them were breathless as she pushed him away.

“Why, Dave?” she asked, tenderly this time, holding his soft, almost feminine face with both hands. He pretended not to hear.

“Why my knickers? What was it you wanted to know?” she spoke softly. She wasn’t angry now, she was genuinely curious and it showed in her voice. She really wanted to understand.

“I don’t know,” he said, looking sheepish again. “I just like looking at your knickers. I do it all the time, when I’m alone in your kitchen or when I’m passing your line.”

Janet threw back her head and laughed. “You fool,” she spluttered. “I look at my knickers all the time! I even examine them on the line – to see if they are dry!”

They were both laughing now. Janet pushed Dave in a mock assault on his shoulder. He responded in kind, striking her lightly on the thigh. 

Their embarrassment had totally disappeared. Janet felt she had been Dave’s girlfriend for years.

The horseplay continued until the noise attracted the attention of a Park Ranger. He strolled past, looking officious, as though there was a law against teenage laughter on his patch.

“Seriously, Dave, do you really look at my knickers all the time? Why?” 

He answered slowly. “I dunno.” She was scared the bad vibes between them of earlier were about to return.

She looked around carefully, then with her mouth against his ear said: “Do you want to see them now?”

One look at his face was enough. With another quick glance up and down, she unbuttoned her blazer and raised the hem of her navy, pleated skirt to reveal a navy blue triangle between her snow-white thighs, just above her black stocking tops and white suspenders.

She pulled her skirt quickly down again, uncertain about what she had done. Maybe he would tell her brother, Gary - or his mates, and it would get back to her mother or her friends. 

Everybody in the school would know, and they would all say she was a dreadful slut.

Dave was still staring at her crotch, even though the show was over. She kissed him softly, keeping her lips closed. She felt she had gone too far, given him the wrong idea perhaps. 

But she liked that feeling she got. That moment when the breeze had cooled her warm thighs as she lifted her skirt to reveal her navy knickers. It had sparked a tingling which was still there. Little goose pimples had appeared on her arms and legs – and there was a strange itching in her bust, almost like a pleasant version of growing pains.

She felt warm down below, a peculiar warmness, because the rest of her was cool, sitting here under the trees,

“We’ll have to go, Dave,” she said. “My mum will be home ahead of me.”

“Can I have one more peep, just a quick one?” he asked with that pleading note of earlier.

His words made her feel good. The warmth between her legs seemed to blaze into a fire. The tingling in her breasts became more of an itch. She wanted to scratch a nipple, but didn’t want Dave to see her do it. 

She became aware for the first time that day that her bottom existed. There was a tightness in her buttocks which pulsed into her groin as she thought of her daring in lifting her skirt to show Dave her knickers.

Without a word she rose, and leaving her school-bag on the seat, walked a few yards to look up and down the main path from between the green laurel shrubs. The park was empty. It was tea-time.

She turned and faced Dave. As she stepped slowly towards him, she flicked up her skirt, holding it with both hands above her hips. He stared in amazement.

With an almost off-handed gesture, she tugged at the sides of her navy knickers, pulling then high on her waist so that the crotch clung to her mound, outlining the large, soft lips flanking the oval cleft. 

Then, as though she was at home in her bedroom, she bent to catch the left stocking, stretching it up her leg to refasten first to one suspender and then the other. She had done the same to her right stocking before she straightened up and looked at Dave’s face.

He looked hypnotized - staring as though he couldn’t comprehend. But she knew he had taken it all in. A surge of power swelled up from somewhere. She had a sense of being in absolute control, not only of the present situation, but of Dave. 

She knew the way to his heart – and it wasn’t through his stomach.

Janet moved towards him, pulling her short slip down from her waist and letting her skirt fall to cover her thighs before sitting beside him on the bench. “Let me have one more look,” pleaded Dave, almost tearful in his desperation. 

“We must go home,” said Janet, “it’s really, really late.”

She leaned over and softly kissed on one cheek, squeezing his warm hand. As he went to speak again, she took his hand and carefully, lovingly, placed it under her skirt, opening her thighs as she felt it rise instinctively to where she needed it.

She lay back a little and didn’t resist as his other hand pushed her navy, pleated school skirt high at the front. 

“We must be going soon,” she whispered as his finger probed the wet, navy cotton. She felt the slimy gusset pressed a bit more firmly than she wanted between her lips. Janet moved her bottom, squirming a little on the park bench to bring her love bud nearer the moving finger. 

The tingling in her breasts was intense. She imagined he could feel the vibrations as they travelled down to where his hand was probing. He French-kissed her. His finger was frigging her near to climax. 

Janet felt control slipping. She wanted this to go on all night, she wanted to keep that finger there, making her warm and wet and sending a creeping sensation up her spine. 

She pushed him away firmly. “Right, Dave, time to go. Right now.” She jumped to her feet. 

The Park Ranger appeared from nowhere, scowling as he passed. She was glad of his arrival. It cut short any argument from Dave about staying longer.

They crossed the road together. “I’m going up by the shops. I need a new notebook,” said Janet.  She didn’t really, but she didn’t want to be seen with Dave until she had a few things sorted in her head.

Her Mum and Gary were at home when she came in. “What kept you?” asked Mum.

“Detention,” said Janet, throwing her bag on the floor and climbing the stairs to change out of uniform.

In the bedroom she stepped out of her skirt and quickly pulled off her waist-slip. As she undid her tie and unbuttoned her blouse, she glanced in the mirror. A large dark stain had spread from between her legs half way up her knickers. It looked as though she had wet herself.

Locking the bedroom door in case her mother arrived, Janet pulled out the waistband of her navy knickers and plunged her hand inside. She could feel the slippery fluid on her naked tummy where it had spread from her crotch. 

Lower down, as her finger reached a tuft of soft hair, there was more juice. It felt like the separated egg-whites they used in cookery class. 

She parted her legs and explored inside the cleft. The silky mucous was stringy and thick. She withdrew the finger and sniffed a musky perfume, unlike anything she had ever smelled before.

Janet threw herself back on the bed, trying to take in all that had happened that afternoon. She was as frightened as she was excited. What if Dave told about it? What if the Park Ranger had caught them? What if Margaret and Millie had followed them? What if his girlfriend Janice had followed Dave?

As she turned it over and over in her mind, Janet explored between her legs again, pushing a finger inside the moist lips to brush the swollen love bud with a feather-like touch. 
As she heard her mum’s voice calling her downstairs, she pushed firmly, giving a low, deep sigh of satisfaction as the finger slithered down the swollen dome. 

She swung out of the bed, feeling light-headed, and pulling on her out-of-school grey skirt.  As she ran downstairs she felt the wetness between her legs and  remembered she hadn’t changed her knickers! 

