Janet and Dave – Chapter 3 - by Coleen
Janet sat in her room watching Dave and Gary kick a ball about the garden. She was feeling down. It was three weeks since he had said anything more than hello to her.

Margaret had told her than he was seeing Janice again. Other girls had seen them in the park, snogging on a bench near the gazebo. She wondered if it had been the bench she and Dave had shared when they had played the knickers game – when he had confessed about his special interest.

Her mother was calling. Gary and she were off for the day to visit her aunt. They might even stay overnight. Her mother would ring and Janet could arrange for Margaret to sleep over, if that happened she said.

Janet saw them off. Dave would call later to leave in some football boots, Gary told Janet.
She went back to her room, thinking about all that had happened in the last month. Dave was curious about her knickers. Just as the conductors on the school bus and lots of other males were interested. But she hadn’t a clue how she might exploit that.

She knew that was seeing Janice, who had a large bust and hips, and who flaunted herself at any boy she saw. Margaret had told her that Janice had been seen with him behind the shops one night. Janice had been “rubbing” him, but she didn’t believe that.

Janet knew he would be back at her house soon with the football boots, but he’d probably just say hello again.

She thought – what a pity it’s not wash day. With nobody around, Dave would probably stop to examine knickers on the line. But it wasn’t wash-day. The line was empty.

As she lay on her bed, absent-mindedly twirling a finger around her left nipple, Janet had a flash of inspiration. Her mother was gone, it would be easy to “create” a wash day.

She jumped to her feet and gathered several pairs of knickers from her drawer. In the wash basket in the kitchen, she found a few towels, a tea-cloth, a couple of her mother’s brasn and pants and two shirts belonging to Gary. Then, on an impulse, she pulled out two pairs of her unwashed school knickers.
The washing on the line would look convincing, she thought. Well, Dave wouldn’t notice the difference!

After pinning up the clothes she wrote a note and stuck it in the front letterbox. “Dave. Gone out for a while, Leave the boots at the back door. Love, Janet.”

She settled back on her bed to wait, watching the back garden, listening for the sound of the side gate opening.

It seemed ages before she heard it squeak. She heard Dave drop the boots and then silence.

Maybe he’s gone, she thought. Her eyes firmly fixed on the line.

But then a movement far down the garden caught her eye. It was Dave, almost creeping along, peering this way and that to see if anyone was watching from nearby gardens.

Stealthily he approached the line. Ignoring her mother’s baggy pants and Gary’s shirts, he went straight to a pair of her navy school knickers. She watched intently as he examined them, un-pegging them and looking inside. 

He held them up, groping around the legs, peering at the puckered interlock material where it was gathered in folds by the un-stretched elastic. 

In amazement, she watched him place them against he face and breathe deeply. Oh, God, she thought, he’s sniffing the gusset. Those are a pair of the unwashed ones.

For an instant she felt like opening the window – like shouting down at him, stopping him from invading her privacy. She thought of what Margaret would do. She would shout:” You dirty pig. I’ll tell your mates.”

.
But the moment passed. He was only doing what she had expected – what she had hoped for.
She watched from behind the curtain as he made his way along the line, taking down one pair of knickers after another and savouring the scent on each, ignoring all the other clothes hanging there.

What happens next, she wondered. Is he simply going to walk away? Will I miss my chance? Will he still be going out with Janice next week?

What should I do? she thought. But the question was answered for her by Dave. Grasping a pair of her grey knickers, he rubbed them against his crotch. In amazement, she saw he had his fly undone. He was rubbing her pants against his bare thing!

Janet descended the stairs quickly and quietly. She didn’t know what she was going to say.
Thrusting open the back door she cried: “Dave, I thought you had gone.” Before he could answer she said in a matter of fact voice: “I see you’re getting intimate with my knickers.”

The old confidence she had when she was in the park, when he was nearly in tears as he confessed his interest in her knickers, had returned. She was glad it was her knickers and not Janice’s he wanted to feel.

He stepped back, sheepishly holding the knickers in one hand, hiding them, while trying to zip up with the other.

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “I’ve seen all. I know what you were doing.”

His face was beetroot red. “I’m sorry,” he stuttered. 

“No you’re not. You better come in before someone sees you.”

She stepped back and allowed him to pass into the kitchen, still trying to conceal the grey knickers from her.

She bolted the door, more for his comfort than hers.

“Why are you trying to hide them? she asked, hoping that the excitement in her voice didn’t show.

“I’m not,” he said looking confused.

“Yes, you are. Why be so ashamed about it. I’m the one who should be ashamed. They weren’t washed.”

She was glad boys are a bit slow on the uptake. If he had been a girl he would have known that if they were unwashed they had been hung out for his benefit.

“Sit down, for goodness sake,” she said. “There’s no one in and Gary and Mum won’t be back until late. They may not even come back at all.

He flopped on the settee, still flushed and confused. She crossed the floor, confident that he was under her control. It was a lovely feeling, knowing she was in charge of whatever happened.

She leaned over and kissed him softly with closed lips. “Don’t be so shy,” she whispered. “I’m flattered that you like my knickers – even the unwashed ones!”

He gave a nervous giggling. 

“No giggling,” she said, taking the knickers from his hand and placing them over his face so he couldn’t see a thing. 

“It’s OK with me,” she said, pushing the knickers aside slightly to place a kiss on his cheek.

She turned them so that the gusset was against his nose. “Now breathe deeply,” she said, “like you were at the dentist.”
She heard a sharp intake of breath and listened as he held it for a moment. Then another deep intake. He was clearly enjoying this.

Standing over his sprawled figure, she glanced down. She could see his thing - pink and stiff inside his jeans. For a moment she thought about touching it, but a little voice told her that it might change things – that she might lose control.

“Let me see what you do,” she whispered. 

“What I do when?” he asked hesitatingly.

“What you would do with my knickers if I wasn’t around.”

“I can’t,” he said. “It’s too embarrassing.”
“Go on. It’s not as embarrassing as it was for me seeing you sniffing my knickers on the line.”
She squatted on the floor below him and watched fascinated as he took the thing out of his fly. It looked huge, stiff and swollen. Janet felt a warm rumble between her legs. She casually fixed her top, allowing her hands to brush against her breasts as she did so, feeling her erect nipples tingle as they anticipated her touch.

“Take them down,” she whispered. “Undo your belt and take your jeans down. That’s what you would do if I wasn’t here, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer, raising his bum from the settee, he undid his belt button and slid the jeans to his knees. He was wearing white Y fronts. Janet feasted her eyes on the smooth, straight penis sticking through the opening.

“Them as well,” she said in a louder, more commanding, whisper. 

Dave took the grey knickers from his face and put them against his excited penis. Janet wanted to touch it. To feel its texture, to dip a finger in the clear moisture glistening at its top.

She reached one finger over. It was silky soft – like the juice between her legs in bed. She circled slowly, feeling more of his sex fluid clinging to her finger.

A sudden urge she couldn’t explain made her want to touch herself. She kneeled back, raised her skirt – and slipped the finger up the leg of her knickers. She gasped – and a tremor gripped her as the moist finger sought out her little love bud, pushing aside her sopping lips and slipping back the hood until she found it.

She didn’t know how long her eyes had been closed. When she opened them, she saw Dave pumping his thing – one hand holding the grey knickers against it, the other moving up and down, pushing back his skin so that the deep pink top appeared and disappeared.

“Let me see yours,” he whispered.

“No,” she said, although she didn’t know why.

“Just let me see your knickers, please.”

He was pleading again. Janet loved that. It felt as though he was at her mercy. She could stop this right now. Stop it any time and leave him gasping.

She ignored his plea. She wanted to hear him say it again.

“Please, Janet,” he said. “Just one glimpse, just for a moment.”   

Slowly, unable to stop herself now, she stood and raised the skirt to her waist. 
Dave was pumping furiously, her grey knickers covering his thing. She wanted to pull them away – she wanted to see his thing and its excitement.

Instead, holding her skirt with her elbows, she parted her legs and, bending her knees slightly, she faced him, just inches away. She traced the outline of her mound – pushing her navy knickers along one side and then the other, before slowly drawing a finger along the middle to reveal the complete outline etched by her knickers.

She pressed a finger deep between her lips, feeling love juice seep through the cotton as she found the hood and gently slid it back. The caress of the interlock material against her love bud sent her wild. She felt outrageously naughty.

Instinctively, her other hand reached for her breast. Two fingers teased her nipple – drawing it out and sending shivers up and down her spine. Her buttocks clenched – and for the first time she felt she needed something more – something inside - to fill the emptiness between her thighs.

She was drifting in world of her own, eyes closed, perspiration under her arms and along her back. A strange noise brought her back to earth. Dave was gasping. He gave a loud cry. She watched intently as his thing erupted, squirting white stuff into her grey knickers.

She relaxed, descending slowly to earth. She desperately wanted to go on – to fondle herself, to feel a finger stroke her gusset around her love bud until she collapsed into total relaxation. But she needed to retain control.

She flopped onto the settee beside him, still breathing hard and trembling.

A few minutes later, both had recovered enough to speak.
“Did you like that?” she whispered, kissing his cheek.

“You won’t tell, will you? Not any of your mates?”

“Of course not,” he said. “Why should I?”

“Because boys talk about things all the time – and I don’t want it to get about. Don’t forget, I saw you smelling my knickers, and you used them to squirt your white stuff into.”

He sat silent for a while. “You know, Janet,” he said, “you’re brilliant.”

“Am I indeed? Is that what you tell Janice when she rubs you?”

“That’s different. You’re are brilliant because you understand and because of the way you let me play with your knickers. How could I ever tell anybody else about that”

It was her turn to remain silent. 

“Let me see,” she said at last, pulling her grey knickers away from his limp penis and sniffing them. “Yuck,” she said. “They smell fishy. They don’t smell like that when I’m wearing them!”

She stood suddenly. Raising her skirt, she slipped off her navy knickers. 

“You have red marks on your thighs,” he said.

“No, I haven’t,” she protested.
“Yes you have – look,” as spoke, he leaned forward and flipped up her skirt. She stared at her legs, holding the pleated skirt high to reveal the red rings the tight elastic had left on her legs. 
“They are there all the time,” she said. “My knickers leave those marks.”

She realised that he was staring – looking not at the marks, but at the fine bush on her mound.

“No, No!” she said. “No peeping at things you’re not supposed to see!” She was ashamed at the tiny growth – sure that Janice looked more grown up down there.

She dropped her skirt. To distract him, she brushed her navy knickers against his limp penis – drying the remaining white stuff which clung to it.

His thing swelled instantly, moving in her hand underneath the knickers like it was a snake coming awake.

She felt control slipping from her again.

“Would you like to see all of my knickers,” she whispered, grasping the initiative and letting the thing slip from her hand.

“You’ll have to come upstairs,” she said. “If you really want to!”

He followed her without a word, as she picked up the two pairs of soiled knickers and headed for her bedroom.
She was in control again, but some deep need within her said it could easily and suddenly change. She was glad she wasn’t a boy. She sould see how aroused he was, but he couldn’t see her.

He looked around, admiring her posters. His jeans were pulled up now. She looked for a bulge, but couldn’t see one.

Without a word, she opened a top drawer and, selecting the first pair of knickers which came to hand, threw them at him on the bed. They were her new, pink knickers, with scalloped lace edges and a little white satin bow at the waist. She’d only worn them once.

“They’re fabulous,” he said, holding them high and then sniffing.

“You’ll smell nothing there,” she said. “They are perfectly clean!”

“Do you wear these to school?”

“Of course not,” she said, whispering again. “I wear these.”

She flung a pair of her navy school knickers at him. He inspected them like a detective hunting for clues, running his fingers around the waistband and then the elasticated legs before inspecting the nylon label. He turned them inside out and gazed admiringly at the gusset.
“You really like knickers,” said Janet, amused at his obvious excitement. She could see a bulge in his jeans now.

“What is you like about them?”

“I dunno. I like the look and the feel of them. They turn me on.”

She was pleased. There was no doubt who was in control of this situation.

“Did you ever tell anyone else?”

“No, of course not!” he practically shouted the answer.

“Not even Janice?”

“No way,” he said. “She would never understand.”

“But I do, is that it?”

“Yes. You’re someone special. You really are understanding.”
She crossed the room and sat on the bed beside him. Suddenly, she remembered she had taken her knickers off downstairs. She was naked underneath her skirt.

She took her pink knickers from his hands and stood up to go to the bathroom to put them on. But then she thought: what the heck, he’s seen me take my knickers off already, he may as well see me put them on.

She stood in the middle of the floor and, bending, she slipped one leg and then the other over her sandals before pulling them to her knees, and then hoisting them into position, tightly around her crotch as she snapped them into place at her waist.

As her skirt was lowered he said: “I missed that!”
“Missed what?” she said.

“Missed you pulling them up.”

“No you didn’t,” she snapped, aware that the act of pulling her knickers on had excited him.

“OK, one repeat only,” she said as she raised her skirt and slipped the pink knickers to her ankles, bending slowly and pulling them up again in slow motion. This time, she kept her skirt high, so he had a view of her light brown fuzz as it disappeared. 

She didn’t know what it did for Dave, but the gesture had made her buttocks tighten again. She could feel that warm pulsing against her gusset. And the tingles were back in her nipples.

She had an urge to put a hand under her pleated skirt and touch herself – just once.

When she glanced over, Dave had slipped his thing out and was slowly moving the skin back and forward, giving glimpses of the dark, pink dome, shining with moisture.

Janet needed to get back in control. 

“When you say you like to feel them, do you like to feel them against your thing, or your face, or your bum?”

“Everywhere,” he said, moving his finger and thumb more slowly, almost embarrassed at the admission.

“Ever try a pair on?” asked Janet, remembering the stories from Margaret and Mildred. 
Margaret had caught her young brother dressed in a pair of her knickers once, and Mildred swore that a big boy she had been with in the sand dunes at the beach had tried on her knickers and she had rubbed him through them.

Dave didn’t answer. “Well,” said Janet, “has the cat got your tongue?”

She stepped towards him carrying a pair of maroon knickers which she hadn’t worn for ages. Somehow, the colour wasn’t quite her.

“Take them off,” she said, tugging at Dave’s jeans.

He stood, looking awkward, and slipped them off. 

“And your Y fronts as well,” she said.

As he lowered his underpants, his thing sprang out, standing like a soldier at attention, pointing at the ceiling.

“Don’t be so bashful,” she said, kneeling. “Lift one foot.” She slipped off his boot and sock and, holding him by the ankle, put his foot through one leg. 

“Now the other,” she said. He was looking away, staring out the window in embarrassment. 

She leaned forward and hitched them to his knees. Standing, she whispered in his ear: “I put the knickers on every morning, and I’m not shy about it.”
They both giggled. With an upwards thrust she pulled the knickers to his thighs and then over his bottom before letting go the elastic with a twang. 

He went to step back, but she held his bum. “Not finished yet,” she said. “You wouldn’t make a very good girl, you’d  be walking around with your knickers at you knees!”

As she spoke, she pulled first one leg and then another into place on his thighs, bringing the cuffed legs near his crotch. “Now you look better,” she said, leaning back to admire 

her handiwork.

His bulge seemed huge inside the interlock navy blue, pushing the knickers out in a way she’d never seen before.
“What about this?” she said, touching the swollen penis lightly. “You couldn’t go into a Ladies with that – you’d frighten everybody in there! Put it away somewhere!”

He put a hand down the front of his knickers and pushed. The bulge disappeared between his legs, leaving a sleek outline like any female tummy,

Janet kissed him softly on the lips. “You look great,” she whispered. “Do they feel comfortable.” As she spoke, she ran a finger around each cuffed leg, straightening out the puckered cotton.

She looked into his eyes – and knew she was his – to do what she wanted with. Janice didn’t matter. Janet had reached right to the heart of his secret world. She knew no one else could share this with them.

“Now it’s my turn to fix you,” he said, slipping a hand under her skirt and fingering the scalloped leg of her knickers. Delicately, he straightened them, stretching them and smoothing them before slipping a finger inside to stroke the downy hair on her mound.
She did likewise, making his knickers more comfortable, pulling the leg elastic out before letting it snap back into place. She pushed a finger inside, feeling the hairs on his crotch and the side of his thing – and a wetness coming from him that already had the gusset more wet than hers.

They tumbled onto the bed and lay side by side. “You’re wonderful,” said Dave. “I never imagined this could be possible.”

Janet unhooked her skirt and kicked it off. She was falling into a pit of naughtiness. 

She felt Dave hands between her legs. She parted her thighs and lay back, enjoying the finger that traced the outline of her bulge through her knickers. He pressed the centre, parting her lips, allowing a flood of love juice to leak into her gusset.

“I’ll do that,” she said, lifting his hand away and placing it on his own knickers. 
She wanted to stay in control – and anyway, no one but herself knew exactly where to touch - and when. She moved a finger along the rubbery slit, letting it sink between the lips until it reached the tingling hood of her love bud.

“Let me see,” whispered Dave. “Pull these down.”

He was tugging at her waistband. She lay still, allowing him to slide her knickers far enough to reveal her mound. The exposure excited her. It was fabulous to think he was getting horny looking at her nakedness. 

She began fingering rapidly, faster than she ever did in bed. She needed to reach that point of relaxation soon.

“You too,” she whispered. “I want to see you as well.”

Dave rolled to one side, slipping his penis out through the leg of his knickers. They watched each other, Dave pumping harder and harder, Janet circling her finger, first this way and then that. 
It looked so naughty to see a penis sticking out of a pair of her navy knickers, she wished she had one. She would pump it like that every day – and thrill, between her legs, as she watched the white stuff squirt like a water pistol.

She closed her eyes in delight – and quickly opened them again as she heard Dave roar as if in agony. As his sperm shot out, covering the knickers in white juice, she felt herself falling and falling – and knew she had reached the end. She bit her lip – trying to stop the gasping moans she didn’t want Dave to hear.
And then it was all over. They were lying side by side, exhausted.

In the distance, Janet heard the phone ring. She knew it was her mother.

End 

