Rebecca’s Sleepover Chap 1 
The school bell rang and the excited Rebecca went off to find her friend in the cloakroom. They didn’t have all their lessons together, they were in different sets but it didn’t stop Rebecca thinking about her friend Lindsay, especially today as instead of just walking home together, Lindsay was going to stay the weekend.

The two girls had only met weeks before, at the start of the autumn term at their new school. The two had hit it off straight away, finding each other sat next to one another at some of their classes, later it became purposeful, seeking each other out at every opportunity. Now they were friends, inseparable, walking to school and sharing breaks together when ever they could.

They chatted merrily away as they made their way home about what they would do during the weekend. Rebecca’s mum had promised to take them to the Cinema tonight and perhaps shopping Saturday afternoon.

There were some busy roads to cross and the two were careful to do it safely. At the cross roads near home, Lindsay grabbed her friends hand to guide them both across. It was the first time they had held hands and something told Rebecca she was disappointed to let go when they reached the other side. Some how it felt warm and comforting to be holding her friends hand and now it was gone.

Ahead were a group of noisy boys, horsing around and making a general nuisance of them selves.

‘Shall we cross’, suggested Rebecca.

Lindsay looked at her and then looked at the ruckus that lay ahead. ‘I think so’, she replied, I don’t fancy walking past them’.

This time it was Rebecca who grabbed Lindsay’s hand, steering her across the road and out of danger. It felt warm and comforting, safe too as though she was being looked after and then that disappointment came again as they reached the other side.

‘It’s hard to imagine isn’t, kissing them’, Lindsay commented about the rabble on the other pavement.

‘Yuck, I can’t imagine it now, replied Rebecca, ‘maybe one day when they’ve grown up a bit’.

‘Have you ever kissed a one’, enquired Lindsay’.

Rebecca looked at her friend like she was a million miles away. ‘Gosh no, I can’t, remember, maybe at a wedding or something, you know page boys kissing the bridesmaids’.

‘Is that all’, commented Lindsay.
‘Why have you’, asked Rebecca.

‘I suppose not’, confessed Lindsay.
The two girls walked on towards London Road.

‘What are we doing when we get in’, asked Lindsay.

‘Don’t know’, replied Rebecca, ‘wait for my mum I suppose, or Dave the lodger’.

‘What’s he like then’, Lindsay questioned, ‘is he worth kissing’, she questioned.

Rebecca laughed, ‘my sister thinks so, so I suppose so, but he has a girlfriend, that’s what upsets Sarah’.

‘Do you like him?

‘He’s alright, never thought about him like that’.

‘Will you brush my hair when we get in’, Lindsay asked.

‘Ok, if you do mine too’.

In London road they dumped there bags and rushed to get her brush. It excited her to be doing this for her friend; it gave her nice feelings being close to her. Back in the lounge Lindsay was sat astride the arm chair just as Rebecca liked to do. It puzzled Rebecca for a moment for she too liked to sit that way; it made her feel warm and nice.

Rebecca moved in and took the first handful. Her friends hair felt like silk as it ran through her fingers, it sent a shiver down her spine to be this close to her, she smelt so warm and clean. Slowly and gently she ran the bristles through the silken locks. Lindsay’s head moved in time with the gentle pulling, her body rocked too; indeed she seemed to be sat astride a pony gently cantering on the arm as though it was the saddle.
Her skirt rode upward and Rebecca admired her creamy skin. It felt good to be brushing her friend’s hair, it sent a little shiver down her spine. The brush glided easily and smoothly through fine and delicate hair sending tingles into her fingers. At the ends, her fingers felt the warmth of Lindsay’s skin, she wanted to stroke and caress it, her neck and the little fine down that lived there it was so attractive.
Lindsay rocked and rolled on the arm, little ooh’s and ah’s slipped from her mouth without warning. Her nipples bristled in her tiny first bra, sending tingles throughout her body. Her hips felt funny too, an awareness that extended all over her tummy and downward to the arm on which she was sat. She would have liked to have stayed here forever, feeling as she felt now but she had urges too, to be brushing Rebecca’s hair and making her feel a nice as she did.
Neither of them had noticed that the lodger had come in, pass the door and make his way up to his room!

‘Shall we swap’, suggested Lindsay?

‘Ok’, agreed Rebecca

Lindsay edged herself forward on the arm, almost shuffling as if to prolong the getting off. Rebecca wondered if sitting on the arm for Lindsay was as exciting as she found it or whether it was a complete coincidence that she wanted to sit there. A little ooh from Lindsay’s lips suggested otherwise. She seemed to have trouble with her knickers too, but wasn’t it common, adjusting those elasticated legs, making sure they were comfortable and reliving where the tightness had caused little welts.

Rebecca climbed aboard and immediately it felt good. The arm stretched her, her nonny lips seemed to spread with ease, that funny feeling that she usually got was here today in an instant, tingling and bristling her body with little spasms of excitement.

The first brush through her hair sent a shiver down her spine, downward towards her bottom and shooting outward towards her inner thighs. The feel of Lindsay touching her hair felt good, the fingers flowing through the strands made her feel warm and comfortable, she loved what was happening to her and the fact that it was Lindsay doing it.

She shifted herself, making out that she was sitting wrong. Under her skirt and her knickers her nonny felt warm and maybe even hot. Perhaps it was the thickness of her grey school knickers, perhaps it was them that were making her sweat down there and feel a little damp. It probably was, and a little bead of sweat that rolled down her back confirmed it, she shuffled again as it trickled into the waistband of those hot knickers.

It felt nice letting Lindsay brush her hair, she really felt of her as a good friend, a friend forever, never to be parted, someone she wanted to share growing up with. A thought ran through her mind, those horrible boys earlier, how could you ever like them, so rough and childish, not like Lindsay kind and affectionate. Her nonny felt nice as she remembered holding Lindsay’s hand to cross the road. She had looked forward to this weekend and having her here now seemed to make it all the more special.

The key in the door interrupted the hair brushing, it was Rebecca’s mum. She was off the arm in a second and at the door to greet her.

‘This is Lindsay mum’, she said with excitement.
Lindsay stood in the lounge doorway smiling and waiting for acceptance.

‘Hello Lindsay’, you’re here at last, she said responding to her daughter’s enthusiasm.
‘Hello Mr’s Wilkinson’, replied Lindsay.
‘I do hope you two don’t mind, something quick tonight for tea if we are going out to the pictures, sausage and mash alright?

Both girls nodded in agreement.
Tea when it came seemed to be a purposeful affair.  Rebecca gave her mother a message from her sister Sarah and she went off to make a phone call to make sure she was alright. Dave the lodger had joined them and chatted with Rosemary about this and that, doing a few chores whilst they were out at the pictures.

Soon they were on their way, Lindsay and Rebecca had opted to sit in the back of the car where they could sit and chat. Rosemary felt quite alone in the front, her girls were growing up fast, soon they flying the nest.

In the cinema they made for some seats on one of the side aisles, Rosemary insisting that she look a seat nearest the wall. Rebecca sat next to her and Lindsay followed. The adverts and previews seemed to take an age and Rosemary was glad when the film began to start, it had been a tiring day and a little snooze would be in order if no one saw.

Rebecca had noticed though, at first it made her feel isolated, almost as if her mother wasn’t there. Then she remembered she had Lindsay to her right, she was there, her friend too, she’d look after her, that was comforting. Lindsay’s arm was on the rest next to her; she placed hers next to it and immediately felt the reassuring warmth of her body. It prompted Lindsay to look her way; they both smiled and held hands.

Rebecca relaxed and slumped in her seat, it now felt warm and cosy in here. She was with her best friend too and watching a good film. Best of all she was holding her friends hand and that especially felt good.

Lindsay felt reassured too. It felt vulnerable sat on the end in the dark, having Rebecca’s hand to cling to it was most comforting, especially if there was to be any scary bits in the film. It was nice too, holding her hand; it sent a shiver through her body to be touching her skin. If she could she would hold her hand for ever but she also knew that was not possible, girls could tease and start calling names.

On the way home they held hands too, secretly in the back of the car whilst Rosemary concentrated on her driving. It felt warm and cosy in the back of the car if only the journey would last longer.

At home Rosemary had pulled down the spare mattress from upstairs and set up a bed next to Rebecca’s. The girls were soon ensconced in their room, a cosy little den to chat and be together. Rebecca let Lindsay set off for the bathroom first, especially as she was the guest. She sat on her bed and pondered over the events of the evening, the walk home from school and the session they had brushing each others hair.

She felt confused but at the same time excited. In her head she told herself she liked boys and thought through all the pop stars she would really like to get to know. She could see herself married one day, just like mum with a couple of children. But now and at this moment there was turmoil and a jumble in her head, why did she feel such deep affection towards Lindsay. Why did she enjoy holding her hand, why did she get those nice feelings between her legs when Lindsay brushed her hair?
Lindsay came back into the bedroom. There was a shock for Rebecca, her friend was wearing the most pretty and daring nightie that barely covered the tops of her legs. In fact it didn’t, Rebecca could clearly see she had on a matching pair of knickers that went with the nightie.

‘That’s very pretty’, remarked Rebecca.

‘Do you like it? ‘It was my cousin’s; she left it for me when she came to stay last Christmas.

‘I do but my mum would never buy anything like that for me’ she replied pointing to her winceyette nightie on the bed.

‘Well if I’m honest, my mum wouldn’t either but it was a sort of gift.

Rebecca went off to the bathroom to ready herself for bed. When she came back she found Lindsay sat on her bed looking gloomily at the made up bed on the floor.

‘What’s the matter’, asked Rebecca, ‘I expected to find you tucked up and cosy’.

Lindsay looked very sheepish, almost as if she didn’t want to tell what was wrong and then she spat it out.

‘I have a fear of spiders’, she confessed, ‘and down there they might get to me’.

Rebecca was about to say don’t be silly but she could see all over her friends face, she really was scarred. 
‘Why don’t you have my bed and I’ll have yours’, offered Rebecca.

You don’t mind’, replied Lindsay?

‘Of course not’, she responded watching her friend eagerly slip between the covers. She caught a glimpse too, up Lindsay’s nightie, her smooth skin and the little flash of her knickers; those funny feelings were with her again.

‘Of course we could always share’, Lindsay prompted, ‘me and my cousin always did’, she added reassuringly.

In Rebecca’s head the offer seemed innocent and right, after all they were close friends. She made her move and joined her. I was strange being invited into your own bed and extra strange to find a friend there to welcome you. Instinctively she reversed in to spoon herself in front of Lindsay. It was a good job too that mum had been thoughtful the previous year replacing her child size bed with something more appropriate for a growing teenager.

At first Rebecca had the notion that they would just lie there quite separately, dividing the space between them. But it seems Lindsay had other ideas and cuddled in immediately swinging an arm over to pull her friend closer. Rebecca wriggled her bottom backward to meet the warmth of her best friend’s tummy and was rewarded with an affectionate kiss to the back of the neck.

Those feelings were coming back again, the excitement in her groin, heat in the region of her crotch. What made it worse was she still had on her grey school knickers that she had slipped into earlier that evening, she wished at that moment she had something skimpy like Lindsay.
This was nice Lindsay thought, just like the sleep over and stays she had with her cousin Dianne. They always slept together and she felt warm and comfortable with her older cousin. They had talked about things, boys and clothes, bra’s too, about when Lindsay might need one. Dianne had talked about kissing too, how to do it properly, first showing her on the back of her own hand and then giving Lindsay the feeling on the back of hers. And then they had kissed proper, her cousin telling her she needed to know so she in turn could teach clumsy boys the right way. She missed her cousin, far away in Singapore on an army posting with her dad and mum. She would be fifteen when she returned and Lindsay new that their games would be gone forever. But she lay here now with her new and pretty friend Rebecca and knew it would be her turn to do the teaching, she liked that idea very much, the special place between her legs did too, it was warm and moist just like it use to be with Dianne.

‘Shall I show you how to kiss’, whispered Lindsay hoping her friend would not object.
‘Do you know how’, Rebecca replied in a half whisper’.

‘Yes of course’, answered Lindsay.

‘But I thought you said you hadn’t ever kissed a boy’.

‘No silly, I haven’t but my cousin Dianne showed me, if you want turn round and I’ll show you’.

Rebecca didn’t need much prompting; she elbowed herself round to face her friend. Her knickers stuck into her groin, her nonny was damp down there she needed to adjust them as she moved. Her breasts felt special too, kind of bristling with anticipation. She turned and faced her friend and in the half light that came in from outside she saw excitement in Lindsay too. Her friends eyes looked like saucers, dreamy too, affection poured from her face.

Lindsay pulled up Rebecca’s hand and slowly drew it to her lips. Rebecca immediately felt little tingles of anticipation float across her body, her knee quivered in a spasm she knew now her knickers were wet down there. She watched in a slow motion as the first soft touch of Lindsay lips glide across the back of her hand. There was a soft pull as they gathered up her skin and tugged it into the most wonderful thing she had ever experienced. Warmth and love poured openly from Lindsay’s lips demonstrating affection and the most wonderful technique of bringing them together.

Rebecca mewed quietly as her body betrayed itself. This felt like heaven and she wanted it to continue forever. But then it was gone and she was left staring deep into her friend’s eyes.

‘Was that good’, Lindsay whispered.

Rebecca could hardly answer. Her body was catching up with the moment. She felt her eyes betray her feelings and could only manage a whisper, ‘yes, oh god yes’.

‘Do you want to practice on my hand’, Lindsay asked hoping for all the world she did.

But Rebecca didn’t answer; she just did it, mimicking her friend in everyway, gently lifting Lindsay’s hand and placing the softest kiss she could muster. Her lips pulled and sucked inward just as she had felt on her own skin, delivering what she thought was all the love she had. She breathed inward whilst continuing to transplant affection, she could smell her body and Lindsay’s too, Lindsay must feel what she feels too.
She stopped just as Lindsay had done, to look and test reaction. Both girls looked deep into one another’s eyes and saw love. Lindsay edged towards her and consumed Rebecca’s lips in their first kiss. Slowly they pulled and gathered each others lips in a overwhelming passion that had them both intoxicated with each other. Little grunts and moans expelled themselves in involuntary bursts. Both felt weakened in desire and lust, they must continue it was so right.

Minutes passed whilst they tangled with each other, both trying desperately to please and manipulate pleasure but soon exhaustion set in and they fell into one another’s arms. Then came deep and meaningful sleep, at first wrapped in a loving hug and then came a natural drifting that left them until morning.

It was Lindsay that awoke first, coming round from what she first thought had all been a dream. And then she saw Rebecca blissfully locked in her own sweet dreams. She considered waking her, gathering her up in her arms again and loving her just as they had both done last night but she waited and watched in quiet admiration. She wanted her, wanted her in a way that her cousin Dianne had wanted her, to give love and affection, to teach and make everything beautiful.

For a while she was content to just look at her but then she felt urges, urges below and a wetness of desire. Her hand dropped to those saucy knickers, so thin and transparent, she sought and found the nice spot, the one Dianne had so expertly fondled. Her fingers danced over the filmy nylon, tracing and pressing. She gasped as she imagined Rebecca doing it to her, nicely as she had shown her. Her finger slipped under the elastic, hooking it to one side whilst she sought pleasure. It was Rebecca there, slipping between her folds, finding wetness and fingering her.

Her breath came in pants, more than ever she wanted her friend to be doing this, slipping inside her to find the nice spots. Maybe if she woke her then they would be consumed in passion, a kiss first and then a writhe in lust to find and service each others little hot boxes. Girls were good at it she told herself, better than rough and prodding boys, Dianne had told her that.

Rebecca stirred and turned over onto her back, it was a chance Lindsay told herself, an accident that her friend’s movement met her hand. It had to be now, quickly onto the knicker exposed tummy to deliciously feel her body heat. It was better than nothing; she’d rest it there awhile while she watched for movement, there was none.

Bravely, she moved, circled with her finger pads the soft greyness of Rebecca’s knickers. It felt good, just like touching her own school knickers accept by now she would have been lower. Temptation teased her; she watched for movement, there was none. Daringly she delved lower, her swirling fingers dancing just above where it mattered. And then it happened, unexpectedly, a little lift from Rebecca’s bottom, off the sheet to meet the swirling finger. She withdrew in shock and shuddered at the very thought of her being caught but her friend was still asleep or so she thought.

‘Please’, Rebecca whispered, ‘do it, do it nicely’.
Her legs opened obligingly and Lindsay moved in. A finger swooned over the double gusset finding it damp and warm. The outline of the precious little gift could clearly be felt, a virginal package just waiting to be opened. Lindsay traced all around it defining it and making it feel special. Firstly she followed the line of the heavy ribbed legs, downward on one side and then upward in the other. Halfway up she let her thumb transverse into the middle to find Rebecca’s puffy little mound. Rebecca gasped and pushed her bottom upward to meet the delicate intrusion, it felt good and better than all her own attempts down there.

To Lindsay this was a reminder of her first encounter with Dianne, it had been good for her and she wanted it better for Rebecca. In her head this wasn’t a permanent move to loving girls but as Dianne had explained, an adventure into finding out how to do it right and hoping you could teach boys to do the same.

Rebecca bit her lip as her friend danced and swooned around, that thumb and forefinger had just given her the most wonderful shudder as pulled her cushioned lips inward and now she felt in a slow motion them separate and open like an emerging flower. Her wetness became more noticeable, perhaps more than ever before, and now Lindsay was traversing the top seam of her school knicker gusset just where the little button of delight sat.

Then she felt a tug on her hand, it was Lindsay wanting something reciprocal. Rebecca hesitated just for a moment and then the swoon of a finger in the right place made her mind up. Why should she be selfish, this felt good and right now the best thing in the world and besides she wanted to, especially touch and feel what another one felt like and especially through those silky, flimsy and sexy knickers.

Lindsay encouragement stopped short of placing it where she wanted it. It was for Rebecca to find and the sensation of that exploration was something to be waited for. When it came it was furtive, innocent and gentle but it didn’t matter, it felt like a first, firsts were good, something to behold and something for the memory. Lindsay gasped as the slippery transparent nylon was swooped over tickling the bristling surface below. It was as if Dianne was there for that very first time, exciting, pleasurable and something new.

Rebecca mimicked what was happening to her, gentle swoons over the surface, dipping into the little folds of her friends very wet sex. The bed was filled with the fragrance of sexual arousal, little girls on heat and little girls at play. Rebecca’s fingers tested and probed, slipping the nylon inward, inward between her friends wetness. Her finger got lost to a knuckle and then emerged lubricated with Lindsay’s excitement. The gusset was now sticky and squidgey and made little noises when it entered Lindsay’s sweet little hole.

Then Lindsay’s hand moved, away from the soft and damp cotton of Rebecca’s school greys.

‘Sorry’, she said, ‘need a wee desperately and clean my teeth’.

She was gone, leaving Rebecca bewildered and frustrated that her sex was not being touched. She lifted her fingers to her nose to whiff the sexual scent of her loving friend. It smelt so sexy and nice and she realised her own little pot must be giving off the same girly smell. She dropped her hand downward and under the waistband of her greys, down over her tummy and into the slippery folds of her own sex. It felt good there; she’d never really gone that far before, just to getting nice feelings off the arm chair and a slip and slide on the corner of her bed. She slipped inward, just as she had done in the outside of Lindsay’s knickers. It was easy, wet and delicious, oh how she wished that it was Lindsay’s finger there.
The toilet flushed and then her little lover was back, looking lost and lustful as she made her way to the bed. She knelt over Rebecca and planted one of those super kisses that they had both indulged in last night. Rebecca felt the freshness of her breath penetrate her own mouth. It made her feel unclean and a desire to be fresh and nice too. When they broke she made her move.

‘Me too’, she declared, ‘need a pee too’, she too was gone.

When she got back Lindsay was back under the covers. Rebecca could tell her fingers were servicing her little wet box.
‘Stop’, she whispered, ‘I want to do that’.

‘Oh you can, I want you to’, replied Lindsay, but change your knickers first, something thinner’, she insisted.

Lindsay remembered how her cousin was so insistent too, wanting something thin that she could play with, hook to one side easily and allow her to finger her properly.

Rebecca stood turning over the contents of her knicker drawer. Her indecision over what was sexy and nice and of course what would make things easier for Lindsay. She couldn’t make her mind up and then Lindsay was there, quietly alongside her helping her choose. Luckily Rebecca’s mum had let her choose some just like Sarah’s, smaller obviously but none the less modern and acceptable. She hadn’t worn them yet but it was these that Lindsay had chosen for her.
‘Here’. she said, ‘these are very nice; pretty too, suit your sexy little bottom. 

Lindsay was already helping things along, lifting Rebecca’s Nightie and hoicking down the thick school greys.

‘The boys seem to like these’, Lindsay commented, ‘well at least they are always trying to see them, they used to be like that at my junior school too, always looking up my skirt to see what I had on’.

Rebecca’s school greys were at her feet. She looked down ward and into the visibly wet gusset, never had it been that wet before. She stepped of them, kicking them to one side and shinned up the pair that Lindsay had chosen for her.
‘Nice bottom’, Lindsay whispered.

‘Not as cute as yours’, commented Rebecca.

Holding hands they led each other back to Rebecca’s bed.

‘Will your mum come in’, Lindsay asked.

‘She promised she wouldn’t and she never comes in when I’m on my own’.

They slipped downward together and into one another’s arms. A kiss came naturally, entwining on each others lips in a show of passion and gentleness. They were still learning, improving their technique, pulling and consuming in a delivery of perfection. It created desire too, Lindsay was very wet and aching to be touched, Dianne would have been there by now, satisfying her need and slipping a finger into her wet hole.

Lindsay had to be patient; she didn’t want to scare her friend off, she’d already talked about Lezzys, this wasn’t what it was about, this was about learning, learning what your body needed, not from some uncouth boy who’d fumble and hurt you but how it should be done properly. Well that’s how Dianne explained it and she had a boyfriend too, she said learning this way helped when you got a boyfriend, you could teach him how to be tender and touch in the right places.

Her hand dropped to Rebecca’s bottom, running her hand over the soft and clean cotton of the knickers she had chosen. Her bottom felt perfect she thought, boys were so lucky to have such perfection to play with and they never really appreciated it. She manipulated her friend’s cheeks knowing full well it would have an effect on the little hot box between her legs. By now her juices would be dampening the fresh and clean gusset, there would be an ache too, an ache to be touched, that was Lindsay’s aim.

Her fingers played with the leg band, these were better than the thick and heavy elastic of school knickers. The skin beneath was smooth and perfect, velvet and baby like, she caressed it, cherished and moved on. The peachy bottom led downward towards heat, her fingers eased the elastic to one side letting cooler air inward to refresh her hot little box. And then she found them, Rebecca’s puffy little sex lips, so slippery and wet. Tenderly she traced over the little rivulet of wetness causing a moan from her friend’s mouth.
‘Turn on your side, like this, Lindsay suggested.

They turned to face one another. Lindsay had crooked on leg up opening and exposing the silky gusset of her flimsy knickers. Rebecca copied showing off the soft cotton of her own crotch. They were not kissing now but starring into one another’s eyes.

‘That’s better; we can touch each other now’, remarked Lindsay manipulating her little plan.

It was her that started the touching again, just as she did before, skimming over the soft peach of knickers that lay between Rebecca’s legs. A whoosh of nice feeling shot through Rebecca’s body feeding excitement. It was a prompt too for her to find her friend’s silky little heaven. The filmy nylon was saturated with her wetness and the pungent perfume of girly musk filled the air.
It was still all new to Rebecca, just what to do and more importantly how to do it nicely. They both watched each others faces, seeking acknowledgement that their touches were right. Teasingly Lindsay scrapped the back of her nail all the way down the cotton furrow of Rebecca’s crotch. A gasp and a whimper of delight followed as tingles shot through her virgin nonny.

Rebecca copied the move on Lindsay, well as best she could, the loose nylon rucked and formed little undulations that caused her nail to catch and pull on the wet gusset. It had the effect though, Lindsay letting out her own little moan.
‘Girls know best’ she said in the way of encouragement.

Lindsay started on her friends leg elastic again, gently pulling it to one side, exposing the bare little peach that formed Rebecca’s cunt. She couldn’t see it but imagined it down there and remembered what it felt like to have this done for the very first time. Again her finger slipped along the little furrow seeking out the wetness that she knew had grown. But there was a gentle determination this time, to take Rebecca’s virginity with her finger just as her cousin had with her.

Rebecca was delirious; feeling came from nowhere, feelings that were new and very very nice. She copied Lindsay too, hoicking that sexy nylon knicker to one side. The elastic tensioned on her finger guiding it central to where she found her friend’s most wonderful hole. Wetness greeted her, wetter than water she thought as she too traced the little valley of love. It was easy too, to slip inward, for it to consume her finger like lips sucking on a lollipop, inward to a knuckle, to gently probe and explore.

She knew how it must be feeling too; a finger was exploring her too, testing and easing her open. This was the most beautiful feeling in the world, how wonderful it was to be growing up, learning new things and experimenting with someone you loved. Lindsay’s was gentle with her, testing and probing in the most tender manner. She knew that there was every possibility that the little membrane of chastity may still be intact just as Dianne had found with her. Her finger slipped inward, Rebecca’s little slit closing around it as if it were her first penis. And then it was there, the bounce of elasticity, the protection, her coveted virginity.

‘Careful’, Rebecca pleaded, it hurts.

A kiss was planted on her nose, that acknowledgement. ‘I will, but it has to go, your little cherry, I’ll be gentle with you, it wont hurt a lot’.

Lindsay leaned in and took Rebecca’s lips, consuming them in a passion that had endorphins charging in all directions. And then it happened, the little stab of pain in Rebecca’s lower tummy. It produced a shriek that was easily shrouded by Lindsay’s engaging lips. Her finger held its place, not daring to move, waiting for the subsiding turmoil to edge away. Lindsay could feel the tenseness, the clenching vagina that held her finger in a vice like grip, then the easing and relaxing of muscles, the signal that she could move forward with the lesson in love.

Rebecca mimicked, her friend’s finger moved gently inwards, exploring, teasing and giving the most wonderful pleasure.

‘Put two in’, requested Lindsay stealing a kiss from Rebecca’s lips.

‘Are you sure’, questioned Rebecca?

‘Mmm, please’, came the response.

Another finger edged past the rucking nylon, slipping inward to join its partner.

‘Feels nice’, murmured Lindsay and pushing her hips forward to impale herself.

‘Go in and out like a cock would’, came another whispered request.

Rebecca obliged and was rewarded with one finger gently copying her own movement. Would a cock really feel like this she wondered, would it feel as nice as this. This was better than anything she’d ever felt before, all those little experiments on the arm of the chair or the special place on the corner of her mattress. It was new, exciting and best of all made her body feel really special.

It went on feeling special too. She guessed Lindsay was feeling the same as little gasps came from her body, thrusts from her hips were taking her somewhere, somewhere that Rebecca had not experienced. But all these tingles were new, increasing too with every little finger fuck that Lindsay gave her, was she feeling what Lindsay was feeling, she guessed she was.
Lindsay started panting like a worn out puppy. Little words slipped from her mouth, like ‘nice’, and ‘nice cock’, as she imagined her friends pumping fingers was the best boy she ever saw. Her finger stopped moving in Rebecca’s vagina too, it sort of sat stationary but half attempting to move. It tried to move, giving little spasms of movement but Lindsay was dealing with what was happening inside her own body. Her hips tingled; feeling rushes of electricity go everywhere, her vagina bristled with the impending feelings of what she was chasing.

And then it came, it came from everywhere, the shudder of her orgasm that had her gripping Rebecca’s wrist. She had stopped fingering Rebecca too, such was the force and quickness to which in came. Rebecca watched as her friends face contorted in a frenzy of satisfaction. Her little whimpers too confirmed the happiness that she had found and Rebecca saw that this was an enjoyable and grown up moment.

She watched too, normality and a calm return, coupled with a show of affection, the thankful kiss in the nose that was followed by a full and romantic kiss of love. Lindsay’s finger too, came back from their absence of movement, slowly mimicking a little cock in Rebecca’s virginal vagina.

‘No stop’, pleaded Rebecca, ‘it feels a little uncomfortable now, like a dull ache’.

‘I’m sorry’, replied Lindsay’, ‘it won’t last for long, I promise’.

‘What happened then’, asked Rebecca, feigning that she didn’t really know.

‘I had a cum’, Lindsay responded with reassurance, ‘I wanted you to have one too, its such a mind blowing experience’. ‘Dianne says that’s what its all about, having an orgasm and making sure boys know that you can cum too’.

‘I would like one, but it hurts down there at the moment’.

‘I know but it will wear off in an hour or so and I do want to make you have one, especially after the delicious one you gave me’.
Lindsay kissed Rebecca passionately and lovingly it was a big thank you’.

‘I’m hungry’, said Rebecca, ‘shall we go for some breakfast?       

