Rebecca’s Sleepover Chap 2 
‘You can’t go down stairs like that’, Rebecca exclaimed.

‘Like what’, her friend said innocently.

‘Well in that little short nightie, that’s what, you’ll give Dave the lodger a fit if he sees you like that. We will have to get dressed, besides my mum would go mad if she found out’.
The two girls sorted themselves out in the bathroom and got dressed before making their way down stairs to the kitchen.

Dave was there quietly enjoying a cup of tea. He fussed around them getting them breakfast things and playing mother and asking what they would be doing today. And then he was gone, off to have a bath he said and leaving them to their own devices.
The two girls mulled and played with the cereal in their bowls, almost dreamily going through the motions of eating. They stared deeply into one another’s eyes in an innocent but lustful way, willing and urging each other with passion. It was almost a testing game of who and how they would take this forward, Lindsay with her knowledge and experiences of her cousin and Rebecca with a desire to learn.

‘Shall we play on the swing, like we told Dave we would’, suggested Lindsay.

‘Yes ok’, replied Rebecca, getting a mental picture of her friend tippy tailing over the bars. A vision of her creamy delicious and desirable skin came to mind. The warmth and feel of her close body and the wonderful loving kiss’s that came from her oh so soft lips permeated her brain. ‘Yes lets’.

‘I’ll show you how to do some gymnastics’, suggested Lindsay, knowing full well it would give the opportunities to be close to Rebecca. She remembered how her cousin Dianne had orchestrated these little scenes, making her feel warm and wanted, paying her lots of attention and giving her praise, being there too, holding her confidently, touching places that made her body tingle.

Soon they were dressed and in the garden, giggling and laughing and generally being comfortable in each other’s company. It was Lindsay that went first, pulling herself up and onto the cross bar of the swing. Rebecca watched as she confidently tumbled over and over showing her dexterity and lack of fear. At first she thought of her self and her abilities to do the same, she wished she had such courage and confidence, she hoped she would, perhaps Lindsay would help her.

Then Lindsay hung upside down, the sudden tumbling stopping like a reel on a tape deck. Rebecca envied her lack of fear, but also now she could see Lindsay’s knickers exposed to the waist. She admired that creamy skin, the way it shone to perfection, the way it travelled now downward towards the vee of the school knickers she had on. She could make out the shapes beneath and where her fingers had been earlier. She watched the grey material wrinkle and pucker and imagined the delicious feelings that the right touch would make.

Lindsay was talking too, giving her little tips on how to do this move and that move, not that Rebecca was really taking any notice; her eyes were fixed on her friend’s crotch. It wasn’t as though she actually desired to touch it, more that she wanted hers to be touched in the delicious way it had been earlier. There was that orgasm too, the one that Lindsay had had; the one where she seemed to be in a delirious state of nice feelings. Rebecca wanted to feel that too, especially now that little pain in her tummy had gone.

‘You’re turn’, Lindsay prompted falling from the swings bars.

Rebecca hesitated, it wasn’t really her, she had never been dexterous and flexible, more of a kind of awkward and stiff but her friend had offered to show her and besides it may make things easier at school with her gym lessons. She was there, desperately trying to get her legs and balance over the bars. Lindsay was helping, giving encouragement, holding and steadying her and being there to catch should she slip.

She was getting the hang of it, being helped to tumble round and round the bar. It felt so good too, as Lindsay held on to her hips, giving her confidence and those nice feelings too of being touched and cared for. Warmth generated in her hips, just where Lindsay was holding her. Her confidence grew too but she must not show it, it was good that Lindsay held her.
‘Hang loose’, Lindsay insisted.

Rebecca did as she was asked. Her dress dropped downward towards her chest exposing her knickers to the full, there was a rush of cool air on the new exposure and warmth too where Lindsay carefully held onto her. But soon the blood was rushing to her head the feeling in her hips were be overtaken, she needed to get off.

‘I need to move’, requested Rebecca.
Lindsay was there helping her, helping her out of the awkwardness she felt and how to get out of the situation without falling. Her hands were a comfort too, she felt safe in them, their firmness bringing her to safety. Near the ground Lindsay brought her to her legs, steadying her balance, helping her with her clothes, smoothing them and running her hand deliciously across her bottom that ended with a pat of affection.

She looked at her friend and saw that look of desire, the one that she had recognised earlier. Rebecca gave her back that same look, the two knew what they wanted to do next but there was verbal confirmation too, a sort of a testing to affirm that it was what they both wanted.

‘Do you want to explore the shed’, Rebecca suggested.

‘What’s in there’, questioned Lindsay.

‘Nothing much, our bikes, the garden stuff, bits and bobs, but my bike was new last Christmas, do want to see it?

‘Why not’, encouraged Lindsay knowing full well if gave them both the opportunity to be away from prying eyes, besides, sheds were dens and dens were where you could make things happen.

It was a big shed, Lindsay was surprised, it would make a lovely little hideaway, the sort of place you came to play and parents would leave you to it. There were odd bits of furniture in there too; it could definitely become a den, rearranged to create little hidey holes and secret places. She spotted her friends bike, shiny and still new and immediately climbed aboard. Rebecca watched her straddle the saddle and dangle her legs to get her toes to touch the floor. She too had done that so often and knew the significance of what it meant and did. 
Lindsay wriggled herself into position with a little ooh that came involuntary from her mouth. Rebecca not to be out done, climbed aboard an old winged armchair and straddled it’s thinly fabricated arm. It felt good, she had sat here before, it pressed in nice places, places that were already charged and excited with the prospect of the things that might happen this morning.

‘What does it feel like’, Lindsay asked watching her friend adjust herself.

‘Nice’, replied Rebecca ensuring the little raised bump of fabric at the end pressed home and divided her below.

‘Is it as nice as being touched’, asked Lindsay, finding the best bit of the saddle.

‘I suppose not’, commented Rebecca.

‘Did you like what we did earlier’, probed Lindsay.

‘Well yes’, answered Rebecca not wanting to be forward. She had liked it very much and longed for it to happen again but didn’t want to be the first to prompt it.

‘Can I do it for you’, said Lindsay climbing down from the saddle.

The question did not need to be answered, Rebecca was already shuffling forward on the arm but her friend stopped her just before she shuffled off.

‘Sit right there’, Lindsay suggested.

Rebecca’s bottom was barely perched on the end of the arm and Lindsay was stood directly in front preventing any more movement forward. Her friend kissed her forehead first, planting the softest lips on her hairline. It sent a shiver down her body causing her to shuffle and ruck her dress upward. The navy peach was exposed again and little tingles of anticipation ran through the warm place below. Rebecca watched the slow motion of her friends hand slip towards her excitement. That first finger brushed across the nap of cotton sending a rush dampness forward. Suddenly it felt warm down there as it had done earlier.

The second finger was more decisive, pressing lightly inward to find her. She shuffled salaciously forward, opening her legs to give her friend the freedom. The finger pressed inward probing and parting her, the soft cotton warming and wetting with her arousal.

‘I’m not a lezzy you know’, exclaimed Lindsay.

‘Me neither’, gasped Rebecca as her friends finger traced the little valley of her sex.

Lindsay bent forward finding her lips, tenderness and understanding found a compliant and willing partner. The finger worked its way inward as best it could and bounced against the give in the school knickers. The fragrant wafts of Rebecca’s eager sex filled the air and intoxicated their nostrils with desire.

‘How’s your tummy now’, Lindsay enquired.

‘It’s almost gone now’, confirmed Rebecca.

‘Would you like what I had earlier’, asked Lindsay.

‘Were they nice feelings’, questioned Rebecca.

‘The best in the world’, confirmed her friend.

‘Maybe, but stop if it hurts’.

‘I promise’, she said and sought out Rebecca’s lips again.

This was all going to plan for Lindsay. Her cousin Dianne had taught her not to be selfish, share she had said and repay any compliment. That’s exactly what Lindsay had intended to do, give her lovable little friend her first orgasm. Besides it had been that way for Lindsay, her first coming from Dianne, it was better that way she said, girls understood.

Rebecca was consumed in the kiss, tingles were shooting all over her body, expectation sent wild in anticipation and then it came. Lindsay was tugging at the waistband of her navy knicks; downward they came and with it went warm fingers, delving inward. Her skin bristled as they teased her tummy, circling in a downward spiral. Her wetness flooded outward in readiness, soaking her knickers and making them cling into her. She felt them ease outward too, being stretched and then it was there, Lindsay had found her special place.
She gasped into their kiss as it swooned all over the little bump. It sought her lubrication, bringing it gently upward to wash and tease the nice spot making her buck her hips in greed. And then it slipped downward following her, opening her and slipping just inside. It stayed there for a moment, testing her and waiting for her permission.

A little moan leaked into Lindsay’s mouth to be swallowed up in tenderness. That was all the permission it needed, the finger slipped inward to fuck her. Slowly in and out it went gathering her wetness. It touched her, exploring her inside, touching smoothness and sinew. It seemed to be searching her too, cupping her and probing almost as if to find something. Then the finger fucked again, Rebecca imagined just as a penis might, pumping inward and outward sending her to unimagined places.

Another joined it, opening and stretching her and then the thumb was intruding on the bump. Rebecca was beyond her armchair feeling now, this was heading towards the best thing in the world and she wanted more. The finger and thumb worked a steady rhythm now, faster but gentle, definite in and outs with little swirls around her button. Rebecca felt warm and cosy, as if she were lying on the beach near their other house on the coast. Her body felt kissed by the sun and little shocks began to appear. She thought she could hear the waves crashing on to the shore and then it came, the most wonderful feeling ever. Her hips bucked upward to meet fingers and chased them when they tried to disappear. She bit her lip too as the shocks ricocheted all around her bottom. She fell into her friends arms whimpering in delight and impaling herself on those lovely fingers, she had had her very first orgasm.   

Moments passed and little kisses of affection were exchanged. It was beginning to feel cool in there, the October weather was taking its toll. It was Lindsay who had suggested it.

‘Shall we go back to your room?

‘Yes’, agreed Rebecca, ‘you can tell me about your cousin Dianne’.

Back in Rebecca’s bedroom they naturally migrated to the bed. Lindsay had been forward, arranging Rebecca’s pillows and propping them against the headboard. She had arranged herself against them, opening her legs and inviting Rebecca to lie in her arms. She kissed her friends hair in comfort almost as if she were a child and about to tell her a story.

‘So tell me about it’, insisted Rebecca.

‘Well she is my cousin on my mum’s side. Mum’s brother is in the army so we don’t get to see each other a lot, in fact when this started we hadn’t seen each other for a few years and then she came back the Christmas before last. We didn’t see each other much then either, Christmas and school holidays you know. Dianne had grown; well she was almost two years older than me. She looked different too, she seemed to be filling out, her hips and bottom and she had the beginnings of breasts too’.

‘We still shared a room, had to, as our house wasn’t big enough for all of us. She caught me staring at her breasts as we undressed for bed. Of course there wasn’t much to see, she was still wearing a vest, but the little buds there were. When we got into bed we cuddled in, just like we had always done, it was then that she placed my hand on them. She said they ached and would I gently massage them. It went from there really, the first night I just caressed them over her vest and she moaned lightly. Later nights she would lift her vest and I would touch them and she’d plant little kisses on my nose’.

Lindsay’s hand was caressing Rebecca’s thighs as she spoke. She chased the creamy skin upward pulling her dress with it. Soon she was fingering the tunnel leg of the navy knicks, feeling the little puckers and welts of the stitched cotton. Her finger jumped from one side to the other and then traced the dampness it found in the middle again. Rebecca sighed deeply, spreading her leg obligingly to let her friend find what she wanted.

Lindsay gently gathered the peachy mound through the double cotton of the navy gusset and teased it as Dianne had done many times with her. She knew too the effects it would be having on her friend, it would tease her into submission and prompt her to reciprocate. Later she thought, Rebecca would need no encouragement, there would be insatiable urges to be satisfied and satisfy.
Rebecca was learning, it felt good down there, the finger tracing her secret place and if she was feeling like this, then so should Lindsay. She turned and without prompting found Lindsay’s lips. The softness was shared as they engorged in a little dance of passion. And then she snuggled in beside her friend, letting out one of those contented sighs and her hand naturally flipped under Lindsay’s dress.

The grey knickers were exposed to the waist; Rebecca wanted to watch what she was doing. She copied Lindsay; both were now heavily engaged in caressing each other’s gussets. Fingers stroked and gently probed, testing the cotton and following the contours of the little maturing cunts that sat below.

‘Boys seem to have a fascination for these’, Lindsay remarked.

‘What school knickers’, Rebecca exclaimed.

‘Well they always seem to look’, added Lindsay.

‘Can’t think why, their horrible and thick’, commented Rebecca.
‘Yes they are, aren’t they?

It was the excuse Lindsay wanted; her hand went again into the waistband of the navy blues. Rebecca’s followed too, flipping the elastic on the expanse of grey before diving down to find her friend’s special place. Both girls gasped as they simultaneously found the little petals of life. Fingers gently sought out the little furrows, finding them slick with the dew of the morning. Rebecca followed her friend, mimicking her exploration and finding the little nubbin that Lindsay had sought on her. This was new again and intense, swirling and copying fingers teased in just the right spot. Shock waves began to appear in the both of them, shock waves that were slickened by the sticky film of excitement.

Lindsay slowed into a tender whirl of rhythm, Rebecca followed her every move. Their lips moved in to conjoin them in two places, passion and love melted out of their bodies. Lindsay’s thoughts momentarily herded her toward prolonged pleasure, yes the special feelings would be nice again, twice in the space of hours but this slowness cemented things, made them last and for now that’s all she sought.

The kiss twisted and turned, like the dance of two butterflies in the summer sun. Fingers hovered and gently teased the special places, keeping them consumed in their love. Rebecca couldn’t ever imagine a mere boy being this close and tender and although she had never experienced one of those, instinctively she knew that this tenderness they never possessed.

Lindsay’s brain thought about the introduction of her tongue, another dimension in closeness, lust and passion. She loved using tongues with Dianne, a step into another world again and she knew it would be the same with Rebecca but it could wait, perhaps tonight she would take her friend to another universe, for the moment all things were moving nicely.

Maybe a finger should explore again though, another thought that crossed Lindsay’s mind. There is much to learn in gentleness and a lesson around her friends peachy little petals would lead to it being reciprocated. She had loved it when Dianne fingered her like that, it could last for hours for all she cared, keeping her heightened and locked in the greed of delirious animation.

Rebecca hooked into it straight away, the tinkering edge of nice and wonderful feeling, the squelch in the slippery nectar, the pungent fragrance of sexual gratification and the dream like sense it lulled her into. This could go on forever she hoped, but time was moving on, a distant clock struck mid day, they both heard it and recognised that all good things must end; besides Rebecca’s mother would be home soon.
After lunch Rosemary took them into town for a girls shopping trip. After a few outings into familiar shops like Marks and Spencer’s and Woolies, Rosemary herded them into Bentall’s coffee shop, there they were met by Rosemary’s friend Catherine.

‘Now can I trust you both to go off and amuse yourselves for an hour’, Rosemary asked the girls, ‘as I need a bit of a chat with Catherine’.

Both girls looked at one another, this would be ideal be a great opportunity to do girly things and be grown up looking around the fashion stores. 

‘Yes’, both agreed immediately. ‘But can have some money to buy a nightie’, asked Rebecca’.

‘Yes but what sort of nightie’, questioned Rosemary.

‘Something a little more grown up and pretty’, answered Rebecca.

‘Ok’, said her mother handing her five pounds, it was a compromise, she didn’t want them returning after say half an hour when there were still things to discuss, like the possibility of her husbands home coming. Besides she and Catherine would well be able to sit here drinking coffee as the staff all knew her as an employee but it wouldn’t go down too well if the girls were hanging around. ‘Yes’ she agreed and the girls disappeared, promising to return at a given time.

Rebecca knew exactly the sort of nightie she was after, something just like Lindsay’s. Well maybe not quite so saucy, maybe something in cotton rather than nylon, mum would approve of that but all the same it had to be more grown up than something wyncette or granny like.  

They ignored places like Mark’s and Spencer and British Home Stores, making straight for Top Shop and Dorothy Perkins. There they scoured the stores from top to bottom looking at all things girly. Daringly Lindsay went and tried on some skirts and paraded herself in front of Rebecca outside the changing rooms. Soon both were entranced with knickers and bra’s, they dominated their mood at the moment, signified growing up and developing young women.

Of course it was all things slinky that they were interested in, pretty little things of silky nylon and rayon, all frills and scallops of lace that they knew boys would be interested in. They were tiny too; size 8’s which is what both little girls were. It made the underwear kind of cuter too, exaggerating the frills into sexy desirable objects to tease and stimulate. Lindsay also imagined them on her friend too, something new and sexy, something she could pull to one side and expose her friends dear little pussy.

‘I have some money too you know’, declared Lindsay. ‘I might buy something like these’, she said holding up some deliciously transparent silkies in a royal blue. She leant forward and whispered in her friend’s ear, ‘imagine nice fingers touching you in these’.
Rebecca began to wonder, the skimpy little pair that Lindsay had felt so sexy to touch and she wondered as her friend had suggested what it would feel like to be touched in them.

‘I don’t know’, replied Rebecca, ‘what if my mum found out, she wouldn’t approve’.

‘Easy’, prompted Lindsay, ‘you hide them and wash and dry them secretly’.

Rebecca thought again, mulled over the idea, she could and she had some pocket money and a bit of savings, she could do it just as Lindsay had suggested.

‘Are you going to buy that pair’, asked Rebecca.

‘Well yes’, she answered with a wink; ‘wouldn’t it be fun if we both had the same’.
‘Ok, but you buy them, I’ll give you the money, you are more confident than me’, insisted Rebecca.

Lindsay didn’t need prompting twice; she was already there, selecting and identical pair off the rack and checking the size. Then sneakily she held them against her friend’s body and said, ‘you are going to look so sexy in these especially with your cute little bottom’. Rebecca was embarrassed, she looked around just to make sure no one had heard, fortunately they were alone. And then she thought of them being alone that night, being close in her room and the moment that she would feel Lindsay’s delicious touch.

Rebecca handed over her money, her heart racing as she watched Lindsay march purposely to the counter. She watched her pay, the assistant not really taking any notice of her age or her purchase it was just another Saturday afternoon sale.

When Lindsay came back she grabbed Rebecca’s hand, her finger for a moment just tickled her friends palm, just briefly, just enough to stir her friends emotions and think about the excitement that would come later. 

They moved on to the next shop and found themselves again in amongst the lingerie. The knickers were first again, where they handled them, felt their silkiness and admired and commented on how pretty they were. Then they were amongst the night wear, quickly finding the cute little baby dolls. There were some just like Lindsay’s all skimpy and daring; Rebecca knew her mother would never agree to them. Pretty and cute yes but not sexy, that’s what she needed.
They both selectively scoured the rack, pulling out two or three that hopefully appease Rebecca’s mother and then it was down to choosing. The nylon one was out, although filmy and flimsy like Lindsay’s it was just a tiny bit seductive, whilst her mother might not object, if her father saw it then he most definitely would not approve, after all she was still his little girl. 
Cotton it had to be, there was a certain amount of practicality that it had to have, like cotton was warm and the pink baby doll with little baby blue scallops of frill and lace would do nicely, besides it was a little longer too and who would object to that. The price was right too, at least giving her mother some change.

The two girls stood in the sales queue feeling most adult, they were probably the youngest there but who cared, they would soon blossom into teenagers and then no one would care. There wasn’t even an eyebrow raised when they paid for it, this was growing up.
Rosemary and Catherine were still sat in the same spot when they arrived back. They seemed engrossed in conversation almost as if they had been discussing something important. Rosemary produced a huge smile for her daughter; it seemed to end their talk, placing both mother and aunty back into the focus of a Saturday afternoon shopping trip.

Rebecca offered her purchase forward to her mother. Lindsay pushed the bag with their other skimpy purchase deeper into her coat pocket so as it would not be seen and commented on.

‘Oh that is nice’, remarked Catherine, as Rosemary held up the nightie on its own.

‘Yes it is’, commented Rosemary, ‘very pretty and a nice pair of knickers to sleep in too’, she said peering in the bag, oh and change too. Rebecca passed back what was left from the five pounds.

‘Well off home I reckon’, suggested Rosemary, ‘it’s enough for one day’.

Back at London Road the girls helped Rosemary to prepare the tea. Rebecca felt her mother was a little distant but she often was, perhaps she was thinking about their little holiday down to the coast, when dad would be back for a break.
After tea they all went into the lounge to watch TV but it soon became tiresome for Rebecca and Lindsay, it was the usual Saturday night programmes of game shows and Opportunity Knocks. They excused themselves early and drifted off to Rebecca’s room, it didn’t overly concern Rosemary, she had other thoughts, the homecoming of her husband.
In the bedroom, Lindsay and Rebecca just talked, about school at first, then family and ambitions. Then it got round to boys and how in the main, many were just uncouth and show offs at their age, both agreed it was good to go to an all girls school and for the moment and not have them around.
And then, without prompting Lindsay said, ‘I can show you another way to kiss, do you want to learn?

Rebecca looked deep into her friends eyes; they had that look again, a kind of determination but also affection. ‘Of course’, she replied wondering for a moment how you could possibly kiss in a different way.

Lindsay moved towards her and their lips met, so soft and passionate. It consumed Rebecca it always did, she felt weak and willing and too it created little feelings elsewhere. Then it changed, their open mouths twisting and turning lustfully consuming one another. It sneaked inward to find hers, swooping down on it and surprising its owner but what came with it was the most wonderful feeling of being drawn inward, inward to become part of Lindsay, to become part of each other.
Rebecca was captured, their tongues danced around each others mouths, interlocking and burying themselves within each other. Well it felt that way, who was who and did it matter, it felt truly wonderful. Her brain felt like it was suspended, floating in her head, relaxation consumed her body and her little nonny became wet again.

Lindsay, felt she was with Dianne again and it was again their first time, there was innocence and yet at the same time a demanding passion. This was how she had planned it, her seduction, her need and desire to have these feelings, she wondered if it would ever be the same with boys?

Onward they journeyed into the kiss, their bodies sinking and rolling into the bed, Lindsay stopping and placing affection in places on her friends neck. And then she was unbuttoning Rebecca’s dress, downward to her waist; her pretty little vest went upward exposing the puffiness of her swollen nipples. The tongue was there too, swirling around the growing buds. Her fingers found the navy gusset too, seeking out the already damp material. They pushed inward tracing her once again, teasing her little nonny into submissive humping.

‘Let me undress you’, pleaded Lindsay kneeling over her and pressing home the demand by finding the secret place through her knicks.

Rebecca moaned and nodded her head in a helpless way. It felt so good, how could she refuse.
Lindsay retrieved their afternoon shopping, Rebecca’s baby doll nightie and the matching knickers they had both bought. Rebecca lay helpless in expectation and willingness. For a moment she felt like a toddler waiting to be dressed but there was more than that, there was love and affection in this; she wanted her friend to do this, touch her body and take her to her new found world of feelings.
Her navy school knickers were slowly eased from her hips. In compliance she assisted lifting her self to feel the elastication give and yield as they slipped over her bottom. Little tingles rushed through her thighs as Lindsay exposed and stared and her mound. For a moment Rebecca thought and hoped that a finger would trace her but it didn’t, just the lust from her friend’s eyes satisfied her.

Off they came at her ankles and were gone along with their warmth. Then there was a tickle, the scalloped frill of silky nylon stroked her skin. She watched them traverse upward, zig zaging from one leg to the other, their royal-ness vibrant and oh so sexy. Her little minge wept in anticipation of meeting the puckered and soft cotton of the new crotch, they were pulled into place. There was an expectation too, as fingers smoothed and adjusted them in a girly manner. But it didn’t happen, instead a kiss on her tummy that had her bucking her hips in a demand to be touched.
Then her dress and vest were disposed of leaving her to feel like a young woman in new and sexy underwear. Her new nightie came next, Lindsay hooking it over her head and Rebecca helping like some compliant child. It was straightened and pulled into place, the fresh and new material sending whizzing feelings through her body as it brushed her nipples. Lindsay looked down on her; she had that look about her again.
‘Will you do me’, pleaded Lindsay.

Rebecca was on her feet and immediately and felt her wetness as she moved. She slipped in front of her friend and kissed her intently, slipping her tongue willingly into her mouth. She swung an arm around her neck to find the back zipper and listened to run along its track. Her hands went to Lindsay’s hips to hoist material upwards. She watched as first her grey school knickers came into view, her crotch, the tunnel legs and then the expanse of grey over her flat tummy. She picked up Lindsay’s sweet fragrance too as it wafted from between her legs; it meant something now, something delicious and nice.

Her skin was soft and smooth, upward to meet her little bra, its soft white cotton so virginal. Over her head went her dress, leaving her in a state of changing room undress. Rebecca twisted the little clasp of the front fastening bra and let it fall. The small and developing breasts that she so longed for herself were exposed. They sat there ripening like a little Satsuma’s topped off with a Cherries. She was drawn to them, her lips closing in to take one into her mouth and copy Lindsay’s actions on her. It was soft and warm, it made her think of milk and she sucked on it in plenty.

A finger of encouragement slipped over the silkiness of her new royal knickers, it probed and found her, soon dampening them with her wetness. This was nice but they both had to be the same, Rebecca found the tautness of school knicker elastic and tugged. Her fingers traced to baby soft skin of her friends buttocks as she lazily tugged downward. Soon gravity was helping them along with wiggles from Lindsay’s eager hips. She kicked them away.

First one foot and then the other, the sexy nylon tickled her ankles too as Rebecca helped her friend into them. They were tugged upward, stretching the little puckers as they went before finally coming to rest on her hips. Rebecca was attentive, ensuring they sat snugly and where they should, especially around the legs. Her fingers worked the elastic before finally coming to rest on the silky gusset, their deep kiss starting again just as she found Lindsay’s eager furrow.

They stood swaying to the rhythm of their tongues, little moans slipping unavoidably from their lips. Frantic fingers copied each other in hooking virgin nylon to one side to find their little cunts. Compliantly there legs opened giving each the opportunity to finger like no boy ever could. Slowly they finger fucked each other and listened to the sticky sounds of wet sex.

Gradually they manipulated each other towards the bed, Lindsay stopping to remove her friend’s nightie. Rebecca’s nipple entered her mouth and sweet lips teased them into life. Minutes passed where they both gorged on lips, breasts and fingers and then Lindsay stopped.

‘Do you want a come again’, Lindsay asked.

Rebecca nodded with embarrassment.

‘Would you like a special one’, Lindsay probed.

Rebecca nodded again.

‘Ok’, Lindsay whispered, ‘but you have to do me first, I’ll show you how’.

Lindsay went to her bag and produced a hair brush. To Rebecca it looked new and never used, she watched as Lindsay removed the plastic brushing bit sliding it out of the little groove where it sat. She stared at what was left, the handle about 4 inches long opened out to a wider bit where the brush had sat. The handle was kind of bulbous; quickly at one end it ballooned outward, and then narrowed to the stem of where the brush would sit. Rebecca had never seen a penis, just crude drawings that were bandied around the classroom, the brush was like that.

Lindsay waved it round in the air in a kind of saucy dance. ‘Would you like to try’, she asked trying to tempt her friend.

Of course Rebecca knew exactly what she meant but was a little shocked and scared. ‘I don’t know’, she replied, ‘will it hurt?

‘Not if we are gentle’, assured Lindsay, ‘let me show you’.
Rebecca was joined again on the bed, Lindsay taking the central position, lying backward her head on the pillows. Her short baby doll nightdress again exposed the new and silky royal blue knicks. Rebecca watched them stretch as her friend opened her legs; already there was a streak of wetness where her excited cunt lay waiting.

Her fingers were at the elastic pulling them to one side. Her sweet and maturing sex was now on full view, the little down was spread thinly over her pubis and a ripe little slit glistened in expectation. Her movements were in slow motion, all the time watching Rebecca’s reactions. The brushed hovered and teased and then she finally witnessed herself its approach.

It spread her with a gasp before nudging forward just a fraction. Rebecca saw her friend’s wetness leak around the tip as it waited for movement. And then it slipped slowly inward, sliding in a goo of excitement. A little gasp expelled uncontrollably from Lindsay’s lungs and she watched Rebecca watching it slowly disappear.
It sat there for a moment, to its hilt and Lindsay let go of it and clenched her muscles around it. She bit her lip too as it satisfied her body. Then she had it again, slowly moving it inwards and outward in a mimicked fuck. Her gasps came and went as it entered her. Rebecca watched her satisfaction, now curious herself with what it would feel like. She saw too Lindsay’s lubrication stringing itself along the plastic, she knew then she wanted to chase this pleasure too!

‘You do don’t you’, gasped Lindsay.

‘Yes I suppose so’, replied Rebecca with some apprehension.

‘I’ll help you, make it nice’, promised her friend, ‘but’, she said changing her mind ‘will you do me first?

Lindsay’s found pleasure had altered her plan. Her thoughts had first gone to Dianne and Lindsay’s first time with a brush. It was the innocence of it that did it, the careful insertion and slow little fuck, she wondered if Rebecca doing it to her would bring all that back.

Rebecca had moved forward, as much in fascination and to do what she was asked. She wanted to watch intently too how that delicious handled slipped in and out of her friend’s nonny. Her hand gently moved to take the place of Lindsay’s, it quivered too, which in turn gave Lindsay a little rush of excitement.

Her fingers held back the silky knickers, she watched as the brush handle slipped and slod between her friend’s puffy lips. Her own knickers were soaking too, wet with anticipation that this would soon be inside her too. Her actions were slow with uncertainty, not wanting to cause harm and yet eager to give pleasure.

‘Slowly in and out’, commanded Lindsay orchestrating own her pleasure.

Rebecca began a slow fuck, mimicking Lindsay’s own actions. She watched the sticky lubrication generously coat the handle. Little sticking sounds kissed the air too as Lindsay gripped on the improvised cock. The musky fragrance of her willing sex filled the air and added to the game that these two little lovers played.
Lindsay gasped at every stroke, every stroke that brought back memories of the first time with Dianne but this was better, Rebecca’s innocence made it feel all the more pleasurable and she wondered if it would always be this way, yes there would be more times and other teachings too! Her legs trembled, giving her signals of the impending journey. They increased at every push and pull and she watched the handle disappear alongside the silky royal blue.

‘Touch my bump’, she demanded with urgency.

Rebecca swooned over it pulling in her friend’s wetness to circle it in the sticky goo. It was enough to have Lindsay thrusting forward to meet handle and finger in desperation and fulfilment. 

‘Do me’, she whispered in the throes of her orgasm, her hips gyrating and meeting every little inward fuck. Her head rocked from side to side as her one way journey progressed, her legs involuntary opening and closing to enrich every moment. And then it was gone, the need subsumed into gratefulness as she leaned forward to find Rebecca’s tongue.

‘Nice ’, she breathed into her mouth and finding her innocent lovers willing love.

They feasted on each other with lust and passion, Lindsay’s fingers went straight to Rebecca’ silky minge, finding and tracing her. Rebecca watched as the brush handle was slowly withdrawn, the sweet nectar of her friend glistened along its length. She watched also her friend prepare for her turn, her fingers hooking to one side her own silky knickers.

‘Shall we have them off’, Lindsay asked knowing full well she wanted to witness the phallic little brush without hindrance.

Rebecca could only moan eagerly as Lindsay first pulled them to one side and teased her little nonny. Her fingers continued to play around her friend’s slippery labia as one handed she eased those sexy knickers downward. At her feet they were unceremoniously kicked to one side so her legs could be greedily spread.
Lindsay prompted her to move towards the edge of the bed, to let her bottom perch at its edge. She wanted to sit between Rebecca’s gaping thighs to especially watch the whole thing. Dianne had insisted in doing for her on her very first time while she enslaved herself to her cousin.

Rebecca elbowed herself upward to watch, she wanted to see everything and gasp at the anticipation. The brush handle travelled between her thighs like some space ship about to land. It hovered over her smooth puffy lips and waited whilst Lindsay’s thumb and forefinger spread them. Rebecca felt the warmth of her wetness cool on its exposure and fixated on the pretend penis that was about to nudge her.

It traced her deliciously following her little slit upward and downward and the centred itself before slipping inward. Lindsay listened to her friend’s little moans as she purposely kept sat in her entrance. She made it throb with minute movements of her fingers and wrist so that it bounced inward and outward with the smallest of movements.

She watched Rebecca hips thrust in an eagerness to have it inside. It would be soon, she thought but let me enjoy this first just as Dianne had done with her, she breathed in the pungent fragrance of Rebecca’s sex that was now only inches from her face. A little push had it travelling on its way.

Rebecca felt it expand her; excitement ran through her body as it traversed inward filling her little sex. God this was out of this world she thought, better than all the riding of armchairs and touching, was this what a boys cock would feel like? Inward and outward it plunged in a surreal world of mock intercourse, well at least that’s what they called it at school, intercourse. The intense pleasure took over her body and her mind. At this moment in time there was nothing else, no other thoughts other than the expectation of this little phallic symbol going in and out. At each stroke it brought pleasure and tingles that zoomed around her nether regions warming and relaxing.

Then knowing feelings began to emerge, shocks that came from inward, shocks that couldn’t be controlled. Her hand went down to entice them but Lindsay saw it coming and brushed it away to replace it with her own. A finger found it, teased it and lubricated it just as she had done minutes earlier. It seemed to be a switch, that little button, touch it correctly and there was a journey to beyond. Lindsay had found it and co-ordinated it, the little brush handle, going slowly inward and outward and her finger pressing and swooning.

Rebecca was floating and time had disappeared, spasms filled her body creating wave upon wave of tingly nice feelings. A crescendo exploded, there was no more just an ebb of relaxation and breathlessness, this was better than fingers, better probably than boys.

Later they cuddled in under the covers occasionally kissing and showing affection, sleep came fast.

The next morning Rebecca woke first and lay there bewildered at her experiences. She mulled them over in her mind, justifying them and telling herself that all was right, wasn’t it just part of growing up. Yes it was she told herself, she wasn’t a lesbian, it was about learning about her body and who better to learn with than Lindsay her best friend.
After a while she began to realise she could hear her mum talking on the telephone downstairs in the hall. It was unusual for a Sunday morning and she looked at her watch to check the time. It was just after 9, that was early and she wondered who she was talking too. She stayed on for a long time too, she wondered who it was.

Both girls got up at about 10 and made their way down stairs. They found Rosemary as usual in the kitchen and she quickly had them settled down with breakfast.

‘Honey, we need to take Lindsay home soon’, suggested Rosemary, ‘I need to collect Sarah too and I need to talk with you both about your father’s job’.

Rebecca was about to complain but she saw the seriousness in her mother’s face, this was important and now was not the time to argue.

