





                                     GILLIAN´S FIRST TIME...





Judy, never a meticulous housekeeper, had been paradoxically compulsive about the arrangement of her -- now Gillian's -- lingerie drawer. The wide drawer was divided into four compartments. One contained ordinary, work-a-day lingerie -- cotton panties, some with tiny floral motifs (generally rosebuds), and serviceable brassieres, all neatly folded, some in sets. A second compartment contained various garter belts, girdles and panty girdles: any garment designed to hold stockings up could be found here. A third contained the stockings themselves, carefully rolled into pairs and arranged according to color. 


The last (and largest) compartment held Judy's fine lingerie, which, as mentioned in a previous chapter, had been mainly purchased by Gilbert himself for Judy's bedroom attire and for their mutual sexual enjoyment. Gilbert had always purchased the costliest of silks and satins, much of it European, most of it embellished with rich lacy trim. Judy never demurred at Gilbert's selections -- everything was always in the best of taste and of unexcelled quality. A streetwalker would have found nothing to her liking in this compartment, or, at least, nothing suitable for her professional duties.


It was to this last compartment that Gillian now directed her rapt attention. She dimly recalled, of course, having seen most of these garments before, as she had, as Gilbert, lovingly picked them out as gifts over the years and having, moreover, removed every one of them from an aroused Judy in the course of their frequent lovemaking. Gillian's feminized consciousness no longer rebelled at the thought that she would very shortly be encasing herself in these very same insubstantial and highly feminine items which, until only hours ago, she would never have let herself be caught dead in. 


She carefully withdrew the ensemble Julian had directed her to wear, a bra-and-panty set in champagne-colored silk, embellished with delicate ivory lace affixed wherever the garments allowed. The ensemble included a short camisole, which, if separately worn, would barely descend below the lower curve of her buttocks behind and would allow the lowest point of her soft, fuzzy triangle to peep out beneath it in front. That is, if she did not raise her arms. It was, we should say, rather brief.


Gillian gathered the incendiary garments in her fingers and turned round, holding them up in enticing and interrogative display for Julian's approval. Julian nodded (and his lips curled upwards in a self-satisfied grin), so Gillian turned her back on him, placed the bra and camisole on top of the dresser, and, turning again to face Julian fully, stepped into her new panties with remarkable feminine grace. 


They felt delicious as they slid up over her legs and her thighs and then caressingly enclosed and encased her, their sensual snugness apparent even before she pulled up the narrow waistband as high as her navel, causing the downy-soft gusset to conform perfectly to her outer labia like a second skin, but of cottton-lined silk and imperforate. Then she ran her thumbs round the inside of the waistband to even it out and let it snap back against her tummy with that delectable little snap she had so liked to hear when she, as Gilbert, had watched Judy do the same. 


Gillian still liked the sound -- even more, as it was now of her own making. Such small female delights were now her own birthright!


The tiny, flat satin bow at the center of her waistband in front -- that badge of femininity she had always admired and now herself wore -- next drew her attention and it pleased her no end to see it, pleased her no end that she must now wear garments adorned with such wildly impractical but eminently sensual ornamentation. She slowly ran the palms of her hands over the smooth curves of her silk-covered derrière, then over her broad, rounded hips, then over her slightly protuberant belly, while closing her eyes and craning her neck so that her rapturous face was turned up towards the ceiling. She shifted her weight onto one leg, and, bringing her thighs closely together, slid her other leg up about three or four inches. In this sylph-like posture, resembling a Beardsley gravure, she stroked herself through the silk of her panties for several minutes, aware that her manipulations had caused her nipples to harden and her cunt to become even wetter and warmer than it had been before.


The panties had two symmetrical panels of lace at the front (with a silk panel between), lacy panels which ran downwards, tapering, to end at the little horizontal seam that defined the frontal termination of the gusset that so softly swaddled her tenderest part; Gillian could feel that the gusset, acting like a wick, was already almost soaked through from her copious intimate secretions. She ran her finger along that little seam and discovered the lingerie designer had deliberately placed it so that it crossed the upper apex of her labia, just like the top of a capital 'T.' Running her finger along that superbly-placed seam and then tracing her own bodily seam downwards caused her to squeal with delight: her eyes opened wide in surprise at the sound she had involuntarily made.


She glanced at Julian, who, smiling again and happily shaking his head to signify he could barely believe the quality of the performance, rapidly rotated his index finger horizontally in a small circle to signal that she ought to get on with the process. She smiled back at him, then languidly turned to the dresser again and took the brassiere in her tiny fingers. It had half-cups of silk topped with the same ivory lace as the panels of the panties she was now wearing in such confining comfort. She slipped her arms through the shoulder straps, and, hands behind her back, grasped both ends of the back band, but did not yet bring them together. Then, in one smoothly coordinated movement, Gillian leant forward, letting her breasts drop into the waiting cups, and, without breaking the flow of her swing, straightened her back and at the same time pulled the ends of the band together behind her and fastened the clasps. She brought her hands forward with the intention of running her fingers round the underwires, but it was not necessary, as she had not pinched her breasts anywhere.


Turning to face Julian again (who had by this time was sitting up alertly on the bed, thoroughly enjoying the show), she watched him unfold his arms to clap his hands softly in silent applause, while nodding his head in admiration for her accomplishment.


Julian made the same impatient circular movement with his finger to hurry her along, but Gillian was by now deeply entranced in feminine mystery and had no intention whatever of rushing through her very first experience with the magic of lingerie, though she also wanted Julian inside her. (Like a child with a popsicle on a hot summer day, she wanted to savor it, yet she wanted to consume it quickly enough so that it wouldn't fall off the stick.) Gazing dreamily at Julian, she merely smiled a self-absorbed little smile, then closed her eyes and stroked the lower convexity of her breasts with both hands to assess how they felt through the silkiness of her bra. They felt wonderful, of course, so she performed another little ritual dance of stroking -- first her breasts, then her rump, hips and belly again, then back to her breasts, her face once more turned to the ceiling, eyes lightly closed and mouth slightly open in rapture.


Only the camisole remained. Gillian eventually took it from the dresser and ran it through her fingers any number of times, marveling at its insubstantiality and silkiness, the impractical daintiness of its spaghetti straps and the broad hem of lovely lace at the bottom. She slipped it on over her head, and, extending her arms high above her, gave two or three provocative little bodily writhes, causing the garment to settle about her. Then she smoothed it down with the palms of her hands, running her fingers over the defining seams of her bra and her panties beneath it. She turned about in what could only be described as a graceful pirouette, then, facing the bed, executed a perfectly feminine low bow, legs pliéed, arms swept outwards and back up behind her like the wings of a swan. 


This time Julian gave Gillian audible applause then extended open arms to receive her. With rapid, mincing steps, like a ballerina approaching the edge of the stage to receive a well-deserved bouquet of roses, Gillian advanced to the bed and took both of Julian's waiting hands in hers.


"How'd I do?" she breathlessly asked, letting go of his hands, twirling around several times while holding out the abbreviated skirt of her camisole, pinkies extended, then grasping his hands again. "Were you pleased? Did I get you excited?"


Julian nodded enthusiastically, and Gillian, furrowing her little brow, continued: 


"I'm not ready to beg you to tear off my lovely new panties, Julian," she said, with an incongruously serious look on her pretty little face, "Not yet," and she provocatively settled herself on Julian's lap, facing him, her legs straddling his waist, her arms draped loosely round his neck. "But now I want you to make me ready to beg you...."


Gillian felt Julian's reburgeoning firmness through the silk crotch of her panties, which impelled her to nestle down on him with small, sliding motions, the consequent indentation of her flimsy garment goading her into preliminary spasms of ecstasy. She allowed his strong arms to enwrap her, drawing her body tightly towards his. She gently nibbled his ear, and added, in a throaty whisper between nibbles, "I don't think you'll have to work very hard. Take me right now....."


Julian toppled himself backwards onto the bed, pulling Gillian down on him, then he rolled over, taking her with him, so that she ended up on her back, her legs still clasped round his waist.


Now, in dead earnest, Julian began his special magic on Gillian, driving her almost insane with his fingers, his mouth and his tongue, (as only one who had been a woman can know how), teasing her through the silk of her panties and bra (the camisole went in the first thirty seconds), whipping her into an absolute frenzy so that, indeed, in less than ten minutes, she began to beg him -- breathlessly to beg him, tearfully to beg him -- to strip off her panties and take her (by then the bra, too, had become a casualty). 


But it was not until half-an-hour later, by which time she had almost fainted from the drawn-out agony of ecstatic anticipation, that Julian finally slid Gillian's panties off her; she lifted her hips to assist him, then felt him ever so slowly sliding them down over the smoothness of her legs, then over her ankles and feet, then she felt them brush the backs of her toes and she shivered deliciously as she felt the cooler air bathe her female nakedness. 


Once free of the soft panties Gillian let her legs fall open to their furthest extent to receive Julian inside her and he entered her with a long slow and tantalizingly smooth glissade until she felt him filling her to her navel (just as he had promised).... and beyond. She gasped at the sensation of having a stiff cock so deeply within her then wrapped her legs round his waist, cinched up her ankles and wiggled her hips to draw Julian in to her body that last little notch until they were utterly merged.


The new couple, so sexually experienced and yet both essentially virgins in their respective new bodies, lay still for a good five or ten minutes, deeply enmeshed in each other, clasped tightly together, delighting in the unique glories of their sexes -- so different, but yet, once fused together, so very similar because of the mutual feeling of absolute physical unity. 


Then they began their primordial dance, with which, we assume, the reader is sufficiently familiar so that the details may be dispensed with in this particular instance. Suffice it to say that Gillian was overcome by the unforeseen power of her orgasm, which rippled and fluttered for some minutes after both of them had stopped moving, after Julian had impregnated her with his seed...














