
Undercover Friends

— OK, kids -- I just talked to the highway patrol, and the bridges across the river will be closed all night because of high water, 

There’s a collective groan from the cubs standing and sitting in the entrance hall of Riverbank Elementary, as the principal shrugs and scratches between his antlers. Almost half the school’s students are still there, their busses cancelled or turned back hours ago.

— So, the city has sent a van with field cots and blankets, and the janitors are setting them up in the auditorium for the boys and the gymnasium for the girls. But the best news: Subway have donated 200 subs and sodas! They’ll be here in 20 minutes!

The mood lifts instantly, A blue-eyed panda girl turns to Quiry with a grin.

— Oh, I hope there’s some with guacamole, I love those!

The panda is from the year below Quiry, but after a second she recalls her name. Jalka.

— Yes, those are good.

— Let’s make a deal, first one to get to the boxes grabs two and we share?

When the principal comes back an hour later the two girls are huddled in a corner, sandwiches consumed, giggling over a phone game.

— Listen up, kids! The cots have been set up, but there wasn’t room for all of them so some of you will have to double up with a friend. Good news is, we got a some boxes of disposable toothbrushes too. Make sure to get one — and to use it!

— Now scoot, you know where to go! Ten minutes, and then I don’t want to see anybody running around the halls, and everybody should be in bed in half an hour. Talk to a teacher if you need help or just need to talk, we’ll be around all night!

Jalka grins and gets up, reaching down to help Quiry to her feet.

— We can share a cot, OK? Finish the game and, well. Pretend it’s a sleepover?

Quiry nods, and the pair walks down the halls still holding hands, swinging their arms back and forth. Eager to get back to the game, they pack their outer clothes in their book bags the minute they reach the gymnasium and slip under the covers in panties and t-shirts.

Quiry somehow finds herself as big spoon, looking over Jalka’s shoulder as she handles the mobile, guiding their bakery owner to fame and success. The slender panda girl is a lively bedmate, changing position all the time and pressing herself back against the squirrel. Finally the game is over, and Jalka turns her head and smiles at Quiry.

— Mmm, you are nice and warm. Wanna sleep like this? I always sleep with my sister, though she says I’m too restless. But she’s just a complainer.

Jalka giggles and wriggles closer, pulling the other girl’s arm around her waist as she waits for her answer. Quiry has to smile back.

— Well, we sort of have to, don’t we? But try to relax a little, OK?

The lights have already been turned down low and the girls’ sport coach is trying to break up the noisiest groups of chatterers and get them to lie down, but the panda and the squirrel are already feeling the effect of a long stressful day, their eyelids drooping and only an occasional giggle-inducing remark passing between them.

They are almost asleep when the gymnasium doors open noisily and the sound of grumpy complaints bring them back. Groups of older girls are entering, still in outdoor clothing, their winter boots loud on the hardwood floor as they look for sleeping spaces.

— There you are, Jalka. That looks real cozy!

The voice belongs to an older panda girl, green eyed this time. She grins at Quiry.

— Hi there, I’m Tia. I’m her sister.

As if that was introduction enough she starts taking off her clothes, quickly stripping to her panties. Even her very short crop top is packed away, leaving the seventh grader’s pointy breasts in free view for a while as she complains to the two younger girls.

— It was all so stupid. The bus driver didn’t listen to the radio, and the police had to tell him to turn back, but then we were stuck in a queue for like three hours, and we didn’t get any food, I only had a Snickers. I heard you had sandwiches, did you save one for me?

The younger girls can only shrug, they didn’t even know there were other students coming back to the school. Meanwhile Tia is rummaging in her gym bag, coming up with a t-shirt and a bottle of sports drink.

— Lucky it was gym day, though, and I saved this. Now move over.

The panda puts the bottle down on the floor after a few sips, and a little more dressed now she lifts the corner of the blanket and slips in behind Quiry, nestling in close as she covers all three again.

— I hope I’m not too cold!

Quiry can feel the older girl’s breasts pressing into her back, even through two layers of clothing. The cot is not really made for three people, but at least it’s the two pandas who are going to have to deal with the metal frame.

And it’s not really clear where all the arms and tails are going to have to go. For now Tia’s hand has ended up on Quiry’s bare thigh, resting there quite naturally, and the young squirrel has to remind herself that this is just normal panda sleeping habits. Especially when Tia’s fingers start to comb through her fur.

— Mmm, you really are soft. You’re Quiry, aren’t you?

Getting a nod back, the older girl nuzzles her nose into the squirrel’s neck ruff, whispering with a giggle.

— Oops, coach is looking at us. Gotta be very quiet and stay still....

But Tia’s fingers aren’t being still. They have already traced a long and leisurely path down Quiry’s leg, and now they are coming back, past her panties, over the smooth cotton of her top. And Jalka is joining in now, her hand lying over Quiry’s as she guides it down over her belly fur —  shorter and stiffer than Quiry’s own, letting her feel the firm, smooth skin below as the slim cub squirms in pleasure, her stubby tail rubbing against the front of Quiry’s panties.

Somehow it seems hot under the blanket now, and for a moment the squirrel is aware that things are going to happen if she doesn’t stop them right now. But Jalka has been so fun to be with, and it feels safe, here under the blanket with two warm sisters. She closes her eyes and relaxes, starting to move her hand over Jalka’s slender waist herself.

There are no words now, young hands slowly exploring under a rough blanket as the lights are turned out and the shapes on the cots nearby grow still in sleep. So slow, that when Tia’s fingers finally reach and circle Quiry’s nipple through the t-shirt she has been expecting it for minutes, biting her lips and wondering how it will feel. And when the older girl’s palm settles over the spot, caressing the soft swelling that is the first start of womanhood, it makes the press of her much larger breasts against the squirrel’s back seem almost insistent.

But for a while it seems that things will go no further, as caresses turn drowsy and slow. But then Jalka gives another wiggle, as if to wake herself up a little, and turns her head to look back at the squirrel from the corner of her eye — and what looks like a teasing grin. And then — she has taken Quiry’s hand and moved it down to her panties, spreading her legs so she can put the other girl’s fingers against her crotch.

Quiry can suddenly feel the folds of another girl against her fingertips, for the first time in her life, but even through the thin cotton it’s clearly the same as her own. And it doesn’t need much urging from Jalka before she starts rubbing in that special spot she knows from herself.

The first sharp little breath from the younger panda is answered by a low chuckle from her sister, prompting her hand to start moving again. Soon her fingers are curled around the front of Quiry’s thigh, softly urging it to move as she whispers very low.

— Usually it’s me that helps Jalka fall asleep. Want me to help you instead?

And somehow, in that tight, warm huddle, it only seems natural for the squirrel girl to lift her leg, just like the panda in front of her, their thighs touching lightly as the older panda slips a hand down to cup her panty-covered mound. Quiry can sense how the older girl pulls her other hand from under her body and finds her own pleasure spot.

And then there is nothing but hot secret movement, young hips bucking under young fingers, and faster breathing, and little almost suppressed whimpers. And drowsy cuddles. And sleep.

*   *   *
— Morning, Pandas, it’s a quarter past five! Rise and shine!

A large adult panda is standing at the end of the cot, tugging at the blanket which is tightly wound around Jalka’s torso and barely covers the tangled limbs of the other two. A wide smile flashes at Quiry from inside a parka hood as the girls groan and rub their eyes.

— And hello, young lady, didn't see you there. Sorry to wake you up but we need to get back to the house while the water is down. Want to come along and get breakfast, your parents can pick you up from our place?

The two panda sisters look at Quiry with grins that hint at what might happen after breakfast, waiting for her answer...


