Jack and Jill chapter 4

Jack and Jill continually found ways to be in each other’s company today was no exception. Jill had persuaded her mother to let he go conkering with Jack. It was a very bright and sunny late summer’s afternoon and the little brown treasures were much sought after.

Because of the warmth of the day Jill had been allowed to wear one of her older summer dresses and warned not to come home mucky. When Jack first caught a glimpse of her in this he was excited he would have sworn the lightness of the fabric had given him a view of navy blue knickers underneath.

As usual Jack had his trusty grey haversack complete with his sneaked out groundsheet. The haversack according to Jack's thought patterns was ideal for collecting conkers. By now Jack and Jill were becoming inseparable and both knew that any conker gathering
would be done at great haste.

Away from her house and entering the lanes Jack took the first opportunity to pull Jill in a gateway and kiss her on the lips. He pulled her towards him and took her in his arms and found her soft lips. As always his head began to spin as his little cousin’s freshness began to enter his nostrils. His hands found her waist and hoisted up her dress to find her
delightful school knickered bottom. Jill knew exactly what his actions would be it had become a regular thing, given the opportunity. Jack always wanted to know what colour her knickers were for the day and given the chance touch and feel their softness.
As he kissed her now letting his tongue find hers his fingers toyed with the cuff leg, pushing under, feeling her soft skin and the heat of her body. Jack felt his erection grow and Jill felt it swell as her taller cousins stiffness pressed into her tummy. There was never any mistake that this was happening she would always feel it through whatever clothes she had on. It excited her to have this effect on Jack and it also started her feelings in her nonny, this afternoon was no exception and she felt the first signs of her own dampness.

Jack monetarily pulled away from her to look over her shoulder. And before he could see Jill had said, 'yes navy blue one of your favorites'.  

He resumed his French kiss with her, satisfied that the navy blues would give them both some fun. He now cupped her perfect little bottom under her dress pulling and molding it in appreciation. Jill felt her nonny lips open and her first leak into her navy talced gusset.

Jack again stopped the deep kiss and beckoned Jill to climb the gate.
'There are some conker trees over the far side of this field', he pointed.
 By now Jill was climbing the gate giving Jack every opportunity to view up her dress to her knickers. She purposely faked her awkwardness as her legs splayed this way and that
pretending to negotiate the bars. Jack got lots of show, her crotch, her bottom and her thighs; he adjusted his cock in his trousers as she got over the top bar. Purposely Jill engineered it that her dress would hook up on her descent giving a full view of her navy bottom. Jack eagerly joined her on the other side and he directed her across the mown field.

Progress was slow for Jill as the bare feet in the sandals would catch the odd bit of grass stubble. Still Jack was very helpful guiding her across, or so he thought, he had her dress up at the back guiding her with his hand on her navy bottom.
 
'Jack you are not helping at all' she said.

'Walk slower', was his reply, knowing full well this would now give him full opportunity to cup her bottom in guidance. It took a while but they reached the other side.

Jill immediately began to gather a few conkers really of any size or description. Jack was already undoing his haversack to get out the groundsheet. He laid it down in the semi shade so as they would not be in the sunlight but at least be able to feel the summer warmth. He sat on it calling for Jill to join him. Teasingly she had started to gather conkers using the front of her dress as a make shift bowl. She knew Jack would be able to see the v of her knickers and get lots flashes as she stooped to fill it.
 
'Come here', he said, patting a place next to him.

Teasingly again she made her way towards him picking up the odd conker as she neared him. His haversack was beside him and she motioned for him to hold it open so the contents of her dress could be emptied in. She knelt in front of him to empty the dress giving a close-up of her knickered nonny. Immediately his hand whipped around behind her, up her dress and onto her soft navy bum again.

She began to empty the contents in the haversack, Jack watching her every movement. She felt the tenderness of his hand on her knickered bottom as the last conkers disappeared from her dress. Jack didn't miss this action and moved his hand to the front and on her nonny before she had chance to drop her dress. Now still on her knees she felt his fingers tenderly find her through the navy material. It sent a shiver down her spine as he probed at her knicker covered lips pushing at them and opening her up.

Jill moved her feet apart as her cousin touched her intimately. He had become expert at teasing her. The wet slime on her gusset slithered against her moist inner labia making her breasts tingle as Jack eased it slowly up and down inside her cleft. Her young nipples
stiffened against the bodice of her summer dress and she squirmed with pleasure, as the smooth cotton caressed them tenderly.

But she was far from comfortable. Since leaving home she had been wanting to wee. Now, with Jack teasing her down there the urge had become uncontrollable. 

“Stop, Jack,” she said, breaking away. “I have to wee. I’m dying to go.” She moved several feet away to a patch of rough grass. “Look away,” she said, but she knew he wouldn’t. He’d seen her wee several times down at their den at the river but she still felt a shade of embarrassment at the thought of squatting down with her knickers around her knees.

She turned her head, peering through the trees as if to see if someone was coming. But really she was hiding her shyness. She didn’t want to see Jack’s face as he stared at her relieving herself in such an undignified way. 

Turning sideways, Jill raised her dress above her waist and fished with a finger and thumb into the patch pocket on the right leg of her navy knickers to remove a tiny, lace-trimmed white hankie. Many girls carried coins for the bus, along with a hankie in this
“private pocket.” In theory, it was for sniffles or sudden sneezes, but in practice, most hankies were used by younger girls for nonny drying, after a wee in the open-air or in a public toilet where there was no paper. Sometimes now, since she had started playing
secret games with Jack, she had been forced to use her hankie to wipe away the slippery juice that flowed from her when she thought about their fun together. 

Once, while day-dreaming about their adventures at the lake, she got so wet while waiting for the school bus that she was afraid the “goo” between her legs would leak through her knickers and mark the back of her summer uniform frock when she sat down. She’d had to go behind the shops, stand in a back entrance, and use her hankie – pushing it down the front of her knickers to dry first the outer lips – and then wipe it across the inner lips where the “goo” had gathered in the folds.  

Jill thrust her thumbs into the waist band of the navy knickers and pushed them down. She parted her legs and used the back of her hand to push against the gusset, pulling the elasticated legs down to follow the upper part of her knickers gathered at her knees. She
glanced up to see Jack staring intently. He never seemed to tire of watching her take down or pull up her knickers. It was a ritual she hardly noticed, doing it so often every day, but she supposed that even now, after all this time of studying her knickers and the habits associated with them, Jack was still fascinated. She wondered why she didn’t have the same interest in his underpants, or how he removed them.

She moved her legs wider and squatted, pulling the back of her knickers forward with one hand to avoid wetting them. The flow started immediately, bringing a wonderful feeling of relaxation. Jill looked down between her knees to watch the white, bubbly flow rush
out and soak into the grassy earth. There was something especially pleasurable about doing this while Jack was watching. She knew it was so naughty, allowing him to see something he was never supposed to see.

As the hissing slowed to a dribble and then stopped, Jill removed her hand from the back of her knickers and held it poised, clutching the hankie, as she prepared to stand up. She glanced at her gusset. It was shinning with the wetness she knew had come from her. She felt a little embarrassed that Jack had seen this sign of her arousal. She liked to pretend he was the one who was terribly aroused all the time, not her.

She stood and parted her legs wider, lifting her right knee slightly as she usually did to get the hankie part between her legs to wipe away the splashes and the gooey stuff down there. Jack’s eyes were out on stalks. He’d seen her do this before, but he seemed
fascinated every time to see the way she thrust her fingers between her thighs.  

She hoisted her undies in a deft upward flip of each wrist. As she was about to push the dampened hankie back into her private pocket Jack whispered: “I’ll have that.” Without a word, she handed it to him. Jill watched as he held it to his nose. He breathed so deeply she thought his lungs would turn inside out. 

“Beautiful,” he said, rolling his eyes in pleasure. She took the hankie from his hand and sniffed. The tang of her wee was mixed with the musky scent of her aroused nonny and the fresh, clean aroma of a well-washed interlock cotton gusset and perfumed talc.

She leaned over and placed her closed lips on Jack’s mouth. Instantly, his tongue was thrusting against them. She pressed her mouth hard on his, clenching her lips tighter. They had progressed a lot since that first day long ago when Jack had given her a
first-ever French kiss. 

His tongue was probing now, trying to find its way through her sealed lips. She knew he liked it that way. It was something they had discovered together. His hungry tongue needed to be inside her moist mouth but it would only get there after overcoming her
resistance. To Jill, it was a substitute scenario, as if his thing was forcing its way into that forbidden opening between her legs where it had never been.

The tip probed and explored her puckered lips. Jill knew she would have to loosen her lips soon. She liked that sensation as his tongue burst through her defences and thrust deep inside her mouth. His tip was touching the inner wetness of her partly open lips, 
sliding the length of her mouth, exploring to find an opening to break through.

Jill thought about what it would feel like if this way happening down below, with his thing, not his mouth, exploring her willing opening. Someday, she thought, we’ll find out. Someday, the time will be right.

She felt Jack’s hands under the back of her dress, cupping her round, full buttocks through her knickers. Jill shivered with excitement as the hands moved, exploring the curve where her bottom “cheeks” met her long legs. He was feeling her knickers legs now, fingering, moving along the puckered ridges, pulling the cuffed elastic lower, settling them more comfortably on her upper thighs, as expertly as any girl. There was something special about the way Jack did this. It made her see her knickers in a new way.
Before she met Jack, knickers were simply an item of clothing to keep your bum warm and your nonny covered, now they were a source of special thrills. Even alone in bed these days she liked to lie face down on a pillow and tease the back of her knickers, feeling the rucked cotton of the legs, pretending it was his fingers caressing her undies. 

Jill gave a shudder as if suddenly cold, despite the warm day. She knew it was that old sensation. Starting in her spine it ran upwards into her bust and down to her bottom and nonny like arrows of pleasure. Her muscles clenched in automatic desire and the pins and needles in her nipples turned to darts of inexplicable bliss. She pressed her bust closer to
Jack, feeling his chest crush her stinging nipples and suddenly his tongue burst through, forcing its way into her wet and hungry mouth. A warm surge in her nonny told her that one of those rare “squirts” of juice had added wetness to her already soaked knickers.

She teased Jack’s tongue with her own, chasing it around her mouth, sucking it deeper and deeper as though she wanted to have it down her throat. One hand had moved to her nonny now, the other continued to softly caress her globe-like bottom. She loved that
special sensation where his finger pushed her gusset between her wet vulva lips and drew upwards, tickling the little man in the boat. She tried to stop herself whimpering, but couldn’t. Jack was breathing so hard he didn’t seem to hear.

He was moving her now, steering her by the shoulders towards a patch of long, dry grass near a tree. He pushed her back gently and she sighed with anticipation as she allowed him to lower her to the ground. Jill gazed up at the early autumn leaves overhead. Then closing her eyes on his pleasure, she heard Jack kneel and felt her dress rise about her
hips. She lifted her bottom enough to allow him to slip the skirt higher, her frock coming to rest just below her bust. 

She opened her legs to give Jack the full view of her navy knickers she knew he wanted and expected. She could feel him wriggle forward until he was between her thighs, bending her knees so he had a perfect view of her wet gusset.
“Jack,” she whispered, eyes still closed, “kiss me like that again.”
 He moved forward and forced his tongue between her tight lips. She sucked it further in. 

He was lying on top of her now, hugging her, kissing her, pressing his chest against her  tingling bust. His thing was against her nonny. She wondered when he had taken it out of his trousers. Its hardness pressed on her mound, flushing spasms of juice from between
her lips, soaking into her already dripping gusset. 

Jack moved up and down on her, sliding his swollen thing upwards to draw her lips high, then moving down again to partly open them. Her whimpering shudders had become unstoppable. She pressed her nonny harder against his thing, feeling it drag the cotton of her gusset along the inner lips to tease the little man in the boat.

Jack put his mouth to her ear. “I’m going to cum. I can’t stop. I’m going to come all over your knickers.”

Jill remained silent, eyes closed, lost in her own world of ecstasy. She felt him tense and pulled him closer as he neared the end. His hands were under her, cupping her buttocks, holding her tight, caressing her knickers in a sensuous way she never believed possible. 

The first spurt came as she was about to ask him to touch her nipple. She felt its wetness spread suddenly across the front of her knickers near the waistband. It was followed quickly by another gush, lower this time and another, right against her mound. Her hands pushed down the back of his trousers, caressing his bare bottom. Then she felt him go limp and roll off her. Jill was disappointed the end had come so soon.

She opened her eyes and saw him lying on his back, eyes shut, still breathing hard. Some urgent need made Jill touch her left breast. She teased the  nipple softly with a finger. Then, looking at Jack again, she raised her head to see globules of his stuff all over the front of her knickers. It looked like spots of white jelly, she thought, but the she knew it wasn’t, the bleach-like scent she had smelled before, down at the lake, told her what it was.

A feeling of supreme naughtiness overwhelmed her. She wanted more. She never wanted this pleasure to end. Instinctively, Jill dipped into the mess and raised a slimy coated finger to her left breast. Pulling her dress aside to expose her little curve, she anointed
the nipple with the still-warm juice which had shot out of Jack’s body. She wanted to kiss him deeply, to feel his tongue far inside her mouth as the tingling arrows shot down from her breast to her nonny. But he was lying exhausted alongside, apparently uninterested
in any further play.

For a moment she thought about putting a hand down the front of her knickers, about touching her bare nonny, running the slippery finger along the wet cleft to touch the inner folds, to press just once against the little hood, to slide it back and feel the tiny triangle inside. But something stopped her. Jack might think she was too naughty if she did that. She decided to wait until she was alone at home, when she could pleasure nonny as much as she wished against the corner of the divan.

Jill jumped to her feet, adjusting her knickers at the waist and flicking out her dress so it fell covering most of her sun-browned thighs. She could smell Jack’s bleachy-scent even more as she stood. She leaned forward, scared that some of the stuff might mark the inside of her frock. 

She thought about cleaning the spunk (as Jack called it) off her knickers with her pocket hankie. But it was too small, and besides, the scent of him would remain. What if her mother smelled the hankie and lifted her dress to see her knickers covered in damp stains? 

“Jack,” she said, almost as if thinking aloud. “I can’t wear these knickers going home. You’ve soaked them with your stuff.”
 He lay there apparently unconcerned. 

“Jack,” she said again, “I’m going to have to go home with a bare bottom. Why did you have to squirt all of it onto my knickers?” She was becoming worried now as her arousal died away and common sense took over. She knew she couldn’t carry the knickers home. She had no bag, and mother might see them in her hand.

As she spoke, she flicked up her dress and pushed the navy knickers to her ankles. The smell of bleach seemed to be everywhere. She felt it was clinging to her dress and around her tummy and thighs, where the dampness had spread from her knickers. 

As Jill pulled the knickers over her sandals and hung them on a bush, Jack stirred. Leaning on one elbow, he stared at the knickers – and Jill saw that familiar, lustful look in his eyes. “I’ll have those,” he said. 

“No you won’t,” said Jill quickly, but as she spoke she knew that was the solution. She couldn’t carry them home in her hand. She couldn’t abandon them, they were her newest navy knickers, not Cherub like the many pairs she already had in her drawer, but one of two Glen Abbey navy knickers her mother had bought only last week. They were sure to be missed if they didn’t appear in the washing over the next week.

But while she knew that giving them to Jack was the only way out, that feminine part of her that loved to tease, loved to be in control of him, took over. “OK,” she said. “I’ll let you take them home, on condition that you wash and dry them and give them back  and
that you clean up the mess you made on my thighs and tummy.”

Jack looked puzzled. 
“You may not know it,” she said in a voice that reminded her of her mother’s, but your
stuff soaked right through my knickers and wet my skin. It smells yucky when it dries.” She raised her dress to the waist and looked down. She didn’t know if he could see the marks, but she could feel exactly where they were. She stared at the pale skin where her
tummy flattened out above her nonny, there were two quite large patches of dried white, almost crystal-like stuff – it reminded her of salt water stains left on her skin at the beach when she sun-dried after a swim. 

Jack was sitting up now, staring intently at her bare nonny with its pink cleft, snowy-soft against her brown legs. “Give me your hankie,” he said. 

“That’s no good,” said Jill. “It will spread to smell around. I’m scared that my mother will notice before I get to the bathroom.”

“We could go down by the river and you could wash it,” he said. “

“What, and be seen without knickers by anyone who happens comes along?” Jill wondered sometimes about Jack’s stupidity. 

“Well, what will we do,” he asked at last, sitting up. As he cradled his knees, Jill could see his trousers were still open. His thing had swollen up again.

That decided her. “You can clean it off with your mouth. After all, it was you who put it there.” She tried to sound off-hand, suppressing a little gasp of anticipated pleasure as she thought of Jack’s soft wet lips on her belly and thighs and maybe even her nonny. She was feeling so naughty that she needed pleasure now. She couldn’t wait until she got home and rubbed against the divan.

Jack stood and took her in his arms. As his chest pressed against her nipples, straining through the soft, thin cotton of her dress, Jill wondered if girls with larger busts felt even bigger surges of heat and moisture down below. She allowed her mouth to be penetrated by his tongue  and then she was moving backwards as he lowered her into a patch of soft
grass.

She lay back, closed her eyes and allowed him to gently raise her dress almost to her shoulders. She sensed him kneel beside her. Then his moist lips brushed against her tummy around her navel. Her legs opened instinctively and she shifted her bottom.
Raising her knees, she arched her back and pressed her warm flesh against his face with a deep sigh of contentment. She could lie here forever, soaking in this bliss.

She placed her hands on his head, running her fingers through his soft, warm hair as his tongue darted out to probe her belly button. She wanted to push him lower, to feel his lips come nearer where she wanted them to be, but she let Jack think he was in charge. That she was doing this for his sake.

His tongue was teasing her now, crossing her belly and making her shudder with its delicious wetness. He licked the first salty deposit from just above her mound. She wanted to clamp her legs around his head and force it downwards. A surge of wonderful tingles ran along her back and she felt her nonny spasm, dragging with it the muscles of her inner thighs.

He licked her thighs where some of his spunk had leaked through her knickers onto her skin. She wondered how he unerringly found it, was it by sight, or could he smell his dried body fluid off her? Jill wanted to open her eyes and look, but that would spoil the moment. She sighed as his hair brushed her nonny and his head burrowed further between her legs.

She gripped his head and pushed forwards, almost forcing his lips onto her hungry wetness. Jack raised her left leg, bending it high until her foot tipped her shoulder. He’s pushed her dress higher, exposing her small tennis balls. He kissed a nipple, dribbling his
saliva onto it and sucking softly. Jill felt she was about to explode.  

She sighed and then shuddered as his head moved down between her legs and suddenly his lips were gently touching her vulva, kissing her tenderly as he had kissed her earlier on the mouth. She felt his tongue slide along her nonny, probing between her lips, exploring the pink wetness within. 

Jill shuddered as the tip of his tongue moved back her little hood and slithered across the shark-fin shape of the little man in the boat. It was so intense her legs jerked together, crushing Jack’s head. She relaxed again as his tongue moved away from her most
sensitive spot and lingered around the soft pink flesh lower down. The tip was probing, pressing here, pressing there. For a moment, she thought she might do a wee again as it pressed into her smallest opening. And then she relaxed again as it moved away, tickling
the outside of the lower opening. She felt the tip press deep, and knew it was going inside her. 

She gripped his hair roughly, pushing her bottom forward so the tongue slipped deeper. For a moment a wave of panic overwhelmed her. What would happen if he put his entire tongue inside? What if it got stuck? Her panic suddenly disappeared as she started to
shiver uncontrollably, both her legs rising instinctively as her velvet tunnel craved the
sensation of his tongue deep within. For a moment she seemed to faint, then slowly her consciousness returned. She opened her eyes and the trees overhead came back into focus. She realized she was crying. There were no sobs, just tears flowing down her
cheeks, wetting the sides of her long brown hair.

Jack was on his knees, leaning over, asking if she was all right. He looked panic stricken. He kept saying, why are you crying, did I hurt you. Jill sat up and pulled her dress back down to her waist, wiping the tears with her fingers.  She stood and tossed her hair
back, letting her dress fall into place.  

“Are you sure you’re all right?” he asked again as she brushed leaves and twigs from her clothes.
She reached a hand under the back of her dress and wiped some grass and twigs from where they were sticking to her naked bottom. Silently, she crossed to the bush where
her navy knickers were hanging. Lifting them with a finger and thumb handed them to Jack. He stuffed them in his conker bag without looking. They walked without speaking to the edge of the wood.
“Why were you crying?” he said again.
 
“I don’t know,” said Jill.  “Girls cry sometimes with joy or happiness. I wasn’t upset, if that’s what you're worried about.”

As they climbed onto the road, Jill had regained her old confidence with Jack. “I know what you’ll do with those knickers,” she said. Before he could answer with a lie she said: “You’ll take them home and rub your thing against them until your stiff squirts into the
gusset the way you did at the Lake.”

He didn’t answer. “Just make sure of one thing, Jack, I don’t care how often you make your spunk in those, but you must have them washed and dried before I bring them back into my house. I’m terrified mother might smell your scent and inspect them.”          

