This is a follow on from Jack and Jill chapters 1 to 4.  However this is a collection of short stories co-written with the help of my friend Colleen. Each story has no connection to one another apart from a distinct period feel and hints to a culture that is so typically and perhaps morally Irish. This does not detract from the subject matter but rather it enhances the understanding of the behaviours of the day. I especially like Colleen’s perspective of how a girl would think and react to a subject that was always regarded as taboo.
Jack and Jill Short Story 1
Jill tip-toed slowly upstairs, hoping the odd creak did not reveal her presence in the old house. On the landing, she paused looking at her sister Millie’s partly open door. Carefully, she prised it far enough to see into the bedroom. 

Jack was there, his back turned, fumbling with the clasp of Millie’s netball skirt. As it fell from his hips, Jill had a sudden intake of breath. Jack was dressed in a tee-shirt and old maroon school knickers.
Her first thought was that she was glad Millie was long gone, off to stay in teacher training college, leaving behind the remnants of her school wardrobe.

Her second thought was that she was glad no one else was in the house. With mum and dad away for the night, cousin Jack was baby-sitting her.

Jill stood motionless, watching as Jack admired himself in the mirror and smoothed Millie’s knickers over his bottom, adjusting the legs and waist to this way and that. She was surprised rather than shocked.

Since she could remember, she knew of Jack’s interest in knickers. She had played games with him when they were younger, tumbling over so he had a good view of her undies as her skirt flew up. It was Jack who, by his constant staring, had first unintentionally alerted her to the interest in knickers many boys and men had.

Over the years since she first knew this, she had studied how males reacted to quick glimpses. How they could be made to look flustered when she sat so they could see up her clothes. At first, she had believed they wanted to look at her still-skinny legs and thighs. But over time she realised that the greatest impact was when they could see through her partly open knees to the interlock triangle covering her nonny, or when her legs were crossed, when they could peep up her thigh to the leg of her knickers.  

It was a game she never tired of playing, although one she could only play in secret, when circumstances were right, and there were no other girls or women around. That was part of the fun, doing something naughty which could never really be discovered by grown-ups because, if challenged, she could always claim her knickers had been revealed accidentally, or that she hadn’t known someone could see up her clothes. 

Jill was a natural performer from an early age. She had the ability of many clever girls to project a silly, foolish, even innocent face as she tossed her pony-tail and crashed down on a settee, giving a one-second peek at her undies.  

Jack was her best “victim.” At times she had watched his face a flush as she apparently absent mindedly reached a hand under her skirt to pull down her petticoat, or straighten the leg of her navy knickers. At other times, to tease him, she would delicately scratch the red mark on her white thigh where the elasticated leg had marked it. Her favourite time for playing the peep-show game came when they watched TV. She would sit with her knees raised; watching the flickering black and white screen, while Jack sprawled on the floor, his eyes constantly darting in her direction.  

From the beginning she had noticed that he always sat or lay facing her. There were times when he went for weeks without ever a peep. Times when she chose to play with him, the way she had seen Snowball her cat play and tease with a mouse in the garden.

She had learned over a long period how to tease. There were so many tricks to try, like rising from the armchair and nonchalantly hitching up her knickers at the waist, without lifting her dress. Or suddenly fumbling under her dress when they both pretended Jack wasn’t looking and pulling first one and then the other cuffed leg higher, before dropping her skirt in place and walking from the room.

It was hard to determine which excited him more, a sudden and brief peep of the triangle, or a long scuffle with her hands under the back of her clothes, pulling up her knickers without him actually seeing anything, leaving it all to his imagination. 

There were times when they both came near acknowledging that they were aware of the game, like when Jack was play-fighting with her on her bed one wet Saturday afternoon and somehow her dress was around her waist and he was “wrestling” with her legs, while his face was suddenly buried in her navy knicks. She felt his breath against her nonny, but the sound of her mother and aunt’s voices downstairs made her jump up and end the game.

Sometimes, she lay in bed and thought about asking Jack why he was so interested in her knickers. She knew of course. Instinct told her that he, like other males who stole crafty glances at her knickers, wanted to know, perhaps see, what secret she had inside them.

All this went through her head as she watched Jack open Millie’s bottom drawer and rummage through her untidy pile of school knickers. Like Jill, Millie was a hoarder. There was underwear there, torn and outgrown, which would never be worn again. 

Jack’s bottom looked really slim and deadly white, she thought, as he stepped out of Millie’s maroon knickers. He sniffed an old pair of navy knickers and pulled them on. It was fascinating to see him pirouette and turn, admiring the knickers in the mirror, fixing them like any girl would. 

She wondered too what to do next. Push open the door and confront him, or steal quietly downstairs with this new secret about Jack she had acquired?  

Jill had returned early from the dress rehearsal for the school choirs’ competition. There was still time to slip down to the hall, bang the front door and announce her presence. Jack would never know what she had seen. 

But a stumble as she turned alerted him. The door flew open and there he stood, in white tee-shirt and navy knickers, a bulge clearly visible. It’s hard to say who was more shocked. Jill was embarrassed at being discovered spying but Jack looked even more startled at being caught and very guilty too.

She wanted to say: “What are you doing in Millie’s knickers?” But the words wouldn’t come out.
It was Jack who spoke: “You won’t tell, will you?” He looked shocked and frightened. 

Jill’s heart went out to him. “Why should I tell, silly? What is there to tell?”

“About me, putting on knickers.”

“Of course not,” said Jill. “Why should I tell? I dress up all the time!”

“But not in knickers,” said Jack. 

“Well, what do you think these are?” Jill giggled as she raised her skirt to show she also was wearing her navy school knickers. For a moment, she thought the ice had been broken and that they could laugh off the incident together. But Jack suddenly burst into tears.

She hugged him, stroking his shoulders and back like he was a young child, despite the fact that he was so much older, just as she would do with a girl-friend in similar circumstances. Her hand brushed his bottom in comfort, stroking the navy interlock cotton against the warm skin of his hip and buttock. For a moment she forgot this large, tearful creature she was cuddling was a male.

But she came back to earth when her finger-tips, trailing across from hip to tummy encountered something that was both soft and hard. She drew her hand quickly away, hoping that Jack didn’t think she was shocked or disapproving. She was more startled than anything. It was the first time she had ever touched anything like that. It seemed so alien inside Millie’s knickers and she marveled at how it felt mysteriously soft and yet hard at the same time. 

Jill held his face in her hands and looked into his still wet, blue eyes. “Honestly,” Jack, she said, “It’s me who should be the baby-sitter, not you!”
His tears had given her a strange confidence, making her feel suddenly more mature. She liked the feeling, that she and Jack were equals now.

“Let’s go down and have some drinking chocolate,” she said cheerfully.
Silently, he started to push his knickers down. 

“Oh, don’t bother, you can keep those on if you wish,” she said, realising she sounded like her mother.
It’s amazing, she thought, as she skipped downstairs, how an old pair of knickers has changed everything between her cousin and herself forever.  

She was watching TV and sipping her hot drink when Jack entered, dressed now in his track suit bottoms and tee-shirt. “Have a cup,” she said, nodding towards the coffee table, watching as he bent for a tale-tell visible knicker line. There was none. the track suit trousers were too baggy.

He was still silent as he flopped on the settee beside her.
“Don’t be such a grump,” she said. “What went on in the bedroom is between us. No one will ever hear a word from me, I swear Jack, as long as I live.”

He smiled and softly hugged her shoulders. 

“What’s the fuss anyway? I wear knickers every day and you don’t see me being embarrassed about it!” They both laughed and the tension seemed to leave the room.

She couldn’t understand his inhibition any more than she could understand the compulsion all males seem to have to look up her clothes if they thought there was

a chance of seeing her bare thighs or undies.

She stroked his thigh with an almost imperceptible touch. The light brush of her fingers was enough to tell her that he was still wearing the knickers.

“Why aren’t you sprawling on the carpet, looking up my clothes, as you usually do when you baby-sit?
As soon as the words were out Jill wished she hadn’t said them. She knew she was being too bold because of her new confidence about Jack.

But his response reassured her. He flopped on the floor, facing away from the TV, staring intently, more obviously looking at her legs than he had ever done before.  

She shifted forward and, as though making herself more comfortable, parted her knees slightly, wondering if they were wide enough to display her navy triangle. He reacted immediately, raising himself on one elbow and gazing intently.

“Lovely,” he whispered. He sighed and moved his face closer. 

“Seen enough?” asked Jill, unsure now where the conversation was going. She had never taken the secret game this far before. She wondered if he would tell anyone but how could he, she thought? 
“Not really,” said Jack.

She responded at once, moving forward again, widening her legs so he could see more of her knickers. 

“You’re looking at mine, but I haven’t seen yours,’ she said, again wondering if she was pushing him too far and fast.

Jack pulled his track-suit off his hip to display the waistband of the navy knickers.

“That’s not much,” said Jill. “Let me see the front.”

She couldn’t believe she was being so self-assured with cousin Jack. She felt really grown up, felt in control of him. It dispelled any fear she might have had that he would get out of hand.

Jack slipped his pants down and stepped out of them, turning to reveal the clear bulge in the navy knickers. Jill gasped silently. She wasn’t frightened. She wasn’t surprised. She simply felt a sense of wonderment that she was seeing something she was not supposed to see.

“I’ve let you see what I have, but you haven’t let me see what you have,” said Jack, his confidence returning.

“I haven’t got anything,” said Jill, meaning she had no swelling down there like Jack. As she spoke, she realised how stupid it sounded. She knew what he meant.

Without a word she stood and faced him in the centre of the floor. She was still wearing her school choir outfit, monogrammed navy gym tunic, white blouse with school tie, white ankle socks and black patent shoes. 

She tossed her pony tail and looked Jack directly in the eye. There was no doubt, she thought, he had got over his tearful shock of earlier. Slowly, like a fashion model striking a pose, she raised her skirt above her waist and held it just below the bust with her elbows. 

Without taking her eyes away from Jack’s face, she pulled the loose material at the front of her knickers over her hips and then, in a swift move, tugged the waistband up the small of her back to stretch the navy knickers tightly into her nonny. She knew without looking that her little bulge was outlined. She could feel the knickers pulling into her groin on both sides. 

Jack swallowed hard. His eyes were dancing with what, she wondered. Curiosity, excitement, wonder, perhaps all three. He swallowed again, and Jill watched his Adams apple move down and then up. She felt tiny hairs on her neck rising. 

Slowly, as if alone in the bathroom, Jill opened her legs and placed her right middle finger far between them, drawing it up with a graceful sweep to trace the outline of her cleft, pushing the knickers between her nonny lips.

“Seen enough?” she said, making as if to loosen her elbows and let her skirt fall into place. She hoped he would ask her not to stop, to keep her knickers on show, to let the game continue. She wanted to know where and how it was going to go.  

“Can I touch?” he asked. She hitched her skirt a bit higher with her elbows as he spoke.

“My turn first,” she said, still feeling surprised at her own forwardness.

She brushed her fingers against the swollen thing inside his knickers. There was a wet spot which demanded to be explored. Slowly, she groped around with a finger and thumb, feeling something inside slide in the wetness of the cotton under the pressure of her fingers

“Does that hurt?” she whispered, frightened that because of the urge she had to grope his thing she might injure it. Down below, hidden inside her own knickers, she had that warm sensation between her legs which she got when she lay astride her pillow at night. The dampness around her gusset felt wetter than perspiration.

Jack reached for her. His finger had a silky touch as it traced along the cleft of her nonny. Jill shivered, not with cold, but with an excited, tingling feeling. Her thigh muscles tightened, contracting the inside of her buttocks, causing an upward, sucking sensation somewhere in her hidden pinkness.

They staggered, still pawing each other, to the settee. Jack took her hand and guided a finger and thumb onto his swelling, showing how to push and pull the part where wetness was seeping into the navy cotton knickers.

She responded by steering his finger to the spot where she most wanted it, demonstrating how and where she liked to be stroked, opening her legs wide so the finger pushed her knickers into the dripping pinkness.

They lay exploring each other through their knickers for ages, the silence broken only by heavy breathing, with occasional moans from Jack. Jill whimpered from time to time as wave after wave of tingling pleasure swept through her body. Her nipples began to prickle with a strangely pleasant form of pins and needles.

“Can I see it?” gasped Jack, breathing heavier. 

Jill hesitated. No one had ever looked at her down there like this – with her legs wide open. What if he doesn’t like what he sees? What if I smell? The gooey juice between her thighs was bound to have an odour. She could detect the musky scent herself, even at this distance. Perhaps he’ll end the game, disgusted at what my bare nonny looks like. 

But the exhilaration overcame her fears. She closed her eyes. Raising her left leg she placed it on the back of the settee, putting her other foot on the floor and raising her skirt until it was under her chin. Never in her life had her legs been so far apart. Slowly she drew back the cuffed leg of her knickers. The air felt fresh and cool on her hot peach.

She felt Jack’s hands carefully part her lips. Only then did she discover how wet she really was. What felt like the contents of a shampoo sachet was dribbling down, over the twin crests of her swollen nonny lips and into her groin. Her knickers were sopping wet as far back as her bum.

She wanted to swab it dry, but her hankie was buried in the pocket of her skirt which was inside out and tucked under her chin.  

She opened her eyes as Jack groaned. He was kneeling back, his glazed eyes fixed on her bare cleft. His had taken his hand away from her nonny and he was moving it back and forth on the swollen thing inside his knickers.

Jill was feeling dizzy, a wonderful lightness in her head like she was on the highest, fastest chair-o-plane she had ever been on in any fairground. Her thigh muscles were tightening and relaxing on their own. It was as though someone else was controlling them.

Each pulse along her groin sent a spasm of pleasure into her inner buttocks, making her narrow bum-cheeks clench. Her pink interior sucked and gasped with an ache like hunger. Unable to stop, she reached down. Opening her nonny, she dipped her right middle finger into her wetness, seeking the little piece of rigid, wet flesh. 

She found it immediately, swollen and solidly stiff. She marveled at how it had grown since she washed it in the bath that morning. Sliding its slippery cover back, she pressed once. Jill heard Jack moan. Her finger pressed again, more firmly, as quivers gushed along her spine and prickles made her little breasts come alive. She lifted her bum high off the settee and arched her back as she slipped into a fit of ecstasy. 

As if from afar, she heard Jack moan loudly. She opened her eyes to see he was above her, kneeling back holding the swollen thing as wetness spread rapidly across his knickers. 

She heard herself whimper and give a deep, peaceful sigh. Then she lay back, so relaxed that she felt like sleeping for a week. She could never remember being so delightedly satisfied before. 
She may have been there two minutes, or two hours. Time stood still.

It was the sound of car wheels crunching on the gravel drive which aroused her. In a flash she was on her feet, fixing her knickers, smoothing down her gym-slip and pulling the bow from her pony-tale. Switching on a dim table lamp, she turned off the standard lamp and raised the sound of the television to wall-shaking level.

Jack had just scrambled into his track-suit bottoms. She heard him bolt the bathroom door as Mum strolled into the room followed by Dad, who turned off the TV. 

“Why are you still up?” mother asked, glaring, as Jill pushed her long hair behind her ears and yawned.

“I fell asleep after the Cliff Richard show and Jack didn’t waken me.”

Her mother looked closely. She has a sixth sense, thought Jill, she always knows about things and you are left wondering why.

“Your new gym-slip is heavily creased,” said Mum “What on earth were you doing with it.”

“I told you,” said Jill. “I fell asleep in it, is that a crime now?”

“Don’t you be so rude, Miss. I’ve told you before to change out of school clothes as soon as you come home. Now get to bed right away.”

Jack arrived in the room as Jill gathered up her books and departed. She was glad to see there was no obvious wetness on his grey track-suit, but he looked so guilty that Jill could have shaken him. 

As she undressed, she stood near the long mirror in her vest and knickers, admiring her shape. Her bust was still too small, but it was well shaped and her bottom had a roundness she hadn’t noticed before, at least not till she had felt Jack stroking it.

She climbed into bed, determined to explore with her finger the little piece of hard flesh which had felt like a peanut hidden inside her nonny. This was what the girls in school whispered about, ‘the little man in the boat’, which boys were never supposed to touch because it made you unconscious and a boy could then get you pregnant. 

As her finger slipped into her still-wet cleft, she wondered how long it would be before Jack was back to baby-sit. Then she fell asleep in contented drowsiness.  

