Jack and Jill Short Story 2
She swept into the room and rushed to the TV. The Beatles were due on Top of the Pops. It was something she couldn’t miss. Her mother called from the kitchen: “Is that you, Jill? How did it the Guides go tonight?” 

Jill mumbled an answer stepping over her cousin Jack lying on the floor to reach the tuning switch. Cheering football fans were instantly replaced by pop music.  

“Hey,” shouted Jack. “I was watching that match!” He rose and switched the television back to the noisy commentary. The figures of footballers running across the screen flickered and died as Jill reached the switch again. 

“What do you think you’re doing? I was here first!” 

Jill’s mum arrived as the squabbling grew. “Jack,” she said in an exasperated voice. “I’m surprised at you. I thought you had more sense.” 

She brokered a peace between them. Jack could watch until half-time, and Jill would see Top of the Pops after that. 

The pair sat in stony silence, both angry. Jill was particularly cross. She only had one chance to see the Beatles this week – Jack could watch football all day on Saturday.

She had been looking forward to another secret game with her cousin as he was baby-sitting her when mum and dad went out for the night. But her anger was so strong that she didn’t care if she ever played with him again.

As her programme ended she stumped upstairs. Banging her bedroom door, she stood looking at herself in the long mirror. She took off her brown beret and slung it on the bed before turning sideways to view her profile, noting that her bum looked more rounded and her bosom more pronounced in the Guides uniform dress, which was getting too tight. 

She pulled up her knee socks and unclasped her wide leather belt to allow the tan dress to billow free. Jack loved her in uniform. She didn’t know why, but she knew it was as important to him as seeing her knickers. She couldn’t quite understand, but she accepted it. In fact more than accepted it – she loved it, for the control it gave over him.

Well, he wouldn’t see her in uniform tonight – or see her knickers. He was a football-mad pig who didn’t deserve thinking about. 
Jill raised her skirt as if to remind herself of what Jack was going to miss. Serves him right, she thought. She watched as the guides dress slipped up above her waist – revealing her brown, uniform knickers. 

She patted her rump, smoothing the interlock cotton knickers across her buttocks, easing one leg down a little to shift the tension of the elastic to another spot on her thigh. She faced the mirror and ran a hand across her tummy to move some wrinkles onto her hip. With two hands, she grasped her waistband at the back and, opening her legs and bending her knees, she tugged hard, feeling the interlock gusset tighten into her nonny.   

She studied her shape, moving close to the mirror to examine the clear outline of her lips beneath the thick brown cotton. Then, for no reason she could understand, she used a middle finger to draw a line along her warm, damp gusset, so the cleft in her nonny showed clearly. 
So much for Mr Bossy Jack, she thought. It will be a long time before he sees nonny again.

Jill’s mother called from the hall: “We’re off. Be in bed when we get back.” She heard the door slam and the car crunch down the drive.

“Huh,” thought Jill. “I’ve a good mind to go to bed right now.” 

She took off her tie and unbuttoned her dress. As she stepped out of it she heard Jack climb the stairs and go into the bathroom. She moved to the door and, opening it slightly, listened as he peed noisily into the toilet. She wondered if his thing was swollen. A tiny shiver ran up the inside of her thighs and her nonny flushed with a warm glow.
Jill turned away and stood in the middle of the room, listening, and watching herself in the mirror as she hitched her knickers higher, tracing the outline of nonny again with her finger. She was much warmer and damper there than she had been a minute ago and she knew it was Jack’s presence nearby which had caused that. 

She looked at her bosom and thought it was the stupidest bust she’d ever seen. It didn’t even fill out the A cups on her size 28 bra. She pushed them up and wondered if she should use cotton wool from her mother’s drawer to give them a more rounded shape. Her fiend Martha used cotton wool underneath her boobs to lift them higher and swell them out. 
Jill felt a tingle as her fingers brushed her nipples. She put a finger and thumb inside her left cup and softly tweaked one. The response of her body was instant, delicious little shivers on the small of her back and a tingling just below the hairline on her neck. 

She quickly withdrew her fingers, scared of the effect they had created but just as quickly her middle finger seemed to fly to her crotch, pushing her gusset far into her nonny lips and pressing on her favourite spot. The dampness down there had been replaced by a distinct wetness.

She heard the bathroom door open stealthily and Jack tip-toe to her partly open door. Her anger welled up. “Does he think I’m so young and so stupid that I can’t hear him sneaking over to have a peep?” she thought.

Outraged at his earlier behaviour, she faced the door, thinking: “I’ll show him that I can play a secret game on my own. I don’t need him!”

She parted her legs and bent her knees. Facing Jack’s viewing position at the crack near the door hinges; she stroked her nonny as only she knew how. She realised her excitement was due to the thought of him watching a few feet away as she masturbated, knowing he would be swelling and stiffening as he stared at her, wearing only a white bra, brown knickers and white knee socks.
“Can I help?” His whispered voice was barely audible through the door. 

“No thanks,” she said politely, pretending she was aware that he was watching. “I’ll be downstairs as soon as I’ve changed.”

It was Jack who had taught her that what she did down there with her finger was called masturbation. She thrilled as she remembered their conversation sitting on the lawn, while mother watched from the kitchen window, ignorant of their sexy discussion.

Jack was certainly knowledgeable. But why not? He had been with many big girls and even women. 

He told her lots of things. That grown-ups called a nonny a cunt or a pussy. That his thing was called a prick or a cock. That girls who allowed a cock to slip inside their cunts got a much bigger thrill than from having their nonny stroked. He told her about finger-fucks, and how a boy could use a finger to bring a girl off by slipping it in and out of her vagina. He said all boys had to masturbate every day and that they called it wanking. That was a boys’ secret, just as girls had secrets.
But she had taught him some things, too. He wanted to know all about knickers. How warm her gusset got after a day sitting at school. How many pairs she had in what colours, and how many her friends had. How did she get the beautiful scent she always seemed to have on the crotch of her knickers. How often she changed them. 

She thought most of his questions stupid, but she loved the way his blue eyes sparkled as she revealed some girlie secrets in return. She knew, despite her mother watching as she did the dishes, that Jack’s thing was swelling inside his trousers as she spoke. She loved that thought, that she could do that to him.  
As Jill thought about the power she had over Jack, she slipped a hand down the front of her knickers and slid a finger along her cleft. It never ceased to amaze her how wet it could get and how quickly.  

She ran the finger along her curved, smooth lips, feeling their bloated, slippery outline from back to front. Then she dipped inside to explore the pink interior, searching for the little peanut hidden beneath folds of engorged, slimy, interior flesh.

She didn’t care that Jack was watching now. She was too far gone, rushing along on a crest of a wave. Her left hand moved to push up one bra cup and tease a nipple with a finger. 

She bent her knees more, moving down like a limbo dancer until she was almost crouched, her knuckles working furiously inside her knickers. She whimpered and sighed, over and over, and then she slumped to her knees, her head spinning with pleasure.
Jill rose slowly and flopped sideways on the bed.

“I love to see you cum like that.”

Jack was beside her, stretching himself out on the bed. She wanted to tell him to go. To get out of her room. To go and watch his football. But a little voice told her she needed more.

She had that “ache” down below, a strange sensation like hunger was gnawing at that mysterious place where her pulsing thigh muscles and her clenching buttocks met.

She rolled on her back, uncaring, as Jack’s hand reached between her legs. She didn’t mind that her knickers were sopping wet. Once, she would have been ashamed to be touched there when they were like that. But now it didn’t matter.

Her knees rose and her legs opened wide as Jack leaned over and planted a kiss on her tummy. His head moved lower, his lips brushing her wet cunt through her knickers. “Oh My God,” she thought. “I shouldn’t even be using that word about my nonny, but here I am, unable to think of it as anything else when I’m so hungry for what I need from Jack.”

He kissed her again, his saliva mixing with the juice which had soaked through her knickers. It was nice. More than nice, it was making her feel more excited than when she had masturbated.
She heard him sniff deeply. “Can I take them off?” he asked, tugging at her waistband.

She raised her bum without a word and lowered her legs so he could slip the knickers over her ankles. She lay back, exhausted but excited, and raised her knees again, parting her thighs wide.

Jack kissed her bare mound, his lips moving down until he was kissing her nonny like a mouth. She shuddered as the tip of the tongue slipped along her wetness, delving deep to tease her labia. 

Her juice was gushing now, mixing with his saliva to make a stream which was flowing down her nonny lips and both side of her groin. She wondered if it would stain the bedclothes. What if her mother noticed?

Her train of thought was interrupted as the tongue reached the centre of her nonny. At first she thought it was probing the opening where her wee came from, but she could feel it dipping in somewhere else – in the place where she got a pleasant “ache” when her thighs pulsed and her bum clenched.
Jill whimpered as the tongue slipped inside. She wanted to push him away, but she didn’t want this to stop, she didn’t know why. One part of her brain wanted her legs to open wider, to grab his head and push it closer to her nonny, to thrust the tongue farther in. But another part was sending signals to her legs, telling them to clamp shut because the pleasure on her nerves was too intense.

She pushed him away. She needed to get her breath back. He didn’t resist, rising to his feet, breathing like an athlete after a long race.

She lay there drained of energy. Her hand moved to her nonny and she lazily circled a finger inside, marvelling at the swollen size and hardness of the little man in the boat which had become too sensitive to touch. She stroked the labia around it, wetness trickling down her finger.

She opened her eyes, a hand searching for her knickers so she could wipe some of the oily film off her hairless outer lips. But Jack had them, holding them against his nose.

She smiled, recognising that this was his Achilles heel. No matter what happened she was his. She knew his secret. She knew what sent him mad with need.

“I have to wank,” he said, adding, “do you mind?”

She smiled: “Why should I mind?”

“Because I want to cum in your knickers.”

She smiled again. “So what, they’re already soaking. But I want to watch. I want to see all of it outside, not covered by my knickers.”

Jill leaned up on her elbow. She was fascinated by how he moved his fingers around the sleeve of flesh covering his tip – exposing the glistening pink dome inside before the soft tissue closed over it again like a stage curtain.

She dipped into her cleft, teasing around the little peanut, coating her finger with mucous. Then she reached up to where he stood above her and put the finger inside the soft cover on his tip, mixing her juice with his. They smiled at each other.
“Do you want to wear Millie’s knickers?” she whispered.

“No, it’s too late. I’m going to cum soon.” His words made her thighs spasm. The cleft of her young bum closed so hard that it seemed to electrify the opening where Jack had put his tongue when he licked her earlier. She could feel the ring of muscles around it contract and then relax, over and over.

Jill put her finger into her nonny again, pressing to the left of the little man in the boat so hard that shudders ran up her back. She took her left nipple between her finger and thumb and squeezed it – so hard that she thought it must hurt, but it didn’t. It just added to the tingling in both her tiny breasts.

She was on her back now, drifting in a warm sea of pleasure. She wanted to rise up again, to see Jack wanking. She wanted to see him ejaculate. As she thought of that, a rushing climax swept over her. With a final effort of will, while her nonny was still pulsing its intense satisfaction, she leaned up on her elbow, just in time to see his white stuff jet into her knickers, over and over and over again.
He flopped down beside her on the bed. They lay silent for ages. She took his hand and kissed it, smelling his finger where her musky scent was mixed with his.

Jill had a sense of foreboding. What if? What if my mother comes back early? What if my juice has left a stain on the bed? What if Mum notices Jack’s guilty look and tired, pale face when she returns?

She jumped to her feet. Shooing him to one side she kneeled and inspected where her bum had been on the bed. There was a damp patch, but not as big as she had expected. It could easily be explained.

Jack was another matter. “Come on Jack,” she said. “Go and wash your face and freshen up your clothes. Mum will be here soon.”

He pushed her knickers into his pocket. “No, no,” she said. “You can’t take those, they’re my Guides knickers. They’ll be missed.”

She crossed to her dressing table and pulled out a pair of fresh grey knickers. “Take those if you want a souvenir,” she said. 

“Can you give me worn ones,” he answered. Jill noted that despite all that had happened he was now firmly back in her control. She moved to the used linen basket. 

“Take these,” she said, throwing him the navy school knickers she had changed earlier before going to the guides. 

“Did you wear them all day?” he asked, sniffing deeply at the gusset. 

“Of course, I did,” said Jill, “you don’t think I sat in school all day without knickers on.”

Jill was on the settee, in her dressing gown and pyjamas, when her parents arrived. Jack, looking less flustered, was sprawled in an arm-chair.  

“I thought I said you were to be in bed when we arrived home,” said her mother.

“Nah, nah, nah,” said Jill.

“We were playing a game,” said Jack. “Jill is really good at scrabble. She beat me every time.” 

They smiled at each other, sharing their special secret, as Jill said goodnight and went to bed. She hoped she would remember to take the brown cum-stained knickers to school with her, so she could wash them in the loo away from her mother’s prying eyes. She already had an excuse if the damp knickers were discovered later when her mother was loading the washing-machine. She would say she had “an accident” when crouching over the toilet bowl at the guides. 

She could hear her mother saying: “How many times have I told you to hold the back of your knickers forward when you go?”

In her head, Jill was already saying: “Nah, nah, nah.”
End 

