Jack and Jill Short Story 3
Jill lay back on the grass, a book beside her on the lawn, enjoying the warm Saturday sunshine on her face. She heard a car arrive and the trill voice of Aunt Gemma, talking to her mother in the kitchen. 

Jack joined her on the lawn a few minutes later. Dressed in new flannels and tennis shirt, he looked handsome in an odd way. Pity he was her cousin, not that she fancied him as a lover, but Jill had a special yearning for him. It was three weeks since that fabulous night of adventure when he had kissed her where she least expected. 

She still thrilled at her own naughtiness, allowing him to slip off her knickers, opening her legs without shame, raising her knees instinctively to allow his tongue to slither along her nonny until the tip reached into her opening.

She’d thought about it many times, alone in bed at night as she explored the wet, pink flesh inside her lips, circling the hardened tissue of her love bud, going so far now and then as to dip a finger into the opening where she had felt Jack’s tongue.
Jill rolled onto her back and glanced at the house. They were out of sight of the kitchen window where her mother and aunt were chattering. 

She sat up. Raising her knees and placing them close in a ladylike gesture; she pulled her blue gingham dress around them. Jack sprawled in front of her, staring unashamedly at her legs. She knew he could see under the back of her skirt, all the way up to her grey knickers.

She parted her knees a little, reaching for her book, giving him a full frontal of her gusset and the knickers running down to her pert bum. She was fascinated by his Adams apple, moving down and then up, ever so slowly. He was swallowing hard  and she knew enough about him now to guess that his thing was swollen. She peeped at his trousers but couldn’t see it because he was lying on his side.

They chatted about family things, neither wanting to bring up the subject of what had happened when they last met. Aunt Gemma’s voice interrupted. “Your mother and I are off to town, Jill, will you be all right here with Jack?”

Of course. I’ll be finishing my book, and Jack can look after himself, said Jill. The cousins watched as their two mothers climbed into Dad’s Wolsey and crunched down the drive, leaving behind aunt Gemma’s black Oxford.

Jack moved immediately – reaching over to lift Jill’s summer dress off her knees and peep at her knickers. 

“Ah, ah!” she said, thrusting her frock lower on her knees. “They could be back any minute. We don’t want to start anything.”

Jack twisted and turned. Jill could see his swelling now as he lay on his back. “Please,” he said, “let me see something for a few seconds at least.”

“You want to see my knickers?” she asked, knowing the answer. 

But instead of giving him a glimpse, she jumped to her feet and made for the kitchen. 
“Do you want a drink?” she asked, apparently unaware of his need as she strode off with a toss of her pony-tail.

A minute later she was back – sashaying across the grass, a glass of orange juice in each hand. Jack accepted his with a disappointed sigh. Jill liked that. She knew what he wanted, but some devil in her said no, he would get only what she wanted to give.

She sat near him, her knees turned modestly sideways so he couldn’t see up her clothes.

“Do you still want to see my knickers?” she asked in a voice that sounded more off-hand than she felt.

“Of course,” he said. “Please, just one look.”

Jill reached behind her and slipping up her dress, pulled a pair of navy knickers from where they’d been hidden in her waistband. She watched his eyes light as he spotted them. 

She thought about a dog drooling as it saw a bone it was about to be offered. She knew what he liked by now - her musky, talc-perfumed scent on the gusset of knickers she’d worn. She retrieved yesterday’s from the kitchen wash-basket. She’d worn them all day sitting on a hard, hot, school seat as her nonny perspired into them. For a moment she hesitated about handing them over. Maybe the aroma is too strong, even for Jack’s horny nostrils, she thought.  

But curiosity got the better of her. She wanted to see if his sparking blue eyes would dance with delight again, as they had when she watched him first sniff knickers in her bedroom three weeks before.

She tossed them at him but missed. He scrambled across the grass and picked them up swiftly, as though they were a treasure map. He sniffed before turning them inside out to bury his nose in the gusset. Even at this distance, Jill could see the white streak between the legs where her nonny had leaked.

She felt a twinge of embarrassment. But the sight of his Adams apple moving as he inhaled deeply reassured her. 

“Can we go upstairs?” asked Jack, his voice pitched higher than usual.

“Of course not,” she said. “They could be back any minute.”

He sniffed again, like a bloodhound about to follow a trail. 

“Well, just give me a little peep. We don’t need to do anything else.”

Pretending to be doubtful, Jill stood and glanced towards the side gate, listening carefully for the sound of a car. Then, without a word, she raised her dress slowly up until the legs of her grey, cuffed knickers were in view. Slower still, she lifted it higher, and then higher, until the frock was around her bust, displaying her entire knickers and part of the bare mid-riff beyond her navel.  

She heard Jack gasp with what she assumed was pleasure. The cool breeze on her naked thighs was nice, but a new warmth had appeared between her legs – and she knew she had flushed down there in response to the excitement she had caused in him.
Slowly, like a ballet dancer, she turned – displaying the back of her knickers straining against her rounded bottom. She fixed one leg, pulling it down slightly on her thigh before doing the same to the other. He was staring as though hypnotised.

It was something Jill struggled to understand. How could he get so excited by merely seeing her bum and her knickers? She might not have understood it but she liked it. She loved his admiring gaze and the bulge she knew she had caused, now plainly visible through his light grey flannels.

She tugged at her waistband, pulling it high at the back so the knickers slipped neatly into her groin, stretching tightly on her mound. Then she turned to face him – the outline of her nonny clearly visible before she dropped her dress.
“That’s it,” said Jill. “I’ll get in trouble if they come back.”

“Can we go upstairs, just for a minute?” asked Jack.
“I’ve told you no already,” she was beginning to get cross at his stupid requests.

“Would you like to have a drive in our car?” he asked. “The keys are in it and I will have my test soon.”

“But you can’t drive it till then,” said Jill. “You’d be arrested.”

“Who’s to see?” he said, “We’ll just go up to the lake. It’s only a mile.”

Jill knew she should say no, but some spasm of naughtiness made her hesitate. The warmth between her legs was now a hot flush  and she could feel a dampness down there that was unmistakeable.

“OK. I suppose so. It’s better than having you mess about here.”

She brushed grass clippings from her skirt and turned towards the house. 

“I have to go to the loo first,” she said, moving quickly towards the kitchen door.

He followed, as she knew he would. Upstairs, she quickly flicked up the back of her dress, pulled her grey knickers to her knees and sat down. She was still half-way though when she heard, through the half-open door, Jack climbing the stairs.

He pushed it open and stood watching as she tore off some paper and stood to dry herself.

She knew him too well by now to know he would not miss a chance to see her with her knickers around her knees. She stood and pushed her dress to one side, tucking it under her left elbow. Slowly, as though on a stage, she reached her hand far between her legs and drew it forward along her bare nonny, pausing to turn the paper slightly and repeat the process twice, and then three times. 
She knew from the slippery progress of the paper that she was wet down there, very wet. She glanced quickly at the soft yellow paper and saw a glistening mark along it before she threw it between her legs into the bowl. She straightened up to face Jack, watching his eyes dance as she hoisted the knickers over her hips, much more carefully than she usually did, and straightened the legs neatly, pulling them firmly so the knickers clung to her nony, making its outline plain.

As she dropped her frock into place and washed her hands Jack said: “Let’s go in the bedroom.”

She couldn’t believe he could be so stupid. Did he want them to be caught?

“I told you no. How many times do I have to say that? And where are my knickers?” He produced her worn navy knickers from his pocket.

“Be careful with those,” she said. “If anyone sees you with them I’ll say you must have stolen them from the wash-basket.”
He leaned over as she passed, putting a hand between her legs and trying to kiss her.

“Jack!” she roared, “if there is any more messing about I’m not going to go in the car.”

The leather seats were hot, burning the back of her thighs as she sat into the front passenger seat. She pulled the back of her dress down, giving some protection.

As they turned onto the road she found herself pleasantly surprised at Cousin Jack’s ability to handle a car. They sped along the deserted, tree-lined country road, not too fast, she thought. At the lake, Jack turned the Oxford so that the nose pointed towards the lane, where any other vehicle or walker might come.

Jack leaned over to kiss her. “We haven’t time for that,” she said, regretting that she sounded so snappy.

“Well, we’re on our own, let me have a look then.”

She knew what he meant. One part of her wanted to do what he wanted; the other worried about someone coming along. Perhaps a policeman would arrive and ask for his licence.

He asked again, pleading this time in a whinging voice. Staring ahead, watching for any movement from the lane, Jill eased her bottom off the seat and, lying back, raised her dress to her belly.
She loved the deep sighing sound he made. It gave her goose-pimples on her back and she felt her thigh muscles twitch right up to her groin. The heat between her legs made her feel like her nonny was melting. She knew it wasn’t due to the hot sun beaming in the windscreen.

Her reached across and gently pushed the grey knickers into her cleft. She could feel the moisture soak through them. They felt like a wet rag between her legs.

Jill whimpered and gave a deep sigh of pleasure. Even though he was a bit stupid, Jack knew how to get her going.

She closed her eyes and wallowed in the bliss. His other hand was under her buttocks, lifting her bum higher as his finger caressed her nonny.

“Let me see it,” he whispered.

Jill opened her eyes and blinked in the strong sunshine. She glanced at Jack  and saw his thing was outside his trousers, swollen, pink and glistening.  

Wordlessly, she drew aside the right leg of her knickers, allowing sunshine to fall on her nakedness. She slid a finger along her cleft, amazed at the wetness which had spread beyond it to her lips. 

Jack took her hand and placed it on his thing, guiding a tiny finger and thumb onto the soft flesh covering his dome. His moved her wrist so her fingers teased his tip. 

But Jill was pre-occupied. Her nonny was gasping for attention. She withdrew her hand and put a finger back on her cleft, probing for the tiny, hungry swelling she knew was inside, hidden under a mound of pink flesh.

Jack took her hand away, pulling it impatiently towards his thing. 

“You do it yourself,” whispered Jill in a barely audible voice. 

She placed her hand back on her nonny and watched as he played with his tip, rolling it back and forward to reveal and then hide the slippery pink dome. 

Her fingers had found their objective now and she sighed deeply as she slid the flesh back to press on the peanut-sized triangle of firm tissue. She closed her eyes and pressed again.

She had those lovely feelings all over. Her thighs were pulsing, her bum split contracting and somewhere deep between her legs there was twitching as if a tiny circle was opening and closing.

Jack was fumbling at the buttons down the front of her dress, parting the cotton bodice to get access to her bust. Jill remembered she wasn’t wearing a bra, but she didn’t care now. His hand cupped her tiny boob, lifting it high, making it feel weightless and tingly. His fingers reached inside to gently tease her stiffened nipple. 

As he twisted it between finger and thumb, Jill’s back arched, moving her bum so far off the seat that she was almost standing. She pressed hard again into the secret place in her nonny and shudders pulsed through every part of her. 

She gasped for air and lay back on the seat, her dress still above her waist. For a few seconds she was lifeless. Then, though hazy eyes she looked at Jack. His hand was moving quickly, pumping at his thing. She could see her navy knickers in his other hand, held tightly across his penis. 

He groaned loudly and she watched as his white stuff pumped again and again into the knickers. Then he, too, fell back exhausted. 

“We’d better go,” said Jill after a few minutes. She was feeling guilty. “I shouldn’t have gone in the car with him. What if Mum finds out? She’ll kill me.”

Jack fixed his trousers. As he started the car she said: “Where are the knickers?” He lifted them silently from the floor and handed them over.

“If anyone found those with stains on them we’d both be in big trouble,” she said. She folded them neatly, dry side out, and then lifting her bottom off the seat, hide them down the back of her grey knickers.

They were both silent on the few minutes drive home. When Aunt Gemma and mother returned, Jill was lying on the lawn reading. Jack was in the kitchen listening to a match on the radio.

“Everything OK?” asked her mum. “Of course,” said Jill. “Jack looked after me, well until he went inside to listen to that stupid match. Her mother smiled and turned away. 

End  

