Jack and Jill Short Story 4
Jill dismounted from her bike and threw it on the grass at the side of Aunt Gemma’s house. She knew her older cousin Jack would be alone, but was surprised to see him cutting the grass, dressed only in black rugby shorts and brown sandals. 

He stopped as she approached through the side gate, greeting her with a sarcastic comment about seeing her knickers as she hopped off the bike.

“No you didn’t,” she said cheekily. “You couldn’t have seen from there.”

“Yes I did,” he said. “They’re navy blue.” He was guessing of course, but it was a clever guess, since Jill was wearing a dark blue gingham summer frock tied in a bow at the back. 

“Go on then,” said Jack, “admit it. I did see them.”

“You’re being silly,” she said, trying to sound superior. “I’m wearing pink.”

“No you’re not,” he said. “Let me see.”

“I can’t – not now, someone might come along,” she said. 

Jill stood silent for a moment, surveying the large back garden which stretched down to a shrubbery and a high, cut-stone wall. She ran her gaze over the empty house before turning to face Jack. He needed to be taken down a peg or two and Jill knew just how to do it.

“Let’s go in the house then,” said Jack, casting aside the lawn mower. “I need a drink anyway.” 

She followed him into the kitchen and watched as he took a jug of orange cordial from the fridge, pouring two glasses before dropping several ice cubes in each.

“Go on then,” he said, facing her with a look of anticipation.
“OK. One peep only and then I must talk to you about something really serious,” said Jill.

Slowly, as if going to the toilet alone at home, she raised her skirt to her waist, revealing her navy Cherub knickers. She wasn’t in the least embarrassed. She knew Jack had seen them before and she knew his crazy interest in seeing her knickers.

Jack gasped and moved forwards saying: “Can I touch?”

But Jill had already dropped her dress and swished it into place with her hands.

“No, first we must talk about the serious thing,” she said.

Jill had been rehearsing this moment since last Saturday when she had seen Jack and his friend Roy down by the river while she and Eva were watching from a hiding place.

“Go ahead,” he said, taking a long swig of orange. “What is there that’s so serious?”

Jill was uncertain how to start, but she was determined to get it out.

“You know last Saturday, when you and Roy were fishing down at the river, Eva saw you and Roy playing with each other’s things,” she blurted out. She was uncertain how he would react.

He coloured deeply and said: “She’s a liar. She never saw such a thing.”

“Yes she did, because I was there with her,” said Jill.

Jack stood open mouthed, shocked at his young cousin’s claim.

But he recovered soon and said with a sneer: “Well, what did you see?”
“You looked at a magazine and you rubbed yourselves and then rubbed each other and we saw your white stuff squirting out before you stopped.”

Jack’s colour changed from flushed red to deadly pale. “You’re not going to tell, are you?” he asked. He was 15 now, but still in fear of his mother.

“Of course not,” said Jill, “but you’ll have to be honest with me.” Suddenly, despite the age gap, she felt superior. 

“What do you mean be honest with you?” asked Jack. 

“Tell me all about it like what was in the magazine and how many times you’ve done that. I’ve seen you before with Roy, you know.”
It was Jack that looked even more embarrassed. “It was just a magazine with pictures of women with their clothes off. It made Roy horny and me horny, so we had to get relief by pumping our stuff out. That’s what boys have to do, the same as girls get periods.”

“What else makes you horny?” asked Jill, ignoring his claim that girls periods and boys rubbing themselves was the same thing. 

She liked chatting to Jack on an equally basis and hearing about things she knew he’d prefer to keep secret. She sensed a warm puffiness between her legs and dampness growing around her gusset.

“You make me horny,” he said, “when you let me see your knickers.”

Jill knew he was changing the subject, but she didn’t mind. It was nice that he said her knickers made him horny.

“How does it make you horny, does your thing swell?”

“Yes. It sticks straight up and I have to rub it to make it go down again,” he said.

“Let me see then,” she said, scarcely able to believe her own voice.

“Let me see your knickers first and I’ll show you,” said Jack, perching on the corner of the kitchen table.

Jill raised her dress and opened her legs a little to reveal all of her navy knickers to the waist. She heard her cousin give a sharp intake of breath. And then it was her turn to gasp as he lowered his shorts to display his long, stiff thing. 

His hand closed his fingers around it and pushed down slowly, uncovering a glistening pink dome with a dark little split.

“Now you let me see your thing,” he said, rubbing his hand up and down.

“I can’t,” said Jill, “not here. What time will your mother be back?”

“Not until after six,” said Jack, rubbing quicker now.

“OK, then, a quick peep - no more. If you want to see it properly we’ll have to go upstairs.”

As she spoke, she pulled her knickers to one side – and with the other hand she parted her nonny lips to reveal the pink flesh within. Jill could feel the slippery wetness on her fingers.

Jack rubbed harder. “I can only see a bit of it. Can I see it without your knickers.”

Jill let her leg elastic snap back into place and dropped her dress.

“I’ve told you! We can’t do anything here,” she said.

He had his shorts pulled up before she had stopped speaking and was at the door. “We’ll be all right in my room,” he said, heading for the stairs.

She followed slowly. No need to let him think I’m as keen as him, she thought.

In the bedroom Jack closed the window and drew the blind. Turning to her he slipped off his shorts off again. Jill marvelled at how his thing pointed straight up at the ceiling. He looked flushed and excited.

“OK,” she said, “I’ll let you see, but you must show me how you rub it until the white stuff comes out.”

She raised her dress, opened her legs and ran a finger along the cleft in her nonny so the navy knickers stuck there, etching its damp outline. Jack was rubbing faster now.

“Take them off,” he said. “I want to see all of it.” 

Jill hesitated, but her excitement drove her on. Slowly, she put two thumbs in the waistband and slipped the knickers to her knees before stooping to take them off. She dropped them on the floor.
Jack moved nearer as she raised her skirt and parted her feet to reveal all that she had between her legs. She disliked the bulging “bump” she had there, made bigger now by the puffed lips of her excited nonny. She hoped he couldn’t see the slipperiness along her cleft or smell the special fragrance of her arousal.
He was beside her now, lifting her knickers and holding them to his nose. He rubbed furiously, his hand making a rapid up and down motions.

“Take off your dress,” he said, breathing as though he had been running, “I want to see your tits.”

“I haven’t got any,” said Jill, hoping he wouldn’t ask again.

“Oh please,” said Jack. “I just want one glimpse.

Slowly, Jill untied the bow on her frock and undid the back snap fasteners. Moving away from Jack, she let the dress fall and stepped out of it. She was naked now apart from white ankle socks and brown sandals.

Jack was pumping like mad. His eyes travelled slowly over his cousin’s body, feasting on the slim hips, bubble bottom and budding breasts. He reached forward and touched one, squeezing a nipple between a finger and thumb until it stood out like a bullet.

Jill shivered as tingles travelled from the swollen nipple, down her back and tummy and surged into her nonny. She wanted to touch herself between her legs, to rub her mound against something to relieve the tension, but with Jack watching, she was too shy.

She closed her eyes, dizzy from the glowing excitement. Suddenly, Jack’s finger was exploring her warm nonny, parting the lips and slithering about in the wet interior.

She opened her eyes and saw that he was still pumping himself with his other hand. “Lie on the bed,” he whispered. Without another thought, Jill moved backwards until her legs touched the cool bed. She flopped, uncertain what would happen next.

Jill  closed her eyes tightly, hoping the sensations she had would go on and on forever.

“Open your legs wide,” she heard Jack croak. Silently, she heaved her bottom back, so she could place her feet, wide apart, on the bed.
She heard him fall to his knees between her legs. From the squishy sounds she knew that he was still pumping his thing. 

He stopped and Jill felt his fingers open her nonny. He was studying the inside, looking at her like a doctor, it was exciting her as much as Jack. His finger probed along the slippery wetness, teasing, until suddenly he touched a nerve and her legs clamped shut in a reflex action.

She knew he had touched the little shark’s fin she’d seen down there with a mirror when she opened her nonny lips in the bath. It was nice and it was tingly but it was too intense. She thought about stopping, pushing him away and watching as he pumped his white stuff out. But she didn’t want this to finish. Her nonny was on fire, demanding attention. 
She reached down. Taking Jack’s hand and opening her legs again, she guided his finger away from her most sensitive spot. She was glad he had allowed her to take control. Slowly, gently, she moved the finger inside of her lips, pressing here, circling there, all the while keeping it away from the tiny triangle of wet flesh which had set her nerves on edge.

Jack’s pumping sound stopped and Jill wondered what he was doing. She wanted to open her eyes, but she was scared the magic would end. She felt his warm breath between her legs and heard a deep sniff as his cool nose touched her nonny. 

Jill wanted to stop. He must be disgusted, she thought. I haven’t bathed since this morning. It must smell dreadful down there after cycling in this warm weather.  She wanted to push him away. To dress and put her knickers on, to go back to the way it had been in the kitchen.

But suddenly, his tongue had taken the place of his nose. She could feel the pointed, wet tip exploring where his nose had been. Jill whimpered with pleasure as tingles pulsed and danced in spasms to every part of her. She bit her lower lip, but the sounds kept coming. 
She sighed, a deep sigh of contentment as the tongue wandered into every corner of her pinkness, probing, caressing, seeking, new pleasures. Jill knew it didn’t smell nice, but she didn’t care. If it suited Jack, it suited her. She wondered how it tasted. I’ll bet it’s yucky, she thought, as the tip pushed at her pee opening.
And then she panted. I sounded like a dog, she thought. But her thoughts were swept aside as the tongue slipped right inside. The unexpected invasion made her stop breathing. She’d never felt anything like this before, another presence inside her body, wriggling wet, making her squirm with a pleasure she never knew could exist.  As if driven by instinct, she parted her thighs wider, opening the way for the tip to go deeper. It curled around, teasing the inside of her opening, making her grunt and sigh like a hungry baby animal.
Jill began to feel herself falling, falling and falling as if she had jumped from an aeroplane without a parachute. A hot breeze was blowing across her naked body, caressing parts of it she didn’t know existed. She felt a finger and thumb on a nipple and realised the fingers were her own, teasing her nipple into a diamond-hard rounded button, standing erect on the flattened mound of her soft, fleshy, budding breast. 
For a moment Jill thought she had passed out, but slowly she drifted back to reality, and found she was shivering, although she was bathed in perspiration.

Jack was beside her on the bed now. She could feel his stiff, wet thing against her thigh. He rolled over on top of her.
“No, Jack,” she heard herself say. “I don’t want to.” She closed her legs tightly, feeling her slippery juice being squeezed onto her inner thighs. 

“I just want to touch my thing against you,” he said, moving so that it was pushing into the triangle between her thighs and nonny. Jack moved again, heaving himself up on his elbows and Jill felt his thing slip deeper between her wet thighs.  

“Don’t, please! I don’t want it inside me,” she gasped, still breathless from her flight through space. 

But he ignored her. Jack was moving up and down. His thing was sliding back and forward, slithering over the outside of her nonny lips. In her mind, Jill surrendered. Jack’s pushing against her mound reminded her of the many secret pleasures she had alone, pressing her thing on her mother’s mattress.

She knew from his panting that he was nearing the end. She felt dizzy again, that pleasant dizziness she had a few minutes earlier. His warm, wet thing thrusting into her bare triangle was nice. She loved the way his wetness was adding to her moistness.
Jill rested her hands on his smooth, tight bottom. A deep feeling of satisfaction engulfed her. She was so relaxed that she could sleep. Jill listened to Jack’s increasing puffing. She guessed he was about to squirt, as she’d seen him do at the river with Roy. She clamped her legs harder – gripping his throbbing thing between her thighs. She drew his bum forward, pulling him into her, feeling the wiry hair on his crotch push against her hairless mound. Thrills ran from between her legs and into her tummy. She wished she had another hand so she could caress her nipple.

And then Jack whined a low moan and Jill felt her wetness gush along her nonny and drain in rivulets down to her bottom, coating the cleft between her cheeks with slipperiness. 

Jack moved back. Kneeling on the floor he asked; “Have I wet the bedclothes?” 

Jill jumped to her feet, panic-stricken that they had left evidence for her Aunt Gemma to discover. She inspected the bed where her bottom had been. A dark wet patch was clearly visible. 

“Don’t worry,” she said, “it will dry out soon.”

“But mother will be back in half an hour,” said Jack. “What if she comes in my room.”

“Tell her you spilled orange juice, silly. She won’t know any different.”

Jill picked up her dress and went to the bathroom. As she sponged herself, she heard Jack frantically scrubbing with a cloth. Drying herself, she touched nony with two towel-covered fingers. A delightful little shiver ran along her back bringing instant recall of Jack’s thing moving between her legs. 

Slowly, she dipped in one bare finger and circled the blob of flesh which Jack had touched to make her squirm. It was the first time she’d ever put her finger there. It felt deliciously exciting. But she knew she had to go. She didn’t want to be here when Jack’s mother arrived home.

Jill stepped into her dress and pulled it up on her shoulders. Tying the bow she looked in the mirror. Her hair was a mess, and her face was on fire.

She splashed cold water on her cheeks and brushed her hair before returning to the bedroom. Jack was still trying to dry the wet mark. Jill noticed that her navy knickers had moved from the floor to the bed. She knew, without being told, that he had been sniffing them.

“Give me my knickers,” she said, reaching past him.
“Can I keep them until tomorrow?” he asked. “I’ll cycle over with them first thing.”

“No you won’t,” said Jill. “I’m putting them on. I’m not going home without knickers.”

“Please,” said Jack. “I’ll bring them over later tonight.”

“No,” said Jill, “but if you want to come over early I’ll let you borrow a pair for the day.”

“Can you give me a pair that you’ve worn?” he asked. 

“OK,” said Jill, “but I really must go.” 

“Can I have those lovely navy knickers tomorrow?” he said, watching closely as Jill bent to slip them over her ankles and fumble them up under her dress. 

She wanted to ask why he wanted those particularly knickers, but she already knew. Jack wanted to play with them, to hold them against his swollen thing, as she’d seen him do before, and think about when those knickers had been between her legs. She guessed he would sniff them, savouring the musky fragrance and probably rubbing his thing until it squirted. 

The thought made her tingle. It seemed wonderful that she could excite Jack so much, without even being there. She pushed the bike down the road and slipped onto the saddle. The warm, cushioned leather between her legs made her catch her breath as it brought back a rush of pleasure. Jill knew her knickers were wet again. She wished she had borrowed her brother’s bike, with its high, hard saddle which fitted more snugly against her nonny. 
End 

