Jack and Jill Story 5
Jill knew Jack had been upstairs as soon as she opened the back door. She’d left him for 20 minutes while she collected a parcel for her mother. Jack had arranged for his mother, Aunt Gemma, to pick him up at Jill’s house.

It was his face that betrayed him. He was flushed and looked guilty, avoiding making eye contact. Jill was about to check what he had been doing upstairs when the phone in the hallway jangled. 

“Yes, mother,” she said. “I’ll tell him. What time will you and Aunt Gemma arrive. Yes, we’ll be OK here until six.” She turned to her cousin and relayed the message. His mother had met up with Jack’s mum, her sister, and had been offered a lift home. They would not be here for two hours.

Jill looked at Jack again. There was still no eye contact, although he was chattering about silly things, hoping no doubt to distract her from observing him more closely. 

She offered him a cold drink and excused herself while she went to the loo. He seemed relieved as she strolled out without glancing at him again. He reminded her of Rover, their old dog who died last year. Jill always knew when Rover had been up to mischief. His eyes and his body language gave him away. Boys are like that, she thought, they are so simple, yet they always think they are smart.
In her bedroom, Jill opened the top drawer of her dressing table. A faint familiar scent greeted her, lily of the valley eau de toilette given by her school friend June, for her birthday. Her mother didn’t like her to wearing it, it’s too old for you, she’d said, at your age, so she sprinkled it around her undies drawer from time to time to give her under things a clinging aroma.
Her eye ran across the neatly stacked garments in the drawer. A short, V-neck printed-cotton nightdress which she disliked and seldom wore because of its babyish, ladybird pattern, a pair of peach-coloured satin pyjamas, and beyond that a full-length, pink winceyette nightie which she wore in winter. 

She scanned the middle section, running an eye over the carefully ironed and folded petticoats. Two of the full-length slips were like the ladybird nightie, out of favour because of their babyish style, three others, a waist slip in white cotton with a scalloped hem and two nylon half-slips, also in white, looked undisturbed. But something about one looked not quite right.
She lifted it carefully, exposing the lace hem and saw that it had been folded back on itself, something she or her mother wouldn’t do. She pushed the petticoat into place and inspected the row of knickers on the left.

Jill wasn’t surprising when to see that a pair of her navy knickers had been folded double in the same way as the slip and put back in place. There was something else wrong with the drawer that at first she couldn’t work out.

Suddenly it hit her. A pair of her knickers was missing. She began to count. Four pairs of green uniform knickers, two of pink, two of white, and three grey and three navy knickers. But that’s wrong, she thought, there should be four pairs of Cherub interlock navy knickers there.

She counted again, and looked through the drawer in case they had slipped under one of the other garments. Only when she reached her two little bras (30AA) tucked away at the back did she know for certain that a pair of her knickers were missing and she knew who had taken them. 

Jill was neither angry nor surprised. She had guessed that Jack might be tempted to go searching for knickers when she left him alone in the house. In fact that was why she had gone to fetch the parcel which could have been picked up later. She wanted to give him the opportunity, to discover what he would do.
She’d known for ages now about his obsession with knickers, but it still fascinated her. She went to the bathroom deep in thought. As she sat on the loo, her eye fell on the wicker wash-basket in the corner. Standing, with her grey knickers around her knees, she hobbled over and lifted the lid. On top of the jumble of used clothes, she spotted a pair of her green school knickers, the ones she’d changed yesterday afternoon.

One glance told a story. They were inside out, with the gusset facing upwards. It was as though a murderer in a mystery story had left his picture at the scene of the crime. Jill and her sister, and their mother, always folded their worn undies in a neat rectangle so the gusset was hidden. Never, no matter how hurried she was, would Jill have left her undies like this, on top of the other clothes with the slightly marked gusset in full view. It was a golden rule that after folding, knickers were pushed low in the wash-basket, under her father’s and brother’s shirts.  
She pushed a hand far into the basket. As her fingers touched familiar interlock cotton and a cuffed, elasticated leg, she pulled out her navy knickers. They also had been turned inside out. How stupid, she thought, Jack hadn’t even got the sense to cover his tracks!

She examined both pairs of knickers carefully, cringing a little as she thought of Jack examining them earlier. Her school knickers looked distinctly yucky, she thought. A thin, silver streak marked the green gusset where her nonny had rested during the long school hours yesterday. She sniffed. Disgusting, she thought, well, not to me, because it’s my own personal scent, but how could Jack take any pleasure from that! 

She picked up the navy knickers. The navy of the gusset had faded, turning it almost white from repeated pre-wash scrubbing by her mother. She sniffed again. Her personal fragrance was there, with an added whiff of dribbles. She thought about the Ladies loo in the park. There was never any paper there, and like all the girls, she shook her bottom like a duck to make her nonny nearly dry before pulling up her undies.

She inspected the knickers closer. Holding them high she noticed one of the legs was drooping. Her fingers ran along the cuffed right leg. The elastic was broken! At first she couldn’t take it in. Those knickers were fine when I took them off. How could the elastic have broken in the wash-basket. 

Jill looked closer and saw a white mark several inches above the gusset of her navy knickers. It was only a small stain which had dried out, but she knew it hadn’t come from her. It was impossible for her to have marked her knickers like that. 

And then it came to her in a flash. Jack has been wearing them.. She stood motionless for a moment. She knew Jack liked knickers, in fact she knew he loved knickers. She wasn’t stupid. She’s seen him lots of times, staring at the washing line when her undies were there, watching her legs at every chance he got when they were alone, hoping she’d give him an “accidental” show as she sat down or stood up in her short school skirt. She knew too that he peeped into the pile of washed, un-ironed clothes in the scullery, lifting them to view her knickers hidden underneath, she’d seen him once when she’s arrived quietly into the kitchen. 
Jill had suspected too that he had peeped in her undies drawer before. She’d seen signs it had been opened at times when he’d gone to the bathroom. She’d heard floorboards creek as he tip-toed across her room while she sat downstairs with mother and Aunt Gemma.

But until now she’d never imagined that he would actually try on a pair of her knickers. She fixed her clothes and washed her hands, thinking of how she could use this new information. 

Downstairs, Jack seemed more relaxed, joking and acting the fool. Jill turned towards him and placed her hands on her hips, as her mother did when she was cross.

“What were you doing in my room?” she asked, trying to sound grave and grown-up 
Of course he denied it, beginning to shout in an angry voice. She let him rant for a moment about how she had imagined it.

“Well,” she said, “who else would have disturbed the knickers in my drawer since I went out? You’re the only one here Jack.”

He looked shaken, but continued to bluster. Why would he want to do that? She was nuts to think that. He sounded so convincing that Jill wondered if she had been wrong. Maybe she had only thought he had been in her drawer and rummaging through the wash-basket.
She looked at the clock. It would be at least and hour and a half before their mothers returned. Jill made up her mind to have things out with him. Without a word, she strode out. In the bathroom she retrieved her two pairs of knickers from the basket. She raised her skirt and tucked them both down the back of the knickers she was wearing, so they were concealed under her skirt.

In the kitchen, Jack was having a glass of milk and biscuits. Jill sat on the settee and watched. He was his old, cocky self again. 

“About being in my drawer Jack…” He stopped her with a contemptuous wave. 

“I’ve told you Jill, I wasn’t near your drawer. Now just shut up.”

She flushed with anger. How dare he. How dare he invade her drawer, try on her knickers and then treat her like a childish fool.

“Jack, if you don’t admit it I’m going to ask mummy to look in my drawer to see if my undies have been disturbed. She knows exactly how she folds and puts them in and it’s not the way they are now.”

His face changed colour, first white and then red. He was scared. Jill could read him so easily.

“You wouldn’t dare tell? He hesitated and said: “You wouldn’t, would you?”

Jill remained silent, letting him stew in his anxiety. 

He repeated his question about her telling on him. She responded in a slow, deliberate voice. 

“I won’t if you are quite honest with me. Tell me the truth Jack.”

He sat on a straight-back chair facing her. “OK. I did have a peep in your drawer, but only a peep.”
“Jack, tell the truth. You did more than peep. You took out my knickers and examined them.” 

“OK, so what. I took them out and looked. What’s the problem. It’s no big deal. They were clean,” he said. He was getting the upper hand again, thought Jill.

“And what did you do in the bathroom?” Jill said, making a bid to get on top again.

He brushed away her query, denying he had been in the bathroom. Jill knew she had him cornered. She could feel the evidence on her bum, where she had stuffed the two pairs of knickers he had taken from the wash-basket.

With a nonchalant move, she stood and placed a hand under the back of her skirt to retrieve the worn knickers.

“And what’s this then?” she asked, thrusting her green uniform knickers at him. “These were turned inside out where somebody had examined the gusset.” He looked startled as she threw them at him.

Before he could recover she held up her navy knickers. “How did the leg of these get broken and what is that white spot on the front. No girl would stain her knickers there. That’s a boy’s stain.”

She pushed the navy knickers towards him. Reluctantly, he inspected them, running his fingers around the cuffed leg with its broken elastic. His face was white again.

“You won’t tell, will you?” Jill was amazed at his sudden change of attitude. He looked really scared, almost on the point of tears. She felt sorry for her cousin. He was nice, really, but he was such a boy, always thinking he was right, always putting girls down.

She crossed the kitchen and hugged him. “Of course I won’t,” she said, “but you must tell me the truth, all of it. Tell me what you did from the time I left until I returned.

Jack sat down again. Jill noticed he was still playing his fingers around both pairs of her knickers as he spoke, almost absent-mindedly.

“I went for a pee. Passing your open bedroom door I thought I’d look into your room. Your undies drawer was partly open.” Jill knew this was untrue, but she let him continue.

“I looked in and saw your knickers all lined up neatly in a row and your nighties and little bras. So I took out a pair and looked at them. Then I looked at another pair.” Jill wanted to ask him why, but she knew not to interrupt.

Jack hesitated and went silent. “And then?” asked Jill in a soft, sympathetic voice.

“I thought about how you would put them on soon and how your nonny would be up against them as they snuggled in between your legs, hidden from view under your clothes.”
Jill felt familiar warmth between her thighs as she listened and was suddenly aware that she was moist down there. She wondered if Jack’s thing had been swollen as he stood in her bedroom examining her knickers. It was nice that even her knickers excited him.
Jack had stopped. She knew he needed prompting. He reached a hand across and touched his knee, smiling with encouragement. “Tell me all of it Jack. It’s really exciting that you did that. What happened in the bathroom?”
He started to fiddle again with the knickers he was still holding in his hands.

“I went in to have a pee, and while I was there, I noticed the wash-basket lid was open.”

Another lie, thought Jill, but it was only a small one and she let him continue.

“What did you do? she asked, “when you saw the wash-basket open?” 

“I saw your green school knickers on top and I took them out.” Another fib, thought Jill, but what does it matter.

“And then?” she asked, prompting his with a seductive smile. 

“I examined them.” He paused and looked at her as she continued to beam encouragingly.

“And then?” she asked again. 

He hesitated before he said haltingly: “I sniffed them.”

Jill felt a pulse of heat between her legs and knew that her nonny had swollen. She was conscious of the rubbery sensation as the enlarged lips pushed against her crossed thighs. 
She uncrossed her legs, allowing cool air to get at her squishy gusset. There was something really naughty, secretly electrifying, about hearing Jack say that. She smiled at him in approval.

“And then?” she said. “What did you do then, when you took my navy knickers from the bottom of the basket?” Jack remained silent. She knew it must be difficult for him.

“Did you try them on?” She gave a conspiratorial giggle, almost as if it had been her idea.

“Yes,” he said simply. Jill wanted to ask why. To discover what he was thinking as he stepped into her navy knickers and pulled them up. But she knew she had to handle Jack carefully if she didn’t want him to retreat back into his shell. Boys are so slow, she thought, any girl in that position would be able to explain right away how she felt.

“Did your thing swell up?” she asked in an off-hand voice, as though she already knew the answer.

“Yes,” he said simply. “It did.” Jill sensed another pulse of warmth between her legs and her bottom tightened in a little spasm as her nonny responded to her thoughts about Jack’s stiff thing swollen up inside the knickers she’d worn yesterday.

“Did you rub it?” she asked, trying to keep the note of urgency out of her voice. She realised they were both whispering intimately. “Tell me how. I’m dying to know.”

He seemed more relaxed as he confessed all. “I took my cock out of the right leg and rubbed it with my hand until it spunked.” She winced at his use of such words. They seemed so crude, like the words the rough boys in the park shouted at girls sometimes before running away.
“Where did the stuff go? It wasn’t on my knickers? Jill wanted ever detail now. She wanted to picture the scene, Jack with his swollen thing in his hand, pumping it like he was blowing up a bicycle wheel while he wore her knickers.

“It squirted into the toilet,” he said. “I dried it and put it back inside your knickers, but a drop must have been left and it made a stain. That’s when I discovered I’d broken the elastic in the leg.”

Jill ran her hand along his thigh comfortingly. “Will your mother notice, he asked?”

“Not if I repair it before she sees,” said Jill jumping up and opening a bottom drawer where the mending box was kept. She took out a roll of white knicker elastic, a safety pin, pair of scissors and a needle with some white and some navy cotton threads.

Taking the navy knickers from Jack, she quickly unpicked some of the loop stitches at the cuffed leg. In a few seconds she had withdrawn the elastic which had broken at a former mend. She stood and raising her skirt to her waist she measured a new piece of elastic around her upper thigh with practised ease. She’d done this many times. Her mother had insisted that Jill mend her own knickers, it was “good training” for a girl, she said.

Jill wondered if Jack would be so fond of knickers if he really knew about them, the constant need to change, the boring routine of keeping them repaired. Leg and waist elastic was forever breaking.

She glanced at Jack. His eyes were riveted on her grey knickers. His flushed face gave her another rush of excitement. As she lifted her leg slightly to extract the measured elastic from around her thigh, she allowed her hand to fall across her nony, a finger swiftly brushing her knickers into the cleft of her nony. 
She allowed her skirt to fall into place. “Don’t do that,” said Jack. “I love to see your knickers.” Jill didn’t reply but simply raised her skirt again, tucking the hem into the waist so her knickers were in full view.

She was aware Jack was staring intently at the triangle between her thighs and wondered if the wet patch was showing. As she stood at kitchen table threading the new elastic along the cuffed leg with the safety pin and then joining it with some hurried stitching, Jill had to fight an urge to excuse herself and sneak into the scullery to “lean” her nonny against the enamel-topped table. She desperately needed a rub, but was shy about revealing her excitement to Jack.

She looked up as she threaded navy cotton into the needle to re-stitch the cuffed seam. Jack was sprawling on the settee, his hand moving up and down the outside of his khaki cotton Chinos. She saw his swelling.
“Do that again,” he said. “Push your knickers into your crack.” Jill was caught off guard. She hadn’t been aware that he’d seen her draw a finger along her nonny earlier.

She parted her feet. Facing him, she ran a middle finger along the cleft, feeling the warm wetness of her gusset. She knew he couldn’t see the way her nipples had suddenly become erect, but she wondered if he had noticed how she shivered with excitement as her finger travelled slowly along her covered nonny. 
“Take them off,” he said. “I want to smell their wetness.” Jill knew he had seen the damp pleasure between her legs and wondered if it looked as wet as it felt.

“I can’t,” she said, “our mums might arrive back early. What if they looked in the kitchen window?” Hurriedly, she finished stitching the leg of her knickers. Plucking the hem of her skirt out of her waistband she let it fall to cover her legs. 

“What a shame,” said Jack. “I was really enjoying that.”

“I can’t do anything here,” said Jill, “I’m frightened of someone looking in the kitchen window.” Jack had stopped rubbing his thing, but Jill could still see its swollen outline through his khaki trousers. 

“We can go into the breakfast room,” she said. “I don’t want us both to be found upstairs when they arrive.” Jill was using her feminine wiles. She knew they were safe for at least an hour and even then it would not be unusual for Jack to be in the bathroom while she was in her bedroom when their mothers arrived. But she had another reason for choosing the breakfast room. She desperately needed a rub, not from Jack, but a long, satisfying rub on her own on the winged armchair.
“Tell you what Jack,” she said as they entered the room, he carrying her green knickers and she carrying the navy mended ones, why don’t you go up and have a rummage in my room. I don’t mind, now that you’ve told me the truth. Don’t worry about disturbing things, I’ll tidy the drawer later. She hoped she put it subtly; she was encouraging him to inspect all of her knickers in his own way and in his own time.

He was gone in seconds, eagerly scrambling up the stairs. She heard her wardrobe door swing open and guessed her was examining her outdoor clothes; probably inspecting her Guides uniform and her school outfits. As the sound of her underwear drawer being opened reached Jill, she leaned her nony against the front of the cushioned arm on her favourite chair. She sighed deeply as a wonderful flood of relief pulsed through her.

She put a hand under her jumper and touched a nipple, feeling its hard stiffness with one finger. She fondled around her small, bra-less breast, causing rivulets of tingling thrills to sweep down her back and tummy into her nonny. The sound of Jack rummaging in her room drifted down to her as she pressed her bulging mound against the chair, swivelling her bottom so her nonny lips were pulled open and then squashed closed. 
Jill was dizzy from the pleasure of it all, Jack’s confession, the thought of him being so excited by her knickers, and the immediate sensation of her nonny being teased against the chair.

She had reached the point where she needed more. Lifting her skirt to her bust, she placed her left knee on the cushion of the winged armchair and her right foot on the floor. Grasping the high back for support, she moved forward until the cushioned arm was well between her legs.

Slowly, she lowered her body until the sopping gusset of her grey knickers made contact. Then, allowing all her weight to fall so that she was supported only by her nonny, she slowly rotated her bottom, feeling the cushioned arm frig her delightfully. 

She put a hand down and fixed her gusset firmly between her nonny lips, sensing the cotton friction against the hood which hid her little shark’s fin. She wished she didn’t have to whimper and moan so loudly, but it was part of the fun. 
Tensing her thighs, she pressed her knees into the chair-arm and contracted her muscles down there. She could feel that delicious “drawing up” sensation somewhere around her pee opening. Her buttocks clenched, tightening the cleft of her bottom.

Over and over again she did it, until she went whirling through space. The view into the garden looked blurred and she found she was fighting for breath. Then unexpectedly it was over. She felt a warm rush of liquid into her knickers and suddenly a tremendous tiredness enveloped her.

As Jill gave a deep sigh of relief, she heard a noise. Turning, she saw Jack standing in the open door. 

“Close the door,” she hissed. “Have you been there long.”

“Long enough,” he said. “Can I touch?” he asked, moving nearer. Jill remembered that she was still holding her skirt at her bust. What the heck, she thought; he’s seen them before and touched them. 

Another stab of exhilaration ran down her spine as she felt his hands on the rear of her grey knickers, fondling her skinny hips and bubble buttocks through them. It felt really nice. She leaned forward, raising her bottom higher. 

Jack leaned over her, kissing the back of her neck. He pushed closer and Jill knew that he’d taken his thing out and was pushing it against her sopping gusset. “Don’t,” she said as he began to thrust, frotting her through her knickers. “They may be back soon.”

“But I’m desperate,” said Jack. “I’m so excited after going through your knickers drawer.”

“Well, too bad,” said Jill, “you’ll have to do something for yourself.” She was hoping to goad him into giving himself pleasure, while she watched, as he had watched her on the armchair a minute earlier.

“OK,” he said, unhooking his Chinos and pulling down the zip. Jill had expected to see something different, a swollen thing, sticking up with excitement. But the sight that met her eyes surprised her; Jack was wearing her best navy knickers.

“Take them off,” she said, climbing off the arm-chair and unlocking the French widows. “If anyone comes, run into the shrubbery and take your trousers with you.”

As Jack stepped out of them, it was Jill’s turn to stare, taking in the large bulge which made the heavy interlock cotton of her knickers stand out like the Big Top in a circus. He pushed the knickers to his knees, revealing his long, pink swollen thing. His ran a hand along it, sliding back the cover to expose a deep pink, almost purple, glistening tip.

“No,” she said. “Don’t rub it that way. Do it the way you did it in the bathroom.”

Jack pulled the knickers around his waist again and, reaching a finger and thumb up the cuffed leg, he extracted his still swollen thing. As he started a long, slow rub, Jill turned the arm-chair so she had full view of him and climbed astride it like a jockey mounting a horse.

She pressed her nonny firmly into the arm again and felt waves of the most wonderful sensations pulse all over. She began to move her bottom, around and around, then up and down, like she was on a rocking horse. She was mad with excitement now, far beyond any of the earlier thrills she’d got when Jack was upstairs with her undies.

She reached down between her legs and easing her bottom up, pushed the gusset inside her lips so it rubbed against the hood. In a fit of passion, she pulled her jumper and vest to her neck and placed a hand on each of her little bosoms, kneading them, fondling them, using a finger and thumb to stretch each nipple away from her body.  

She felt a warm surge between her legs and a sudden gush of wetness, but the thrill soon swept over her, pursued by another and another like ocean waves breaking on a beach. Every so often she opened her eyes to watch Jack, rubbing his thing, caressing his navy knickers again his bum. 

Jill knew he was nearing the end. She suddenly thought about stains on the carpet. “Here, take these,” she shouted as she flung her mended knickers at Jack. But he had already anticipated her. He lifted a pair of her knickers from the baby grand piano where he was standing and wrapped them around his thing.

“No, don’t cover it, “ said Jill, still frantically riding the arm-chair. “I want to see your thing when it squirts.” She’d hardly spoken when Jack moaned loudly several times. Then holding his thing quite still and pointing it straight out, he squirted his stuff into her navy knickers. 

Watching it happen sent Jill over the edge. She closed her eyes and moaned as the whirling dizziness overcame her and a warm surge jetted out from somewhere between her legs. 

She opened her eyes and watched the colours of the garden slowly swim back into focus. 

“Coo-ee,” she heard as the front door opened. It was Aunt Gemma. “Quick Jack, your mothers here,” she hissed. But Jack was already out through the French windows, sprinting across the lawn in her navy knickers, carrying his shoes and his trousers.

Jill sprang to her feet, pushed her skirt into place and brushed back her pony-tail. “I’m here,” she called and Gemma appeared at the door followed by Jill’s mother. 

“I’ve been watching the birds said Jill, picking up a pair of binoculars from the sideboard. “We were watching two robins that were going to fight and Jack went out to chase one away. They kill each other you know.”

Aunt Gemma peered towards the shrubbery, little knowing that her son was out there pulling his Chinos over his navy knickers.

“You looked flushed,” said Jill’s mother. “What have you and Jack been doing?”

Jill had a ready answer. “We were playing around in the garden and then we saw the two robins flying at each other. She sat down on the armchair, exhausted after her adventure with Jack. As she crossed her legs and demurely pulled her skirt down over her knees, Jill detected the unmistakeable fragrance of excited, wet nonny. She hoped mother and aunty wouldn’t notice. 
