Jack and Jill at the Beach

Jill couldn’t remember when she first became aware of Cousin Jack’s interest in her knickers. Was it that Christmas, in her bedroom, showing her new toys while the adults had a drink downstairs? She had turned suddenly to find him on his knees, looking up her clothes as she leaned across the bed. It was his blushing response that alerted her. Jack, six years older, usually treated her like the eight-year-old child she was. But now he was stammering and talking guiltily – and all because she had caught him looking at her knickers.

It was months before Jill got another clue about his interests. They were at the beach with Mum and Jack’s mother, Auntie Gemma. Jill had come out of the sea early to watch Jack building a sandcastle. To surprise him she approached hidden by the sand dunes, hoping to shock him into screaming as she jumped out. But what she saw stopped her in her tracks. Jack had finished the sandcastle and was lying behind it so he could not be seen. 

In his hand he had an unmistakeable navy garment, Jill’s knickers. As she crouched behind a dune and watched, he brought her knickers to his nose and inhaled deeply. She could hardly believe her eyes. Why on earth would he want to do that? 

Shivering in her wet swim suit despite the warmth of the sun, Jill watched as he turned her knickers inside out and sniffed the gusset. She shivered again, not with cold but with some other feeling. She was aware that she had seen some great secret, something that she couldn’t talk about but which aroused intense curiosity and a vague feeling that she wanted to know more. 

As Jack carefully folded the knickers and tucked them back among the pile of clothes near the sandcastle, she went whopping down from the dunes onto the almost deserted beach. He was startled. But studying his face, Jill saw no sign of anything which would tell her more about why he had examined her knickers. 

They could see and hear Mum and Gemma splashing and laughing as they plunged in and out of the waves. Jack fussed around the sandcastle, patting walls straight, while Jill bent to pour sea-water from a bucket into the castle moat. Still wondering about what she had seen she straightened up to catch him staring at her bum. 

Despite her age, her bottom had a characteristic, rounded shape. Aunt Gemma had said to her mother, at a time when she was unaware that Jill could hear from the kitchen: “She’s going to have them early. Her figure is beginning to show already.”

Jill had wondered about that remark for days. She knew Gemma was not talking about her bust – the little pink nubs on her chest were smaller than those of her friends when they stripped off for swimming. Being a bright girl, Jill knew that Gemma meant her bottom was getting bigger. She already wore age 10-12 knickers and although these were slack on her waist they were tight on her rear.

She poured another bucket of water around the sandcastle, this time deliberately bending from the waist instead of squatting. As she turned suddenly she caught Jack averting his eyes with a guilty look and knew he had been staring. She shivered again. It was a nice quiver, something pleasant she couldn’t quite understand.

“I’m going to dry off and put on my dress in case my back gets sun-burned,” she said suddenly, a hazy notion was forming in her mind. “There are people coming down the beach. I think I’ll dress in the dunes.” 
As she spoke she gathered up her clothes, deliberately dropping her navy knickers and white, opera-top summer vest before quickly picking them up again. Jack was sitting by the sandcastle, but Jill had not failed to notice that his eyes had been drawn to her knickers as they spilled onto the sand.

She’d gone about 15 steps before she decided that her plan was not working. Jack was staying put. She could read his mind. He was scared of his mother. What cowardy custards boys are, she thought.

“Aren’t you coming to hold the towel for me?” she asked. Jack looked confused, but with a glance towards the women splashing in the sea, he rose silently and followed.

Jill went a little way into the dunes and turned left to find a deep dip screened by tufts of marram grass. Neither said a word as Jill dropped her clothes and began to towel her legs and shoulders vigorously. It’s amazing how things change, she thought. Anywhere else, Jack would be bossing her, telling her what to do and when to do it. 

Now, out of sight of the rest of the world, he was tongue-tied, hardly daring to look in her direction. She pulled down the top of her woollen swim suit and dried under her arms and around her baby chest. Pushing her costume further down she dried her back and mid-riff.
“Climb up on that dune and see if anyone if is coming,” she told him with an air of authority she had never experienced before. She was quite enjoying bossing him about.

He shaded his eyes and squinted against the sun as he scanned the beach. “No one around,” he said. It was the first time he’d spoken. Jill realised there was a nervous, excited catch in his voice. She trembled again, just a little shiver. She wondered if it was excitement rather than chill.

By the time he slithered down the dune to rejoin her, Jill had shaken the sand from her clothes and laid them out. “Will you hold the towel for me? she asked in off-hand fashion, tugging the wet swim-suit off her hips.

Jack silently lifted the huge, white, beach-towel and held it like a shield, turning his head sideways so he wasn’t looking. Jill slipped the wet costume to her ankles and stepped out of it. She took her other towel and dried the clinging dampness from her hips and bottom, bending to towel her tummy, upper thighs, finally opening her legs to dry her nonny. Jack was still staring into the far distance, his head to one side. “What a chump,” thought Jill. “I know he’s just dying to have a peep, but he’s too scared of me and his mother!”

She started to babble about the weather, and about which way they would go home. Would they get ice-cream in the little Italian place? But still Jack didn’t turn his head. 
Despite her youth she was far from stupid. Instinctively, maybe from his body language and his stony expression as he stared into the distance, she knew he was dying to glance in her direction, to see her young, naked body and her exposed, bare nonny.

Jill bent to pick up her knickers. As she rose again, she glanced with side vision. He was looking at last, although pretending he was still staring up the beach. She stepped into her pants and pulled them to her knees.

This time her eyes met his as she tugged at her waistband, heaving her knickers slowly up to her hips. She smiled, the broadest, friendliest smile she could and Jack returned her smile.

The ice was broken. Jill stooped and picked up the towel again, making a pretence of giving her nonny a final wipe to remove any dampness in the folds of her groin. Then even more slowly she wiggled her growing bottom, tugging the knickers over her hips, letting the elastic waist snap into place with a characteristic twang. 

Jack, still holding the beach-towel at his chest as a shield, was staring straight at her now. She tugged one of the legs of her knickers into place high on her thigh before bending slightly to do the other. 
She glanced at him again. His face was frozen in a stupid, permanent grin. Jill felt another tiny shiver. She knew, whatever it was, something was deeply affecting Jack. She liked that. It made her feel comfortable. No, more than that. It made her feel nice, as though the simple act of pulling on the knickers had given her a special control of him. 

Jill bent to pick up her vest. As she did so, she turned to smile again. Jack’s eyes were bulging. She knew he was admiring the roundness at the rear of her knickers. Still half bent, with her back to him, she inserted a finger in each cuffed leg, straightening the ruffles, and pulling them out gently to “settle” (a term her mother used) the undies in a comfortable position, with the gusset directly in place over her nonny.

Turning to face Jack, she pulled the vest over her head and down her mid-riff before neatly tucking the ends into the waistband of her knickers, putting a hand all around inside to smooth out bulging wrinkles. He was staring unashamedly now, drinking in the sight of her thin, tanned legs and skinny thighs and above that her navy knickers and snow-white, crimped-cotton vest, with its little, pink, satin, boot-lace shoulder straps. 
Jill thought she felt another shiver, but it wasn’t. It was a pulse of something strange along her back like a cross between goose-pimples and pins and needles. It made her buttocks clench suddenly inside her knickers. She was glad Jack couldn’t see that, but again she didn’t know why. She liked what was happening. It was a game she didn’t understand, but it was a nice, really secret game, one that she knew Jack nor she would ever tell anyone about. 

Pulling on her pink, gingham dress and running her hands across the skirt to fix it in place, she took the beach-towel from Jack. Folding it neatly into a rectangle, she laid it on the sand and sat down to wipe sand from her ankles and feet. Jack flopped down opposite.

He watched intently as she lifted one foot high. Jill saw he was staring up her dress, gazing intently at her knickers. She pulled on one white ankle sock, wriggled a foot into her tan sandal and opened her legs wider. His gaze never varied. She found herself pondering if he had blinked, even once, in the last five minutes.   

When she went to wipe her second foot, Jill casually lifted the front of her skirt to her waist, slowly drying the sand from between each toe. Jack was still staring. He was like a dog watching intently as its dinner was prepared. She tried to think about what he could see, and wondered why he was so mesmerised.

She was so used to seeing up her own clothes as she dressed each morning in front of the mirror that she never thought about it. Now, as she carefully wriggled her toes into her ankle sock, she tried to see it in her mind’s eye. 

She recalled the view she had each day in the mirror, sitting on the bed as she put on her socks and shoes, one foot on the bed, her legs apart, her skirt around her waist. She saw her thin thighs, disappearing like ivory tusks into the ruffled navy of the cuffed legs of her knickers. She saw her gusset, sagging out from her nonny because of the way she was sitting, and the rest of her knickers, wrinkled in places as they stretched up to the waistband covered by her skirt.
Jill was puzzled. Jack seemed more interested in her knickers than her nonny. She liked that. She didn’t know why. It added another, more mysterious, element to this exciting, secret game. She knew she couldn’t ask Jack. She knew, even without thinking, that if she asked any question he would turn away and pretend he hadn’t been looking. So, she decided to play along with the game. He would pretend he wasn’t looking and she would pretend she hadn’t noticed. 

She jumped to her feet and, turning her back, said: “Will you do up my bow?” She could do it quite well herself, with her eyes closed, but she thought it gave an added air of excitement to have her cousin do something vaguely intimate like that. He tied it quickly and, as he stepped back to admire his handiwork, Jill raised the back of her dress and pulled her knickers into place around her waist. 

She would have done that anyway, straightening her underwear after being sat down, before going back to the beach. But some hidden thought gave her a feeling that it would be nicely naughty to let Jack have one last glimpse of her knickers. As her short summer dress fell around her thighs again, she reached her hands underneath and ran a finger around each leg of her knickers to make them more comfortable, pulling the legs out slightly, as she usually did, to “settle” them properly on her crotch.

By the time they reached the beach, Mother and Aunt Gemma were getting dressed. Jill noticed that Jack paid less attention as they dried off and scrambled into their clothes, their backs to him, than he had to her. It gave her a lovely feeling which she couldn’t understand.   

Departing for home, Jill noticed that Jack had packed the back seat of the car with their picnic things and damp beach clothes. “Why didn’t you use the boot?” Gemma asked as she slipped into the driver’s seat. “I couldn’t get the key turned,” he said.
“It’s OK,” said Jill cheerfully, “we can push the things to one side and I’ll sit on Jack’s knee.” As the words came out, Jill suddenly realised this was another part of the secret game. Jack had deliberately packed the car so she would have to sit on his knee.

As they bumped off the beach onto the tarmac road, Jill’s mother started a long, animated conversation with Gemma about whose house would play host for tea. They were oblivious to the kids in the back and their secret game.

Jill could feel Jack’s naked bony knees against her thighs and the rough texture of his cotton shorts again her bottom through her light dress. As they turned at speed onto a main road, she swayed sideways – and felt Jack’s steadying hand on her left leg, a few inches above her knee. 

“Are we going for ice-cream?” she asked, staring out the window, pretending to Jack that she hadn’t felt his moist hand on her skin. With each bend and bump, the hand rose higher. All the while, Jill chattered. She was making up the rules of this new game as she went along.

Ten minutes later, the slowly moving fingers had crept along her thigh until they reached the leg of her knickers. She shivered as she felt Jack’s finger explore the rucked leg which enclosed the protective, tight elastic. 
Jill realised she was chattering too much, talking about passing cars and scenery. She knew she should shut up, but the excitement of what was happening under her clothes had loosened her tongue. She imagined that if she went quiet that Jack would know she could feel his hand and that he might stop. She didn’t want that to happen.

The car jolted and swerved sideways. Aunt Gemma angrily called out at the other driver and Jill realised that Jack’s hand had slipped further up. He was caressing her hip now, softly, through her knickers. She shuddered and her bum contracted, and then opened. She wondered if she should have gone to the toilet on the way from the beach. But she knew she didn’t need to go. This feeling she had was quite different from anything she’d known before. Tingles were suddenly rippling all over on her back. Jack withdrew his hand and lifted her into a more comfortable position with her bottom cradled in his lap.

His hand was under her clothes again. This time it didn’t pause as it slipped all the way up her thigh, slowing only as his fingers drew aside the cuffed leg of her knickers to go inside them. He was caressing her naked hip, now, inside her knickers. She could feel a warm, dampness in her lap as it pushed against her bottom.   

She pushed back hard, and then harder, beginning to chatter again to distract her mother and aunt in the front seats. Jill’s head was spinning with the clandestine pleasure of feeling a strange hand inside her knickers for the first time in her life. She could feel a writhing motion against her bum and knew instinctively it was Jack’s thing.

She moved her right knee, opening her legs just a little. She didn’t know why she did that. It was as though her twitching bottom and rippling back were controlling the action, that the game was being directed by forces which she and Jack couldn’t control.
As his hand moved across her tummy, she shouted about some fun-fare cavalcade which had just passed, twisting round to look through the car’s rear window. When she turned back, her legs were open wider. She wondered if Jack had noticed. She imagined that in his stupidity, he probably thought it was accidental.  

His fingers crept lower. Now one was touching her mound, stroking it slowly. She wanted to clamp her legs tight and move her bottom so the hand was pushed aside, but the tingles, which were everywhere now, running up and down her thighs, forced her legs to open wider.

She gasped aloud as a finger slipped between the lips of her nonny.
“Are you all right, Jill?” he mother asked, turning slightly towards her. 

“Yes,” said Jill. “I just banged my knee on the seat.” Gemma began a lecture about Jack packing all the things inside the car, not leaving enough room. There was cold sweat under Jill’s arms and the tingles had suddenly stopped.

Jack’s finger had withdrawn from her nonny, and his hand rested on her flat little tummy, still inside her knickers. Jill started chattering again, cutting across Gemma’s monologue. 

The two women in the front resumed their conversation. They were talking about a wedding. Jill sat still for a moment, wondering if it was all over. Jack’s hand was still in place, but unmoving. She knew he had been scared. It was stupid of her to gasp aloud like that, but it had happened automatically, like an unexpected burp.

She pushed back into his warm lap. He responded immediately, giving her a shove which almost lifted her off the seat. 

His finger moved down again, faster now, opening her nonny lips and caressing the wetness Jill could feel inside. She bit her lip, just in time to suppress another gasp. 

She chattered again, unaware of what she was saying, aware only of the tingles which seemed to be sweeping though every part of her. She felt hot and wondered if her mother would notice how flushed she was if she looked back.

Jack’s hand was slithering up and down her secret pinkness. It slipped out and she felt him smear slippery moisture on the outside of her naked nonny. She bit her lip again, struggling desperately not to make a noise. 
Suddenly, it was all over. The car was jerking to a stop outside the Italian ice-cream parlour. Jill scrambled out at once. “I have to go to the loo,” she shouted, running ahead of her mother, hoping she could reach the Ladies before her. She knew Mum would spot her flushed face and wrinkled dress.

Safely in the cubicle, Jill leaned against the door. Raising her dress to her chest, she pulled her knickers to her knees and inspected the gusset. The clear, moist marks on the navy cotton were obvious. She dipped a finger in the wetness and saw the discharge cling to her finger, like slithery chewing gum. She reached across and pulled off some paper – carefully wiping away the evidence of her secret game with Jack. 

She had a pee and dried her nonny, reaching inside to thoroughly dry the pink fleshy parts. Then, after listening to make sure her mother or Gemma were not at the wash-basins, she rushed out and splashed her face with water. She still looked flushed as she dried off and brushed her long hair hurriedly with her fingers before joining the others.

Jack looked as though nothing had happened,  as though the secret game had been imagined. Maybe it had, thought Jill, but the dampness on her gusset reminded her otherwise.

“You look quite red, Jill,” said her mother. “You’ve spent too much time in the sun today.” Gemma took their orders and went to get the ice-cream. Jill knew that nothing had betrayed what she and her cousin Jack had been at. She was glad. But she still wondered what it had been all about. Why Jack had been so fascinated by her knickers and why all those funny tingles had made her so eager to open her legs to his probing finger.  
