Jack the Sitter

This had been months of planning and now the moment had arrived. Mum and aunty had discussed it long and hard, whether it was feasible for them to go overnight to the festival in Dublin. Who would look after Jill? At 14 it was a little illogical to take her with them, a waste of money with the inevitable boredom that girls of her age would display, a spoiling all round they said. It also seemed peculiar to be asking someone to sit her and definitely a come down for Jill to be considered a baby. No it was a right and proper decision to ask cousin Jack and anyway they seemed more tolerant of each other lately.

Well the moment had arrived. Mum and dad and aunty and uncle had just disappeared down the drive in the old Oxford leaving Jack and Jill to look after themselves for the next thirty hours or so. Little did they know that both Jack and Jill had been doing their own secret planning as they met and snogged in the park most evenings. 
Jack although being 18 was still nervous about buying the johnnies and had to make a detour to another barbers for fear of embarrassment. Jill knew in the build up to all this that it was for them both a planned end to their virginity. Her secret diary had cautiously recorded her periods hoping and praying that dates would fall into place. They had thankfully.

Jill nervously but excitedly pecked him on the cheek as he stood in the kitchen with his small overnight bag. ‘I’m going for a bath’, she had planned it all out in her head, ‘why don’t finish your drink and then go and unpack in the spare room’, she giggled. Her plans had been  circling in her head all day, well a week really and she knew how to get her cousin worked into a state.  Indeed right from putting on those cherub greys that morning she knew where they would be destined.

In her room now and near naked except for Jacks favourite school knickers she stood and looked at herself in the long mirror. Her little breasts felt all tingly and her nipples hard with anticipation. 
Between her legs little downy nony had been giving it away all day and it was clearly visible, a damper darker grey patch between her legs. 
She slowly eased them down feeling them resist from her excited nony lips. She could smell her own muskiness as the heat radiated upwards, she witnessed all her little leaks from the days imaginings about Jack. 
Quickly they were off her ankles and slipped into her dressing gown pocket as she made her way to the bathroom. 
Passing the guest room she slipped her little grey present onto his pillow on the big double bed. She romantically pictured herself in it snogging and French kissing with Jack, her nipples pressed against his bare chest, at this moment she could feel them brushing against her dressing gown. Quickly she made her way to the bathroom. Closing and locking the door she could hear Jack rising the stairs, she knew in moments he would be inhaling from her little grey gift.

Jack opened the guest room door, he could already smell his little cousin, her distinct perfume had been there. He spied her present on the pillow as he put his case down. 
Quickly they were snatched to his face and he felt their fading warmth. Jill’s little fragrances filled his head and his already half hard and sticky cock now responded to fully erect. It gushed with pre-cum on finding her damp and sticky patch as he revolved them in his hand. Her little stream of wetness had been busy, he took them to his nose imagining himself kissing her nony and pushing his nose between her cleft. 
Quickly he fell back onto to bed and had his zip undone and his cock out teasing himself with his own wetness. 
Intoxicatingly he drew in a deep breath of her wet and grey crotch taking in her day’s excitements. He teased himself not wanting  to spoil their hours together. 
He remembered their past play and how Jill flaunted her knicks but at the same time controlled him. He hoped that this weekend it would be different, sure they would play their games but could they finally take each other over the edge as they had plotted. 
Jack heard Jill emerging from the bath room, he knew she knew he had found his present and what he would be doing. The door closed on her bedroom.

Jill had worked the weekend out in her head, what she would wear and what was going to happen. Their games would play a big part in them both having their first time together. 
She knew also in her head that the games were now totally fixed into their relationship and it was what made the both of them tick. Removing her dressing gown she again looked at herself in the mirror. Her nipples were still hard and ached, ached to be touched by Jack.
 She smoothed her little bubble bottom and imagined Jacks touch as it glided over her skin. Moving to her dresser to tugged the top draw open and knew where she was going. 
Firstly she removed the new pink nylon knickers that mum had conceded she needed . She admired their pretty white scalloped lace around the legs and waist and the little white bow that gave them a touch of innocence. 
She felt the lace tickle her ankles, calves and thighs as they climbed her body. She paused before dragging them over her hips to dust with her favourite talc. Fitting and adjusting them in place gave her thrills and tingles that sent messages to her brain about Jacks touch. 
The knickers on her hips now, she felt her wetness emerge to dampen the cotton of the gusset. This would be a surprise to Jack, would he be interested in these knickers too, she hoped he would. Playing safe and part of her game she now reached for a clean pair of cherub greys. 
They too ticked as she slowly drew them up sensing their every move on her soft skin. She sighed pulling them into place adjusting the legs to hide her underneath surprise. 
Walking to her second drawer she felt the materials of her underwear react against her crotch as each produced a slip that sent shivers through her body again. The selection of her soft cotton trainer bra added to her excitement, its fastening complete she swiveled it into position feeling it cup her breasts as her arms pulled on the straps. 
Her nipples tingled as the cotton held her in place. Next was came her bottle green school uniform skirt and blouse. She knew that this would excite Jack and control him too as he would love to feel the cotton ribbing of her knickers through the skirt. Lastly a pair of knee length grey socks finished the outfit. She readied herself in the mirror knowing that soon their little games would start.

Closing her bedroom door Jill made her way to the kitchen. Jack lying on the bed now teasing his wet cock with the gusset of Jill’s present, heard her.  He slipped the present under his pillow and followed her. ‘Wow’ he exclaimed as he entered. ‘What’s the matter’, she replied, ‘don’t you like my school uniform’. 
‘Of course I do’, he whimpered making his way towards where she stood preparing them an orange juice. Jill knew by his submissive voice they she was in control again. He reached her and with her back to him he cuddled into her bottom. 
Oh how he loved that bottom, he felt himself harden as pulled himself against her. Jill felt his erection half way up her bottom, she pushed back against him feeling a gush in her knickers as they got closer. 
Jack turned her round to face him kissing her on the forehead, taking in the heady smells that was just Jill. You smell nice he whispered, she pushed her groin against his. He moved himself to lean back against the kitchen counter pulling her with him. 
She neatly nestled in between his thighs and pressed herself against his erection. ’He’s been missing you’ Jack whispered, referring to the obvious hard on that was between them. He took her in his arms and they snogged, firstly with open mouths to confirm their relationship and then their tongues to cement it. 
Jack pulled her in by her hips, holding and caressing her at the same time. He playfully stroked outside her skirt to confirm she was wearing her school knickers. ‘Did you like my present’, she teased breaking away. ‘Not as much as these’ he panted, as his fingers found the cuffed leg outside her skirt.  
Jill felt the thrill shudder through her body as Jack stroked and thumbled with her hip and thigh through her skirt. She knew that it was her knickers that he was teasing, never the less it sent her brain all the right messages. She knew too that it put her in control and she wondered upon Jacks reaction to the pink nylon briefs that lay beneath those soft interlocks. 
She imagined that she felt the two materials react against each other as jack caressed skirt and school knickers. ‘What colour are they’, he breathed into her ear. ‘Your favourites’ she said, sighing deeply as his hands cupped her bottom and drew her closer.

Jacks erection bounced in his jeans as he felt their bodies get ever closer. He became bold now with his hand caresses, pulling upwards the material of her skirt. Soon he would know thought Jill and that expectation brought a surge of wetness to her groin.
His fingers worked the skirt upwards and as hand traversed the hem he felt the cool tickle as it brushed his wrist. He brushed her silky legs and travelled upwards to find her baby soft thighs and the grey that he so cherished. 
Again they French kissed deeply, pulling on each other’s tongues and gathering one another’s taste. This sent surges of expectedness through them, the en evitable juices flowed. 
Jack reached the cup of her bottom as his tongue swirled in her mouth. He played with the imagined grey material and was immediately bewildered by the change in its feel. No longer did it grip her velvet bottom but slipped and slid under his fingers. 
His fingers explored diving under that cuff of elastic to confirm. They found and felt a new silkyness of nylon and then lace as fingers explored. Breaking from their kiss me smiled still feeling the nylon on his finger pads. 
‘You’re a minx, two pairs you tease’, he smiled. She guessed from his face that he did not disapprove and was confirmed by his wandering fingers. 
Jack had pulled her greys to one side and was toying with slippery nylon. Pre-cum now oozed from his stiffness as the new experience filled his head. ‘I love these, what colour are they’, he enquired. ‘Pink’, came Jill’s laboured reply as Jack explored and gave her new sensations. 
His hand and fingers traced under the greys to find her nony taking in the joys of the filmy material as they travelled. Jill’s hand found Jacks erection on the outside of his jeans and palmed it, he moaned deeply feeling himself leak into his underwear. 
They kissed and tongued again as Jack fingers found her gusset and mound. His little cousin was soaking down there and he found the material squishy with her lubrication. 
Jill moaned into their kiss as his fingers ran down the valley of her nony, she felt her lips open and more wetness descend. In appreciation of the feelings  he was giving to her she worked his fly downwards. 
Her fingers delved deeply to pull his stiffy from his Y Fronts. Through the opening she eased it until she found and rolled his foreskin. She gently pulled it back exposing the wetness to the cooler air. Sex was now a heady smell radiating upwards to torment and push them on.

 

Jack panted in her ear, ‘roll me little one’ and as she obliged he hooked his finger round the sopping lace and nylon to slide his fingers into her wet valley. Both were now consumed with desire to pleasured and pushed on with their deep kissing.
Both shuddered with the intensity of feelings and the emotion that was held between them.  
Jacks finger was gripped as it entered little nony and was suspended in the heat and wetness. 
He broke from their kiss to whisper in her ear, ‘I love it when you are so slippy, wank me gentle’. 
His tongue found her mouth again as she pulled his foreskin back very very slowly. He felt it roll exposing his head and stickiness in the cooler air.  Jill’s lovely play urged him on, he pushed his finger slowly into her little tight cunt, she gasped as his knuckle disappeared. 
His finger moved slowly back mimicking Jill’s own hand work and when it pulled back from the entrance he teased her crack with wetness until he found her little nub. Jill breathed deeply into his mouth pulling her tongue on his. 
Her body shudders at the sensations Jack’s fingers were bringing and so she too fingers his wetness on his exposed head. 
Finding his little slit she swirled his pre-cum around the little hole and down to his foreskin glands. It was Jack’s turn to gasp and so they teased in their little world of play. 
So often the play was quickly acted out in the park but today there was no hurry. 

Jack sensed that if this was to continue he would burst and come, he didn’t want that moment too soon and had a plan. He so wanted to see these new and exciting knickers whose lacy edges tickled his fingers. 
He so too wanted to taste and feel the tactile contrast of the grey cotton and the nylon interact.  He wanted to smell , lick and smell her little wet nony dying in his and her pleasure. He broke from their never ending French kiss to whisper yet again in her ear, ‘let’s go up stairs’. 
Her eyes dreamily agreed and he turned to lead her away. He caught her quickly mindful of the pleasure they could have on the way. 
Now in front of him he lifted her green school skirt again exposing those cherub greys to his gaze and his cock. 
With the skirt lifted he snuck his cock into the bubble grey crack of her little bottom, they frotted and stumbled to the base of the stairs. 
It was impossible to climb in this position but they savoured a few seconds of Jack stickily rolling his foreskin in her bubble bottom. 
Whilst his hand cupped her mound playing slip and slide with cotton and nylon, oh how he wanted his nose in that little valley. The sensations in Jill’s nony took her deliriously near an orgasm and she stopped Him and took by the hand to the top of the stairs. 
Once on the landing the game was acted out again with her skirt lifted hobbled like a sack race towards the quest room.

Finally at their destination they stopped at the bed, turned and cemented that French kiss again. Jack’s hands were already furiously working with the button and zip on her skirt.
 In an instance of fumbling and luck it slid to the floor. 
Now he could feel and touch the soft cotton of her bottom, he drew her in so that his cock touched her tummy. 
Jill gasped into the kiss as her head realised that his cock was close to nony.  
Jack for the first time cupped her breast through her blouse and bra, feeling her nipple stiffen in his palm. Her buttons slipped in his fingers but he got there in the end. 
Her blouse fell open revealing her soft cotton trainer bra. He could make out her nipples and his cock twitched in anticipation. Disappointed that Jill was lying on the fastening he lifted the cotton to expose her left breast. 
Jill gasped as it was exposed to the air and revealed to Jack her little half tennis ball sized boobs. 
Jack loved them so small and sweet and hoped they would stay this way forever. 
Without hesitation he swooned down to kiss and take it in his mouth, he swirled her nipple gently with his tongue.  Jill hit by feeling and passion grabbed for his cock and continued to roll him slowly. All those feelings they both had of impending orgasm ebbed their way back in again.

Jack tasted her softness as his tongue teased her nipple, at the same time his balls were sensing a swimming tide as his foreskin was manipulated. He had to move there were other places to be and one was to head was to be between Jill’s legs. 
He longed to kiss her down there, taste and smell her little nony especially through the two pairs of knickers. 
He broke from her nipple pulling it gently with him on departure. A quick kiss on Jill’s lips and downwards he travelled. 
Jill knew his destination, did not object but gushed her lubrication into her knicks at his nearing arrival. 
He manoeuvred her legs so they draped over the bed at the knees and marveled at the cherub greys on his journey. 
He could see for the first time as the grey was gathered partially to the side some pink nylon and white lace. His cock twitched again now released from little Jill’s fingers. 
A fresh waft of her damp and musky fragrance caught his senses as he neared his little treasured valley. He was there first brushing the grey cotton with his nose. 

Jill sighed deeply as her nony lips squelched with the intruding pressure. 
Now his mouth was there too planting and sucking little kisses all along her crack to her hood. 
Although there were four thin layers of material it still felt like heaven to Jill. The sensations built for her as Jacks hands too fondled and caressed her hips. 
He combined his mouth and his nose to push her knickers now into her crack savouring her sweet smell and tasting her lubrication. 
This was honey to Jack his pre-cum oozed and his cock jumped. 
Jill bent forward to hold his head in place in her valley, lovingly fingering his hair and watching him pleasure her nony. 
Her pending orgasm was circling her body deliciously and she hoped that this stage would last forever and not send her to the edge. The two sets of squishy slipping materials manipulated by Jack pushed her ever nearer. 
Respite came as Jack stopped and she was aware of her grey cherubs being tugged downwards. 
Jill assisted by lifting her bubble bottom and momentarily had to hold it in mid air as Jack decided he wanted to touch and caress it before the greys downward journey. 
As they gradually descended and the crotch was off nonys little hillock he tickled his nose and sucked in the cuffed leg near her damp gusset oh how he now wanted his cock in his little cousin. 
In good time he thought first to taste the nylon. The greys were teasing pulled slowly down everyone of Jacks slow movements downwards moved Jill’s body as she helped. 
Every movement flooded to nylon with anticipation as nony gushed into their gusset. Jack could see her wetness the pink was darker there and her nony lips poked through the material, defined unlike her school knickers. 
He marvelled at this new exposure and visualised a new era of knickers peeking. Her cherubs were off her ankles now there journey had seemed like minutes. 
Jack caressed her legs upwards over her knee socks across her creamy thighs to the pink and white triangle. 
Jack was hungry for his nony.

***********************************************************************

“Kiss me,” said Jill, suddenly. “No - kiss me - down here.” 
She held his head, pulling him into her as she spread her legs wide and raised her knees higher. 

He kissed her slippery nylon crotch, pressing his lips against the warm, damp cushions beneath. “Lick me - taste nony.. Suck her juices through the gusset.”  Her voice was hoarse with arousal. 
Jack’s tongue flicked out, savouring the squashy, musk-flavoured casserole between her legs - sucking the enticing, secret, sauce thorough the cotton and nylon filter of her knickers. 

She gasped as more and more juice seeped from her labia to replace the love nectar he was drawing into his mouth. His saliva mixed with her flowing excitement. She ruffled his hair and drew his head closer, closing her thighs  to hug his head - unable to understand how anything could feel so nice. 

She pushed him away as new-found sex sensations made her squirm. She didn’t want to have that shuddering rumpus in front of him. She didn’t want to let him know that when she went into one of those wonderful fits of pleasure, she wet her knickers.

It would be SO EMBARRASSING. He’d think she was still a child. Jack might want to finish with her – to get an 18-year-old with bigger breasts, grown-up hair down there – who could control her reactions when she was touched between her legs.
Jack sprawled back on the bed as she pushed his shoulder. She groped around and found her grey knickers. Her thighs moved further apart as she pulled aside her pink nylon pants and wiped her labia with the school knickers.

“That’s better,” she said. “I was uncomfortably wet – right down my legs.” To demonstrate, she put her hand down again, meticulously drawing the knickers along her groin on both sides. 

She could feel her excitement cooling. She was still aroused, but the moment where 
she shuddered on the brink had passed. She was back in control again – of herself and Jack.. 
She thought about their age difference. 
Jack could be in bed with a woman, one of his own age, or older. He could be in bed with a married woman, one who had children, who had taken cocks inside her love tunnel hundreds of times - who was experienced in the ways of sex, unlike Jill. All she knew came from instinct. 
But Jill knew the grey knickers, crumpled in her hand, damp with her juices, scented with her desire and lust, meant more to Jack that a willing, grown up cunt. She leaned forward and wiped the slimy knicks across his face, almost like a mother wiping her baby’s dribbling nose. 

OMG, she thought, as she saw his cock spring and twitch in reaction. 
He took them from her and held them against his nose. He sniffed deeply, like a dog following a scent trail.

She raised her bum from the bed and slipped off the pink nylon panties. They were so wet now they were uncomfortable. 
Jack stopped sniffing as she opened her legs wide to show off nony. She brushed up the little tuft of dirty-fair hair which grew on the top her peach-like mound, to reveal the bare lips of her vulva.   

Jill place one finger inside and slowly rotated it – gasping with the same excitement Jack had revealed when he sniffed her undies. 
He moved lower. “Can I see inside?” he asked. It was the first time they had had a chance to explore themselves in a quiet, undisturbed atmosphere.

She held her lips wide. The deep pink and purple petals of her inner self were revealed. 
The little “shark’s fin” which was so sensitive to touch emerged as she peeled back its hood. 
She parted the inner labia to show her vaginal opening. “Where is your pee hole?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “I know were the wee comes out. I can feel it when I go to the toilet, but when I look with a mirror I can’t see it.”
She stretched her labia to the limit, pulling the deep pink glistening flesh apart so it was outside her nony cushions. 
Jack’s face moved closer. “Let me see,” he said. He pushed his finger around, probing here and there, but there was no entrance anywhere, except at the love opening he could see. 
She drew her vaginal floor upwards and then relaxed her muscles, making the opening move in a winking gesture.
Jack put his finger on the entrance, feeling the hardness of her pubic bone as he pressed the slippery flesh which covered it. She raised her knees higher, her feet off the bed, making herself available to him.

He circled the entrance with one finger. She responded with more “winking.” 
She wondered if he knew she was doing it deliberately – for his benefit. His finger slipped inside. 
She knew it had happened accidentally. It was as if it was a little man on an adventure - exploring the slippery outside of a cave entrance when he lost his footing and plunged into the warm darkness within.
Jill had had fingers in there before. Boys had frigged her and finger-fucked her before. Jack had finger-fucked her down by the river. But this was different. She was relaxed, in bed at home, unafraid of discovery. 
And he was under her control – not in a bad way, but despite their age difference, she KNEW he would do as she said. He would not rape her – he would not even go TOO FAR. He would love her as she wanted to be loved – and as she would teach him how she needed to be loved..
Despite being worried about wetting her knickers when she got too excited earlier, she was no longer embarrassed at her nakedness – no longer red-faced at the thought of Jack smelling her juice-covered knickers. 
She wasn’t even shy about the wispy, immature covering on her nony, which her school friends jeered at, calling the sparse growth “a Chinaman’s beard.”

Jack’s finger was moving in and out, ever so slowly. She was drifting into a world of bliss. The movement felt like tiny waves lapping on a warm, moonlight beach. It was hypnotizing her. 

She liked that – that his finger was inside just a little - only to the first knuckle. She liked, too, the way it was crooked, towards the front, massaging that firm little dome just inside the entrance. 
Her opening sucked and squelched each time the finger withdrew and pressed inside again. This was bliss. She didn’t care if Jack could hear her sighs of desire with each push of his finger.

She closed her eyes and drifted in a sex-induced swoon. How WONDERFUL this was. She wanted to do this over and over – every day of her life, every night of her life. 
She wanted to be BOLD. To impale herself on Jack’s finger. To take off her knickers and slide down on his upraised middle finger.

She heard him move. Lying, swooning, she felt him remove his clothes. He was naked alongside her now, unfastening her bra. She’d forgotten that it was still on – pushed high around her neck. 

There was something specially sensuous about having her bra removed by a BOY.. OMG, it seems so TRANSGRESSIVE, she thought. My mother would KILL me if she knew. 
Jack ignored the grey woollen knee-highs she was still wearing from her uniform. He was snuggled against her now. His cock was wet on her side. She put a hand on it as he started to frig her again. 
Jill was surprised at how wet he was. Her fingers were covered with slimy pre-cum as she rolled back his hood.   
OMG. She felt so aroused. Her cunt was on fire. She was sure Jack could feel the sudden surge of heat on his finger. 
“Is this how you like it?” she asked, as she rolled the skin back and forward to uncover and then hide his dome. He remained silent. But putting his hand down, her moved her fingers, showing how he liked to be wanked.

She reached her left hand down between her legs and moved his finger, pushing it a little farther inside her opening, so it pressed firmly against her hidden “dome.” She squeezed her muscles, hard, then harder, squeezing his finger so tight with her cunt that he must have thought it was being cut off.
She heard him sigh – and felt his cock twitch in her hand as he sensed the sucking movement of her aroused nony. She moved the finger to the left of her hood, showing him her most exciting place – and how to massage it, moving his finger with hers until he had got the spot and the rhythm. 

“Do you want me to kiss you?” she whispered, wondering why she was whispering. “I mean down there?” Jack grunted approval and his cock seemed to stiffen harder in anticipation.
Jill slipped down the bed, allowing Jack’s cum-covered fingers to trail across her belly and her tiny thatched mound. She kissed his shaft. It was nice, soft but firm. It had a delicious scent – the smell of NAUGHTINESS. 

She kissed along it, holding it away from his belly to kiss every part of the shaft. Her hand went between his legs, a finger pressing into his secret place there. 
She wondered what it would be like if Jack had a fanny, like her. How he would react to being touched like this?
She teased her finger along the folds of flesh between his legs, pretending to herself that he HAD a nony, seeking his Magic Button. He groaned as she touched a place she didn’t know existed.  There were two distinct folds of flesh which parted like nony lips as she pushed her finger in.
Jack moaned. He was squirming against her mouth. She knew he wanted to be kissed higher – to feel her warm lips on his cum-covered cock-head. 
She kissed the tip, rolling the hood back to lick the pre-cum inside. He tasted nice, not the salty taste she got sometimes from her own finger when she licked it after masturbating, but a bland taste. She thought of mushrooms, and how she had never been able to taste any flavour off them.
Jack was squirming again. She didn’t know if it was her finger that was causing it. She was frigging him now, playing with his nony as if he had the sort of sensations girls had down there. 
Or it may have been her tongue on his cock-head. She licked it like an ice-lolly before delicately pressing her tongue into the little slit. 
She wondered if it would hurt if she held his cock-head in her hand and pushed her tongue as far into his slit as it would go. She thought the idea really BOLD – penetrating Jack – going inside his body with her tongue-tip - as he wanted to go inside hers.

The idea made her flush with arousal. She felt love juice trickle down her groin towards her bum cleavage. She pressed her middle finger firmly into Jack’s “nony” – the way she would frig herself, or another girl.

His cock was twitching. 
OMG. He’s lost control, she thought. At that moment, he leaned forward – and his cock-head slipped inside her mouth. 
She closed her lips tightly and felt his spunk squirt into her mouth, again and again. As she swallowed, she tried to count the squirts – three, four, five. She was uncertain. Strangely, she didn’t find it arousing, although it gave her a wonderful thrill.

She knew he would do anything for that experience again – for the thrill of cumming in her mouth. 
Jill wondered if she might have brought him off with her finger on his “nony.” It seemed more than likely. His squirming was really like that of a girl. 
Sex, she thought, is a peculiar thing. She’d better not ask Jack. Boys often got offended when you suggested that they might like female things. She knew Jack liked to try on her knickers. No harm in that. But why was he so shy and secretive about it. She would NEVER tell. 
Then she remembered HER embarrassment about “squirting” into her kickers when she rubbed herself off on the scullery table, or “rode” the armchair in the sitting room. 
It was so humiliating to have to run off to the bathroom with the gusset of your knickers “drooping” between your legs, soaked with smelly “squirt.”
Jack lay exhausted beside her. She could smell the fish-scented aroma of his semen. It was nice. There was something primitive about female excitement from the perfume of male sex.
She reached over the side of the bed and lifted her grey knickers to wipe nony again. Then she turned and lifted Jack’s deflated cock to dry every part of it with the cherub knickers. It stirred, half rising like a balloon, before subsiding again. She knew he needed a rest.

Jill lifted her wet, pink knickers and spread them over the warm radiator to dry. OMG, she could smell the aroma of drying, cum-soaked nylon undies before she left the room. 
It reminded her of older girls in school who had an accident and washed soiled pants in the hand-basins and dried them on the radiator in the loo. It always left a distinctive aroma of scorched knickers, but everyone understood. 
She gathered up her clothes, took a spare pair of navy knickers from her undies drawer and went to the kitchen to make drinking chocolate. Jack needed some peace and quiet. He seemed to be asleep.

She looked at herself in the hall long-mirror as she waited for the milk to heat. OMG. She looked silly, naked but for her little silver necklace and her knee socks. Her pubic tuft was barely visible, and her tennis-ball breasts looked horrible. At least they didn’t “droop” like some girls in school who had bigger busts.

She dashed into the kitchen and made two mugs of chocolate. “What if someone came to the door?” she thought. “Oh, God, I’d be KILLED if I was found naked. I could run up to my room and pretend to be asleep in bed.” 

She left the mugs on the kitchen table and stepped into her navy cherubs. As she felt them slide into place around her bottom and nony, she thought of Jack. It was knickers like these that had created such a bond between them. 

She lifted her bra, checked it wasn’t inside out by examining the hook and eye fasteners, and clipped it around the rucked folds of the cuffed knickers at her waist. She looked in the mirror, and marveled at how the sight of knickers had such an effect on males. 
It seemed strange when she had discovered this years ago, but now it gave her a thrill to think that this secret phenomenon could work so powerfully in her favour. If she ever married, she would choose a man who loved her knickers. That way he would love her for always, because she would thrill him with her knickers the way no other woman could.
She swiveled the bra so the cups faced forward and pulled it up to push first one arm and then the other through the straps. As she whooshed her shoulders and ran her hands over her tennis balls to make sure the cups were in place, she thought about her bust. 
Margaret had called them “tennis balls” and that’s how Jill always thought about them. She wondered if she would ever have a big bust, like her sister who wore a woman’s size bra

Jill lifted her white blouse from the chair and slipped it on before knotting her tie and fixing it in place around her collar. She stepped into her school skirt, swiveling it around after she had fastened the button and pulled up the zip. .
She stepped into her petticoat, pulling the white cotton half-slip up to her waist, watching in the mirror as she exposed her navy knickers and white thighs while she fumbled it into place. 
She KNEW that was a huge turn-on for many males – the sight of a girl “futtering” with her underwear in a secret, intimate way. She still didn’t know why that was – but she loved it. There was something in their reaction that she loved – that made her feel warm and wet in a special place.

She looked in the mirror again. OMG, she had left her shoes upstairs. So what, apart from that she was ready for school – looking as she did most mornings, but feeling twice as horny lol.

She smelled the heated pink nylon knickers as she entered the bedroom. The dried cum produced a different scent – pervading the room like Incense of Nony perfume.
Jill put the mugs of drinking chocolate on the dressing table and rushed to take the knickers off the radiator. They were almost on fire! She sniffed the hot crotch, feeling the hardness of the gusset which was starched by dried-out cunt juice.  
Jack was asleep. She tip-toed over. He was exhausted and showed no signs of stirring. 
She knelt on the bed, and slowly crept forward on her knees until she was astride him. 
Slowly, she lowered her crotch until it rested on his nose. She smiled as he stirred, confused by waking with his head covered by her skirt – his face smothered by her soft, navy knickers. 
He bit her nony – playful, a pseudo-bite which was more a nibble than an attempt to hurt. Her labia flushed, sending juice flooding into her gusset as she thrilled at the sensation of his mouth between her legs.

“You bastard!” Jill said. 
She felt really, really naughty talking dirty – saying words her mother would kill her for using. She got turned on when Margaret said words like cunt and cock and spunk, but some strange fear within her stopped her from saying them out loud, even though they were in her head. 
She leaned back on the bed, raising her skirt to her bust – and giggling. She felt very mischievous. Suddenly, she wanted to flaunt her knickers, to show Jack that she was as horny as he – that she needed these furtive thrills as much as he did. 
In fact she wanted to show that she was hornier than he was – like all females. How else would the human race continue if females didn’t need and like sex more than males, if they had not that urge to be fucked – to be filled with the white squirted milk of life? 
Jill was shocked at her turn of mind. Thank goodness, she thought, Jack doesn’t know how “dirty” I really am, how naughty my thoughts can be. 
Jack, still naked, sat up and kissed her passionately. She reached down and rolled the tip of his stiffened, moist cock. 
He responded by fondling her breasts, cupping them wonderfully from outside her blouse. She loved the way he lifted her titties, creating a sense of weightlessness in them. 
Her nipples swelled with excitement and another flush of love juice emerged from her cleft to soak her crotch.
She lay down alongside Jack. They mouth-kissed and cuddled. She could feel his hard cock against her hip, frotting it through her skirt and knickers. 
Jill rolled the wet cock-head in her finger and thumb. It was dribbling pre-cum. Jack was producing more love juice than any girl. She wondered again about that secret place between his legs, the secret spot she had frigged earlier.
She broke off kissing and pushed herself away. “You’re going to leave white stains on my skirt, “ she said. He looked down, as though he hadn’t been aware he was “leaking” “buckets” of love juice.
“Did you get the frenchies?” Jill asked, thrilling as she used another forbidden word in front of a boy for the first time. 
She and her friends called them frenchies, but Jack had called them “johnnies” when he said he would bring some.
He muttered yes. “Let me see,” said Jill, sounding suddenly superior. She was the one in charge, she knew, despite the age difference. Jack groped on the floor and held up a packet of condoms. 

Jill opened the packet and took one out. She was beyond embarrassment now. Condoms gave her a special thrill since that day, years ago, when they had found a used one down by the river. Margaret had picked it up on a twig and carried it to the grass where they all sat down to examine it from a safe distance, like an unexploded bomb they had seen in a film!

Margaret had said you could get diseases from a frenchie that a man had on his cock, especially if he was a sailor. She explained how a boy pulled it over his cock when it got stiff – and then put it up in between a girl’s legs.
There were lots of questions: what if she didn’t open her legs. Did she have to take her knickers off for him.Margaret said no – a boy could put his cock up the leg of your knickers, and inside your opening, as long as you allowed him to do it by opening your legs. It was all quite confusing. 

Sandra said: “Why would you open your legs for a boy, even if he had a frenchie on his cock?” Margaret said: “Because if he touches your magic button, it makes you feel you want to open your legs, the way you feel sometimes when you lie on top of your hot-wter bottle in bed!”

Jill went over all this in her mind, She didn’t care that Jack might think a young girl like her shouldn’t know anything about “cock-covers” – as Margaret called them. Jill would be too embarrassed to explain that she and Margaret had experimented with Margaret’s father’s condoms, rolling them on to a carrot, and later onto a fat candle they stole from church!

Jill kneeled over Jack, holding his stiff cock with one hand as she tried to roll the condom onto it with the other. She failed. He held it straight up for her and she used two hands to crimp the teat – and roll it all the way down his cock to his hairy balls. 
She LOVED condoms in the way that Jack loved knickers. They were so SEXY. She dreamed about the way they tightly covered an aroused cock – and how they filled with wonderful male spunk.  
Still fully dressed, she lay down again alongside Jack. She thrilled as he frotted her hip with his safely-covered cock. She could feel it rub on her hip bone as he thrust against her again and again. She loved his PASSION.

But it was his hands under the back of her skirt that thrilled her most. It was wonderful to feel his curious, exploring fingers, tracing the folds gathered around the cuffed legs of her knickers, testing the strength of the elastic where it bit into her warm, soft thighs.

What was this secret bonding between them? Why did she love to have her knickers fondled in this way – in the way Jack loved to fondle them? 
OMG, he has his fingers up the leg, moving into the wetness of nony - near my twitching opening. There is something so naughty about this. I LOVE the secrecy of it, the special feeling it gives.
Jill was rolling his cock inside the condom now, feeling the exciting little teat filled with Jack’s pre-cum. 
It was like his dome had two covers – the condom and the hood, each slipping in a different direction. Fabulous. 
Her fanny flushed again. She thought about rude words once more. Why was it she felt excited when she heard secret, forbidden words like cock and cunt? 
Even fanny was a word that excited her – when her friends whispered about their fannies, rather than talking about “down there.” 

She wondered if Jack would be shocked by some of the words she knew. Words like cunt or fanny were exciting when you whispered them to your friends, but when rowdy boys shouted “cunt” from a safe distance, it sounded disgusting.

Her mind was wandering away from the frantic frotting of her hip by Jack’s condom-covered cock. 
She loved a cock when it was covered like that – so safe. And she loved the thrusting movement against her body, the hands under her skirt, fondling her underclothes. 
Somehow, it seemed much nicer than naked sex. It was so SPECIAL, so secret, so different. She loved Jack’s interest in school knickers.
He had his hand right up inside the leg of her knickers now, stroking her bare bum as the interlock cotton rubbed against his knuckles and the elastic of her cuffed leg gripped his wrist. 

 She had stopped rolling his cock-head. He was thrusting harder and harder against her hip as he fondled every part of her bubble bottom. 
OMG. She felt him go tense. As he groaned, she knew he was going to squirt. 

She waited for the final thrust against her skirt that told her his climax had started. Then she put her finger and thumb on his cock. 
She wanted to feel that magic flow of cum into the teat. It gushed, and gushed again, and again. It was SO thrilling – feeling that cum squirting between her fingers. 

Jack lay back, tired by his ejaculation. Jill kneeled up and held his softening cock. She marveled at how it stiffened and then deflated when it had spewed its load. 
She thought about Margaret talking about boys “shooting their load” into your fanny and making you pregnant.
She liked the sound of “shooting your load.” It was like the word “cunt” or “cock.” It was rude and forbidden, but it was so exciting.

She heard herself saying: “Did you shoot your load?” She knew the answer, but she wanted to hear Jack say: “I shot my load.” But all he did was mutter “Uh huh!”

Jill rolled onto her back and silently raised her skirt and put two fingers on her crotch, She drew them forward, shuddering with arousal as the middle finger passed the magic place on her nony.
There was a massive flush into her crotch. 
OMG. It’s been building up for so long. I’m going to cum spontaneously. She pressed the two fingers hard against her nony, gasping as the spine-tingling sensation swept though her. She was DESPERATE to touch her nipples. 
She put a hand on her left nipple, touching its stiffness though her blouse and bra. 
For a moment she teetered on the brink. OMG. The shudders are gathering somewhere around my bottom. Jill could feel her anus tighten. Her thrills were everywhere. The pulses in her bum-hole were shuddering her “between-legs” cleft from ass-hole to mound -  and  into her magic button before spreading to every part of her. If only Jack knew, he would be so disgusted by her.
She had to STOP. She took her hand away from nony and looked at the bedside clock. It was 8.30 pm. They had a whole night ahead of them – and the next, and the next until her parents returned. 

Jack was lying prone and silent. Like all males, she thought, they go SO FAR – and no further. They are easily exhausted, poor things. 
She thought of all the men and boys she had “flashed” her knickers at. They all ran away. 
That was the truth of it. They liked to day-dream about seeing a girl’s undies. But at the end of the day, they wanted the fantasy, not the reality. 


She hoped Jack was different. That he wouldn’t wake up some morning and find that the smell\between  her legs – all of it, the pee dribbles, the churning opening which spewed out sex-scented discharges, the excited, horny juices which sweated from the labia lips, were not disgustingly repulsive. Life was confusing. 
Jill’s randiness was building. She’d had a night of mere foreplay so far. . She didn’t know that word, foreplay. She thought that what she and Jack had been doing so far was “messing about” as Margaret called it. She wished she had Margaret’s courage to express her sexual needs. 

Why did poor little Jill hide her feelings so much, even with Jack? 

Her need was nagging at her. She looked at Jack. He was happy as a sand-boy, having climaxed twice and felt her knickers until he could feel no more. 
Jill knew she had “ants in her pants.” Her fanny was “biting at her leg” as Margaret would say. She had an “ache” that couldn’t be explained to a male.
They wanted to push their cock into a fanny, cum and then forget about it. Girls needed more. They needed a certain sort of satisfaction. 
They needed to be WANTED. They needed to feel that they had aroused a male and made him “shoot his load” into their cunt. 
But they needed more. They needed to feel that they had something SPECIAL that would keep him – the shape of their body, the scent of their cunt, their personality – their understanding about his sexuality. 
If he loved spanking, why not? If he loved to see and feel cherub knickers, why not? What was the harm?
Jill convinced herself it was a male world. Here was Jack snoozing happily, having groped her knickers and fucked her hip until he shot his load. Now he was no longer interested.

She became more resentful. In a fit of frustrated horniness, she kneeled up beside Jack and placed her knees on both side of his hips. He stirred a little. She took his cock in her finger and thumbed and rolled it softly.
It stirred, swelling, stiffening, making her feel moist again. Jill was overwhelmed with her NEED. 
She took the hardened cock in her hand and raised her uniform skirt. Jack lay there, apparently helpless. 
She wondered if he was REALLY exhausted, or if he wanted to see what she would do. Did he want to see how horny she was – how DIRTY she could get. She didn’t care, she needed his cock. She didn’t think of it being pushed inside her – she wanted to use its soft-hard wetness to bring herself off. 
OMG. She was desperate for that SPECIAL thrill. She didn’t mean a cum – not like the cum she had when she rubbed nony against the corner of the scullery table after school. – she needed a massive, shuddering climax. She needed the sort of thrill Margaret said she got when he brother put his cock inside her!

Jill felt really horny as she straddled  Jack, holding his cock upright as she slowly lowered her navy crotch onto it. She pulled his spunk filled frenchie off. . 
He lay still as she frigged the dripping cock along the outside of her gusset, coating it with his love juice on the outside as her juice had smeared it on the inside of her knickers.
OMG. What a wonderful thrills as the cock head slid over her clit hood, moving it back, trailing with it the sensuous cotton of the cherubs across her swollen clitoris.
She raised one knee high and rubbed the cock furiously into nony. She didn’t care what Jack thought – what any boy or man thought about her sexuality. 
She NEEDED this. She needed to cum – not on her fingers, not on the corner of the table, not pushing against a hot-water bottle in bed. She needed to cum on a COCK. Not inside her, but outside, not only outside her nony – but outside her knickers. 

KNICKERS. She wanted to shout out the secret word. She KNEW the secret. Males were fascinated by knickers. She didn’t know why, but that, in turn, fascinated her – aroused her. 

Tremendous. What a wonderful secret. Men longed to see your nony. They loved to look at breasts – but nobody ever talked about what all females knew – they LOVED the “secret triangle” – that covered area where your legs joined – and nony was hidden between two white, soft, fleshy thighs. 
All this was going though  Jill’s head as she rubbed the cock along her crotch, shuddering with each thrill that zoomed up into the tiny pink, erect  tips of her tennis balls. 
OMG. Things are changing. She felt a build-up that she knows she can’t stop. Jack’s cock is throbbing and twitching. She knows he is going to cum.

Jill reaches down and drawing aside the left leg of her knickers, thrusts Jack’s cock inside. She can feel its hardness and the dribbling pre-cum as it’s trapped against her belly by the navy knickers.

Without warming he is “shooting his load” all over her belly, coating her tuft of brown pubic hair in a layer of Brylcream. 

The transgressiveness of it overwhelms her. What would her mother say? What would Margaret say? – allowing a boy to shoot his load all over your tummy, INSIDE your knickers?

As she thinks of this, Jill explodes. She grips Jack as if she is drowning. She clings to him, holding his bum, drawing him into her, enjoying the feeling of his cock against her belly, inside her knickers.
When she comes out of her orgasmic fit, she longer feels embarrassed – not about having a “smelly” nony – not about showing her knickers, not about being aroused by secretly having a cock inside them, not about feeling such an urgent need to tease males, and to climax as she thinks about it. 
Jill looks at the bedside clock. It’s still only ten pm on the first night. If this keeps up, Little Ms Nony and Big Mister Cock will be sore and exhausted. She snuggles into Jack and falls asleep, still dressed in her uniform, her crotch reeking with the scent of sex. 
When she awakes at midnight, Jack is still fast asleep. Jill teases her crotch a little, running two fingers from back to front, thinking of all that’s happened. Her wetness is spontaneous. It’s as though nony want to grab as many thrills before her mother returns.
She presses two digits between her lips, thrilling at the wet response from within. When she put her hand to her breast, she realizes she still fully dressed in her uniform. She wonders what Margaret would say. She should talk. She sucked off this “Big Boy” at the back of the park ages ago. She was only 11 then. She said she spit his spunk out – as though that was all that mattered. 
If she knew what Jill was doing now, having Jack’s cock spurt inside her knickers, she would pretend to be disgusted!

The thought of Margaret’s hypocrisy spurred Jill on. Who cares what she thinks, Jill said to herself – as a wave of tingles swept through her in response to the pleasure she was giving nony with her finger.

Her knickers were becoming uncomfortably wet. They were sopping – and the scent of her arousal seemed to be everywhere. She thought about a “sponge bath” between her legs and a change of knickers – the tried and tested remedy for “nony odour.”

But it seemed a shame to destroy this secret aroma of excitement.

She arched her back and slipped the stinking, damp cherubs over her ankles. She held them to her nose, sniffing the fragrance of needy, excited cunt. 
There was no other word for it. Margaret was right, When you got to a certain age, nony became cunt. It was inevitable, The need you felt in nony, the need for pleasure, for excitement, became an “ache” when that place between your legs became a woman’s cunt. 
Maybe it was the thought of being alone here with Jack for this weekend in such a grown-up situation, but Jill had a feeling that her nony had been transformed into a grown-up cunt.

Her grey cherubs were rolled in a ball in her hand as she leaned over to kiss Jack on the cheek. He was quite unconscious. Did she take that much out of him.
Jill lay back, staring at the ceiling as she remembered Jack cumming on her finger. Did he REALLY ejaculate that way – or did he cum while he was riding her hip?

Jill reached down and lifted one of his feet, slipping it into the leg of her navy cherubs. 
There is probably some law, some regulation, which says a boy can’t have navy cherubs slipped on him – but who cares, it’s just me and Jack here, in this secret darkness where ANYTHING goes. 
She put the other ankle in and pulled them to his knees without difficulty. She tugged several times, unable to get his knickers any higher. Suddenly, he seemed to stir – as though some memory from an earlier life, when he was a girl having his knickers pulled on, had come back to him.

Jill wondered if Jack was wide awake, or if he was reacting instinctively to the sensuous tug of the cuffed knickers on his leg. 
He arched his back as Jill pulled them into place at his waist, sighing deeply in a gesture of content. She pressed her finger into the wet, smelly crotch, soaked with her nony juice. She didn’t care what Jack thought about this – SHE wanted to feel how it would be if the tables were turned. 
How would HE like fingers pushing into his wet gusset. 
She already KNEW the answer. Jack would love it,. That was their secret. 
He wanted to be part of her world, to know what it FELT like to sit in school all day in damp, smelly knickers.

Jill hesitated to go any further. It was so GROSS, so disgusting, so TRANSGRESSIVE – so DIRTY. 
And yet it was thrilling. It was thrilling for her that those smells between her legs which had been described by the nuns in the convent school as “disgusting” and “filthy” and the produce of the “open sewer” between your legs were natural, That other people would accept them – that some other people like Jack, would be enthralled by them.

Jill pressed her fingers into Jack’s “cunt” through his wet gusset. Who cares if he has a clitoris in there? 
Who cares if his nipples start to tingle as I frig him like he was another girl. Who cares that he feels like the schoolgirl he always wanted to be? 

People are killing each other all over the world. What is SO WRONG about me secretly bringing Jack into my schoolgirl world?  
Suddenly, my mind switches into total fantasy.. I’m not with Jack, I’m with another person – an android, a sexually neutral; creature. I’m fingering this girl beside me. I slip a hand inside, up the leg of her knickers. And then I find that “cleft” – wet with love juice. Is it from the navy knickers, or is it producing its own lubrication? 
End 

