Jack growing up with Jill
Thirteen year old Jack sat in his bedroom day dreaming. Mostly he dreamed about the girls in his class at school. He had visions them on the netball court giving him flashes of their green school knickers or flashes of them emerging from the gym as he puffed his way back from a cross country run.. His little cock stirred in his trousers.

His mind raced around and he thought it would have been nice to have had a sister of his own age or maybe younger. Instead he was now on his own, well almost, older brothers didn’t count. His thoughts raced to all those memories of growing up, his brothers playing and teaching him things, ball games, throwing sticks and stones and building trolleys from prams. What fun he had but now he was on his own. They were not interested in him any more; it was girls, cars and beer for them now.

His thoughts turned to his little cousin Jill; did she count as that sister? At eight she was now a little too young for him to be playing with. Yes even a couple of years ago she was fun to be with, showing her all the tricks that his brothers had taught him. It was Jack that had shown her the ball games, pushed her on the swings and built sand castles on the beach. 

Mentally his puberty was telling him that he should be distancing himself from her. But Jill would never let him do that, she was in the same position as him, all her older and brothers and sisters had ‘flown the nest’ so to speak. Well that’s what granny called it

Jack pictured Jill now, his little cousin in her school uniform. Now when ever they met she would end up embarrassing him.  It would be ‘Jack, watch me do this or watch me do that’.  He would turn to find her doing a handstand or upside down on a swing, dress down to the waist and her navy school knickers exposed. It embarrassed him even more when Jill’s mother or our Granny would shout to her ‘modesty young lady’. Jack would feel himself colour up, being caught looking at such un-lady like acts.
He remembered in their younger days, on family outings or visits, the two of them would often share a chair together or Jill would sit on his lap. This would always happen if there were not enough seats to go around, at home, on a bus, train or car. Jack gladly accepted these situations then, but not now, good heavens no, a little girl sat on a big boys lap! He could picture all those moments like they were happening now, there was something about them that he missed, it all seemed like a contradiction, to like them and now not to like them.
There was one occasion that stuck in his memory, a family outing or something? Anyhow they were all off somewhere, his mum and dad, aunty and uncle and Jill, somewhere in the Morris Oxford! There was not enough seating for everyone comfortably and he found himself in the back seat with little Jill sat on his lap. Jack’s thoughts lapsed backed to that time and he felt his cock stir in his trousers. He remembered holding on to his little cousin as she sat there, making sure she would not fall off with any movement of the car. He remembered her freshness, her clean smell, her shinny hair and the feel of her crisp cotton dress. Best of all he remembered the hour or so that she sat on his lap with her little bottom pressed on to his cock. How she would wriggle or the car would bounce her bottom into him, the way he held her around the waist with one hand and steadied her upper thigh with the other hand, the hand that was shielded from the grown up’s sight. The memories had come flooding back to him how little Jill’s dress had ridden up and he found himself caressing her bare thighs and the leg band of her pink knickers. How it had felt, that wonderful ribbing as he stroked and teased with his finger tips and how he dared to stroke and feel the tender soft cotton above it. He wondered then and as he did now if Jill had noticed as she looked out of the window or asked questions about the journey.
He remembered the heat between their two bodies and the little stirring his cock had done as her little bum had wriggled onto him. He wondered then as he was doing now whether Jill knew also and that that is why she wriggled or was it all so innocent and that she was uncomfortable.

Jack had his cock out now rubbing his little skin up and down now for his thoughts had moved on, he now pictured little Jill’s navy school knickers flapping about on the washing line as he had seen them many times before. He rubbed his foreskin backwards and forwards watching them blow in the wind, then, another moment shot into his head of around a year ago. A moment of when at his aunt’s and uncle’s house how he had slipped into his older cousins, Millie’ room and opened her top drawer curious to find a pair of her old navy knickers. How he had touched and felt them and the own unique sweet smell that had come from his older cousins top drawer and how he felt about being caught there doing what he shouldn’t.

He pictured himself in Jill’s bedroom too doing the same with her top drawer open. How he had discovered that she had lots of pairs if school knickers in different colours, navy, brown, grey and pink. How he had carefully pulled a pair of navy blue’s out and studied them, feeling their softness and how they were made. He rubbed his cock furiously now as he remembered how he had sniffed them and inhaled Jill’s own smell. Jack exploded spunk into the hanky that he had placed on to his bed.
Jack’s guilt set in as his erection ebbed! Did he really have these feeling towards his little cousin, did she excite him or she he have his mind on girls of his own age. He cleaned himself up and turned his thoughts to other things, until the next time!
