Jack and Jill Gone Fishing 1
Jack lost his balance as he turned onto the deep gravel drive of his Aunt’s and Uncles big old detached house. The bicycle wheels dug in deeply refusing to turn with his pedal effort and he found himself awkwardly dismounting trying to avoid the fishing rod strapped to his cross bar. The big old grey rucksack didn’t help either as it swung off his shoulder hitting the handle bars.

He had a cunning plan in his head as he strenuously pushed his bike through the deep gravel. If he could get Aunty to agree to let Jill accompany him to the lake then she would be on his own territory. None of this ‘mum might come back’ or ‘mum might catch us’ malarkey, she would be in his domain and they could play their little experiment games on his terms, or so he thought!

Jill heard the crunching noises and peeped from her kneeling position at the coffee table and the half finished puzzle spread out before her. She expected it to be the postman at this time on a Saturday morning but smiled when she saw it was Jack. Thoughts raced though her mind of how they could perhaps play her little game this morning, here, while mother was at home! Impossible she thought! She settled back into her puzzle knowing that mother was busy and heavily into her housework Boring she thought!

Jack considered how he could possibly orchestrate Jill coming with him, as he wheeled the bike up the side of the house and round into the back garden. What greeted him was a beautiful sight, a washing line with Jill’s school uniform pegged out. His eyes focused on two pairs of her navy blues. He wondered if he had sniffed these or were they a pair he had touched; his cock gave a little stir in his trousers.

‘Hello Jack’, he heard his Aunty call from further down the line! She picked up her basket and walked back towards him and the kitchen door. ‘What brings you here so early’ she asks with a smile.

‘Oh, I wondered if you could fill my bottle up with squash’, pointing to the drinking bottle attached to his bike, ‘I’m just off to the lake for some fishing and I forgot before I left home’.

‘No problem’ she smiles, ‘come into the kitchen’.
Jill hears them enter the kitchen and nosily wanders out. ‘Oh it’s you’, she comments sarcastically as if she didn’t already know.
‘Take no notice of her’, Jill’s mum comments, ‘she’s in her Saturday morning bored mood’. ‘Getting under my feet too’ she says.

‘Mum’, Jill moans, embarrassed by her mother’s reference to a child like quality.
‘If she were a bit older I’d ask you to take her with you’ she remarks at Jack, ‘but she is a bit young to be up their around that water’.

‘Mum’ Jill retaliates, ‘I’m not that young and I can swim’ she says, trying to hold off her mothers put down of just being a kid.

Jack smiled inwardly to himself, He had, had to do nothing, Aunty was almost asking him to take Jill with him he’d just have to reassure her that he was old enough to keep her in check. ‘Well’ said Jack sort of reluctantly, as though Aunty had imposed on him, ‘only if she does as she is told, I don’t want the fishing spoilt’. He knew he lied to himself and had other things in mind with little Jill and wondered what knickers she had on today.

Jill’s mum turned to her and asked, ‘do you want to go and will you behave’.

‘Mum’, Jill replied showing her annoyance that she needed to behave in front of her older cousin. ‘Of course I can’ she said quietly not wanting too big an admission that she could behave.

‘Good’ her mother said, ‘you can go as long as you do as Jack tells you, don’t want you back having fallen in’.

Jack smirked and Jill saw him. He thought to himself Aunty has told her that Jill must do as she tells him! Jill gave Jack one of her sly sideways looks.

‘You will have to change, you are not going in that dress’, she said. ‘Go and put on those old tartan trousers and that old jumper’.

‘But mum, they are too short now, complained Jill.

‘Doesn’t matter, your not going up there in anything decent, they will do for sitting around a bank and take your old school pack a mac to sit on and in case it rains’

Jill rushed off upstairs to change. She was excited on the one hand and disappointed with other. Mum had wanted her in these old clothes that were really from two years ago when she was 9 or 10. She wanted to wear something a little more grown up as she was with Jack. She peeled off her dress revealing her navy knickers and little training bra. Jill admired herself in the mirror turning this way and that. Sticking out her little boobs to try and make herself look more developed. She smoothed her bottom with her hand feeling the softness of the double back panel. She moved her hand around to the front and delved under to find her nonny, now she thought of Jack. She thought of him touching her there and even when he had kissed her there all those weeks ago. She pulled the leg band to one side and squished her fingers through the wetness that was now forming there.

She was wasting time she thought, she would much rather Jack was doing this and imagined them both at the lake. Jack likes my grey knickers she thought rushing to her top drawer. She found the fresh clean pair instantly and hooked her navy blues down over her waist and off. As she stepped out of them and hooked one leg out she felt her nonny lips part and her stickiness become more apparent. She had a warm cosy feeling come over her as she now stepped into the greys. Jill pulled them up feeling the cuffed leg travel all the way up her thighs and grip her at the top. She adjusted them hooking her fingers around the legs and getting them into place. She patted her nonny in expectation of Jacks fingers fishing in her wetness. She wondered how she would control him today.

Now at the wardrobe she found those horrible tartan trousers, she slipped into them quickly with disgust and hate. Now, when she pulled them up they were too short in the leg. So she pulled them down on to her boyish little hips, now they exposed the top waist band of her grey knickers. She thought Jack will like that, but mum will not approve. But it will tease him in the way she wanted and she warmed to the thought of wearing these old trousers. She found an old pale green blouse and a red jumper. Putting them on, she looked at herself again in the mirror. She looked at her bottom and patted it. She was beginning to hate it, it was far too rounded but she decided it looked better today. Besides she now noticed that the trousers were tighter and could see the outline of her school knicker legs through them. Something else that Jack would notice she thought.

‘Are you ready yet’ she heard her mother calling. She slipped on some flat shoes and made her way down stairs. 

‘Ah there you are’ her mother said. ‘I’m afraid you are going to have to ride your brother’s old racer as Jack says there are spokes broken on yours! He’s just pumping the tyres’. ‘Now I have done you both some sandwiches and some pop’. ‘Now you will be good for Jack, and do as he says’

‘Yes mother’, Jill reluctant replied.
Jack appeared in the kitchen door way with the bike. ‘You ready’ he asked realizing these were the first words he’d spoken to his little cousin this morning. He looked her up and down! Despite his earlier thoughts about her knickers she now looked positively unappealing. He preferred this little temptress in her school uniform or guides outfit or at least where he could glimpse her knickers. Still I wonder what she has on underneath?
‘Oh’ I forgot the pack a mac she said rushing off upstairs to get it. She found it quickly in the bottom of her wardrobe then turning she saw she had left her navy blues in a crumple on the floor. Jill picked them up examining them and sniffing the crotch. They were clean she had only had them on a couple of hours but she could detect her own sweet smells. She folded them neatly and pushed them inside the outer bag of the pack a mac. They were not noticeable that they were in there and it didn’t alter the shape. She ran down stairs and back to the kitchen.

Jack was waiting and had packed all the sandwiches into a now bulky haversack.

‘Bye mum’ and soon Jack and Jill were walking down the drive pushing their bikes. 

As soon as they were out of ear shot Jack enquired ‘What colour knicks are you wearing for me today then’.

‘Never you mind’ replied Jill.

‘Well if you don’t tell me and I don’t see them’, Jack said, ‘then you won’t get the Mars bar I have for you’.

‘You do ask some personal questions’, Jill said, trying to gain authority and maybe give a hint that he might find out later and in the hope that she might get the Mars bar.
‘Oh well’ Jack said reassuring himself that later the temptation would succumb her and that he would get to see them and even touch them.

They reached the end of the drive and Jack said, ‘you lead and I can watch for cars’. 
Jill mounted the bike in front of him, cocking leg over the saddle like a boy. She anticipated how the saddle would feel; she had sat on it many times before when mum and dad were not about. She knew it would give her nice feelings especially riding it. The saddle slipped into its rightful place parting her nonny lips, again she felt aware of her wetness.

‘Grey’ Jacked shouted out, watching his cousin mount and her jumper ride up and her trousers down.

‘Pig’, Jill shouted back. Now she tried adjusting her clothes to cover them but as she did she wiggled on her saddle. Little tingles traveled through nonny. ‘Oohh’ she gasped as it separated her, flooding her greys with her own wetness. 

‘Are you ok’, Jack enquired, watching her legs dangle and her feet trying to touch the ground. 

‘Yes I’m fine’, his little cousin breathed back, ‘it will be ok when we get going’.

Jack was completely unaware of the sensations running through his little cousin’s body and that and that the effect would work in his favour later.
They both set off Jack amusing himself that he had spotted her knickers and that they would be on display throughout their journey. The roads were still quiet at this time and the weather not that promising, although the sun kept breaking through some darker clouds. Still at least that would mean that there would be not that many people walking about. Just the usual dog walkers but none of the picnickers that were likely to wander off the beaten track. At least the spot that Jack had in mind would be fairly secluded and hopefully allow them privacy and some knicker games.

He looked a head getting another glimpse of Jill’s grey knickers, well at least the waist band. He didn’t know why he particularly liked these knickers, perhaps it was there light colour and that it showed up all the stitching. He thought of those slim little thighs in those tartan trousers and the stitching around those cuff legs, now he was hard in his trousers.

Jill ahead was completely oblivious to Jacks thoughts she was still having little sensations of her own. Whenever they got to an incline she had to put extra pressure into her legs and this forced and stretched her toes onto the pedals. The effect this had on her nonny was to push it further into the leather saddle. Of course the hard saddle would not give but had the effect of parting her little nonny lips at every up and down stroke. Jill could feel her wetness down there and nice tingly sensations. Once or twice she drifted back to that occasion when Jack had had her knickers off and kissed and licked her down there. She really was enjoying this bike ride but sensed it would soon end as they were nearing the lake. Besides she hoped to see Jacks thingy again and maybe watch him play with it in the navy blues she had sneaked out.

They rounded he last corner and came to the car park where previously Jack had parked the Morris. Jill suddenly realized she was going too fast and as well as the brakes she came out of the saddle and down on to the crossbar so as to get her feet to the floor. They skidded and bit into the dust helping to come to a stop. Then she realized she was sat astride the crossbar and it was cold and narrower than the saddle. She felt that coldness from the steel tube as it sat directly either side of her nonny lips. Suddenly all her wetness felt more pronounced she was sure her trousers were now damp as her knickers were definitely wet. She gave a little pant to her self and looked back to see where Jack was. She feared if he was too near, as she swung her leg back over the seat would he see that her trousers were damp. He might think she had wee’d herself, part of her thought that he might not want knicker games after that.

Fortunately he was not near her at all; he was over by the wooden fence that surrounds the car park. Holding on the saddle with her right hand she cocked her leg back over it. Her worst fears were recognized as the crotch of her trousers brushed against her knuckles, she was indeed truly damp down there. Finally as if to confirm it all she brushed the knuckles under her nose, she smelt her own musky smell.

Jack was still unaware all this had taken place but his thoughts were still on Jill’s knickers. He looked at his watch, 10.30, we don’t have to be back until tea he thought, he wondered when between that time he would actually be toughing those grey knickers.
‘You had better follow me now he turned to Jill’. 'We will take the bikes with us to very near where we are going, it’s not far’.
They both set off wheeling the bikes through a gap in the fence and following a narrow trodden path. It seemed an age to Jill that they walked this path which was either shrouded by bushes or trees. She guessed the path ran all round the huge lake and once or twice it passed close to the waters edge.

Suddenly Jack a head had veered off to the right pushing his bike through a narrow gap between two bushes, he beckoned Jill to follow. They had gone around 25 yards off the main path pushing against small shrubs and saplings. Jack suddenly parked his bike his bike against a large tree indicting that Jill should do too. He then pushed his way through two more bushes, Jill followed.

They were now on a small grassy bank looking down at the waters edge. It was almost like a very tiny cove in the lake and although Jill could see to the other side some distance off all she could see to the sides were trees and then water.
‘Nobody knows about this place’, Jack said, ‘well except a couple of mates and they are at work today’. He hadn’t really thought about what he had just said so he quickly added ‘so it should be good fishing’.

Jack started to un pack the grey haversack that they both had all their stuff in. He spread out an old army ground sheet that doubled as a cape. ‘Sit on that’, he beckoned to Jill as he disappeared to get his rod. Jill did and again took in what she could see from this little cove. It really was quite a pretty spot she thought, maybe even romantic.

Jack came back with his rod and started to set it all up. He stood behind her and now and then he would glance down at the grey waist band sticking out from the top of her trousers. He carried on assembling and fixing the reel.
‘Have you ever fished before’ he said to Jill noticing that the tight trousers round her slim little thighs gave a clear indication she was wearing school knickers. He felt his cock stir.
‘No’, she said. Adding saucily, ‘are you goina teach me’.
‘Might do if you’re a good girl’ he said. ‘Might even give you a Mars bar if you are really good to me’, he reminded her. 

‘I just think you want to see my knickers again’ she teased.
‘I’ve seen them already Jack replied, ‘I can see them now’, he tried to get the upper hand.

‘But you would really like to touch them wouldn’t you’.
She realized what she had just and that it would just encourage all the more. Jill pondered for a moment, she wasn’t on her own ground now she couldn’t run to her room or claim that mum would be back at any minute. Equally she was sort of excited that they were here together and the effects of the bike ride were still with her.

Suddenly she felt the elastic of the waist band twang as Jack had pulled it back teasingly.
‘Don’t do that’ she said slapping his hand out of the way, ‘you’ll break them then you will be in trouble’.
Jack did it again and narrowly missed Jill’s second slap.
‘Look you will break your favorite knickers if you are not careful’ she chided.
Jack sensed she was gaining the upper hand again and didn’t really know how to reply.
Accidently he said ‘I like all your knickers’, then realized his confession.
‘You like all knickers’ she pushed, I’ve seen you with Millie’s’.

Jack sat down next to her and looked out across the water, he didn’t know what to say. He had been like this all his life and here he was now confronted by his little cousin. He even felt guilty that he had planned all this. Jill looked at him and sensed his unease, she felt deeply sorry for him she pushed him into these corners now he felt bad about himself.

She snuggled into his shoulder but he looked on.
‘It’s alright Jack’, she said, ‘I want you to touch my knickers’, she brazenly added, ‘I want you to touch my nonny’. She also suddenly realized it was the first time she’d used his name, certainly in a very long time. She sensed that she had used it because at this moment she felt close to him.

Jack turned to face her, she looked up from his shoulder and directly at him, she grabbed his arm and guided it down to her waist band. Jack felt was a softening cock now stirring again in his pants. His fingers touched the waist of her knickers and traced them round her tummy. Jill felt the warmth from them and sighed deeply, her wetness became apparent again. She laid down on her back still feeling Jack’s fingers playing with the cotton.

He looked down at her but she now had her eyes closed sensing his every touch. His hand now moved on to her trousered tummy swirling his fingers. Jill felt this through the two layers of material as though they were not there. Jack scratched his nail down her front zip tracing downwards, his eyes followed that hand movement. He could see below the zip the start of her mound, a mound he’s seen so many times before. His fingers pushed into it. Jill arched her back to accept them, pushing her nonny on to them. Jack felt her heat and then her dampness. He breathed deeply, sliding his zipper down on his own fly with his other hand to relieve his pumping cock. He took it out and felt the cool air hit his pre cum, he gently rolled it.

‘Little One he whispered you are wet’. 
Jill heard but never answered her big cousin instead she arched her back pushing nonny again on to his fingers. Jack encouraged by this reached back up for the button on her trousers and pushed it back through the hole. He reached for the tab on her zipper and pulled in downwards, the two sides parted and opened like a curtain on her tummy. Jill sensed the coolness rush in, exposing her body heat and waiting for Jack’s next move.

Jack pushed downwards over her grey tummy with his fingers and his hand. In a swift move he pushed them into her mound again this time with one less layer. Jill responded clamping his hand in excitement then relaxing again, Jack worked a finger into the wet material feeling his little cousin’s nonny. Jill breathed deeply, she felt a little bead of sweat form on her forehead and cool against the air.

Jack played with his cock gently with his other hand whilst tracing lightly Jill’s pussy lips. 
He whispered to her, ‘lift’.
She knew what he wanted and lifted her bottom off the ground sheet. Jack eased her tartan trousers down to her thighs. He now had more room to explore little Jill. Now he played with her pussy lips more intensely, he watched his own hand there as it circled around testing and feeling what lay below. Jill breathed deeply and he looked down at her innocent little face. Her eyes were still closed but her face was now screwed up and contorted, he could see her top teeth biting her lower lip.

Inside Jill’s head she was swimming. She was feeling sensations down below that were never this intense as when she was touching herself. Little tingles and spasms of electricity passed through her like bolts of lightening. Suddenly she was aware that Jack was pushing her jumper up and fumbling with the buttons on her blouse. This he managed from the bottom up and there was cool air now hitting her tummy above the waistband of her knickers. Then she felt both her breasts exposed as her bra was moved up. Momentarily she thought he would not be interested in them when he discovered how little they were. Then she felt his lips close around her left breast and the sensation of him kissing and sucking them. Now in her head they were big, they even felt bigger as pulled them around tenderly with his lips.

If she had a nagging doubt that this was wrong and Jack should stop this it had just disappeared that instant. Jill was really not in control now and Jack sensed it. His cock was twitching away under its own steam and it felt good to be doing this with his little cousin. Jack pushed his fingers into nonnys slit through the material again and he found a new surge of wetness collect on to his fingers. Jill felt herself open up and more tingles burst through her body. 

Jack decided that her trousers should now be dropped to her knees and moving his hand away from nonny, Jill did not resist. This gave him the opportunity to open his little cousin’s legs and he gazed down and looked at the wide grey wet gusset of her school knickers Again he pushed his fingers into the grey collecting more wetness. Jill felt her self opening further and her little secret spot pushed against the material. It felt so good down there.

Jack reached across the cuffed leg now and pulled it to one side. His fingers quickly slipped inside to trace the now bare lips that had been hidden by cotton. Jill gasped as she felt him there almost involuntarily opening her legs further. His finger pushed between her lips sinking into her wetness. In it went up to his second knuckle and he felt her close around him. It felt so small down there to him and he was conscious that he should not hurt his little cousin.
‘Jill’ he whispered, ‘I’m I hurting you’?

Jill opened her eyes for the first time since they had started playing. She looked up at him, gently pushing herself up against his finger. Jack felt it being sucked deeper.
‘Nice she smiled, then gasped as she felt his finger slowly pull back.
He leant over and gently kissed her on the lips. Now he pulled his finger out to the first knuckle and in the same action he traced his thumb up her opening towards her tummy. Jill gasped deeply as the thumb opened her and found her little button.
‘Oh, oh, please’, she whimpered, ‘nice, nice for nonny’. 

Jack continued these little motions with finger and thumb and then found her left breast again with his lips. Jill was floating now like she had never done before. At each stroke of Jacks finger and thumb she now raised her bottom up to meet him. This pushed Jack’s finger deeper and he felt her close around it tighter with every stroke. Jill’s brain sent and felt new messages now and she knew that something was now pushing her on. She could hold no more and the electricity and spasms took her over the edge. She pushed and pushed on Jacks finger and thumb feeling herself fall off the edge. Moments went by and the spasms ebbed. Her breathing relaxed and she lay semi conscious for several minutes.

When she looked up she saw Jack crouched over her still with his fingers holding back the cuff leg of her knickers, with his other hand he was furiously pumping his stiffy she heard him moan and felt hot splashes land on her thigh and the cotton against her tummy.

Jack collapsed in a heap next to her.

To be continued
