Jack and Jill Gone Fishing 2 – cont.
Jack looked down at his little cousin just as she opened her eyes. She was now aware there was a wetness on her thighs, a wetness that was beginning to feel cool and sticky.

‘What have you done’ she asked, looking down at the globs of white stuff on her thighs.

‘I’ve, I’ve just cum’, he mumbled, realizing what he had just done was all wrong.
He quickly grabbed for a clean hanky in his pocket to clear up the mess he had made on his cousins thighs. He dabbed them, soaking up his sperm into the folded white square.
He looked at his cousin guiltily, ‘you won’t tell, won’t say anything will you, I won’t do it again I promise, please don’t tell’.
Jill looked at him strangely, bewildered at his panic. She saw the fear in his eyes and was puzzled why she would tell; knowing that she herself would be in big trouble. 

‘Don’t be silly, I won’t tell, I can’t tell’, she reassured, ‘I will get into trouble too you know’.
Jack still had guilt written all over his face but he looked at her and gained some reassurance, ‘good’, he sighed. Then trying to justify what he done he blurted, ‘I can’t help it I just love seeing your knickers and they feel so soft and you keep teasing me, showing them to me’.

‘I do not’, Jill protested and trying to look seriously. Then she gave it a way by breaking into a giggle. ‘What are you laughing at’, Jack demanded sensing Jill was mocking him.

‘No nothing’, Jill replied, sensing his hurt, ‘yes I mean yes I do show them to you.

Just then Jack felt a wet spot hit the back of his hand. ‘Quickly he said, ‘it’s going to rain, we had better make a camp’. 
He rose to his feet whilst Jill still sat there; he reached into his bag and pulled out another ground sheet. This one was prepared with ends of string through the eyelets and Jack expertly made a shelter between two bushes.
‘Quick’ he said, indicating to Jill that she should jump up from the ground sheet on the floor. Jack grabbed it and the rucksack and spread it out under his little shelter. The rain started to get heavier and Jack ushered Jill under their new shelter.
They both huddled under and watched the rain start to dampen the dry dust and form sploshes on the lake in front of them. It was cozy in this little make shift camp and Jill snuggled up  next to her older cousin knowing that she felt safe and he was looking after her. Jack put his arm round her little shoulder and cuddled her in; he kissed her hair reassuring her and took in her gentle perfume.

‘So was that your sperm on my legs’, she enquired, knowing full well it was, there was enough playground gossip to confirm that was what she saw but she wanted Jack to tell her, say it was.
Jack toyed with his guilt again, hoping that that question might go away; he knew it wouldn’t but if he tackled it sensibly he’d be controlling the situation.

‘Yes’, he confirmed kissing her hair again, ‘it was sperm or spunk, you got me all excited with your knickers and made me cum’.
‘But I didn’t do it’, Jill questioned, ‘you were touching me’.
‘Yes I know but making you feel nice made me feel nice’, Jack explained.
‘Is it sperm that makes babies’, Jill asked?
‘Well, yes it is’, Jack replied, but only if my thingy is in your nonny’. ‘It can’t go there’ he added, ‘then we would be in big trouble, they would take me away’. ‘You must promise you won’t say anything now’, Jack pleaded, ‘otherwise you will never see me again’.
‘I won’t’, Jill promised.

‘Did I come too’, Jill enquired.
‘Yes you did my little one’, Jack replied, reassuring himself that his little cousin had enjoyed his fingers in her nonny. ‘Did you like what I did to you’, he asked her.
‘You made me feel all tingly and nice’ she assured.
 ‘Good’, he said, but it’s got to be our secret, just between us’.
 ‘I promise Jack’.

Jack looked down at where his hand and fingers had been previously. Jill, in the rush for the rain had forgotten to button the top of her tartan trousers, Jack could still see the grey waist band, he reached across to play with its softness.

‘Jack’, Jill exclaimed.
‘What’, he questioned.
Jill puzzled in her head and then said, ‘is it my knickers or me that you like’.
Jack thought about it for a moment, he enjoyed her knickers and he also enjoyed looking at Jill and her slim little body and nicely rounded bottom and he was aware that she was growing up. ‘Both’, he replied, ‘you are my pretty little cousin’.

Jill snuggled into him reassured, she felt comfortable. She looked out at the rain, they both did, it was heavier now. The groundsheet above and below were keeping them both snug, cozy and dry.
‘I like it here with you’, she said, can I come again?
 That was all the reassurance Jack needed. They would come again, the secret was safe.

Jack still fumbled with the grey waist band; he felt himself hardening again in his pants. What he really wished for was that his little cousin might make him cum with her fingers. Jill shivered as the rain beat down cooling the air around them.
‘Are you cold’, Jack asked, ‘why don’t you put your pac a mac on’.
‘I think I will’, said Jill reaching for the grey rucksack. She pulled out the mac and with it came their sandwiches.
‘Are you hungry’, Jack enquired. 
‘Mmm… wouldn’t mind a sandwich or even a Mars bar’, she played.
Don’t worry, I have a Mars for my little cousin’, he teased.
Jill smiles as she unrolled her mac, out fell her navy blues. Jack spotted them immediately, homing in on them and picking them up. Jill tried to snatch them but was too late they were in Jacks clutches; he was holding them, feeling them.
‘What are these’, he teased.
‘They are for you’, Jill teased back’. Jill had the upper hand again. ‘I brought them for you’

Jack lifted them to his face as he always did, he sniffed them unwittingly taking in the sweet smell of little Jill.
‘Jack’ exclaimed Jill, ‘what are you doing’.
‘You’ve been wearing them’, he replied, ‘I can smell you, nice’. 
‘You like my smell’, asked Jill. 
‘Oh yes very much’ said Jack, inhaling their sweetness’. 
‘You like the smell of dirty knickers’, enquired Jill.
‘Yours aren’t dirty, Jack replied, their just right, you’re a clean girl’, he said knowingly.
 Jack shoved them in his pocket.
‘Hey, I want them back’, pleaded Jill, ‘give them to me’.
She tried to make a grab for them again but Jack was too quick. Jill stretched across him desperately trying to retrieve them. Jack shoved them deeper into his pocket stretching his body as he did it. Jill fell on him and he immediately started to tickle her putting her off trying to get her knickers.
Jill struggled and giggled trying to get away from his torturous fingers. In doing so she fell into his lap her hands pushed away from him, suddenly she was aware of something hard it was Jack’s thingy. She pulled away and looked down at it sticking through his trousers. Jack stopped tickling realizing she had spotted him big in his trousers.
She looked him in the eyes, ‘you have a stiffy’. 
Jack stared back at her, searching her face for reassurance.
She smiled briefly, ‘did I do that’ she asked.
‘You always do that’ he replied, even when you don’t know it’. He reached forward and planted a little kiss on the end of her nose. Jill realized there was something more than her knickers that Jack interested in.

‘Sandwich’, he said, changing the subject and offering her the now opened packet.
She took one and said ‘I like our little camp’.
They both tucked into the cheese and pickle sandwiches and watched the rain. Both Jack and Jill had a contentedness in their minds that something had changed between them.

‘We haven’t done any fishing’, remarked Jill looking at the rod sat on the wet ground in front of them.
‘We will do, this afternoon if the rain stops, replied Jack.
Jack offered Jill her Mars bar, ‘there, told you I had one for you’, he laughed.
Jill snuggled in closer in their cozy little shelter, she felt warm and safe now with her cousin.

Soon the rain began to stop, they watched as the dreariness went and the sun poked through the clouds.
‘Shall I teach you some fishing now’, Jack asked.
‘Oh yes please’, Jill replied, inquisitive and wanting to try something new. 
‘Well come over here and I’ll show you how to cast’, Jack picked up the rod.

He placed his cousin in front of himself looking over her shoulders and began to explain how the line would come off the spool of the reel when the clutch was out of the way. Having got the hang of this he then leant over her to show her how to cast. Jill was a quick learner and nearly had the hang of it. Jack moved in closer behind her just to get the technique right. He found himself close to his little cousin again and started to pick up her natural scents. When she was getting it right he leant over her and gave her a little peck on the head. he became intoxicated with her girly smells of fresh air and perfume. He found himself leaning into her now and as he looked down her back at her feet positioning he spied those greys again revealing themselves above the waistband of her trousers.

Jack couldn’t help himself after spotting these he just had to get in closer to her. He pushed his own thighs forward to engage the top of her bottom; he felt the heat radiate from her little body. He leant round her, helping and taking control of the rod guiding and positioning it with every cast.

Soon he was satisfied that they were ready for the next stage, fishing. They both wound the line in and Jack loaded the line up with some bread. Again they shared the cast as Jack helped with his arms around little Jill.
As the float plopped into the water he kissed her head again, ‘nice one’, he remarked as the float bobbed into place. ‘Now we will watch it for the bait being taken’ he whispered into her ear. 
‘Why are you whispering’, Jill enquired softly.
‘Because we don’t want to disturb the fish’, he replied endearingly kissing her on the ear.
Jill gave out a little giggle as she felt the softness and tingle of his lips on her lobe. It made her shiver and wriggle too and for the first time she felt the presence of Jack’s thingy sticking into her upper bottom.

‘Jack’ she whispered, ‘you got a stiffy again’.
‘Yes’, he said, pushing it closer to her and feeling his own hardness and wetness as touched her trousered bottom. Jack took a lead and with his freehand began to examine the grey waist band with his fingers. They felt so soft and smooth as his fingers toyed with the elastic. Jill was aware of her cousin’s excitement as his breathing heavied in her ear; she pushed her bottom encouragingly at him as she watched the float at the front.
‘Ooh that’s nice’ he sighed as he felt her there and it push his foreskin between the layers of materials.
 Jill also felt nice, nice to be this close to her cousin and she too felt her wetness become apparent again. She was excited and the memories of her cum before lunch ran through her brain again adding to her moistness, she was kinda hoping Jack would touch her again she didn’t have to wait long she felt his hand move around her waist to the waistband of her greys at her tummy.

Jack fingered and played with the elastic of the greys and felt his knuckles brush the button of her trousers. Jill’s mind wandered from her own feeling to wondering would she be able to see Jack’s thingy making the white stuff. Jack found her fly zipper and tugged it downward and as he neared the bottom he let his fingers find Jill’s nonny mound, between her trousers and her greys he gently probed at the material.
Jill sighed deeply as her cousin touched her again. Next she felt his fingers slide into her trouser opening and journey themselves downward. In anticipation she felt her own dampness flood her nonny lips again making her feel warm and contented. Suddenly his fingers were there again, at her lips, her grey lips; they found her shape and traced it. She was now aware of a new presence; Jack had taken his thingy out. It was in the small of her back nudging and pushing at the waistband of her knickers. She wanted to see it but she didn’t know how, even more now as Jacks fingers traced her and gently opened her.

Jill didn’t have to ask, she felt Jack taking control again, with one hand he had taken the rod and was laying it down. She moved slowly with him as his fingers still worked on her school knickers. Gently he was now guiding her back to their little camp he turned her and she saw it. She couldn’t take her eyes from it at he lead her back to the ground sheet, only now did he loose his position in her fly. She marveled at it, its shape and size, then she thought she saw it twitch.

Jack crouched into there little den sitting cross legged and pulling Jill in behind him. He indicated she should sit the same, in front of him. Jack looked into her eyes for approval but all he saw was Jill’s fascination she was watching his hardness. She saw it twitch and bounce again, she saw how there was a ring of skin around a pink bulb, she saw a clear wetness around it all.

Jack broke the silence, Jill was relieved.
‘I need to cum’, he said.
 His hand dived into his pocket and pulled out the velvet navy blues. Jack tossed and turned them positioning them with one hand juggling them to where he wanted them. With his other he began to gently roll his foreskin between to fingers and a thumb. Jill had survey this scene before, at a distance, from the landing peeking into Millie’s room, now she watched amazed in such close up. She watched intently as his fingers tenderly rolled this foreskin backwards and forward. She glanced up at his face to see his dreamy contorted look. Amazed and sort of shocked she witnessed him pull the navy blues to his face and breathe deeply in from the gusset of her own school knickers. She quickly realized it gave him so much pleasure as he savored his little cousin without even touching her.

Her eyes diverted back to his penis and she heard the little wet sounds the skin made as he rolled it up and down, she saw it wet and shiny.
‘Are you going to cum Jack’ she asked not knowing what and when to expect it.
‘Soon’, he breathed, ‘will you help me’, he pleaded.
Jill stumbled with her reply, ‘eh, eh, I don’t know’. 
‘Oh please’, Jack begged, ‘I’ll show you how’, sensing her uncertainty and new experience.
 Jill’s mind raced, here was her cousin asking her to make the white stuff come out of his thingy. She wondered how many of her friends had seen this or actually taken part, was she going to be the first.

Her words stumbled ‘ok, you’ll have to show me how’, she mumbled.
Jack took her right hand and pulling her closer. She shuffled across the ground sheet on her bottom. As she got closer Jack dropped the navy knicks into his lap and unbuttoned her tartan trousers exposing her greys. Jill realized that Jack wanted to see them whilst he came. He leant back and lay the navy blues in his lap between them. Still holding her hand he now guided it towards his penis.
Jill watched almost in slow motion as her fingers got closer. Suddenly she was touching it, feeling it for the first time. She felt it twitch as Jack closed and guided her two fingers around just as he had done. Jill felt its heat, its bigness and roundness as her fingers got used to its shape. Now Jack held her fingers as he moved them slowly up and down teaching her the movement.
‘Be this gentle’, he said, watching her fingers roll him.
God his mind raced, here was his darling little cousin wanking him for the first time, he sighed deeply. He had pictured this a thousand times in his head and now it was happening. He released his fingers on hers and watched her roll him, wanking him, he felt in heaven.
Jill watched him and his thingy, she marveled at the skin rolling back and the wetness that formed, she saw his face twist in appreciation as her fingers worked. Jack stopped her, he knew he couldn’t take much more of this first time with little Jill but he greedily wanted it all. She looked at him searching to see if she had done something wrong only to see him expertly position her navy blues onto his thingy. She realized that she was witnessing a ritual as he carefully wrapped them around his foreskin in the gusset where her nonny had been earlier that morning.
Jack was conscious that he wanted his little cousin see him cum so he left the end of his penis exposed ensuring that her gusset would roll his foreskin. He guided her fingers back placing them where he wanted them, ‘again’ he said, ensuring that Jill would wank him. He knew now he couldn’t take much more of this, her little fingers, her soft navy blues just one more thing to send him to the edge and over. He found her tummy and grey’s whilst Jill learnt, she wanked him slowly.
His fingers fished downwards towards her nonny. There was an urgency now he hadn’t far to go and he found her shape and wetness. He pushed his fingers deeper, painfully aware that her zipper was digging into the back of his hand but it didn’t matter he found her, her young precious little body. Her musky fresh little girl filled his nostrils as he felt they grey’s open her up.
It was all too late now there was no control, the sensations flooded him from a thousand directions, he felt his cousin’s fingers manipulate him driving him to the edge.
Jill looked down marveling at her power to have her older cousin in this state, alright it wasn’t as nice as before his fingers were now cramped in her trousers but she knew her cousin was under her spell. She watched the navy blues shield and then expose Jack’s thingy, she watched the material stick and roll with him. She sensed his tenseness and heard him moan as the white stuff pumped out of his little slit. She watched it land and felt it on her hand, she watched it splatter and soak into the navy blue on her next upward stroke, she watched it trickle between her fingers on the next down. She had made Jack cum!

To be continued…..
