Jack & Jill Gone Fishing 3 -cont

Jill lay in Jacks arms, snuggled and warm. She could hear the wind rustling the leaves of the trees, she felt cozy and safe. She was happy in herself too as she had just made Jack squirt his white stuff into her navy blue knickers. A little thought ran through her mind how would she get them clean again without mother knowing. She dismissed it; she’d get round it somehow foiling her mother’s duty to inspect her daughter’s knickers. Besides at this moment in time it was good to be cuddled in to her older cousin. She wondered what her friends at school would say and how jealous they would be.

Jack was contented too as he played with the rear of the waist band of his little cousins grey school knickers. On a couple of occasions he kissed her forehead at her hair line as an appreciation of what little Jill had just done to him. It was a first for him to be wanked by a girl into her school knickers. He was pleased it was Jill for he adored her in every way and idolized her collection of school knickers. Yes he’d wanked in them many times only occasionally daring to cum in them but this was different today, it was her little fingers wrapped in the navy material. The recollection was still with him of her rolling his foreskin into the soft cotton with just the right pressure. In appreciation again he kissed her forehead. His nostrils took in her on perfect little smells of cleanness. Jack was happy.

He wondered how he could repay her again as his fingers toyed with her waist band. From her position in his arms it was about all he could reach and as his hardness began to rise again he wished he could caress her grey covered bottom.
He kissed her forehead yet again and whispered, ‘you still want to play’.
Jill leant back and looked into his eyes and smiled, ‘depends what you want to do’, she said.
‘Play with your bottom and look at your knickers’ he replied. She did not answer but he took it as a yes.

Jack moved to get up rolling Jill onto her back. Now he leaned over her and she looked up at him again. He was drawn to her and bent and kissed her passionately on the lips at the same time his hand disappeared into her trousers, unzipped and open trousers at the front. Jill knew where it was heading and when his fingers reached her nonny Jacks tongue made an entrance at Jill’s mouth. God what was happening she thought as his tongue engaged and swirled around hers. Instinctively she knew that this was a French kiss a first for them both. Her head swam from the sensations of this kiss and also Jacks finger as he played with her nonny through her knickers. ‘Wow, this is really good’, she thought responding to his tongue with a new found expertise. 

Jack was enjoying this too as he picked up her wetness through the material but it was not how he wanted to show his thanks to his little cousin. He pulled away from the kiss and at the same time removed his hand bringing his fingers to his nostrils. He could immediately smell Jill’s little pussy juice, it intoxicated him.
‘Why do you do that’, Jill asked in horror, ‘it must smell awful’.
‘It doesn’t, Jack replied, it smells good; it smells of you my horny little cousin.
Jill tried pulling his hand away as he went for a second sniff. Jack jumped up quickly from the ground sheet avoiding her smelling his fingers as he went.
‘Jack’ she said appalled by his actions.
‘Jump up’ he said.

Jill did and Jack pulled her into his arms. He kissed her forehead again and whispered into her ear, at the same time dipping his hand into her trousers and feeling her bottom.
‘I want to play with your bottom and nonny’, he asked. 
She looked at him without answering. Jack took this to be a yes.
‘Take off your trousers’ he asked.
‘Why’, was Jill’s reply?
Bashfully Jack repeated, ‘because I want to play with your bottom and nonny’.
Jack motioned towards the ground sheet and little shelter to indicate it would be alright and no one would see them. Jill stepped out of her sandals and dropped out of her tartan trousers dropping them on Jack’s rucksack. Jack beckoned her pulling her hand as he made to lie down on the ground sheet. He laid on his back pulling her towards him; she looked at him reluctantly not knowing what he wanted. He directed her to straddle his chest and sit on it. Jill did so but with unease as she realized that her nonny was only inches from his face and if she could smell her self than Jack could too. 
Jack placed his hands on her hips and started to stroke and caress them moving his hands round to her bottom. Jill looked away embarrassingly for she knew Jack was looking directly at her knickered crotch. Jack was too, taking in the delights of her little grey V. He viewed too the dampness that was there and the way the material took on different shades of grey where her wetness had soaked. With his hand on her hips again he gestured that she should raise herself onto her knees. She did so reluctantly knowing that his view would now be direct. Jack manipulated and caressed her bottom feeling it soft and round shape. He played with the cuff legs hooking his fingers in to feel the soft velvet skin beneath. As he did this he noted that with every pull, tug and caress it would pull her knickers into her crotch. This excited him watch the material dip into his little cousin giving him a clear outline of her little pussy. It excited Jill too as she felt the material part or bury itself into her nonny lips. She could also sense her warmth, wetness and stickiness down there contrasted by the cool breaths she could feel hitting her inner thighs. 

Jack could smell her muskiness and wetness and it turned him on. His cock was very big and straining in his pants now and he felt it throb and spill its pre-cum. Jack was fascinated by what he saw, he had never been this close to a pussy to watch it in its knickers. Jill’s muskiness drew him, pushed him on and he realized he wanted to savor it and taste it. Jill was looking at him now although he couldn’t see her as he was fixated on her grey knickered crotch. Jill began to feel little sensations build up, the sort that if she were at home she would be pummeling into the corner of her mothers divan. In a way she knew what was coming next and when it happened she knew she would not resist despite her reservations. Jack pulled her forward so she was sat on his face, his nose made contact with her cleft. He held her up slightly rubbing his nose from back to front. Immediately her delightful smell and wetness soaked his nose and his senses. He was in heaven, he had wanked himself many a time visualizing him doing this to Jill. It always became a near reality when he wanked and sniffed her knickers in their bathroom. 

Jill was somewhere else at this moment. This was better than mother’s divan or the corner of the table and all the other little ploys she used to rub her nonny. She realized she was not controlling it, it was Jack who was giving her the sensations, how did he know what was required, had he spied her on the divan? It didn’t matter now if she was embarrassed her secret was out anyway. Besides this was much better rubbing than she could ever give her self. She tingled inside and little spasms ran through her nonny. Her wetness increased as Jack was finding out. She gave her pussy to him and he was taking it. Jack was becoming increasing intoxicated by her smell, his animal instincts pushing him to have more. The muskiness filled his head but now he wanted to taste it and through these delicious school knickers too.
He pulled Jill down to sit directly on his face; his facial lips met her nonny lips through the grey material. He searched her shape through them, kissing and pulling on them with his own lips and he felt Jill wriggle her nonny on to him. He was insatiable he had to have more. With practice he knew manipulating and caressing her bottom would open her to him. He did so with roughness and urgency feeling her response. He slobbered into the grey material and sucked at its wetness. Through her knickers Jill could feel herself being drawn in and her pussy being sucked of its goodness. Her head swooned with wanting and her pussy pushed into and onto his lips demanding to be taken. Her little body shook as his lips pulled on her lips taking her sensations to unknown levels.
Jill knew that it would soon that her body gave in to the nice tingly feelings down there. All thoughts of her nonny smells putting Jack off had gone from her head completely, Jack obviously was enjoying this and wanted to do it to her. It was in her head just an extension of Jack sniffing her knickers and she knew he was always doing that. All these little tingles were more pronounced with Jack down there and she knew she would let him do it again.

Jack could taste and feel his little cousin’s pussy through the grey cotton and wanted more. His face was hot and flushed down there but he had always dreamt and masturbated about doing this. His cock was big and straining in his trousers and he kind of wished little cousin would reach back and play with it. It was not to be, he could tell by the way Jill pushed herself on to his face that she was too deep in her own pleasure.

Jill felt Jacks lips pulling on her pussy again and knew by her very deep tingles she would have her tremors. Jack sensed this and brought a hand around from her hip to rub her little nub. Jill felt this added sensation and it was all too much, she tremord and pushed on her cousin’s face making poor Jack clamor for his breath. She gave little whimpers as the tremors subsided. 

Jack needed to catch a breath so he pushed her back on to his chest and looked at her. She had her eyes closed and was still coming down from her tremors. Jack gently traced his finger along the soaking wet cotton; he felt her shiver to his response. Finally as if embarrassed she slid her bottom down his body lying on top of him. Jack was quick to react unzipping himself to meet her as her hips met his. Jill knew what he wanted to do as he placed his cock into the V of her knickers. Jill wriggled for him feeling him sit between her pussy lips.
‘Did you like that’ he asked Jill? She didn’t reply but he felt her nod approval on his chest. He kissed her hair and cuddled his little cousin.

Both must have drifted into a shallow sleep as Jack came too and looked at his watch.
‘Jill’, he nudged, ‘we had better be getting back, we will be late’. 
They quickly sorted themselves out, dressing and packing. Jack found the navy blues near the rucksack and asked, ‘can I keep these until tomorrow’.
Jill smiled at him and said, ‘only till tomorrow mum will miss them’.
Soon they were on their bikes traveling home.
Jack said to Jill, ‘do you fancy coming fishing again’.
Jill smiled ‘of course if mum will let me’.
