The Summer of 69 Chap 1
 The school holidays should be exciting times, freedom, adventure and fun. But not this year, where had they gone, my friends, it seemed that they had all disappeared, away with their families leaving me helplessly bored and on my own.

That first Monday morning I was so bored and sat on a wall at the shops, surveying the busy world and just wondering how I would survive the next six weeks. Still they’d be back in two, some of them at least, someone to hang around with, best friends I hoped or at least near friends or acquaintances.

I saw him walk out earlier on his paper round, a lad from school, another year up and in the third form. I knew of him, he wasn’t one of the ‘popular’, not the football or cricket crowd but he did have an intrigue about him. They say he was into fishing and hunting and that his uncle owned the local farm and that he lived on the edge of it in a tied cottage. I wondered what he would get up to after his paper round and whether he would be out exploring the fields and looking for adventure.
I was still there when he came back forty minutes later, empty bag and a swing in his step having got his chores out of the way. He nodded an acknowledgement at me as he passed, that knowing recognition that said we vaguely knew each other and perhaps were from the same clan or in this case school. He was behind me too after he handed his round bag in.

‘Bored to tears are we’, he enquired?

‘Yeh, sort of’, I replied looking round.

He kicked a stone and I watched roll into the wall I was sat on and come to a stop.

‘Fancy doing some ratting’, he said.
‘What do you mean’, I said puzzlingly.

‘Around the farm, the barns and outhouses, air rifles and pistols, help my uncle keep the vermin down, he said.

‘I’ve never shot before’, I admitted.
‘A chance to learn then’, he said, ‘come on’. 

I was up and following him. He told me name was Rick and he chatted away telling me about where we were going and how careful we would need to be. He said he would show me how to use an air pistol, load it and aim, to ensure we got the little blighters. He said too that some were the size of cats and we had to be careful that we weren’t aiming at the farm cats or for that matter the chickens. I asked him all sorts of questions and he answered with some knowledge. Already I was feeling better and the day more interesting.
He was good at pointing out things along the way and at one point darted into the long grass in the lane and caught a grass snake that he had seen make its escape from basking in the road. I was impressed, I’d never seen a snake this close before and he went into the vagaries of not getting it mixed up with the venomous Adder. By the time we’d got to the farm my boredom seemed a long way off and the day seemed like it was going to be a great adventure.

The farm looked desolate, there seemed to be nobody about but Rick said it was like this most days as the workers would only come back if they needed anything or at the end of their toil. We made our way to a large Dutch barn that was piled high with hay bales, inside an entrance way had been made and the straw walls seemed to tower to the roof like some natural cathedral. One side had been ravaged and was clearly where the usage was whilst the other remained a construction of sheer upward delight. It was to this side that Rick pointed and suggested we should climb the long and endless ladder upward.

From the top it looked a long way down and the springy give to the straw floor made me quickly step into the semi darkness of the top. It was warm up here but a breeze around the farm yard let in a cooling fan of air and Rick too helped, carefully revolving a sheet of corrugated iron from the back wall.
‘This is my den’, he said proudly, ‘one of many that I have scattered around the farm and fields’.

Then from a well in the bales he produced his weapons of war against the vermin that he said plagued the yard. He had two army ground sheets too which he laid flat on the prickly straw and pointed at one that he suggested was to be mine. It was an odd shape as he spread it below me, sort of oblong but almost shaped like an in filled Y at one end.

‘You’re puzzled, I can see’, he laughed, they are an extremely useful piece of kit’, he suggested, making his instantly into a cape. ‘I’ll show you sometime too what else can be made from them’.

His was placed too alongside mine facing the other untidy wall of straw opposite where a carefully place dartboard had been propped up. Then he pointed to the ground sheets and suggested we sit whilst he explained how to load and use the air weapons. He handed me the pistol that immediately made me feel powerful and dangerous. He then produced a tin of pellets, ‘.22’, he said, ‘powerful and enough to put down a rat or seriously wound it’.

He showed me how to cock the pistol and slide a pellet into the chamber, then showed me the safety catch to make it safe. ‘Never point it at anyone’, he said, ‘even these will bury a pellet in your leg or blind you if it enters your eye’.

I nodded at his instructions and watched him load his air rifle in the same way he had shown me. Then he pointed to a conveniently placed dart board on the other side some thirty feet in distance. I watched fascinated as he aimed, fired and hit the orange inner ring on the other side. He impressed me, he had such skills and was so different to the other lads I knew who I’m sure could never hit a target like him.

He showed me what to do and how to aim. My first shot wildly hit the outer ring of numbers on the far side. ‘Practice’, he said, ‘you’ll get it I’m sure’. He moved in closer and described how I should line op the sights and how I should just hold my breath for a second before I pulled the trigger. His warm breath hit my face too, it felt comforting as did his unique smell of freshness just like he’d come out of the shower. A thought flashed through my mind, it was just like being in the changing room at school, that distinct aroma of cleanliness of a boy straight from the shower.

We spent an age firing on the target opposite and Rick said I was getting better. Then he said we might now start ratting and that we should now talk in whispers but first he said I need a piss. He was off and up and to somewhere near the back. I could hear another corrugated panel being moved and I could hear the unmistakable sound of urine falling from a great height. He came back and asked me if I wanted to go as we now needed to be quiet whilst we waited for our prey.

He led me back to where he had been, suggesting that I should follow suite and piss on to the nettles below. He stood and watched me side on as I undid my fly. I expected him to turn away but he feigned it, pretending to look away then watching me when I was in full swing and could not hide my embarrassment.

‘Nice one’, he whispered.

For a moment I wondered what he meant, nice piss or perhaps nice cock?
We resumed our target practice and then when Rick was satisfied we’d had enough he whispered that we should wait for rats to appear. It was about 10 minutes before he tapped me on the shoulder and pointed. There was a scurrying below a shuffling in the bottom of one of the bales and a menacing snout appeared peering and wondering if it should risk exposure into the open.

By now Rick had him in his sights; I imagined the blades alignment on its head and just waiting for its soft fleshy body to be exposed. It moved, made its mind up and leapt forward and met its death within the same instant. It flopped with a spasm and then stillness settled with only the breeze ruffling its wiry fur.
‘Got you, you little bastard’, he silently punched the air in elation and I slapped his shoulder in praise and we waited for more. 

There was silence in the barn, we looked down on the killing field but saw nothing. The warm wind hummed through the telephone and power cables that crisscrossed the yard, dust swirled in eddies only to be confronted by the barriers of ancient stone walls or absorbed into the bales below us. We were doing nothing but infact we were, a friendship had formed, I sensed already a bond had been created between us and I enjoyed being in his company.

We waited and waited but nothing came. It felt safe up here, a stronghold, an encampment, somewhere protected and somewhere safe. I felt sleepy too, a warm feeling of comfort as the bales below us radiated a balmy cosiness.

‘Sleep if you want to’, Rick suggested, ‘it does that to you in here, it is a pleasant feeling enjoy it’.

I slipped into a comatose state, must have rolled onto my side and was out for the count. Later my head started dreaming, little tingles of enjoyment sensated my body. I had an erection and nice thoughts entertained my sleeping brain as though I was having a wet dream at home in my bed. I let the pleasure run and heard the whispered words of ‘nice cock’ over and over again and with those words came little stokes and the most wonderful sensations I had ever felt.
I lay there for a while, half in and out of sleep, letting the dream run and run, letting it play and touch me, send tingles through my balls and my wetness flow into my pants. Then little realisations began filtering into my dream, feelings of fingers stoking my Y fronts, manipulations, fondles, a finger gliding along the soft white cotton and then the finger and thumb moving me and producing a surging sticky stream.
My balls ached and my consciousness became clearer. Rick had slipped my zipper and had his hand inside my fly and was playing with the front of my pants. For a moment I was horrified, I wasn’t queer, I liked girls and dreams about them and made my cock grow thinking of them. But the feelings below were nice and I didn’t want them to end and moments of recollection filled my head of scenes of being in the boys changing rooms at school and watching cocks and pants and having funny urges to touch them.
‘You like it’, he whispered.

I never answered but just feigned sleep and rolled on my back to give him better access.

‘Thought so’, came his hushed tone, ‘I’ll make it nice for you’.

I breathed a deep sigh and felt him dispense with the top button of my jeans. They were opened and spread and then the fingers were back again, swirling, following and chasing the outline of my huge erection. He sensed where it was, manipulated and moved it through the soft sensuous material to where he knew the touch was best. A nail tracked along the underside, upward and scrapped my covered glans. I quivered with delight, opened my eyes and propped myself up on my elbows to watch him.

He had his cock out now, rolling finger and thumb upward and downward exposing wetness and the bulb of his knob. I breathed heavy, I wanted him do it to me and then I recalled the wondrous moments back in the changing rooms where I too subconsciously wanted to touch other boys penis’s. His foreskin slapped with the sticky goo that it had made and I knew then I wanted to hear mine.
His fingers teased, almost as if it was a game that he was enjoying too. They circled my pants and I was able to watch their every move. My stiffy responded to his every touch and I just prayed that at any moment he would delve into the Y front and pull it out. And when that moment arrived there was an exciting rush in my balls and then some physical disappointment.

‘Let’s move’, he insisted, ‘further back’, he pointed.

We crawled into the stack dragging the groundsheets with us but leaving the air rifle and pistol at the top edge. He’d made previously a little well and hollow, pulling bales out to form an encampment, a hiding hole, somewhere safe from prying eyes. He led the way setting out our ground sheets together to form a place to lie, somewhere I hoped he’d get my cock out.

He encouraged me in beside him, his fingers now reviving his own erection. He started again and I wondered how soon would he hold me and masturbate me as he did himself. I sighed in compliance as again he rearranged my jeans pulling them open and exposing my virgin white underpants. I thought all about the times I had experimented, playing for hours and letting the clear fluid ooze from the end and the funny little spasms take me on a spunky journey.

They were excitingly there again, swirling around the virgin white, teasing and giving me hope that soon he would have him out. He was at the little pocket again, wanking himself too as fingers fumbled in the tunnel of my pants and from which he would emerge. Then his skin touched mine, it was electric and I couldn’t help but moan in deep satisfaction.

He was holding now, inside my pants, making little movements, placing him to get him out and at the same time touching and learning him. Another gasp from me as he came out into the air, all exposed and most certainly ready for Rick’s play, another moan from me as he exquisitely rolled my foreskin backward so slowly that I thought that I would immediately cum.

He had my hand too, guiding it nearer to his own waiting cock and I touched it for the very first time. He sighed in satisfaction, ‘wank me very slowly’, he instructed, and I will do the same for you’. 

He was slippery with his excitement, my finger and thumb slithered for traction against his loose skin but gradually and slowly I began to wank him. I couldn’t concentrate, a thousand thoughts whizzed through my head, boys I’d like to be doing this with, boy’s in my class that I wanted to be close too, sneaky little games in secret corners of the school where we could mutually play with each other. It felt nice here but for the moment it wasn’t them and until now I hadn’t expected this to happen it was all something for a fantasy land when I wasn’t thinking about girls.

We watched each other manipulate each other’s foreskins, his fingers all the time teaching me new dimensions of what to do, spreading the goo and making it slip and sensate each others glans. He groaned and kept whispering ‘nice’ and ‘nice cock’, sighing whenever I held him just that little bit tighter or rolled his foreskin good for him. My balls ached with an expectancy of something that was about to happen. Rick sensed my impending pleasure and held and caressed my laden sacks through the softness of my pants.

‘Not yet you’re not’ he insisted, slowing his wank on me to an excruciating tease of slowness that for and age created an aching pleasure that I was sure would never go away.

I wanted to cum, to cum badly, throb and spunk everywhere, all over his fingers, all over every pair of fingers of all the boy’s I wanted to play with. My head saw them all here, changing places with Rick, me being the instigator, seducing them, seducing each other and learning what wanking was all about. I saw their cocks between my fingers, had a quiet fantasy with each in the showers or a sneaky corner in a desolate classroom, even here in the hay barn I swapped them all and had a moment with them.

The throbs came, the pumping uncontrollable spunk erupted, flying everywhere, semen splashing, hitting straw at a distance, then getting ever nearer and splatting my jeans and my crisp stain free Y fronts. My balls just emptied and I dreamed again, dreamed of the changing rooms, dreamed of quiet place in a coppice just off the sports field where I wanted to take just one of my favourite boys.

Then I became aware of Rick, fucking upward between my finger and thumb, eager to have just what I’d greedily had. He could have it, he deserved it and I gave it to him, fingers rolling in his sticky cum and milking him until there was no more. He held them there, in place whilst he came down from his heaven. We both laid there for what seemed eternity just holding depleting cocks and let fingers swim in semen.

That evening I excused myself to my room early and lay for an age on my bed reciting all the day’s events. My cock got hard and I had him out and played with it and imagined our little wanking session all over again. Then dark clouds appeared in my head, was I now queer, a homosexual, a bum boy, these questions just rolled and rolled around my head. I punished myself tried to wank him again and think only of the girls at school that I so desperately fancied.
I was so tormented I didn’t turn up the next day as planned, instead I headed to the park to ogle especially at girls, sit and tried to see up their skirts and dresses and told myself that was all I was interested in. Then I saw two boys together and immediately thought of being in the company of Rick. I argued things around in my head, told myself that it was just a little phase and where else was I going to get my cock played with, girls my age certainly would entertain playing with my cock.

The very next day I was sat on the wall again, waiting for him, eager to have him hold me and play with it again. I saw him coming back from his paper round and he walked past me, ignoring me and I could tell he was annoyed that I hadn’t turned up yesterday. I wondered whether I should just walk off, disappear before he emerged from the newsagents, but thoughts of the day before just kept rolling through my head over and over again and besides I wanted him to do it all again.

I felt him stood behind me and then came his harsh authoritive tone.

‘Where were you yesterday’, he demanded.

I was pleased that he’d arrived, I was submissive even, I wanted so much for him to play with my cock again.

‘I couldn’t make it’, I lied, ‘I had to run some errands and do some chores’.

‘Really’, he said, being dismissive of my excuse.

I waited for more comment but it never came, instead perhaps a feeble enquiry.
‘Do you want another adventure’, he asked.

I could tell he was, judging my reaction, the word adventure could mean anything to anyone else but I knew straight away he was talking about our little wanking session.

‘Yes’, I hesitated.

It was enough to give him an answer but was it enough for him to know I was un-certain, I couldn’t distinguish.

We were back across the fields again and along the lanes, me following him like a lost sheep. When it got quiet and secluded he pushed me into the entrance of a small coppice and I knew immediately what he wanted to do. I was pressed against a large oak and he looked me straight in the face.

‘You do want to do this’, he whispered, his hand running across my fly and manipulating my cock underneath’.

‘Yes’, I said weakly but feeling my cock give away the certainty that I did.

‘Well it feels like it, a nice little stiffy forming down there, you do want me to play with it don’t you’.

‘Yes’, again I said with still some uncertainty.

‘Then what’s the problem’, he asked.

‘I’m confused, I confessed’.

‘Confused whether you like boys or girls’, he suggested.

‘Well yes’, I answered.

‘Well I’m not queer you know, I like girls too’, he said, ‘but there aren’t girls around at the moment and they don’t play games like this.

By now he’d unzipped me and I was in that dreamy state of having my erection caressed through my Y fronts again. I was butter in his hands, he was right; girls didn’t do this sort of thing at least not at our age. I was breathing heavy now, letting his fingers manipulate everywhere, those feelings were back, swimming fluids and a sensation in my cock that was truly another world.

‘You’re right, I agreed.
‘Yes’, was all he answered and then we were off and on the move again, it had all stopped as suddenly as it started. It was almost as if Rick was making a point, a sort of a statement that he didn’t need to diddle with boys if he didn’t have to. We were off on our adventure again, off towards the farm and what I thought would be another mornings ratting. But I was wrong, we did stop at the farm where Rick collected the .22 air pistol and another smaller less powerful one which he said was .177 calibre.

He gathered them stuffed them into a rucksack and disappeared he said to get some groundsheets. When he finally appeared again the rucksack seemed to have gathered much more bulk. We set off again across the fields, new fields, places where I had never visited before. We talked and he pointed things out along the way. They were hushed tones where he advised that you must all the time be scanning the environment, amble along watching the trudge of your feet and you will miss what the world has to offer he said.

He stopped pointed far off across the field, Kestrel he said, hunting, watch how it hovers and watches. Further on again he stopped me dead just before we got to a gateway. Wait he whispered before diving off towards a pile of concrete rubble. He came back smiling with a small lizard and showed it to me. Basking in the sun he said and then went on to explain all about it and how it could lose its tail just to get away if grabbed.

We came to the edge of a small village, a few houses and a tiny shop. He sent me off with money to buy a pork pie, Mars bars and a bottle of pop, for the den he said. Then we off again in another direction and somehow I thought I was losing track of where we were. But he pointed out a far off church tower and named it.

Soon we came to a single story derelict farm cottage. There was a small outhouse, half was gone and toppled over but at the other end the roof space lay half open to the elements.
‘There are rats here’, he said, ‘it’s my job to keep them down’.

I could quite easily see that, there was rubble strewn everywhere from the walls of the small garden that had fallen over. Rick produced a key for the cottage that only had one door. We entered a small kitchen that had just a sink, a drainer and a tatty old cooker.

‘We’ll pick em off from here’ he suggested opening the window. He produced some stale bread from his rucksack, broke it into pieces and threw it through the window. He loaded the smaller pistol for me and we began to wait in silence.

It wasn’t long before Rick had popped a shot and I saw grey fur flying through the air and the demise of our first Rat. I hadn’t seen it but Rick had and it was him that pointed out to me my very first target, there sat on the remains of the wall pondering its move. I aimed, steadied myself and prayed I would be successful.

‘Well done you hit his thigh, if it had been closer you would have killed it’, said Rick as his shot brought about its demise. ‘Had you had the .22 you would have had him’.

I got another wounding later and Rick despatched three more. Then I could see that Rick was anxious to show me around his den. He closed the window and led me through into another room. It was the only room, nothing else only a small open staircase that led to the loft space. I was shocked, how could anyone live here in such cramped conditions.

‘It’s a bit small’, I commented.

‘It was only supposed to be for one person, the solitary unmarried farm hand’, replied Rick, ‘just a place to eat and sleep after a long day on the farm’. ‘Very cosy in winter’, he said, ‘thick walls and that grate heats through to the upstairs too, I love this little den’.

I followed him up the steep little staircase expecting it to be empty and bare up there. It wasn’t and I knew right away why we had come here. The bed was still in place and so was a small wardrobe. Rick opened the door and pulled out a large piece of foam and laid it over the tatty mattress. Next he produced a small pile of gentleman’s magazine from one of the wardrobe drawers and flopped them on the bed. The room had very little natural light, just a roof light let in conveniently in above the bed.

‘It’s cosy in here, I like it, and come here a lot’, he said, suggesting I might like to sit a look through the magazines.

I could guess what was to happen and in a way I was excited about the prospect of being fondled again. Certainly my cock was starting to react in my carefully chosen underpants of that morning. I had it in my head that underpants were important to Rick as he had spent a long time previous swooning over mine and paying attention to my stiffy underneath. I had thought about this and began to see why, I recalled my chosen moments in the changing rooms catching sneaky glances at my classmates and how underpants had you wondering just what was underneath.

I thumbed the first one, it was almost a first for me to be able to enjoy between the pages without having it snatched and ruffled around a group in a quiet corner of the school playing field. It was somehow tame and subtle, nothing too in your face, the girls posed provocatively in skimpy underwear before taking of their bras. Then towards the end there would be shots of their knickers, crotch shots before finally they were ridden free and we were teased by a bare bottom.

Rick was looking through magazines too, although he must have thumbed them many times before. I saw him adjust himself too, get his erection to sit nicely and in comfort. I heard him say ‘gorgeous’ and watched him slip his fly and tuck his hand through to manipulate on the inside. I saw his pants too, a flash of pale blue today that had me wondering and remembering the moments in the barn where we had wanked each other.

‘Are you getting hard’, he asked, ‘would you like me to help you enjoy the pictures?

I didn’t need to reply, he knew the answer and I willing removed the magazine from my lap so that he could have access. I sighed in anticipation as he fiddled with the track of my zip as it had to negotiate an uphill and down dale route to have it undone. A weep of pre-cum oozed expectantly as he released the button and opened me up.

‘You have a nice cock’, he breathed as his gentle fingers found me and began to fondle and trace the outline below. ‘What do you like about her’, he asked pointing to the pages I’d been looking at.
I mumbled, ‘I don’t know, everything I suppose’. It was a feeble explanation, I knew it and he knew it. I sensed too, his question, was another reminder that we both liked girls and we were only doing this because there was nothing else.

‘I like all this’; he said pointing and then resuming his own hand actions inside his fly. He’d pointed at the girl’s thighs, ‘all this frilly and the way it sits between her legs and the possibility of what sits beneath’, he added.

He’d unbuttoned himself and was awaiting my reaction, fondling us both and me especially as though it would prompt a response. I didn’t know what to say, I hadn’t really had any experiences as such, no magazines to gawp over and only the occasional glimpse up a school skirt to catch a pair of school knickers.

Rick shuffled up beside me to gain the all important easier access to my pants and I guess it was the signal for me to start fiddling with his pants too and be able to get his willy out for a little game. His fingers were already teasingly venturing into the little Y of my pants and I gasped with excitement as flesh touched flesh.

We also both continued flicking through the pages of the dog eared magazines and I wondered for a moment where he had got them from. He kept pointing out the scenes that did it for him and I began to understand just how sexy they were. I too looked long and hard at the shots where there was a play on their knickers, the close ups and the way the wonderful garment was used to tease and titillate.
Rick fumbled and fidgeted and finally had me out. He had me groaning too as his finger rolled through my wetness, teasing my pre-cum from around my foreskin and sliding all over my knob end. Softly he rolled it backward and forward and I began to feel the twinges of seed travel in my balls, but not yet, his wonderful efforts to have me ejaculate were far off, he knew that and how to control it.
He helped me manipulate his cock too through the covering entrance of his own Y fronts. Soon I was mimicking his efforts on mine and we began flicking a lot more slowly through the pages now, Concentration fell between having wonderful fantasies about the girls in the magazines or even the girls I knew at school. Rick realised my focus was being split and perhaps thought it was time we should dispense with the magazines, they had been the initiator to touch each other and now we didn’t need it. Rain also began to patter onto the skylight, it made it snug in here, a little secret den where two boys could hide and masturbate each other.

We had flopped backwards, falling naturally to face each other and watch as either of us wanked and played with the other’s cock. I began to have thoughts, fighting thoughts that I was not gay but at the same time was enjoying the intensity of feelings that Rick’s fingers were bringing to my foreskin and the warmth it created in my lower torso. I couldn’t imagine in a million years being in here with one of the girls in my class, our sex education at school had us all boys and girls alike so fearful of becoming school age parents. So it had to be, another boy to show and teach me the oh so nice pleasures of wanking.

For long moments my eyes were closed and my breathing shallow as my brain followed the sensations Rick’s fingers brought. I knew too that he was having the same feelings as he groaned when I copied his patterns of fumbling manipulations that had us both teetering on the edge of ecstasy for what seemed like hours. At times Rick pleaded with me to stop, his will power wanting the sensitivity to continue forever. I felt it too until finally I came and came, spunk spurting and throwing, erupting onto fingers and anything it could discriminately find.

‘Please, please, make me cum too’, Rick pleaded and we made such a fucking mess together.

‘Are we meeting up tomorrow’, I asked as later we shared the pork pie, fizzy pop and Mars bars.

‘Of course, he said winking, another adventure and another ‘sticky’ end.                

