The Summer of 69 Chap 2
That night I lay in my bed playing and masturbating all over again. I was elated to have discovered the joys of being wanked but still part of me was troubled by the fact that I was doing it with another boy. It was a contradiction in my head that just kept surfacing although it hadn’t stopped me tossing myself off and reliving every sensuous moment.
Again I began to reason it all through, sometimes seeing girls I fancied, handling my little stiffy whilst I fumbled around up under their skirt on the outside of their knickers. I knew too that most of that was a complete figment of my imagination for them to have me out and playing, it would be more like some teasing on the outside of my trousers. But I lived in hope and so I played it out over and over again in my head.

Then it was back to Rick and reviving those wonderful actual moments, no it was minutes and perhaps hours were he manipulated my cock into a frenzy of no return where I teetered and teetered on the edge of an orgasm. I decided I loved that feeling and that the appreciation could only be given from one boy to another and that no girl could ever be bothered with such tedious play.
I even began to think of the other boys I would like to have such fun with, the boys in my class that I’d watched in the changing rooms and no so longed to touch. I wanted to be a Rick too, taking the lead and showing them the enjoyment they could have with their little cocks and having their first ejaculations with me. I slept well that night, my dreams became fixated by my new found pleasure, my world was wrapped by adventure and the endless possibilities of being wanked in secret little dens.
The next morning I was there waiting for him forever the eager beaver. He came sauntering along, partially ignoring me and taking his delivery bag back into the shop. I thought too he was so laid back when he emerged, an attitude of take it or leave it as to whether we spent the day together or not.

‘Where are we going’, I keenly asked.

‘I haven’t a clue’, was his uninterested answer, ‘where would you like to go?
‘Back to the cottage’, I encouraged.

‘No we can’t do that, not two days on the run, people might see us and I don’t want them to become suspicious’.

It was clear as I followed him along that he might be as fearful as I was of being discovered as having a liking for boys and having them touch me. We ambled along the lane that led out into the countryside and I decided that it was my time to test him. Not so forcefully, I pushed him into the edge of a coppice as he had done with me yesterday, away from prying eyes and the odd passing traffic; it was his turn to be against a tree.

My hand slipped his fly and he stared at me again just like he was just non plused about me touching him there. My fingers caressed his pant covered cock feeling him swell as I swooned all over the right places. I slipped inward to and through the ‘Y’ to touch the skin of his shaft and tease it outward. Exposed and in the open air I found he was wet as I rolled his foreskin teasingly up and down and he began to sigh with contentment.

‘Ok, ok’, he said, ‘not here, somewhere else’.

I helped pack him away and patted his trouser front as a reminder that we would meet again soon.

‘I’m sorry’, he said, I get frustrated just like you do, questioning myself what I’m doing and why I’m doing it’. ‘Let’s go’, he suggested, ‘besides its going to rain again and we don’t want to get caught in it’. 

He was his usual self then from there on in. I followed him not knowing where we were going but trusting him as we had our little adventures along the way. Again he was pointing things out to me, things that were interesting, to do with nature and the land.

Eventually we came to a pair of cottages on the outskirts of the town. It was where Rick lived and they belonged to his uncle the farmer and were still on his land. I was confused at times, Rick’s knowledge of the geography of the land was so natural to be able to navigate one way or the other but I sensed I was getting there.

He looked at the sky again and its threat to rain.

‘Quick’, he said ‘we have a chore to do before it pours down’.

Around the backs of both cottages were lines full of washing at the edge of each path were laundry baskets just waiting for it all to be collected in. He made a start, unhooking the clothes prop and began un-pegging and throwing it all in regardless.

‘Come on, help’, he pleaded, as the first spots started to appear.

I started to gather it just as he did, shirts and trousers and the alike. Then before I could recognise it I was gathering underwear, female underwear, frilly underwear and for a moment I stopped. 

He saw me hovering, ‘just get on with it’, he said, ‘or I’ll be in trouble.

I gathered it in but couldn’t help notice what I was collecting, the soft touches, the flouncy delicate frills and gathers and how feminine they all were. With one side done we were through the little gate between the cottages and were attacking the next line. By now the drops of rain were bigger and the urgency more intense. We got it all and I quickly carried the second basket back through the garden to the shelter of Olivia’s back door porch. There whilst he fumbled for a key on the ledge I stared into my basket and immediately recognised a pair of navy blue school knickers. Rick opened the door and turned to invite me in and caught me ogling the school knickers.

‘My cousins’, he said, ‘she will be pleased that an older boy is admiring her knickers’.

‘How old is she’, I asked, not really knowing why I raised such a question?

‘You probably know her’, he replied, ‘she’s in the year below you at school and has all the boys admiring her looks.

He gave me her name and as soon as he said Olivia, I knew who he was talking about. The bubble bottomed perfectly forming first former that everyone raved about.

‘And these are her knickers’, I gulped.

‘Sure are, aren’t you a lucky boy to be so close to a pretty little nymph’, he teased. 
I stood gormless for what seemed an age just fondling the soft cotton, transferring it through my fingers, testing every beautiful line, the start of the double seam to her crotch, the ribbed legs and the obvious baubly area that must sit between her legs. My mind was away with the fairies, I was back at school and trying to recollect every time I had ogled at the sweet little Olivia. The times when myself and my classmates had teased each other about our fascination with her every time our paths crossed and here I was her and now being intimately close to her knickers.

‘Are you enjoying that’ Rick interrupted.

‘What’, I answered returning from a far away dream.

‘Are you enjoying fumbling with my cousins knickers’, he repeated.

‘Err, I don’t’ know, I said all confused.

‘But do you like touching them’, he asked again and as if he was trying to get to the bottom of whether they held a fascination with me.

‘I don’t know, I’ve never really thought about it, I guess so’.
He stepped forward got in close and took them from me. I thought for a moment I had annoyed him but then he was at my zipper again, fishing and having me out. I had my usual stiffy, eager and waiting and so longing to be touched. It stood to attention, waiting and then it happened, dangling in Rick’s hand his cousins lovely school knickers brushed over my erection sending a shock wave of thrill throughout my body. I could barely stand; I gasped at the excitement and waited for their return.

‘So you do like them’, he teased, ‘our lovely Olivia’s little navy blues, so delicate and so soft and comfortingly fitting that sweet little body’.

He watched my reaction as they swooped forward again and almost netted my bulb end in the scooping cuffed leg. The little elasticated welts scrapped over him leaving the most wonderful sensuous impression long after they’d gone. I looked at him appealing to do it all again and he could see from my face how much I wanted that but it wasn’t to be.

‘We can’t,’ he said, ‘as much as you would like and I certainly would too, we can’t get any sticky on her nice clean knickers’.

He could see I was disappointed, fancy initiating me into a new experience and then leaving me throbbing in mid air.

‘Quickly help me fold all this and then we can go next door and do the same, then perhaps another game’.

I did as I was told, I was desperate to be touched now and yet he was himself  teasing and tantalisingly, stuffing me back into my underpants, zipping me back up and patting the hidden erection affectionately back into place. I hurried at folding so much so that Rick had to do some of it again. I couldn’t focus either, my eyes trained not on the job in hand but the sweet navy blues that lay so temptingly on the kitchen table. Rick put paid to that, folding them carefully and adding, then burying them under the next garment.

Next door in his house it was much the same layout, I followed him into the kitchen with the other laundry basket where he placed it on an almost identical table.

‘We’ll fold these latter’, he decided and led me towards the stairs. At the bottom he held me back by my hips, steadying me as if he wanted me to ascend in his time. His hand was round at my fly, undoing it and slipping inward to find the hardness that he knew was there. He hovered, caressed and fondled all over my pants, whispering ‘nice cock’ as he held me in check. Then he was leading me upward, petting and patting as we went until we got to the top where he had me stop again.

My balls were aching in their sacks, seminal fluid was wetting my pants and Rick’s thumb and forefinger played in it whilst he traced me beneath. I could hear him breathing heavy and knew by now that his own cock was in his hand behind. He reached in front to grab my hand, dragging it backward where it was introduced to his own erection. Slowly I rolled his foreskin backward and forward in a nice little wank.

‘God’, he gasped, ‘we are going to play some nice little games’.

He was pushing me forward, turning me round, laying me down on my back on the landing. The button of my jeans was sprung, he opened them up and was pawing at my Y fronts to have me out, it stood there sticky and throbbing whilst he descended onto me as if he was pinning me down as if we were in a fight. His eyes looked glazed and determined and I immediately knew what he was going to do. His cock hovered above mine, bouncing inward as if it was seeking mine out.

When they touched and he manipulated his foreskin upward and downward with mine, my head wanted to explode with excitement. The two cocks with Rick’s movement’s frotted each other, mimicking a fuck I thought. His wetness combined with mine and slipperiness started to make things difficult but there was a determination from Rick that said this was going to work. It was becoming impossible to keep them together, my fingers holding mine just didn’t work and I’m sure that my touch was taking something away from what he had started.

Rick was moving, standing upward and offering me a hand off the floor. He was leading me and I guessed towards his bedroom but when we stepped in off the landing it was girly, decorated that way, smelt that way and had girly things just strewn around. It was untidy, a complete mess, make up scattered all over a chest of drawers, clothing left in disarray.
‘My sisters room’, he said, ‘sweet seventeen and out to work’, he added.

I looked around in astonishment, I thought girls were tidy, although I had no experience whatsoever of the bedrooms of the opposite sex as I was an only child. My cock was still sticking forward in anticipation and I guessed why we were in here. Rick obviously had a game in mind and perhaps it involved his sister’s knickers.

He beckoned me to the chest of drawers where the drawer fronts were untidily in various states of open or closed. He stood peering into the top drawer and when I joined him I was greeted with a hue of pastel colouring, in shades of pink, blue, lemon and lilac. Frilly knickers, some plainer knickers, I guessed quickly cotton and nylon as if by instinct or I was learning very fast. 

Rick had my cock again, holding him, encouraging him, his thumb and forefinger in an oh so gentle tease of rolling my foreskin backward and forward. I knew well by now to follow suite, finding his wetness and swirling it into his exposed glans. We stood wanking each other looking onward at the near face level of pretties; scallops of lacy frill pleased the eye, pouting crotches temptingly arranging themselves as if they had just rid themselves of the perfection of a teenage torso.

I’d never been this close before to such intimate attire, it fascinated me, I was taken by its beauty and even the fragrant perfume that wafted upward filling my head and making feel delightfully woozy. I was beginning to see the fascination that it held for Rick, the way that he had enthused over it in the magazines and the connections that it was now making in my head. These were personal items that hid, protected and embellished the female form and I was beginning to see the correlation of desire that they might hold.

Rick’s other hand fumbled them, turning them and exposing their inner sanctuary, little patches of soft cotton that I was now realising sat so close to desirable pussy’s. It looked soft and downy, so tempting and wanting that I just wanted it stroking my face. He held a pair inside out and aloft and let them swing invitingly towards my face. He held my foreskin back now and swung them all over my nose. I thought I would cum, the seed in my balls rushed and then abated. The sweet perfume of femininity filled my head and had me trembling at the knees.

He encouraged me to delve but insisted not to make too much disruption; even Miss untidy will know he insisted. Slowly I introduced myself to this new and exciting experience, fingers familiarising themselves in a glorious ruffle of tickles that overwhelmed me in a sense of closeness to a female. It was all new to me, how lucky Rick was to have a sister and a cousin and to be able to play with their knickers, I unfortunately had neither.

‘I see you are beginning to appreciate the significance of what you are touching’, Rick said.

I mumbled a furtive ‘yes’, as I was now completely submerged into my new found interest.

Rick helped me along, slowly rolling my foreskin and permeating the near silence with the sticky sounds of my pre-cum smacking the air. I lifted a pair, marvelling as the crotch pouted and mimicked the pubic mound that I imagined usually hid beneath. I gasped on my breath as Rick’s slow wank brought me into a weakening state of collapse where I feared I might just spunk everywhere.

Rick stopped, ‘enough’, he said, ‘for in here’. ‘We’ll go to my room where you can cum all you like’.

I stood for a moment rolling my head back in ecstasy at the wonderful feelings I had just experienced. Rick tidied or assumed things as they were. Then I saw him searching around the clothing strewn floor until he found what he wanted. I saw him lift two pairs of pretties from the floor their sculptured femininity lay no doubts that they were his sister’s dirty knickers and in they went into his pocket.

He walked me out and across the landing, guiding me by my cock as though I was tethered to him. I watched his own cock too, still protruding from his fly, bounce on its journey as we entered his room. It was a complete contrast in here, ordered and neat and tidy. I barely had time to take it all in as he pushed me backward onto his bed. I was compliant to whatever he wanted from me, then he left me for a moment, my legs dangling over the side and hanging to the floor.

He was rummaging at the bottom of a chest of drawers, I pushed myself up onto my elbows and sighted through my stiffy I watched him pull out completely the bottom drawer. He fished, dragging a canvass bag outward and began to open its flap. Fumbling he sought what he wanted, crunching them into his fist to avoid me seeing them. He was back at me on the bed, tossing me off again and bringing back the wonderful feeling of being wanked by someone. I moaned and flopped backward, putty in his hands at him so expertly seeing to my cock.

Then to my face came the cutting tickle of lacy frill, slipping and sliding, being placed and manhandled. I thought for a moment I was being smothered and then my head filled with a sweet musk that I had never known. For a fleeting second I was horrified as I worked out what it was and then the musk hit me again knocking my senses and sending me into a dreamy state of compliance.

‘My sisters worn knickers’, he said, positioning the crotch directly over my nostrils.

My breathing now came through them, a sweet whiff that had me light headed and woozy. My imagination began to run wild, it sought experiences that I could only imagine, scenes of his teenage sister sitting over my face and smothering me with her sweet knickers. All the while Rick was giving me his slow, sensuous masturbation technique that seemed to have my seed swimming around my balls and always on the edge of a spunking.

‘You like me tossing you off’, he enquired.

‘Oh yes’, I seethed on my breath and tantalisingly ready to burst. But he had the knack, the gift of knowing just when to slow or back off.

‘She’s a pretty, girl’, he enthused, ‘all the boys want to get inside her knickers, how lucky you are to be so close to them’. These are hers too, feel’! 
The secrets of what he got from the bottom drawer were revealed, through the leg holes of the knickers over my face, he waved another pair passed my sight and then downward. He fiddled and fidgeted, I felt their delicate softness brush me, ride over my glans and send a shiver of delight through my balls. Another experience I’d never known, so many in such a short time, my head raced through them in a whizzed replay of pleasure and frustrating torture. His manipulations were introducing me to heavenly out of this world experiences. My glans and foreskin were touching new delights, feminine, silky and very much pleasurable and extremely teasing.

‘Her crotch’, he informed as his fingers began a unison of movement that had my cock sat neatly in the middle. I lifted myself up and onto my elbows to watch as he delicately manipulated my foreskin deep into his sister’s gusset.

I sighed with such deepness at the wonderful feeling that my cock was travelling through. My head thought a battle every time the soft cotton gusset entrapped him between letting him go or greedily waiting for the next enclosure. Was he teasing, he kept stopping, placing them and ensuring that my cock firmly sat where I imagined her cunt had sat. Then he stopped altogether.

‘We’ll have these off’, he insisted, ‘your old pants’.

For a moment I didn’t know why, he’d interrupted me but I just let him do it hoping that his magical fingers would return to the knickers and my cock. It also crossed my mind that we’d never been in this state of undress before, he’d never seen me nearly naked nor I him. In between he gave himself a little wank, disappearing too to that hiding place and coming back with another pair of I guess his sisters knicks.

His were down too, down his legs and kicked across the floor. A fleeting thought, what was it like to take a boy’s underpants down and watch his cock spring and bounce into his aroused state. They were draped over his knob end and I watched him furiously whack himself off as though he had a lot of wanking catching up to do.

‘Fuck, let me do that’, I cursed, feeling now quite selfish that he’d been making all the running.

He came and stood in front of me, the knickers hanging from his cock like some limp flag. I was face level with his neglected knicker covered organ. I reached outward, softly gathering the crotch to a place I now knew held perfection. He too shuddered as my fingers travelled and entrapped him into the double layer of nylon and cotton. Slowly I returned the favour, wanking him into the wrapped gusset, watching his covered bulb bury itself into where his sister’s cunt had once lain’.

Rick was shaking on his feet, pleading with me to beat him into the gusset, imploring me to make him cum, thrusting forward to greedily meet my fingers to hasten and orgasm. I teased him, holding off, releasing pressure until my grip around cock and knickers just sheathed him in a loose pocket of barely sliding nylon. Then I’d stop and roll my finger round his covered glans, watch his pre-cum seep deep and darken the feminine packet.

‘Does it matter’, I asked, referring to the sticky patch that now soiled his sister gusset.

‘Heck no, just do it, make me fucking cum’, he implored, ‘let me spunk the little cunt’.

I wanked him, firmly but at an even pressure. I wanted him to have it, please him and also make it last as he did with me but also I wanted him to have my beautiful orgasms. His legs were unsteady again shaking and rocking uncontrollably as I brought him ever nearer. My other hand joined, swopping and picking up nylon to encase his balls, massaging them and helping seed along the way. He yelped as the impending flood began to surge and then erupt. Through the encased nylon and cotton a spurt of spunk missiled into my face, hot warm and with its spermy scent. The nylon and cotton flooded in an eruption of milky goo, I’d wanked Rick into his sister’s knickers.
Still weak and shaking he pushed me back on to the bed. He knelt between my legs moving forwards and having them spread. He recovered my face, making sure I had a sweet crotch from which I would take my breath. I watched him through the leg holes closing in on my rigid member, standing eagerly and oozing with such anticipation. He had her other knickers close but it was the touch of finger and thumb that had me humping into them. I sighed very deeply at his first swoon up and down, pre-cum coated them and made it difficult for him to control but that was nice and so tactile and that inward take of breath was heady and had me just imagining her sat across my face.
He was concentrating now, no distraction of mutual masturbation to flummox the mind into shared gratification. I could tell Rick wanted to make it good for me, my first cum in the gusset of the very garment that protected his sister’s cunt. I was moaning, groaning and feeling spasms of pleasurable gratification all over my body. It was better than my first ever wank, better than all the ones since and even my first cum with Rick. My mind was racing with the intimacy of it all, the very fact that the crotch so titillating my foreskin belonged to a real live girl. 

Rick really did know how to do this, deliver a pleasure that until today was beyond imagination. He knew how to hold a cock and where to place the knickers for a mind blowing experience. Tingles and sensations shot everywhere as the soft cotton its crotch and its nylon covering slipped and slid all over my bulb end. Tactically he knew that rolling my foreskin lightly would catch the material of now sticky knickers and deliver a sensuous entrapment that would send me into spiral of no return. But the bastard knew how to control too, slowing, backing off just when my balls were about to explode. He listened to my whimpers too, calculating between pleasure and the exasperation and frustrating divide that would simply not give an orgasm.
Then finally he took me on the journey, so slow but with no turning back. It was though I was travelling some winding lane down to the sea, the fresh sea air was replaced by the sweetness of a breath through his sister’s crotch. Tingles of excitement just like seeing the vista of a beach except all I could see was an expanse of nylon sat across my face. Then spunk crashed and flooded everywhere and Rick just kept rolling until there was no more.
Greedily I sought her scent, breathing deeply like it would disappear and be gone forever. It did go as my senses lost the momentum of chasing ecstasy and then Rick took them away and started to clean me up below.

‘Well’, he finally said, ‘how was that for you’?

Why was my head was still chasing comparisons I don’t know but it did and it stopped me for seconds answering and then I responded.

‘There’s nothing better, ever’, I responded. ‘How on earth did you discover such a wonderful thing’, I asked.

‘You don’t discover it of sorts’, he said, ‘the brain just does it like some primeval instinct’. ‘It must be there dormant, it must be natural, a step or a progression to get closer to what you want’, he explained, ‘if you can’t have a cunt then it’s got to be the next best thing and that’s the gusset that protect it’.

I rolled that around in my head, it made sense but on the other hand I hadn’t thought about it or had I? Wasn’t I part of the way there, wasn’t it interesting to spy up a girls skirt to see her knickers, wasn’t that a substitute than to see her cunt and perhaps know her cunt was underneath.

‘You’re fucking her knickers’, Rick added, almost reading my mind.

I smiled at him I knew he was right.

How we got down stairs to play Monopoly I’ll never remember but we did. One minute we were there in his bedroom the next he was setting up the board on the kitchen table. Perhaps it was my head fixated on what had just happened and my mind whizzing around the possibilities for the future, but where would they come from I questioned, I had no access to knickers and I certainly wasn’t going to do it with my mother’s!

Before I knew it he was rolling the dice, him the dog and me the old boot. It all seemed pretty boring to me, I wanted much more excitement than getting £200 pounds for passing go! It wasn’t until we had been around the board a few time and Rick started accumulating property and the odd house that I started to realise he had a different slant on this game! He was eager too that I had property insisting that I bought whatever I landed on regardless of desirability.
‘Kings Cross is mine’, he said, and demanded his money.
Then he introduced some rules of his own, changing the game entirely and all became clear why. We were to get £400 for passing ‘go’ he said, landing on each other’s properties were now repaid with forfeits and not money. Payment for him now was for me to fondle his cock through his fly for one turn around the board. I had to follow suite, I saw the appeal, although it made the game awkward playing one handed but I liked the idea of having my cock teased under the table.

There was no skin on skin contact he said just fumbling and touching. I didn’t complain, I so much more wanted to play sexual games than boring Monopoly. It seemed to excite him, fondling under the table, he drew closer so we could in turn easily manipulate each other’s erections without stretching. He confessed that he played this game at school with a boy in his class, daringly stroking each other’s pant covered cock’s whenever the teachers back was turned. We never ever did really toss each other off he said.
Monopoly lasted about an hour and I could see our clothing covered cock stroking was having a frustrating effect on him. I would willing had him out and wanked him if he’d asked but it was his game and I guess he had a liking for the teasing of it all. We didn’t pack it away, leave it we will play tomorrow and he moved it onto an adjoining sideboard. It pleased me that, ‘we will play tomorrow’, it meant I would be coming here and no doubt we would get to play with his sisters knickers again.
Rick made himself absent, disappeared and then came back moments later.

‘We need to check on next door’, he said, ‘make sure we folded that washing correctly’, he insisted, ‘or else I will be in trouble if any of it is creased or damp.

I followed back out and through the gardens. It was an excuse I thought, an excuse to be back and ogling at Olivia’s school knickers and why not it excited me too. He unlocked the back door and we were carrying out the chore again, refolding everything carefully and with more care, all of except the navy blues that were left sitting on the table until last. Both of us stared at them!
‘Do you like them’, Rick asked, ‘do you think she’s a pretty girl’, he probed.

I certainly liked her, well probably fancied her like fuck, like all the boys did whatever age they were but I hadn’t thought about her knickers before.

‘Of course I fancy her’, I replied, ‘doesn’t everyone?

‘But what about her knickers’, Ricked probed, picking them up and letting them dangle?
I hadn’t thought about it until perhaps this morning, seeing them first and then being initiated by Rick into the pleasantries of being wanked in his sisters! Is that what he was asking now, is that what he was suggesting? Puzzled I watched him sway them backward and forward between his fingers. He watched me too, watching him and somehow became aware that I was memorised by their entrancing swing.

‘You do appreciate them’, he said, ‘just like every other boy in the school, except they probably wouldn’t admit it’. ‘They know what they stand for, just like you do’, he smiled.

Then he handed them to me to watch my reactions and what I’d do to them. I didn’t disappoint him, by now I was completely under their spell. They belonged to Olivia, the sweet, pretty and bubble bottomed piece of perfection that as far as I was concerned had ever walked the school. And here and now I was being handed her school knickers, the very ones that graced that sweet body and I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity.
It was Rick’s turn to envy, their cuffed legs now tickling every inch of the smooth skin of my face. The smelt of fresh air, hints of cleanliness and I was sure I could detect the whiffs of unique perfume that I guessed made them hers. My nose wandered inside the cuffing, following the crotch to the forbidden land that protected her pussy. God how close could you get, how jealous would the male population of my school be if they could see me now. That was of course if they had discovered the intimacies of knickers!

‘Take your shoes off’, Rick requested, retrieving the knickers from me, ‘another treat in store for you’, he declared.

He folded them neatly, placing them back into the pile of laundry, to disappear out of sight and hide any significance that anyone could place on them. Rick had discarded his shoes too and now I was following up the stairs. The layout was the opposite to his house next door but I knew immediately we would be heading for Olivia’s bedroom. What a contrast it was to her older cousins next door, no sloppiness of clothing strewn around, no doors and cupboards left open and spilling their contents.

Rick led me to a chest of drawers. Already I knew the significance although my education was but a few hours old. He hovered for a moment, moved in close to me and pulled my zipper down. I was already hard but now just longed for that initial touch as he fumbled in my underpants and hooked him out. I was already wet, the slippy smacks of pre-cum electrified the moment as he deliciously manipulated my foreskin. I was encouraged to repay the favour, the two of us for a second readying each other for the momentous moment when we would open the top drawer.

Wood upon wood squealed and gave the game away as Rick’s free hand awkwardly and unevenly pulled the drawer open. I peered enthusiastically inward as I manipulated his cock and he mine. The hue of navy blue darkened most of the interior, fragments of subtler colours peeked through and populated the sides. The waft of a girly fragrance permeated the air, it was so magical, like look into a treasure chest of desirable objects.

‘Go on’, Rick said, encouraging me to dip a free hand into the fluffy mounds of navy blue. ‘Careful though, gently, she must not know someone has been rummaging around in her knickers, they must look almost the same as when we found them’.

Clearly Rick had expertise, he’d been here before and knew the score. I lifted just one pair, by now recognising the easiest to lift with the least disturbance. The slowness entranced me, hooking my finger in the waistband and slowly elevating them upward as Rick manipulated my foreskin. My knees trembled, my sperm sacks rumbled and stirred as loftily the beautiful Olivia’s knickers swayed in my quivering fingers.

The air again was filled with all scents of girly perfume and added to the whole surreal moment that I was now sharing. I could hear Rick’s breathing expel against the stillness in the room as my fingers and his slowed to a teasing repetition of slowly exposing each other’s foreskins. Fingers battled with the intensity of leaking seminal fluid that both hindered and helped us mutually masturbate.

I waved them again towards my face, feeling the tickling sensations of softness and the rigid scoop of leg holes traverse and tantalise my skin. Her perfume intoxicated me, filling my head and transporting me close to her. I shared that with Rick, teasing them all over his face and letting the billowing cuffed legs hook his nose. I felt him shudder in delight and then mutter.

‘We can’t’, he whispered, ‘not here and not in these’.

He was dragging me away, having me replace Olivia’s beautiful school knickers back in the drawer as I’d found them. There was a hurriedness to his every move, perhaps I thought just like a burglar covering his tracks and undoing disturbance. His cock was away and he was pulling me towards the door, mine followed suite somewhere on the stairs. He shuffled me across the kitchen, our shoes falling into place somewhere near the back door.

He had an urgency, it confused and wondered in a flash if he heard the noises of someone’s impending return. He secured his cousins house and pushed me back through the adjoining gate and into his kitchen. Then I was realising we weren’t about to get caught as we ascended his own stairs and into his bedroom. He was rummaging again in secret places, fishing in the canvass bag for what he knew was hidden there.

Out in the open he produced a pair of navy blues, ‘Olivia’s’ he said, ‘old ones.

He was dropping his trousers and pants and encouraging me to do the same. The rush was still there and now I could see why. Mine were kicked out of the way and his followed in the same direction. Stiff cocks bounced into the air, the subtle whiff of pre-cum from us both hit my nostrils as Rick encouraged me to come and stand next to him. We faced each other and he assisted pulling my shoulder towards him and encouraging me to follow his action.

His bouncing erection came close to mine and I knew what he wanted to do. In an instant our cocks were slip sliding all over each other and he manipulated both foreskins to titillate and frot each other. Two cocks together, wrestling to keep contact had my balls sending messages of an impending ejaculation. Then the knickers were thrown over them, sheaving them and best of all stopping them from bouncing off one another. 

They were smaller than the knickers next door, a size, or a couple of year’s earlier in wear. It didn’t matter though they were hers and it answered all the questions of the rush and departure from her bedroom. Her gusset captured them both, throwing them together just like being inside a paper bag. For a moment we both just stared down at the hooded cocks below that were by now nudging one another as if pushing for a fight.

It was Rick who made the move and I tried to follow suite but he pushed my hand away so that his alone could manipulate the greedy erections sheaved in his cousin’s school knickers. His hand and fingers engrossed them, gathering them together in a great sheath of navy blue. He started to masturbate us both, hanging onto the soft cotton and ensuring that two foreskins travelled together in the folds of the yielding crotch.

My breath came in buckets of deep sighs as my balls and brain tackled yet another sensational experience of learning and liking. Sticky slippy foreskins battled it out with one another for a standing and possession of a little patch of cloth that had once cherished the little minge of his beautiful cousin. She filled my head as I grasped and recalled all the moments where our paths had had limited crossings, moments where I’d been left with a stirring in my pants and envious of anyone that knew her.

Rick was having trouble keeping us in place, erections and glans keeping up a rhythm and pummelling the so soft gusset. He was moaning too and unsteady on his feet, swaying and trembling to the point where I thought he would just collapse. I could see what was about to happen his eyes shut and he whispered, ‘please, you do it’.
I was there in an instant, like I wanted to be there all the time. My balls tingled with excitement as I now had control of our slow and sensuous wank. Rick was hanging on to my shoulders, I was propping him up as if he was going to fall. He almost did as I felt the warm gush of his spunk flood our shared knickered confines. Things were slippery and difficult now and for a few moment I could keep them together and then disappointingly Rick pulled away, sperm dripping onto his bedroom mat.

He seemed to recover, a hand came back to me and I was being pushed backward to fall on the bed. He was between my knees, wanking me in the sticky spunk filled gusset. My cock was covered in his cum and so were the knickers and the wet gusset I was now being masturbated in. New sensations surround me; grippy sodden gusset caught my foreskin and captured it in the folds of my foreskin. It wasn’t long before my own seed joined his as my imagination played games with what I’d like to be doing with Olivia.    

