The Summer of 69 Chap 3
I was home again dreamily sat in my room and reliving the day’s events. I had an erection but I wasn’t playing with it, I didn’t want to, perhaps I was waiting for my next instalment from Rick and the little wanking games we engaged in. Today had been a day of new experiences, knickers had entered my world and for the moment I was besotted. I couldn’t get them out of my head, how something so inanimate and yet so physically part of a girl could be exciting when manipulated over my cock and foreskin.
For several moments I had a yearning to have some, I wanted to relive those feelings of ecstasy as they scrumptiously transited all over my cock sending new sensations and desires to my brain. Rick had them but I had none and at that very moment I could not think for the life of me where I could get some. A niggling thought entered my head, my mother had them but then aberration at the very thought had me whisper yuck on my breath.

He was lucky I thought, he had his sister’s and his cousins cast off’s to play with but how did he have inclinations towards his sisters, his own flesh and blood. It was all a bit confusing and for the moment I couldn’t work it out but what I did know was knickers set up sensations in my cock that I had never had before and I was determined that I should have some of my own.

Thoughts too turned to what a week of learning it had been, I had discovered so much about the pleasures of wanking and being masturbated even if it had come from another boy. Those thoughts of the boys in my class came back, the one’s I found myself ever more attracted to, ‘the changing room boys’ who I now saw in a different light. I wanted to be with some of them, playing and taking them on the voyage of discovery just like I had experienced. I wanted to touch them, make their little cocks grow between my fingers, roll their foreskins up and down and take them on a journey of new experiences.
Those arguments came rolling back in too, was I becoming queer or was it simply that girls of my age wouldn’t entertain such fumblings to have a boy shooting his sperm everywhere. It didn’t stop me thinking about it though, going through the girls in my class and those at school and deciding just who would and who wouldn’t play with an eager cock. I daydreamed about Olivia too, saw her perhaps now in a different light, now that Rick and I had cum in her discarded school knickers, how close I now felt towards her having had my cock right where her little cunt had sat.

I simply had to have some, but where on this earth would I get them from, I didn’t have a sister or for that matter a cousin that lived anywhere near or even the opportunity to be close to a knicker drawer and the new delights that were to be found inside. I was jealous of Rick, he had it all, even his magazines and his little dens where he could hide and indulge.

The next morning I stood and waited for him in my usual spot. The sky was again overcast and threatening the rain that kept us indoors yesterday and that rather pleased me. Thoughts too ran to whether there would be knickers on the line again, knickers that needed to be dry and would need gathering in and best of all perhaps fondling. Knickers too that I didn’t have and would dearly like to own and have secret playtimes just like Rick. Fat chance of that though, I racked my brains trying to think of ways to at least get hold of a pair.

‘Monopoly’, someone said behind me.

It was Rick, he’d got back early and did some chores in the shop and now stood behind me waiting for an answer. 

Feebly I said, ‘why not’, looking up at the ever darkening sky as though that was an excuse.

Rick was forever pointing things out along the way. It if hadn’t been for his question on Monopoly I would have been wondering if at all we would have even touched each other today. Nature obviously interested him greatly, watching it and even confirming some minute little detail of why things happened and how things depended on one another.

We were taking shortcuts again, across the fields and his uncle’s land to get to the cottages where he lived. I found myself looking for opportunities to pull him into some secluded gateway or hidden little bush and unzip him and at least have a teasing hand in and caressing his cock. I knew too how I would find it, pouched and semi willing for someone else’s touch. I tried it too as he climbed over a gate, slipping my hand between his legs and catching the front of his jeans.

He was quick to rebuff me, although with a smile of knowing just what sort of activity I would like to get up to today. ‘Not here’, he said, ‘the men are hedge cutting today, we could bump into any one of them at any turn and besides it’s amazing what you can see from the seat of a tractor’.
Now I could hear them, the clatter of metal and wood fighting against the motion of turning machinery even though it was a couple of fields away. Rick stopped us in our tracks as we watched a hare bolting from its hiding as the hedge cutter got nearer to its hideout. I’d never seen one before but I marvelled at its speed.

‘You should see one being chased by a greyhound’, Rick commented.

There was disappointment too as we came round the back of the cottages, the washing lines were empty.

‘Nothing to take in’, I enquired.

‘Sorry mate, not every day, I can’t make them do their washing’, Rick replied with some sympathy. 

There was disappointment again when we got inside his kitchen. I fully expected him to have my zipper down as soon as we got behind the door. But he didn’t, instead he was quickly retrieving the already set up Monopoly board and carefully placing it on the table so as not to disturb the positions.

‘Same rules as yesterday’, he asked
I looked temptingly down at the front of his jeans and the expectancy of excitement that I hoped to find under them. ‘Why not’, I replied, knowing full well just what little games we would get up to.
One and a half times around the board and I was getting impatient, neither of us had had the misfortune to land on one another’s properties, or was it fortune. Gosh the bloody game was boring when you wanted your cock rubbed and then it happened, I landed on his Stations.

‘Forfeit or money’, he offered, knowing full well what the preferred choice was. 

He grinned, putting down the egg cup with the dice in. He shuffled back on his chair exposing his rucked fly front and I shuffled closer to him. He sighed deeply in anticipation as my finger and thumb fished for the zipper to pull. I knew those feelings of expectation and was envious of him having the first forfeit. Even my prick stirred in my pants at what he was about to receive.

He watched my hand, shuffled again in his seat to make it easier for me and again sighed deeply as the zipper started to un-track itself. Even now I was determined to perhaps not tease him, the bloody game was boring me and I just wanted us to play with each others cocks, I was determined to have him out and wanking.

The zipper was down and he was anticipating a hand whizzing in. He looked almost disappointed as I immediately went for his button to expose his underpants and give me more access. He also looked into my eyes an inquisitive look, a test of my reaction and it was soon clear why. Exposing him revealed a deep secret one that had been hidden since perhaps his dressing this morning, the grey nylon knickers with little pink rosebuds were very fetching and feminine. He gasped at his exposure, anticipating an unknown response from me he looked again into my eyes for at least some approval.

I stared at them and the obvious excited stiffy that sat eagerly below them. At that moment I hadn’t a clue in the world why he had them on and hadn’t considered in my life that I should ever come across them capturing the male anatomy. But it intrigued me, enough for my fingers to move forward and touch, run a forefinger along his obvious bulge. Rick groaned and sighed, closing his eyes as it traversed painfully slowly along the silky material towards his cockhead. And when I got to the end and swirled in the now obvious exposed glans he winced with pleasure and I had all my answers.

The nylon was wet and he was fucking wet from the torture I suppose of this anticipated moment. My finger now found a little fold in the silky wetness, a place of mild stickiness where the rucking material could roll in against his glans and foreskin and he was loving it. The pleasure that emanated from his creased and contorted face gave me the whole story of why the male of the species should be interested in slipping into such a pretty garment, one that was meant for the intimate protection of the fairer sex.

Rick continued to extol in a number of moans just how pleasurable it was to be attired in the alluring pretties of the opposite sex as my fingers teased him over and over again. It intrigued me, I was learning and somewhere in the back of my head I was also yearning to feel what he was feeling, to be part of the same little game and become intimately aquatinted with I guess the sensuous undertones of female underwear.

‘You’re not shocked’, he managed to pant?

 He was looking at me again, looking for approval, looking to see that in a moment I wouldn’t just stop the enjoyment he was receiving. I didn’t answer, well at least not right away and neither did I give him a direct answer, my finger and now thumb gathering the silky pre-cum loaded nylon and ensuring that it rolled neatly under his gripping foreskin.

‘As long as I can have the same’, I teased.

He smiled or was it a grimace of deep pleasure, ‘you shall, you shall, you lovely little wanker’, he breathed.

It was him that moved, probably satisfied that I wasn’t going to be up and running away in horror. We were up and again abandoning the Monopoly board as we had done before. Today I knew where we were going and just what I needed to do along the way. He led the awkward climb of the stairs, made difficult with my insistence to fumble with his erection through the sticky nylon as we tried to a light the steps together. We made it an epic climb, stopping frequently and precariously as my hand slipped round him to tease a foreskin into the folds of nylon that stretched across his stomach. His hand fought the battle backward too, fumbling with my fly and in a contortion dipping his hand inward to manipulate my own raging hard on.
Eventually we made it to his bedroom. I was a little disappointed, I wanted it to be his sister’s at least and more preferable the lovely Olivia’s next door. He fumbled again in the chest of drawers that doubled as his secret hideaway. The canvass bag was out again and he was rummaging. A pair of navy blues were pulled from the bag and held aloft. They were larger than yesterday’s offering and definitely not a cast off of his cousin. They were waved around like a captured flag and in an inkling I just knew what was about to happen.

He was there at my trousers fiddling with the button. His own were kicked into touch in an instant and he stood before me, a raging hard on obscenely poking menacingly out the front of what was a pretty pair of knickers. They came to his waist, accentuated a minimal resemblance to femininity but all the same had me wondering just what it would be like to have them coveting my cock.

He was teasing me, pulling at my clothing, interfering and manipulating my erection, readying him and me for what I knew would now happen. My trousers followed his on the floor. I let him disrobe me, I wanted to see how it was done before I practised it in my head with others. Teasingly he rubbed me through my pants whilst the navy knicks traversed my face and gave me yet another stance on a feminine fragrance. He had them down, inspecting the little damp patch I had already made and then insisting I kicked them across the floor.

I watched him drop to his knees in front of me and breathe all over my cock. He inspected it, pulled my foreskin backward and rolled a finger through the sticky goo that I was still making. Then it happened, the inkling coming true and a new experience began as I sighed with anticipation. He was insisting I lifted a foot and I watched as the cuff leg rose into it. The ribbing tickled my calf as the other foot joined it. A transformation was about to begin that registered a change in my head that I knew would last forever. Uncertainty, daring and naughtiness made me tremble with excitement as Rick hoisted the pair of school knickers up my legs.

Hairs on my legs stood to attention and sent sensations and messages to my balls and cock. It was almost slow motion, in fact the bastard stopped and let them hang over my knees whilst he administered some teasing play to my foreskin. Then they continued up my thighs and I felt a surge of excitement as I anticipated their enslavement around my private parts, another sigh too as reached their final destination, the waist band hanging over my hips.

He was there too, like a professional dresser, pulling and tidying them in a mimic of the antics of knicker adjustment that I had witnessed so many times at school. He was balancing me, tucking me, adjusting me, caressing, teasing, palming all at the same time. He looked upward for approval and uncontrollably I gave him the look of ecstasy, my breathing heavy and excitingly laboured. His hands were still everywhere, the all important finger rolling the cotton panel in the folds of my foreskin. Then he kissed it! A brief and glancing pass of his lips across my knicker clad raging hard on.

It shocked, pleased and sent thrills everywhere and continued as his hot breath warmed the cotton surface and transferred to the throbber that lay beneath. His nose too nudged it in a devilish pass that rolled that cotton again onto my foreskin. I was weak, putty waiting to be moulded  and taken on any journey that he wanted to lead. He pushed me to his bed, downward where his hands explored my navy genitals. Fingers glided, manipulated and a cloth bound masturbation began.

Upward he came from his knees, to join me and encourage me to follow suit on his nylon encased erection. I followed his actions, his learning process of where to enjoy the shrouding enslavement to knickers. Hands caressed around thighs, balls and titillated the sheaved monsters that wetted themselves in a plead to be touched. My eyes closed and feel alone filled my head with a myriad of mutual sensations sexual ecstasy as we both explored and manipulated each other’s bodies. Again the inkling of a thought passed through my head that no girl could ever be this perceptive to the needs of a penis and its male passenger and yet here we were essentially using the intimacy of female underwear to obtain it. It was a contradiction.

I began to have a fantasy of opposition, seeing myself somewhere in the middle of being a boy or girl. Moments traversed in a speculation of being one or the other. Thought provoked a wonderment of what would life be like to have a vagina, to be on the receiving end of a penis. I searched my head for a preference, rummaging the pros and cons of being one or the other. They had this, the titillation of silk and softness, the exquisite encapsulation of femininity that now shrouded my lower torso and sensuously provoked my skin, scrotum and cock. But did it work for them, I feared not for the same reasons my male underwear did not enthral and excite me and yet I wanted to play in the Y Fronts of others, the pretty boys, such turmoil.

Then reason and greed fought an argument, wouldn’t it be nice to have both, to be able to give and take, to have or to hold and enjoy the best of both worlds, wasn’t there a name for it somewhere? No that wasn’t a possibility, besides a penis was so adaptable and how could a vagina be so receptive and responsive to the silky delights of a pair of knickers.

Rick was breathing heavily in my ear as he sidled in besides me and I adapted to find his slippery nylon covered cock again. He was clearly as engrossed as I was, moaning and groaning through his own fantasy, mumbling and praising the virtues and appeal of the school knickers he was fumbling. He was clearly crossing the divides and recognitions that his desires were mixed up and that here was a cock he was stroking in the confines of a garment reserved for the female form. I just wondered how his brain had formulated acceptance.

Elation and disappointment came so quickly one following the other as my first orgasm filled the wearing of my first pair of knickers. It was over, wetness, sperm and spunky stickiness clung in warmth and now coldness in the dampness that now sat on my tummy. I wanted it all over again but for the moment a placid cock shrunk into a pitiful shrivel of emptiness just leaving the chore I had yet to complete. I wasn’t selfish, besides I wanted to see his enjoyment even if mutual masturbation had constricted his witness to mine.
My fingers swirled, traced and teased the sopping nylon into his glans forcing a seething pleasure to be drawn through his teeth. My other hand massaged his silky balls in an encouragement to give up their load. I watched his facial muscles contract and constrict as he played out the pleasure I was giving him. Finger and thumb gathered loose folds of soaking slippery nylon to meet and marry with rippling folds of foreskin. I wanked and Rick spunked in a writhing, thrusting frustration as if he too had been controlling the coming moment for some time.

We lay there, not speaking but both wriggling in cum filled knickers. It was part pleasure, the aftermath of mutual and satisfying understanding and the now realisation that it was over and we were both in a sticky mess.

‘We’d better clear it up’, came the suggestion from Rick after about 10 minutes of lolling reflection. ‘You can clear up your own, I ain’t doing it, wash your own cum away and get em clean’, he implied.

‘You’ll have to show me’, I answered, ‘I’ve never done it before’.

‘Well you’ll have to in the future!

‘But I have none’
‘No’, he enquired, ‘not a pair in the world, poor bugger how do you manage’.

‘Well, until now it wasn’t something I’d done and besides where would I get them from, I have no sister’s or cousins to acquire from’.

‘You poor sod, we’ll have to put that right!

We stood at the kitchen sink, Rick filled it with an ample supply of hot water and a splashing of soap powder.

‘You have to be careful’, he said, use too much and things get noticed’. He grabbed a bar of scrubbing soap. The water lathered up and he began to wash and rub the cum from the front panel. He dipped and massaged the filmy surface checking each time that the white spunky stains had disappeared. Then it was my turn, his instructions delivering advice as I copied his motions. 

‘Look see’, he said, ‘how the water turns a little navy when you wash school knickers’. Well you have to watch that colours don’t run, it can be a fucking disaster if you’ve wanked in your sister’s knickers and then your cousins dye’s them blue’. ‘You have to be careful everywhere’, he continued, even drying them, just imagine being caught.

‘Want to help me on Saturday morning’, he enquired, ‘you might be rewarded handsomely?
Thinking it was some arduous task around the farm I looked puzzlingly at him before answering. ‘It depends what it is’, I questioned.

His face beamed at my bewilderment and saw that he would have to explain further if he wanted a little helper. ‘Well, I’m sure you’ll like it. Friday there is a jumble sale at the community hall and Saturday mornings the caretaker has me clear up as he usually has horse racing on his mind on Saturdays’.

I still didn’t grasp the reward bit was I to be paid, it clearly must have registered on my face.

‘You don’t get it do you, jumble sales, clothing, discarded school uniforms and perhaps second hand school knickers that no one wants to buy’.

We’d finished the clean up and I was following him back upstairs, him clutching the washed underwear and me intrigued what was to happen next. In his room there was an old enclosed cupboard, set in the alcove of a chimney breast, part of the fabric of the house. He knelt down, below the bottom shelf to where some of his shoes were stored. Outward came two plastic coat hangers one containing already a pair of knickers.

‘Nicely dry’, he said, ‘my secret drying area, a hot water pipe that runs from the water heater’, he grinned.

I could see he had been ingenious, two hooks held them above but away from the severity of heat from the pipe.

‘Away from prying eyes’, he laughed, ‘but something you have to do’.

My thoughts whizzed around my own house and where on earth could I replicate that. Rick clearly had it all worked out, secret stashes of purloined knickers, places to dry them, little dens and hideaways and dirty mags with near naked ladies. I was envious, especially as he had shown me a little substitute for the real thing, a nice sensual wank in the very gusset that cosseted what we yet couldn’t have.

I had ideas or was it dreams, to gather a little collection just like him.  

