The Summer of 69 Chap 4
I waited impatiently for him to turn up. He was never late but my expectations were high and I’d been up and awake for hours just thinking about the day. I’d planned as well; at home I had found secret hiding places just like Ricks. I’d thought too just how my washed knickers would be dried, I hoped it would work but also I was fearful of getting caught and that horrified me.

But there was excitement too, boy did I want these knickers badly, they had and would change my life. I had a rucksack with me too; I was already thinking like him, they had to get back into the house somehow or other. I had visions too, of just what I wanted today. Of course it all revolved around Ricks little stash, pretties gathered from his sister and the lovely Olivia.

I wondered too if he had done this before, he must have, he had to have been there before to recognise the opportunity. I wondered too had we already wanked in some of those knickers and it intrigued me because weren’t they sort of alien, didn’t they belong to someone we didn’t know and wasn’t that the same as the knickers we were after today?

He was there behind me again, never showing that we were friends, just perhaps a passing acquaintance. I followed him as usual, just until we were out of the mêlée of watchers and then as usual he warmed and conversation got going. No fields today, no gateways or secret little copses to pull each other into and introduce the day’s proceedings.

‘Are you looking forward to today’, Rick asked.

‘Very much’, I whispered, ‘I am already excited’.

He knew what I meant and gave me a wry smile. Out in the countryside I’m sure he’d have pulled me into the bushes and had my cock out just to see by how much. I would have liked that, his first touch of the day, the flit of my zipper and the probe of his fingers to tease my semi rigid cock into existence, the first roll of my foreskin and the thumb seeking out my wetness.

‘I see you have come prepared too’, he said flicking his own rucksack over his shoulder.

‘I thought I should, otherwise how would I get them back in the house’, I answered. He gave me a knowing wink.

It seemed to take an age to reach the hall, and age of expectation where neither of us said anything. My thoughts were trying to focus on what we would find but at the moment all I could see was black bags. I wondered if Rick was playing this through his mind too, he probably had more exciting visions than me, having been there before.

He produced some keys, he always seemed to have something to get into a building even around his uncles farm. People must trust him I thought; perhaps that’s why he was discreet with his activities. We were in, in on the other side and an eerie silence closed in on us. There was expectancy too and Rick shot a perverted glance down at my fly. It was a look I’d experienced many times before, in a thicket of bushes or behind the door of the old cottage. I knew what he was after and I wanted it to and in the sanctuary of the entrance to the hall we would have one of those greedy grab a cock moments.

I was there first, even whilst he was locking us in I had his zipper down and a hand slipping inward. I might have guessed too what I would find or feel first, that slink and slip of feminine nylon over a hardening cock. The kinky bastard had been wearing them again, set himself up ready for our first fumblings of boy’s play!

My fingers traced the ever stiffening erection and teased it up and down. I knew he wouldn’t want me to have it out so I rucked up some of the silky and worked it towards his foreskin. He gasped and was now already fondling me, skimming my pants and fishing in the ‘Y’ to have him out and exposed. We leant against each other panting and gasping, it had been a day or two since we’d played a little game of masturbation.

‘You’re lovely and wet’, he remarked, I love your cock when it’s like this.

‘And you too’, I responded, rolling wet nylon into his now exposed glans.

‘As much as I’d like to stay here playing’, he panted, ‘we have a reason for being here so we’d better get started’.

‘Yes’, I said, ‘I want some of these too’, referring to the knickers and cock I was stroking.

We entered the hall, it was a mess, abandoned, curtains still drawn after the evenings jumble sale. The tables were still laid out in a big square; the four sides had little gaps on the corners to let the helpers in and out. There was some formality that became obvious immediately, each of the four sides had their own purpose, ladies, clothing, men’s, then children’s and the other table left for the bric-a brac.

Rick made a bee line for the ladies and began sifting through it, turning over what was left and hunting for knickers.

‘There’s quite a bit’, he implied, ‘come and get stuck in’. ‘Don’t worry for the moment what it is we will examine it when we have got it all’, he insisted.

I followed suite, rummaging and copying his method. Some of it was tatty, some of it was outrageously large and any thought that I wanted my cock anywhere near it had him shrinking in my pants. There was the odd frill and I saw Rick move a few things into the pile that looked exciting. I wanted to stop and look at them now but Rick was insistent that we get it done.

Then with a small pile he began the selection. In a way I was glad he was doing it, some of it disgusted me and to pick it up again was spoiling my vision of why we were here. There was grossness on the table, large old ladies bloomers I called them, thought of ever getting an exciting thrill out of them was never further from my mind.

‘Here’, he said, ‘let’s look through this pile together’, he insisted.

I stood next to him and to be encouraging he had my cock out again and began to tease my wetness and give my foreskin a little tweak. I followed and had him out too, inside his feminine attire this time and exposing his erection to the underwear on the table. Rick found them, fished them all out, a complete set and it began to emerge that they had ‘days of the week’ embroidered on them. Some were tatty, in particular Saturday and Sunday seemed to have been worn considerably.

Rick had other ideas about these though, he said, ‘I bet her old man gives her a good seeing too at the weekend that’s why they are so shabby’. 

I had to agree and those two pairs were thrown on the reject pile immediately’. Rick suggested that he had three of the remaining pairs and I had two. I didn’t object, after all it was his idea we came here and he need not have included me. He held up Thursday’s offering and commented that he rather likeed that shade of pink and said they’d look rather fetching on me. They were brushed across my exposed cock tickling my glans. A whoosh of excitement rushed through my balls and shot through my loins.

Then he was unbuttoning my trousers and insisting we had them off. He gesticulated, not saying a word but I knew what he wanted and I wasn’t going to complain. He had my cock back through my ‘Y’ fronts. I had an imagination here and now that wouldn’t I like to be doing this with one of my changing room favourites, to slip away their male attire and convert them into a knicker wearing masturbator that I had become.

I was stepping into them as he offered them over my feet. I looked downward and watched as their femininity transformed me, the crotch got ever closer to cosseting my balls and I could already assume the feeling that the soft cotton would have when they held me. Rick adjusted them, dressing and adjusting and only the sticking out front gave the whole game away. Then he was at my enclosed cock, manipulating, rolling and generally ensuring my foreskin played in the slinky nylon.

I had him too, tossing him off in one of his selection, finding that soft gusset and having it torturing his foreskin too. Of course we had to stop, neither of us wanted to spunk just yet; there was so much to look through. He found some nylon slips and I hadn’t a clue that these were to become part of the whole thing. He chose the black slip and offered me the pink and I just followed suite as he stepped into his and slipped it up and over his waist. I had no idea that a slip could be so tactile, gliding across my calves, upward and sliding across my ‘Thursday’ knickers with a new excitement.

Then Rick’s hand was there, fondling and handling me through the slip and knickers, gosh what a heavenly feel they gave as his hand manipulated my manhood and balls. I was at him too and for a moment we both stood massaging each other, sighing in the deepest of pleasure as the feminine attire transported us to another dimension. Where did all these discoveries come from I wondered, who was the first man to discover the pleasures of female undergarments and was there much more to explore.

We stood at the table and shared more spoils from the left over jumble. My head wondered who had owned the other three pairs of knickers that Rick had allocated me. There was a notion that it really didn’t matter, the thoughts in my brain were over ridden by the sheer delight of just wearing them against my skin and how they made my cock feel. It didn’t matter at all, pleasure and little fantasies of who they could have belonged to and who I wanted them to belong to blotted out that they could possibly belong to someone un-attractive.

We moved around the square of tables to where the children’s clothing could be found. Rick was like a ferret, diving in and knowing just where to look. He found navy knickers but not many, just a couple of pairs that looked forlorn and worn. We had a pair each, adding to my fledgling collection. But I was disappointed; there were no soft and desirables offerings like Olivia’s, nothing like his sisters old school knickers where they could easily accommodate my growing masculine frame. We found a pair of small brown school knickers which were handed to me, worn by the Brownies, Rick said and he found a large pair in Maroon which he informed me came from a senior school over the other side of town and kept them for himself. Perhaps he could see my disappointment; it must have showed all over my face.
‘All is not lost’, he said, ‘wait and see, but help me clear up this first.

We rushed around the tables gathering clothing and separating it into boxes or black bin bags. I helped him sweep the floor, following him with a dust pan and brush until everything was spick and span. We’d finished and I thought I’d take the initiative a pullback those curtains. He stopped me, carefully going round to each to make sure there were no chinks where a prying eye could look in on us. He slipped to the front door too and pushed a bolt across so that anyone with keys could not enter.

Then he gave me that knowing wink, my cock was stiffening again in my newly acquired knickers, the bulge in my slip made it all too obvious. Of course he was there in an instant, alongside of me fondling with an encouragement to ensure I did the same with him. My balls ached and pre-cum flowed vigorously, I was spoiling the delicate shade of pink and making a mess of ‘Thursday’.

We had each other out again, slip upward and the high waistband of our full briefs hooked downward as we stood wanking each other’s flesh. The smacky sounds of leaking cocks filled the silent void until little groans and moans accompanied them as we tossed each other off. He was leading me too, whilst my foreskin was being exposed and then hidden, across to a door at the side of the stage. We had a job to negotiate the dark passage, stopping to enjoy each other’s determinations. He cupped my balls too, through the silky gusset and me panting and pleading to be spunked.

‘Not yet’, he teased, moving me along until we turned a corner, ‘I promised you and I hope you shall have your reward. The light was better down here, no curtains but heavy frosted glass lit this passage as it looped its way around the back of the stage. A door on the left declared itself as belonging to the Guides and Rick had a key!

On the other side was a fairly large room, enough for tables and chairs and occupy at least a dozen in making things and doing the things that Guides did. There was another door too that Rick was at immediately. He was in and handing out bags and boxes and I was placing them on the tables. There were lots, a pile of bags that I didn’t have time to count but each I guessed contained clothing of some sort.

‘They have a jumble next week’, Rick declared, ‘but unfortunately I don’t think I will be clearing up after this one and anyway I can’t’. ‘Anyhow we have the opportunity now’, he said, and they will never be any wiser’.
We started opening a bag at a time and tipping the contents out on to the table. The first one was un-successful and truly disappointing, it had probably come from an old person and what was inside gave us no interest what’s so ever. It made me feel kind of weird too, going through someone’s clothes, out in the hall it had been easy, you could see knickers straight away. The next bag was more promising, and contained a fair amount of ladies knickers, interesting and pretty and we grabbed a pair a piece and stuffed the rest back.

‘Can’t be too greedy’, Rick said, ‘someone who has donated might be helping and we don’t want to get caught out’. 

We lifted another bag and I was beginning to wonder just when we would turn up some school knickers. I was now even assessing the probability with the number of bags that were left and I was fearing disappointment. Rick’s face beamed as the contents spilled onto the table, girls school uniforms and Guide’s tops and skirts too and best of all navy school knickers in a huge pile. Rick was at them immediately, fiddling with the waist band of one pair and then confirming we had hit the jackpot.

‘The William’s twins’, he declared looking me in the face, ‘Ann and Lesley, you know them from school, a couple of years older than us and all sporty and athletic’.

I did remember them, who wouldn’t; they were always winning something, a cup for netball or hockey or some sprint or tennis tournament. There were navy knickers galore, the twins must have donated their entire knicker drawer but then hadn’t they left this summer? Rick suggested we put them in two piles, searching through each pair to capture the name tag of ether Ann or Lesley. Gosh we had quite a pile, the girls must have loved their regulation navy knicks and wore them all the time, we counted up the two piles and made 33 pairs.

‘We can’t take a lot’, Rick said, ‘but I would like a pair from each of them and I bet you would too’.
I agreed, and we both chose one pair from each twin. I was feeling pleased with myself and just had to touch myself, a skiddy fiddle with nylon slipping on nylon and my cock oozing another puddle of pre-cum into Thursday’s front panel. We left the twins clothing on the table and for the moment moved to some more bags. This was exciting, almost like finding money, opening bags and just wondering what delights of knickers may be inside. I was elated too, from today I’d have my own little knicker collection and couldn’t wait to enjoy them in the privacy of my bedroom.
There was more to be had, each bag had something even if it was only a tactile slip that brought sensating pleasure across a knickered erection. We shared them out, sometimes picking the best and sometimes with school knickers picking the downright forlorn and threadbare, Rick said they had an appeal having been so worn meant that they had protected little cunts for longer.

We gained each a netball skirt and game blouse, Rick retrieving his from the twins pile and me having to make do with a mix and match from the other bags. I was envious he had Ann’s games kit, it meant he could picture her whilst wearing her kit and tossing himself off in the gusset of the other pair of her knickers. I was learning fast the significance of acquiring and owning the cast off’s of the fair sex and how with a little imagination you could believe you were so close to them.

I too gained a pair of maroon’s, something from the other side of town, knickers that I had never had the pleasure of seeing in the flesh, Yes I had seen the girl’s, around town and on buses, their matching uniform intriguingly different to what I was use to but now I could visualise just what was up under their skirts and that gave me a new dimension of excitement. I couldn’t wait to get them home and try them on, along with the others, to feel that tactile thrill as the embraced my loins.

We were packing it all away; I must have amassed over twelve pairs, knickers and school knickers. There were more but greed would dob us in if we weren’t careful Rick said. There were ladies out there who watched for that sort of thing, checked and had a rudimentary eye for what was there. And when we finished there was time to look over every pair again, it was like receiving a present, there was an awe in studying it, getting to know every detail of how it was made and then the wonderment of just who had stepped into every pair.
Rick was nosing and sniffing at the William’s twins navy blues, letting them brush his face as though he was being most intimate with them both. He was far away and as a gesture of thanks for bringing me here my hand replaced his in a fumbling manipulation of his slip and knickered covered cock. He whizzed me through to another room where we found a comfortable couch. He was down and me kneeling before him rubbing slippery nylon up and down his erection. The twin’s knickers were still in his hand and again he had them dancing all over his face trying to feel their presence.

My wrist was up his slip, diving in and finding his hard cock, pulling it out over his high waist of his knickers. The slip was there and in the way, trapping him, catching his wet foreskin in folds of nylon that I could imagine were giving him sensuous pleasure. I wanked him, making sure that he was well and truly caught in the ruck of sumptuous slippy slidey fabric. He was in his heaven, gasps of wanking pleasure expelled from his mouth. I heard him draw his breath through one or other of the twin’s gusset. He thrust his hips towards me and I tossed him off until the spunk came.

Then it was my turn, my nose he said was in Ann’s crotch whilst Lesley’s gusset teased my stiffy. I visualised them both, their athletic bodies so prominent in my head from the days of ogling them at school. The very thought of being this close to them had my balls and cock trying to race to an orgasm. How lucky I was, how lucky we both were to have, hold and cherish the very knicks that had so protected their virile young bodies. My seed flooded that lovely area that had cosseted her cunt, I’d made it intimately with them both and how many other boys would be very jealous. Rick insisted that we swap over the twin’s knickers. You can clean up your own mess he said. 

We started to pack our rucksacks and be away. There was an air of silence that I didn’t quite understand, Rick had gone quiet on me and I couldn’t see why? I asked him when we’d meet up again and then he dropped his bombshell!

‘I can’t, he said, ‘they want me to work on the farm, start Monday’, he said, I even have to give up my paper round’.

There was a disappointment on his face but probably not half as much as the sinking feeling I had. Of course I knew what it meant, there would be no time for our adventures, farming and helping was time consuming and long hours. I was back on my own again but perhaps now feeling even more lonely, betrayed even.
He broke the silence, mumbling about how he’d enjoyed our meeting up and then requested that of course we should not breath a word of our escapades to anyone, no one will understand he said and we will just be labelled as queer. Well of course I knew that and indeed I was at times still coming to terms with it, fighting it in my head that it was girls really that I liked and that this was all a necessary diversion to growing up.

We parted company somewhere on the way back. It was just a goodbye and I will see you at school in September.
