The Summer of 69 Chap 5
I was in such turmoil when we parted. My world of just a week had fallen apart. I could see that Rick couldn’t help it, he was needed on the farm and I suppose he had reached the age where it was expected. But I now felt lost, he’d introduced me to his world and now I was left with nothing. Well there was the knickers we had just gained and the memories but I’d miss his company and the knowledge he had and best of all the little games we played.

I’d miss that touch too the way he had of manipulating my foreskin and sending me off to a dream world of just waiting for the moment when he’d have my spunk shooting everywhere. But then there was my conscious, my inner self that fought every notion that I was just a little homo boy and so in the margins if my mind there was also relief too. In reality what we did and got up to I wanted to happen with a girl, someone like Olivia or perhaps any that at my age would be willing to even touch a boy’s willy.

But that wasn’t going to happen, not in a million years would a girl of my age enter into that sort of relationship, it was too dangerous, it could lead to babies and besides look at the reputation that she might get. So I was stuck with masturbation and fantasy, little wanking games with knickers would be the nearest I would get to anything female, for now at least.

It was Wednesday before ventured out again, standing in my usual waiting spot in front of the paper shop with some weird expectation that Rick might come along. But he didn’t and I knew deep down he wouldn’t, no one to take me up the lane and have my cock out for a fumble, make him stiff and excited that there would be more. I had to tear myself out of it, to be honest my little foreskin was becoming sore, all that lustful wanking into the cosseted gussets of imaginary females.

I decide  to take myself off and into town, maybe I would see someone from school, an acquaintance, a vague connection that given boredom we could perhaps while away some time together, wasn’t this how friendships were formed? The streets were busy, a throng of people going in both directions. I found myself looking into the faces of everyone that appeared to be around my age and I didn’t even know what I was looking for. Perhaps it was a glimmer of recognition, a hint that we might know each other or perhaps it was the same bored look I had.
There were kids with adults; some you could tell were on the trudge for uniforms for the new school term. I followed a few and as we got near to the big department store they all disappeared inside. I stopped outside, almost as if I was lost and didn’t have a destination after that. Then I spotted the window display, of course it was always there and had been every year since I could remember but today it meant more than usual and I scanned its show of uniforms in all the school colours of the area. I spotted them all immediately, the navy blues, the bottle greens and the maroons, the very knickers I had been introduced to.
I stood and stared, moved myself into a space where I would not intrude on the passage of shoppers. In my head I noted the colours of the ones I had the pleasure of wanking into and those that I would like to. Then for a moment they became my collection, like compiling cigarette cards or stamps although these were more intimate and I would not be sharing or swapping with others, no these were for me, a little private gathering that were something more than to just look at. There were one’s I didn’t have, colours that I’d never touched let alone shoved my cock into their gusset and I wanted them. My hand fumbled around in my pocket and pulled out my loose change. There wasn’t enough there to even buy a pair. Besides how could I go in on my own and get them, that would look odd!

I had to move, it was just another added frustration to my bored existence and even with the money I was beginning to realise what an impossible task it was to get my hands on knickers and how thankful I should be for the ones I had. I sat on a bench near the war memorial and watched the world go by. It was almost an island in the town centre, just a garden, Pavement and just a sanctuary to cross and perhaps sit out of the way of the throng. I sat and day dreamed, took myself back to only last week and the antics of Rick and myself. What it would be like here and now to be transported back to Olivia’s or his sisters bedroom just for a few short minutes of pleasure.
God, why didn’t I have any access to the knicker drawers of girls, life was unfair. You’re obsessed I told myself, possessed in the space of a week by the inanimate piece of cloth that sat between a girl’s legs. Snap out of it I told myself, get a life, do something else, be positive. Then I began to think of the other things Rick had been passionate about, his love of the countryside and all the interesting goings on that I for one had missed. I had a plan and made my move, the library where there would be books where I could learn more.

I cursed myself for not thinking of it before and the fact that I should have brought my library ticket to borrow. Never mind, I could look, read and then come back tomorrow and a new adventure could begin. It was cool in there, silent and the bustle of outside just disappeared. It had an infinity too, it was like being in the countryside, you had to make your own entertainment, pick a book and observe, wasn’t the two the same, wasn’t it learning?
I got myself engrossed in a book on ‘British Mammals and their Habitat’. There was no distinction in this book, no decisions to those that were good and bad as Rick had indicated just what they were about and how they lived. It gave me ideas about perhaps going out into the countryside and trying to spot them instead of perhaps standing and drooling at knickers in shop windows. I was fascinating and again I cursed that I hadn’t brought my ticket. 

I decided to see what else was on the shelves and it was then that I spotted him. One of the ‘changing room boy’s’, one that could hold my attention and have me take sneaky peaks at his delightful half naked body. I was sure his name was Simon, that was the name that was in my head and anyway that was the name that conjured up images of him changing. I was there for a moment, back in that steamy environment of sweaty bodies where he and only a few stood out as something different. He had a clean look about him, angelic, like he should be some choir boy, small and perfectly formed.

He got up from his seat and made his way along the shelves and I decided to intercept and make it accidental that our paths would cross. It wasn’t easy, I found myself like some lurking spy, watching the rows of bookcases and trying to get a fix on where he might be heading for. And then I pounced or to him accidentally bumped into him in the ‘transport section’, replacing his book on trains and looking at others.

‘Hello’, I said, as if I’d just come across him by chance’.

He looked up at me and for a moment puzzled himself as to who I was. It was though I was a stranger or that recognition only came with a school uniform or perhaps quickly as it entered my head he could only recognise a half dressed body across a steamy changing room. He did give a smile, a half hearted recognition of who I was and continued to scan the front of the book he had selected.

I had to say something else, although for a split second I viewed him up and down and had a vision of him stood in his underpants again. ‘Anything of interest’, I asked.

‘Depends what you’re looking for’, he commented.

‘Trains’, I said awkwardly still realising I was holding a book on British mammals. 
‘Yes’, he replied, ‘I’m looking for information on the factory and its branch line on the other side of town’,

‘Have you had any luck’, I enquired.

‘No, probably because it was secret and all to do with the war, so I suppose I’m not likely to find anything’. ‘Have you found what you’re looking for?

‘No’, I said trying to hide the cover, although quite why I should be ashamed of the subject I didn’t know why. In fact it was a lie and I had found the book I wanted but couldn’t borrow it without my ticket. ‘So what’s this place like’, I asked changing the subject.

‘I don’t really know, it’s sort of difficult to get too, probably only around three entrances that are now all closed off and the line from the railway’. ‘I’ve only seen it from one of the road bridges and I haven’t had the courage to go there on my own but people say it’s deserted now’.

Somewhere deserted appealed to me, a memory of deserted places and my antics with Rick came floating by and a twinge in my underpants had me desiring all those little games with him again. But here was someone new, someone that had attracted my attention even before I had bumped into Rick and little thoughts of me now taking a lead in a little play had me excited.

‘Can we go there Simon’, I asked, ‘it is Simon isn’t it?

‘I suppose so and yes it is’, he replied, ‘but I don’t fancy getting caught if there is anyone there’.

‘We could go and look, it’ a little adventure and besides you’re interested in the railway and the factory and there might be something for me in the way of lizards and snakes if it is deserted’.

Simon placed his book back which was a sign for me that he was interested. Mine went too and we were soon outside in the sunshine. It seemed a long trek over to the other side of town, passing through areas where I only had a vague familiarity with. What made it feel longer was all the chatting we did on the way, the sort of getting to know one another, testing each other out with comments and feeling comfortable in each other’s company. He like me was an only child and I cursed the fact there were no sisters around for perhaps a little foray into a sister’s bedroom and perhaps an indulgence in knickers just like with Rick.

A couple of times Simon got ahead of me leading the way, wicked thoughts of him standing near naked in the changing room came rambling back and I wondered if he had on those sweet virgin white underpants he wore. My imagination began to run away with me, I wanted to indoctrinate his little willy into the niceties of being played with. How was I to do it, now that I had to take the lead?

After about forty minutes we had reached our destination. We had to sidestep some concrete blocks that now covered off one of the entrances. The road beyond was fast becoming overrun with weeds and encroaching bushes and trees. I urged him to walk slowly and to one side.

‘I don’t want us to be seen and besides I want to see if there any lizards here’.

We stopped and listened, there was an eerie silence, with only the distant rumble of traffic on the main road behind us. A gust of wind whipped up the dusty road and sent a swirl sand into the middle.

‘This used to be one of the bus routes in’, Simon said, ‘special buses that were khaki and picked men up from all the surrounding areas. ‘Brought them here on shifts at all times of the day and night, secret and hidden’, he said.

I was intrigued, I’d heard about such goings in this factory, with rumours and mystery of what had been made there.

‘What did they make’, I asked.

‘Don’t know for sure’, Simon replied, ‘depends who you talk to, if it’s a relative of a former worker then it was only uniforms and equipment for all three services, then other’s will say it was the guns for Spitfire’s and the alike, either way an awful lot of trains brought stuff in and out.

I had comic book visions of the war time, soldiers guarding such places and all the secrecy that surrounded such tales. There was excitement walking along that desolate road, we were having a big adventure, there was anticipation of what was around every corner and also deep within me there gleamed an eagerness to perhaps getting a little closer to Simon.

Up a head I could see a bridge that we would have to cross. When we got closer a pill box appeared in the undergrowth and I started to recognise that whatever happened here it was very important. Before I could ask what the bridge was for the question was answered for me, the sound of a train whizzing by on the line underneath gave the game away. We got there and watched it disappear into the distance. Simon began to give me some bearings, the town and the station is down that way behind us. The factory is over to the right and the road here go’s left to follow the tracks and then sweeps round to one of the gates. Further down he pointed out is the line into the factory; you can just see it going off to the right with the points.

We stood on the bridge together listening to the silence of nature. There was a stillness, and then a gust of wind whistled through the telegraph wires that ran alongside the railway and hummed through the chain link fence of the deserted factory. I looked all around me as Simon’s focus was distance to the points and the factory line. I had other thoughts, yes this adventure but also other feelings of desire, a desire to be close to him and perhaps a little play with his cock.

‘There’s one coming’, Simon declared.

The faint ring of steel on steel grew louder and I turned to see what he was looking at. The plume of exhaust created a haze from the heavy diesel that hauled coaches and now thundered towards us. It created its own gust of wind and dust as we counted the coaches, ten in all and a mix of old maroon and the new livery of blue and grey. The maroon had me immediately thinking of school knickers, they were the same colour I told myself, how strange.

We watched it rattle off towards the town and the station and Simon said it wouldn’t be stopping. There was a cool breeze now; the sun had disappeared behind a darkened cloud. I watched him walk across to the other side of the bridge for a last glimpse of the train. For a moment I was transported back to the changing room, he was that attractive lad in shirt tails and virgin white under pants. He caught me looking; I must have had that same changing room look of intrigue and then embarrassed intrusion. He smiled, it was a knowing smile and that pleased me.

‘Shall we move on and deeper in’, he implied.

I liked those words there was a commitment of adventure in his voice and I’m sure a little more than trespassing on this site.

‘Yes’, I replied and we turned towards the road that ran between the track and the fence.

It was all overgrown on the railway side, the road was being encroached by overbearing trees and shrubs and weeds had a hold of the tarmac. On the fence side grass was growing high along the bottom of the fence that was tall and protected by barbed wire. Signs gave you warnings, ‘keep out’, ‘electrified fence’, and ‘dogs patrolling’. I wondered if it were true and whether anyone was in there and watching us. Embankments of earth kept things from view but the roofs of buildings stood out despite their coverings in camouflage paint.

I pulled Simon towards the trees and bushes, just like we were some infiltrators in a war film.

He let me hold on to his arm until we surveyed the lay of the land and said he had never been this far in before. It was all the more reason for me to hold him there, draw him in closer and start to whisper about moving forward. I guided him along the edges of the vegetation, pulling him more and more inward and hiding us from vision. To our left and down the embankment was the railway and guarded by an old wooden fence. We had to watch our footing for fear of slipping towards the tracks and so I kept hold of his arm and jumper.

It was all a game, I was sure the place was devoid of people or for that matter dogs but it all helped with the adventure and my notions to be close to him, then every once and a while we’d stop and listen for any sign of life in the silences of the afternoon. Those dark clouds shrouded in and we were interrupted by splatter of heavy drops of water on the sandy road. I pulled him even closer into the undergrowth and sheltered now as the rain came heavier.

We huddled for protection under the leafy trees and I got close to him holding him in front of me with my hands on his shoulders. I towered over him protectively and could smell the sweet cleanliness of his hair. There was a stirring in my pants, a desiring motion of a stiffening erection, we were close and if I didn’t make a move now then I never would. A hand dropped to his hip, pulling him back inward toward me. The front of my trousers pressed high on to his covered buttocks and I wondered if he could feel it. I had the pretence of protecting him, looking out for him and then I made my move. 

The hand on the hip moved, down and around and brushed his fly front. I expected a rejection but got nothing negative, only the smallest sigh of recognition that was almost indistinguishable. I kept there, not daring to move at first for fear of rejection but there was none. The denim of his jeans was softer than I imagined, as now my fingertips traversed up and down to feel for life. Two or three roams and I found what I was looking for. There was the slightest swelling under my touch, I followed it, traced it and in return was rewarded by a groan of delight.

I pulled him inward and backward, just to ensure that he knew I was getting the same gratification as him. If he could not feel my cock behind him now then he never would. I held him now through his jeans, traced him up and down ensuring that what was there continued to grow and that any resistance was broken. His hand joined mine, lightly holding it as if to guide in the right direction. I sighed as my hidden cock; let loose a weep of wetness. We were on our way there would I’m sure be no turning back.

I needed to feel him without the confines of cloth and his holding underpants. It was the step forward that would introduce a point of no return. He would be fixed, mesmerised by how delicious another boy’s touch could feel and I’d have another little wanking friend.

I loved zippers, the way their little rasp broke the silence with such a declared intent. His was subtle and light, gave way freely like its owner and another sigh told me I had all the permission I needed. I was delving; it would be too forward to free his button. I expected the softness of cotton, the high expanse of Y fronts that adorned his changing room body, but there was only the inviting heat of skin. Then further inward I found the waist band of a slip, a brief that held my little man in check, then that delightful moment when I traversed that thin gossamer material and its swelling. He gasped again as I traced him first with the scratch of my nails and then the more intimate caresses of my finger tips. He was marginally smaller than me and the erection that he could now no doubt feel. I’d love to have his hand backward and intruding with me but for the moment I didn’t want to frighten him away.

I needed to give him Rick’s words of reassurance, that this was just a boys game, just an interlude in the learning of life and so I whispered it to him.

‘Girls of our age’, I murmured into his ear’, don’t do these nice things to boys you know’. ‘It doesn’t mean we are queer boys’; I said in hushed tones, ‘just that no one else but us recognises what we need’.
He was hooked; his hand was back giving directions, trying to intrude into his fly too. He was impatient but if he had never been here before then I didn’t want to frighten him off. Besides a delicate tease and the touches that would come with it would have him be putty in my hands. I let him have his way, first a finger hooked the thin waistband of his briefs, If I had didn’t know any better I would have sworn he had on a pair of girls bikini knickers but I was certain he wasn’t.

Gosh the warmth from his body was all the more encouraging, it made me forget the odd drip that wetted my hair or caused a cool tingled shiver on my neck. I fished downward and found him, encouragely erect and just waiting to be touched. My fingers went to work getting the measure of him, thankfully he had a foreskin, I liked that, we could have fun with that, his sensitivity would enslave him to me and those wanks I would be giving him would have him coming back for more and more.

I delved downward and cupped his balls, the hot little sperm bags that I intended to empty frequently. He groaned again, pushing his body backward and onto my hidden erection. And then back to his rock hard cock, I teased it, little moves on the loose skin that shields his spitting hole. I wondered if he had ever wanked before, was I on virgin territory and did teacher have a willing scholar. 

‘Do you wank’ I asked him?

‘Not really’, came his uncertain reply, I think I have had a sticky dream though.

‘Tell me about it’, I insisted and gently manipulated his foreskin backward and then upward in a swirl of encouragement.

‘Well I think I had a nice dream about a girl at school’, he sighed, ‘I can’t remember  really, just odd bits and waking up with her picture in my mind and the front of my pyjama’s  all covered in whitey stuff’.

‘Can you remember who she was’, I encouraged just manipulating that foreskin just a little more.

‘I think she is called Olivia, he gasped.

‘I know her I replied’, as I gave is lovely cock yet another light pull up and down. I smiled inwardly to myself, knowing full well I had him hook line and sinker and that he would be   like a bee around a honey pot when I introduced him to a pair of navy knickers.

I wanted to know more but the rain was stopping and I wanted to perhaps find somewhere a little more cosy to continue our little game. I would so dearly love him to hold and play with me too but for the moment I still had to captivate his interest in being touched by another boy. There was the thought to that I didn’t want to scare him off, give him his first manipulated orgasm and then allow the guilt to set in because it was done by another boy. Although I had explained to him that girls of our age wouldn’t do this sort of thing, I knew as with me that remorse could quickly intervene and my head with fill with the turmoil that I was turning queer.
I lovingly packed him away, it was all part of the game, taking the lead and having him and us the enjoying intimacy of a touch that only boys on boys could give. We moved stealthily through the bushes at the top of the embankment, heading towards where the tracks had divided for their run off into the factory. It was slow progress but then important that we were not seen and I wanted to come here again and explore the factory, nature and him. Time just seemed to stand still as we surveyed every inch of our new territory but we got there and I peered along the branch line into the factory.

Then I spotted him, walking away from us, a clip board in his hand surveying the tracks I pulled Simon back and into cover and we watched him. The points had been removed; no longer could trains service the secret factory. Wooden sleepers were piled high alongside the remaining tracks he was assessing how much more was to be done. I guessed he was on his own, work had been abandoned, the immediate requirement to rid the main line of the need of not used points had been completed and what remained could be accomplished at some other time.

We watched him for an age, stopping, looking and taking notes before he finally disappeared through a gate in the fence. It wasn’t safe to go on, not today at least, he may come back and catch us and besides the pitter patter of rain was falling on us again. I turned to retrace our steps and then I spotted it, the workman’s shelter, a corrugated hut hidden in under the trees at the top of the embankment. It looked newish and tidy, not a rusting relic from an abandoned past. Instinct told me it was empty and there was no noise, I led Simon towards it, we would again shelter from the rain.

It was clean inside, large enough to hold more than half a dozen men, a discarded newspaper told us when they had last been here and the hut still being here told us that it would stay until  they had finished their job. We stood in the doorway and looked out, thankful for shelter it provided. Although under the trees the corrugated roof had an orchestra of pings and splats that made us feel safe and protected.

I got that encouraging look from him again, what I now considered to be an invitation, the sort of look that said he wasn’t going to ask but I knew what he wanted. Still standing my hand was across in a flash, whizzing the zipper and fishing immediately. He was hard and waiting, I dispensed with the teasing swirls on his briefs and was there hooking them downward and getting him out. He gave encouraging sighs and instantly I was again playing with that hidden foreskin. He thrust himself forward, he wanted my touch badly, he was putty between my fingertips.

I wanted a better view, wanted to examine him, see what he had hidden from me in all those changing room challenges. I sat down on one of the benches, encouraging him to come forward and let me look. I was spreading his fly and then deciding now was the time for that button to properly reveal his trouser contents. They were pretty little briefs, a sort of a flame red, clearly male but all the same an enticing turn on that held his neat little package very appealingly. His gorgeous prick half exposed itself, standing partially from the waist band, neatly holding off his foreskin just where I had placed it.

Urges came into my head, urges that would probably have him running a mile, urges that I hadn’t had before and had never entered my head with Rick. I wanted him in my mouth such was his enticing little package. I held his foreskin between finger and thumb and he gasped at that touch of expectancy. I rolled it so gently and slowly backward, admiring its neatness, a foreskin that would I’m sure give me and him so much future pleasure. A gooey trail of his excitement oozed outward and clung like string, what would that taste like?
I cupped his balls too as his trousers fell away, decided too that I would like some of those neat little briefs that held him so appealingly. I wondered too what would he look like and make of his whole little package just dressed up in say the Williams twins navy knickers and indeed how would he take to his transformation. I’d want to suck him then!

He wasn’t going to have his first cum today that I had already decided. I wanted him here tomorrow and the next day and on every day after for more. I wasn’t going to have him run away tonight spunky and questioning the whole boy thing. No we needed to get acquainted rather more slowly and for the moment I don’t think he realised that I had a prick too, one that he should be playing with. I wanted him home in bed tonight just thinking about what he had missed and be back for more and at the same time I was going to get him to promise that it would be my hand that gave him his first orgasm.
My finger swooned all over his sticky bulb end, smearing his copious flow of pre-cum round and round. I knew that his balls were fighting and that in there was a dam waiting to burst. But he was going to have wait, walk home tonight with the dull ache of expectancy and be running back here tomorrow for more. I had the brief hooked downward exposing his swollen sacks, watched that virgin penis twitch and thump at the edge but you are mine and you will wait!

I looked up at him, his eyes closed, off in some never never land, spaced out, giddy with excitement and probably wondering what the final outcome would be. But I was mean with him, just continued my long tease, just as Rick had done in the barn with me only I wasn’t a virgin at spunking and this little delicious cock was going to wait. Besides I wanted him to cherish the moment, remember it for the rest of his life and remember who gave it to him.

Gosh he was eager, I had to let him stand there for and age, watching it twitch whilst I controllably held off touching him, whilst my own cock was bursting, eager and fucking wet. I moved it around occasionally in my trousers, just so he knew I had one too and that at some time or other he’d have me between thumb and forefinger and wank me to perfection in just the way I had taught him. But for now I would suffer, I’d sort it later at home, when I had a thousand fantasies of him stood before me in the pretty little knickers I had lined up for him.

He was pleading with me to let him have it but I told him it was special, that manipulated first time and I wanted him to have it tomorrow, besides, how did we know that the man wouldn’t be back today. I had to be cunning to get what I wanted.

Later I tucked him all back in and he held my hand there for an age almost as a plead to let him have his first cum. I had to get him to promise over and over again that it was me that would give it to him and he should not touch it at all. I told him it didn’t matter his he had his wet dream and that he probably would if he left it alone and that would be for the moment just as nice as me giving him the real thing.

In the end he agreed, I liked that, the bond was there and he’d be back here tomorrow, eager to have me play with his willy and introduce him to proper masturbation.  

