The Summer of 69 Chap 6
We had agreed to meet the very next day somewhere along the route that led to the secret factory. I suggested that if all was clear that we would explore deeper along what was now the disused branch line and see how complex it was and see if it gave us ideas of what was really made there. We both agreed to bring along some food too as it looked by now that there was a lot to explore. Of course all these decisions hid some of the main reasons why we were going to this secluded place and that was to play some secret games too.

I sat in my room most of the evening scheming and fantasizing about enjoying Simon’s body. I couldn’t help thinking over the day’s events and how fate had brought us together. There was too that mutual recognition that had stemmed from those furtive glances across the school changing room and I wondered if he even at our meeting in the library he had desires to do what we had done.

Of course I was completely consumed in lust by his neat little willy and how I controlled it and myself. But I wanted him back for more and not running away in shame that he had let another boy play with it. I hoped too he was keeping his promise and not at home indulging in the little play I had shown him and having his first cum on his own. I wanted to see it happening, have it between my thumb and forefinger when it finally released its gratitude. I wanted to smell that exciting whiff of virgin sperm, have it soil my fingers and watch its thick gooey consistency string from one to the other.

I wanted him to touch me too. I wanted to teach him how to touch like Rick had taught me. I wanted him to have the delicacy of an imagined Olivia, pull my foreskin backwards and forwards until I could bear it no more. I wanted us to toss each other off simultaneously, teach him the finer points of male masturbation and gosh, for some reason I wanted to suck that cock of his and strangely have him cum in my mouth!

I wondered for a while, whilst my own cock was being relentlessly teased where that idea had come from. Maybe it was because he was such a neat little boy, clean, tidy and those sweet little briefs were ever so slightly feminine. Maybe it was because Rick had got so damn near and close to mine, nudging my Y Front covered prick with his nose. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about it; I was now teasing my own erection in the slinky ‘days of the week’ knickers and forever holding off a spunking.

There was of course the knickers, if you like, the connection with femininity, the crotches and gussets that kept hidden what we both couldn’t have. It sort of made excuses for touching each other, a substitute for a world that at this moment in time was a lifetime away. I wanted him in knickers too, most definitely in a pair of school knickers and then what would his little prick look like. I wanted him to see the association with them and see that we were only temporarily using them because there was nothing else.
I planned for our meeting carefully selecting a pair of the Williams twins navy knickers, had them hidden away in my rucksack. I had it all worked out, could see the little scene there now, in the secrecy of that little tin hut, Simon would have his first ever orgasm in my capable little fingers.

The next morning he was there waiting and willing. It reminded me of my eagerness in waiting for Rick, wondering just what the day would bring and just how things would get a lot more intimate. He gave me that encouraging look and a smile of knowing that I readily returned. I followed it through with a blatant stare at his trouser front and licked my lips at the prospect of playing with his lovely little cock. I asked him if he had been faithful to his promise and not touched his willy? He said he had but had woken this morning with his pyjama trousers just sticky with the creamy stuff.

I said it didn’t matter as long as he hadn’t made it cum himself. I asked him if he had remembered anything about his dream and he said only bits and that he was sure Olivia was in there somewhere. While we walked and talked I was formulating a plan of seduction, nothing to early because we both wanted to explore further along the branch line that serviced the factory. But as Rick had done with me, perhaps there might be little opportunities along the way, a pull into the shrubs and perhaps a quick look see at my favourite little cock.

By the time we got to the boulders that closed off the secret road I was having urges to play with him. His neatness was getting to me, underneath those well fitting jeans there was something I dearly wanted. That vision came into my head again of me taking his sweet little erection into my mouth was back again and filling my own pants with eagerness. We moved along that dusty road again towards the bridge over the main line and my temptations were starting to hound me. I was sort of scared too, that it might all go horribly wrong, that he might change his mind or that we might not have the chance.

When we got to the bridge he suggested we wait for a train. I was happy to do that; it would mean standing around this deserted place. We leaned against the bridge, Simon looking down towards the branch line and me with my back propped against the wall. Shall I or shan’t I argued with myself, slip a hand down and slip his fly and could I be so obvious. I decided to ask him about his dream again.

‘Can you remember anything about last night’ I probed.

I could see his distraction take over as his mind tried to recall.

‘Perhaps, bits,’ he said, ‘Olivia was somewhere there.

It was all I needed, my hand was there as he talked, encouraging his recall and to be honest I didn’t mind if he made it up. I was at that denim again, finding the swelling that was sure to have started.

‘I think we were in a classroom’, he said, ‘you know a sneaky forbidden lunchtime hideaway when all the teachers were congregating in the staff room’. ‘I found her there with a friend, sat very unladylike on one of the desks, legs up and apart showing me a large amount of navy blue’. 

My hand had by now negotiated the zipper and had it down and fumbled around on those delicious little pants again. I hoped they were clean and virginal although he was already producing stickiness as I scrolled around his stiffy.

‘They caught me looking and called me a dirty sod’, ‘Asked if I had seen enough and before I could answer her friend was giving me a good showing too’, ‘I went red I know that but despite their teasing I know that they were doing it all on purpose’. ‘Like what you see, want to touch her friend said and I started to move towards them’. But you know what dreams are like; I can remember nothing after that’.

God his conversation had given me such a hard on and I had him out now and was rolling that neat foreskin. I could see them both, especially Olivia and the navy blues that I was so familiar with. He was leaning into the wall and I could imagine just how he was feeling, having your prick played with and telling a mucky story. The cool breezes too, my hand felt them between his open trousers and the brickwork and I could imagine the delightful feel as they swirled around his hot and exposed cock.

The train had gone by and another and Simon was just letting me play with him. He was wet and panting and I knew I just had to stop otherwise his first cum would be just in the dust at his feet. No I wanted to see it spurt, wanted that hot sticky cum to shoot all over my hand and coat me in his virgin spunk.

‘Later; I said putting him away.
He looked disappointed and rejected and made a grab at my fly front as if to encourage me back. I dodged out of his way and then we had a friendly tussle there on the open bridge where his hand tried to unzip me and continue the little game.

‘No, wait’, I said, ‘I do want you to touch me too but not here, I want it to be much nicer for you’.

He sort of accepted it but looked very disappointed and had to adjust himself in his jeans. I knew he would be feeling uncomfortable, his balls would be aching for release, tingles, urges and leakage would be permeating every nerve ending in his cock. We stealthily made our way along the top of the embankment road as we had done the day before. Now I knew where to look I could easily see the little tin hut partially hidden under the trees. There was a temptation just to pull him in there and be on with it but that wasn’t all we had come for. I was now as intrigued as he was as to what had gone on in that factory for two world wars.
There was another reason to continue too and I pointed it out to him, the skies were becoming overcast and there would at some time be rain, we would need that cosy shelter then. I peered down and into the factory’s little branch line, abandoned and waiting for its tracks to be removed. There was no sign of him, the man with the clip board, the place was deserted and just waiting to be explored. We could have followed the road that now turned and ran alongside it but now there was no vegetation to hide us, just the fence and the road so we had to go down to the tracks to continue.
We found some overgrown steps down, a sign in years gone by that this had been a busy place. For a moment our feet crunched noisily on the gravel of the track bed and the only obvious choice was to walk on the sleepers. Cautiously we walked together, down and beyond the gate that the man had disappeared to. The other side now was forming an embankment, manmade; you could tell earth had been pushed upward to form it. It felt safer now, partially enclosed and hidden from view we even found time to stop and look for lizards, but there was none to be found probably because it was cooling down now with all that cloud about.

Then around a bend the road crossed a bridge and I guessed that was an entrance to the factory. Care was needed, someone could be about. We moved more slowly until we came to the bridge. It was big and underneath it was almost like a tunnel. To the side were more steps up either side of the embankment and I crept up them to peak over the wall above. I beckoned Simon to join me and soon we were looking expanse of road with gates to one side.
‘This is where they must have got on and off the buses and gone through the gates’, Simon suggested.

There was an old gate house, its roof fallen in and other small buildings looking equally abandoned. But if we got up and over the wall there was nowhere to go everywhere was surrounded by fencing. Down at track level again we decided to enter under the dark bridge It smelt oily and Simon said just like an engine shed.

‘They were stored here’, he said, ‘stoked and steamed, I can tell, Look at all the stained walls and ceiling’.

‘Why’, I asked.

‘Hidden’, he said, ‘out of sight of enemy planes I suspect.

We ventured in and towards the light of the other side. I could see what he meant, it was large enough under here to get a great big engine, two in fact alongside one another and not be seen from above. At the far end the embankments seemed to be piled higher it was more secluded and silence was all around us. Opportunity had crept into my head and I pulled him back into the seclusion of the dark bridge. 

I was quick and he didn’t resist my pushing him back to lean on the wall. That zipper was down again and I was feeling his pant covered cock grow between my fingers. I had him out, exposed and rolling back his foreskin. I had to unzip myself to encourage him and to venture inwards and repay my compliment. He was fumbly, probably nervous and quite scared of holding another boys prick, probably fixated too about my finger and thumb masturbating him so delicately. I had to encourage him, get myself out for him finally to be touching skin.

‘Just do as I do’, I asked, ‘you’ll be fine and I might tell you to stop as I don’t want to cum yet.

He nodded but by now was too far gone with his own enjoyment. I looked downward, it had been some days since I had surveyed this scene, two boys wanking each other, trying to obtain pleasures that girls wouldn’t give. Yes Simon had a bit to learn but it was nice to feel someone else tossing me off again. Gosh his touch was so innocent and full of uncertainty but I loved its naivety and in a flash in my head I wondered if this was the delicate touch that someone like Olivia would make.

I was spell bound with it all, that malleable little cock of his, erect and yet so compliantly willing to my touch and his touch too, was mind bogglingly tantalising and for such an unlearned subject. In moments he could have me cumming, he had no notion of how close I was to spurting my spunk all over him. I had to stop him, besides opportunity, we were in the wrong place, it had served its purpose, later we would have a nicer session in the little tin hut.

He looked disappointed again, I’d left him teasingly close too, he was tense now with the frustrations of holding back and yet it was going to be an unknown experience when it was to finally happen. Maybe the brain had notions, sent chemicals that spelt out good things but good things come to those who wait.

I had to tempt him though, keep is interest and keep him on the boil and I hoped I knew how. I had my rucksack off my back and fished around in the bottom for what I had placed there. I wanted him to see them, prove to him that there was a purpose to all this. I dragged them out, Ann Williams navy blue knickers. He was astonished and interested all at the same time, I hoped he would be, most of us had this fixated association to what a pair of school knickers meant and how provocative they were to our sexual desires and those that didn’t were for me just plainly on another planet. Simon knew, I could see that connection in his eyes as I wafted them around his face.
‘Whose are they’, I teased.

I could see he wanted to capture them as I swung them around, I could see also that they were yet another new experience, he’d never been this close to the sacred holders of femininity before. I could see the penny drop and him recognise in an instance their whole significance and this was as close as he and I would get to the opposite sex at the moment. I let him catch them, let them slip from my fingers and for the very first time let him feel their cosseted softness and be acquainted with all that the represented.
He held them aloft, swinging before his very eyes and I watched him study every detail that was so often missed from a far. I watched those eyes travel as mine had done many times since meeting Rick, capturing their sexy appealing sculpture, their soft and fluffy touch, the leg ribbing and all that elastication that kept modesty in place, that hidden double panel too that shielded dignity from prying boys eyes. He took it all in.
‘Your cock will play in them’, I promised, ‘your first hand made ejaculation will be nicely in there’ I pointed out.
He shuddered in excitement. If it hadn’t all ready then I’m sure realisation would in a moment have that delicious cock of his just weeping pre-cum all over those little briefs of his. I took them from him and opened the waistband to show him just who they had belonged to. He read the name and whispered it, ‘Ann Williams’.

‘Do you remember the Williams twins’, I teased.

Again his face was a picture as I could see him visualise what I had visualised probably a hundred times before, their lithe, supple and sensuous bodies, demonstrating to all us boys just how desirable they both were.

‘Please, when’, he pleaded.

It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting, I thought he might be a little more restrained, clearly my administrations to his willy were too far gone for anything else now. We’d have to abandon the secret spying adventure and would have to go back to the tin hut to sort him out. But didn’t I mind, now my own lechery was getting the better of me, I wanted his cock badly, wanted to see more of it, make him have that first cum in the gusset of Ann Williams navy blues and that hidden desire to suck it.
We made our back and on the way that rain started to fall, not heavy but enough to excuse our impatience to be willy rubbing. There was an urgency now for us both, the teasing had gone on long enough I had his little cock out three times and he was now comfortable with mine, the initiation had to begin we had to properly wank each other.
We caught our breath in the doorway of the secluded hut and listened to it really pour now, the rain just letting us get inside to be snug and cosy. We looked out on our good fortune as we stood there and my hand was at his zipper again. Now he too followed suit, fumbling around on top of each other’s pants, finding the already stickiness and encouraging each other to go further.

I pulled him back down to the seating, had that button undone and encouraged him to do the same with me. I loved those delicious little briefs of his, blue today, with an enticing wet patch, god how I wanted to suck him now. Much later I promised myself and had it all worked out, even where and when. He was even more appealing today, his exposed knob end engineered to sit just above his waistband and my fingers swirling in his sticky goo. His breathing was very intense but I couldn’t let him be over in just a few moments.

I told him, ‘I want this to be special, something you’ll always treasure’. ‘We must take our time’.

He nodded. I had to encourage him again to follow suit, this time ensuring that it was he who made the moves. He had a lot to learn, it wasn’t just about me masturbating him but it had to be returned too. There is an excitement to watching someone else pull your zipper down, the feeling of expectation and that anticipated moment where foreign fingers would first grace your own skin and begin a sensuous journey.

He copied my movements exactly, that was fine, the very, very gentle backward and forward movements of a loose foreskin over a very sticky knob end. A forefinger just placed so, stimulating the glans just so very lightly, the kind of tender care that in moments had every nerve ending chasing the sweet journey of an impending orgasm. We both travelled together, watching each other’s affectionate manipulations, watching the passive reactions of each other’s eyes and listening to the slurpy sloppy sounds of foreskins bathing in lubrication. There were sighs to, groans of delight, gasps in finding pleasure; together we mutually masturbated each other.

‘I need to know’, I whispered, ‘when you think you can’t take any more, I’ll tell you too, we must stop and hold back’.

He nodded and almost immediately he grabbed my wrist to stop. I held off, just holding it, twitching near the edge. It wasn’t that close yet, there was no rush of seminal fluid, no gush that would coat my fingers but I knew it wouldn’t be long. I started on him again and knew it would be soon too that I would need those navy blues, to be capturing him right in the spot where Ann’s athletic cunt had been hidden and protected.
I enjoyed watching him doing me, he had the idea now but all the same there was still innocence with his fingers, uncertainty and I liked that. I liked that inexperience, a fumbling first that would perhaps even disappear after today. It was such a turn on, it fed a fantasy of boy on boy seduction, taking me right back to the little glancing acknowledgements of the changing room. I realised now that so many of these knowing looks came to nothing but not today.

Wanking him was becoming difficult, his sticky pre-cum made everything so awkward but then wouldn’t that be so exciting on his foreskin, those little hits and misses of fingers that teased him back on his journey. They had to come out of my bag now, he was almost ready the teasing had to stop. Now he could see her gusset, have his mind’s eye be perilously close to the intimacy of her cunt.
He was entranced by them, dangling between the fingers of my free hand. I guessed that he knew that I would envelope his cock into them; feed it into the softness and intimacy of her crotch. I hoped too that his senses had now found that subtle fragrance that I could now whiff, that delicate aroma of washed knickers with a hint still of her own unique bodily perfume.
They swung mesmerising just an inch or two from his face. Did he see what I could see, memories of perhaps these very knickers teasing me at a distance on the athletic field, her charging limbs so perfect that all of us males only marvelled at their movement and not their ability to perform. He did, I could tell, Rick had the same look of appreciation, The same lustful desires to have them and now so would little Simon.

When they first touched his cock he shuddered and for a moment I feared I was too late. But it was that engaging first stroke that had taken him, sent him following that charging fantasy all over again. Then came his moans of sheer delight when the intimacy of her gusset embraced glans, foreskin and my fingers joined them together in a mock intercourse. For a moment I feared he was making too much noise until he settled down into his fantasy fuck with Ann. He had long forgotten me but it didn’t matter, his face was a picture of screwed up delight and one now that I was sure I would witness again and again.
Gosh he was away with his fantasy, his eyes closed and the little moans of delight coming with every sensuous stoke I gave him through that soft cotton. I could tell that he could have it just when I wanted him to, my fingers just needed to press inward a little more. There really was no point to holding him off now, he’d had these teasing obedience’s for now nearly 24 hours and it was time he had his cum and came out the other side. But wait, just one last intimacy from me and one that I needed him to be comfortable with, I needed to feel for the very first time those sacks that held that virgin seed.

With my other hand I was in the top of his waist band and pushing fingers downward to the base of his cock. He shrieked a bit, perhaps the coldness of intrusion on the warmest place on his body. I had them lightly, caressing, gently milking away the aches of frustration that I knew he had. I was side on to him now both hands working him towards his first assisted climax. He almost flopped before the spasms that started. Between my fingers and the softness of Ann’s gusset I could feel his wet cum pumping away.

His sighs of yes, oh yes, pleased me immensely, my own cock long abandoned let loose a small torrent of pre-cum in solidarity. I didn’t ditch his foreskin I kept it rolling until he was giving no more. He flopped his head into my chest and I felt him coming down, sighing in the pleasures that would now change his life. I kissed his forehead, I didn’t know why, Rick and I had never shown that level of affection but it seemed right and he didn’t notice. It crossed my mind as to where it had come from and for a moment I punished myself for doing it. He was oblivious to what was going on in my head, his head was still for the moment engrossed in a fantasy with Ann and I wondered what reaction I would get when he finally came to his senses.

I was aware he had stirred and the slight shuffles of his body between us was, maybe the influx of guilt and confusion. Maybe he was recounting my words about what girls of our age wouldn’t do for boys, maybe he was realising this was the only way. Then I had my answer, his hand fumbled around in his blindness to find me and set my eager erection on its way. He was willing and wanted to repay the compliment, maybe too he wanted to witness in all its glory the male on male satisfaction that I just had, either way we both had to move.
Still I held his half erect prick and I started to clean him up with Ann’s knickers, moping his cum up from where it had shot and dribbled. It stirred again, a revival I guess as he relived the moments before. Then for some reason I realised that I wanted these knickers too, they had to be there at the finish for me as there were no more. That would be my cum mixed with his and I’d have to share that already spermy crotch. I wasn’t sure if I minded that.

Anyhow we had to shuffle round a bit and until we’d got ourselves comfortable his roaming hand was very hit and miss. Now I watched his delicate little fingers, I could see they were destined for something creative and perhaps these little games would give him a fine touch. Gosh were they better than mine despite his lack of experience or had he learned very fast. It was my turn to sigh deeply at the first pass of my foreskin as it rolled downward. And was that forefinger so deliciously placed on my glans so purposeful. Either way it was having the desires effect, sticky pre-cum seemed to coat us both.

I watched intently and with every stroke came the ebbing sensations of a blissful wanking paradise. Rick had been good at it otherwise I probably wouldn’t be here now but this little lad had without experience surpassed that. I was trying, trying to hold off and make the experience of his lovely touch last and last but I knew that wasn’t going to be possible. Maybe, it was the frustrations of easing us into this situation, not hurrying and frightening him to death with the questionable emotions of his sexuality.
I was going to cum and pretty soon and regardless of how much I wanted to eek it out it wasn’t going to happen. I hoped to god when we did it again I would be spurting like some little untouched virgin, he certainly wasn’t like that. I had to have them, the spunky knicks, share the crotch with his ejaculation and it was me that placed them there. They were cold, clammy and sticky now and the wet cotton clung and trapped my ever demanding foreskin. I groaned in their capture and at the very fact I was being wanked in his spunk.

Again I watched his fingers, more difficult this time, the holding of a gusset in just the right place with all the sticky goo of his own load to contend with. But it was something else too, watching your cock being masturbated in a pair of knickers of one you idealised and watching that sweet little boy from across the changing room do it. Did I moan and did I shoot my load, I think I frightened poor Simon that I was out of control and my eruption would never stop.

I had to kiss his forehead again, this time in gratitude and why I don’t know did I kiss his nose. In my head I was far gone, smitten with our little changing room boy he was all I ever imagined he would be. I wanted to kiss his lips too, a resist that I had to get rid of quickly, too soon, too over the top and I would probably never seem him again. But I wanted too, something deep inside had my persuasion, something had me wanting to suck his cock and something said that eventually I would.

I had to use words as my excuse, thank him for such a wonderful wank and use that same old reassurance that this was all just a stopgap until girls came along. Somehow I don’t think he believed me or perhaps even wanted to, he had that look again in his eyes again, the one I’d first noticed in the changing room and was now perhaps more meaningful and refined. There was a look too that he didn’t care about the excuses, something that told me I could go on and take what I wanted. 

Somehow we managed to clean up with Ann’s knickers but I could still smell it, that spermy smell of fresh, new and strong ejaculation. It was on my fingers too as we sat and eat our sandwiches and gratefully watched the rain steadily falling outside. Surely Simon could smell it to or didn’t he mind. We shared a bottle of pop too, our lips not bothering a wipe of the neck, had we got beyond being strangers.

We stayed in there, there was no point in moving, no need for exploration on the outside, perhaps there were more prospects inside the little tin hut. We relaxed, me leaning back against the corrugated wall and him with his back to me melting between my arms and legs. I could smell his sweet hair again and forwardly I kissed it. My hand too was soon in his lap working his trouser front and the stirring that was forming again underneath.

I had him out, caressing and playfully rolling his foreskin back ward and forward. Did he have another cum in him, I’m sure his young virile body did but for now I was just blissfully happy just to be playing with him. I could see those pants too, they had a strange appeal to me too, I could see myself kissing them, tugging at the material and taking the swelling into my mouth, I was obsessed.

Could he feel my erection in the small of his back, I’m sure he could and that is why he wriggled occasionally. I held his balls too slipping downward into the warmth of his laden sacks. He loved it, all the attention and I got the impression that it didn’t really matter who was doing it. He just kept sighing whatever I did, holding, manipulating and downright wanking.

I did do it again, after a while I could now tell he wanted it, wanted to watch it too as I did, my fingers having that luscious little foreskin on yet another journey. I had to open his trousers up and drop his pants, he of course was most helpful. When he was near I told him, tell me, we didn’t want it everywhere, instead I turned him ever so slightly to one side and his ejaculation spattered onto the earthen floor.

We agreed to meet the next day. He said rain was forecast and should we come here again. I asked if he would call for me, gave him directions and was already formulating other plans for yet another special day.  
