The Summer of 69 Chap 7 

At home and alone I just couldn’t get him out of my head. This was somehow different to the adventures with Rick. Rick could somehow take it or leave it, he wanted his bit of fun, his cock given a good seeing to but after that there were no emotional ties. Whereas Simon was different, he had an attaching look about him, there was something of an attraction between us and that pleased me.

I was planning and scheming in my head, not in a nasty way but just how I wanted to see things develop between us. It was a reason that I carefully washed those spunky knickers of Ann’s and had them nicely drying on the heating pipe. I was looking forward to him coming here tomorrow and just hoping and praying that the rain that Simon said was forecast would keep us securely trapped in the house. We’d have it to ourselves, I was already visualising my mother and father having left for work and the uninterrupted solitude that would give us until early evening.
I was masturbating too, teasingly going through every little scene we had played out together. That horny moment on the bridge where I daringly had his prick out in the shadow of the wall and the memory of those trains passing underneath, full of passengers and not one having a clue as to what the naughty boys were doing on the bridge. And then the little tin hut where I gave him his very first hand made cum, I was so proud and pleased that it was me who had given it to him, he’d had as far as I was concerned the best initiation any boy could have.

I had to stop myself from spunking all over again as those memories did wonderful replays in my head, scenes of the delight of watching my hand toss him off in Ann’s knickers and that very close moment afterwards where he lay between my arms and I played with that super willy all over again. Then those thoughts came floating by again of kissing him and eventually having his cock in my mouth and the notion of just how I was going to do it.

God I was up early next morning, mooching around, trying to avoid my mother’s questions of how I was going to entertain myself today. I was impatient for her to go but then felt selfish as I watched her step out into the rain and disappear off up the street. Would he come now, with all this rain, I peered constantly around the sides of the curtains in the bay windows for any sign of his arrival. I began to have doubts that he would come, held back by the weather or perhaps even more disastrous him having second thoughts about what we were getting up to.

Just when I was about to give him up he appeared, hurrying to avoid what was now quite a downpour. I keenly waited for him at the open door and get him in quickly. He was a poor drowned rat, soaked to the skin and shivering. I felt responsible for him and quickly went and fetched a fresh towel. I dried his hair whilst he compliantly let me do it and for a moment we shared that look again and it was now that I realised that it was affection.

I dragged him into our back room and flicked on the gas fire. His clothes were soaked and it was clear that he could not stay in them. They had to come off and of course that led me undeniably into thinking of more lurid thoughts of having him near naked in front of me. He never baulked at my suggestion and stood there so willingly as I removed his sodden jumper and then the shirt underneath. Gosh we were back to a lusting changing room moment again but today it was me towelling him down.

He was a growing lad and his emerging physique had me pouring all over his upper torso. I had the excuse, rubbing his body dry and hopefully introducing some warmth to him. I hoped too that he liked the touch and attention I was giving him. Then there was that moment where those trousers would need to be off, already they were steaming from the heat of the fire. With the towel over my shoulder I now knelt in front of him and facing that all important button. It was difficult, his jeans wet through and not for giving and the button being bloody awkward. It finally came and then I struggled with the wet zip.

He watched me, warming now from the fire and I think he realised just what an opportunity nature had given me. He wasn’t but I was erect as I slid them off of his un-giving damp hips. Those beautiful red slip of pants again, so delightfully feminine stared at me face to face. Plainly the little man underneath was shrunken and shrivelled from the soaking he had got. With effort they were off if feet and draped over the nearby armchair to steam.

I was towelling him again, his legs needed reviving and bringing warmth back and best of all he was letting me do it. Upward towards his thighs, inward and upward towards his more intimate places and the little pecker in his pants began to form. That pleased me immensely, it hardened my erection too as I watched the red swell outward. It told me he was enjoying it and wanted it too. There was that thought again, the hankering ambition to have what was beneath in my mouth, feel it grow and swell on my tongue and now more vividly and with focus imagine my tongue just navigating the folds of his glans.

I let out a huge sigh and let him watch me adjust my own trousers. I wondered if he had any idea what I really wanted to do to him and although inexperienced did he realise just how much pleasure it would give me. He was drier now and I just had to see it and neither did he want to stop me. It was plain to see he wanted that and was expecting it from me at any moment. I didn’t disappoint, my finger and thumb just grasped the damp elastic and pulled it outward and downward.

It sprang outward so deliciously appealing, pink, ready and standing to attention for any inspection. God those thoughts again, it was so temptingly close to my mouth, a foreskin waiting to be pulled back, manipulated to show the eager lubrication it was already sprouting. I had to resist, too much, too soon, but I would, it would happen, maybe not today but sometime soon Simon I was going to suck your cock for you.

Teasingly I did roll his foreskin backward, just so he could show me the approval he had already made. My forefinger touched it, slipped through it and pulled from it the filmy succulence of his readiness. He gasped and watched me taste it, half horrified and half pleased that I found it wanting. His hand tousled my hair in approval and I half expected him to pull my head towards him for what I really wanted.

Then we were giving each other that knowing look again, the one that was becoming more and more meaningful and promising by the second. Now there had to be a move one way or the other and it was me who decided to go and get him some dry clothing to put on. I left him sat in the other chair, towel wrapped around him whilst I dashed off and upstairs.

My plans were coming to fruition, thoughts of what I wanted to do with him today flashed through my head. I had jeans for him, a shirt and another jumper but those pretty little pants had to be down and off too. Would he wear my Y fronts, he might like to but what he would really like was to be wearing perhaps Lesley William’s navy school knickers. I’d made up his mind for him, it was all gathered together and lastly I slipped into Ann’s now clean and dry knickers redressed and made my way back down stairs.

He sat expectedly; I’d caught him holding his pant covered cock. ‘That’s mine’, I told him, he blushed and left it alone. ‘Let’s get you dressed and warm again’, I insisted
He looked at the pile of clothing I had approvingly but for the moment Lesley’s school knickers were completely hidden. I think he rather fancied the idea of jumping into some of my clothing; maybe it was a bonding and a token of affection. He stood for me almost immediately acknowledging that as I had undressed him then so be it I would help him again.  We quickly had him into the shirt and I let him button it up. It distracted him and when he’d finished he was staring at Lesley’s knickers.
For a moment he couldn’t quite see the link between them and him getting dressed, until I said let’s get those damp pants off of you. He made to object but then saw it was futile and besides when I started to hook his own underwear down it was clear to see he had an element of excitement of what was about to happen. His cock had flipped upward, erect and standing proud, it may not be normal but he was already warming to the idea of wearing the navy blues.

I showed him the name tag in the waist band and got a little sigh of encouragement from him. I knelt again, giving me close proximity with his lovely stiff cock. That temptation was there, the one that for the moment was too far, not only for him but also my bravery. It could have been so easy for me to take him between my lips and gorge on his waiting pre-cum. I slipped downward his sweet little briefs. His excitement and impromptu playing had already given them a smeary little patch and I let him see my interest by running a finger through it.

Now I stared down at his ankles waiting for him to lift a foot on his journey to be enjoying Lesley’s knickers. There was just a slight hesitation of wondering and then he offered up the first one to step into them. I hoped immediately he was feeling the sensations that I felt when first stepping into girl’s knickers. He shuddered, hopefully with excitement as the second foot stepped in and the glorious soft and feminine cotton rose upward.

I teased him by doing it slowly and commenting, ‘I wonder how many times these have made the delicious journey upward over Lesley’s lovely body’.

He gasped again at the very thought and allowed me to pull them up his thighs. I was arranging them now, straightening them, tugging, directing and insuring all was packaged inward. I placed his stiffy, purposefully handling it for both our delights. I cupped his balls, caressing them before tracing my fingers upward along his rigid shaft. Then I leant forward and pushed my nose in the direction of his covered glans. He flinched but didn’t object but for me and at the moment I thought that was just enough, there would be other opportunities later.

I had him dressed, jeans that were a little too long and a jumper that was only just a little too big. I laid out his wet clothing on the arms of the chair and watched the steam evaporate. Off I went to make him a hot chocolate drink and when I came back suddenly he was there prone in the chair with his hand down the waistband of my borrowed jeans, his fingers no doubt teasing that willing erection in the newly discovered soft cotton.

‘That’s my job’, I told him, he stopped and took his hot drink.

Still partially prone he savoured the sweet chocolate whilst I sat between his legs and let my fingers travel along his jean clad thighs. Upwards they went until I was feeling him through the jeans, manipulating, holding and following the hard on he had. He would by now have christened a nice damp patch in Lesley’s navy blues. That pleased me and I was only too happy to let my fingers make some more.
In between sips of the soothing chocolate he gave little gasps of delight as over the denim I teased his little school girl knickered cock beneath. He was loving it and I hoped in his head he had vivid memories of all the times us boys had shared the spectacular displays from the nubile twins. I certainly was recalling the thrilling moments when they caught my attention and I had to sneakily peak from afar, just hoping and praying I might glimpse a flash of navy blue.

I was hard and wet and let Simon see me adjust the front of my own jeans again. I wanted him inside and playing just as much as I wanted to devour him. But time was on our side today, every minute belonged to our wanking games. The rain kept us in and there were no distractions of exploring secret factories or for that matter getting caught touching each other up in the tin hut.
He savoured every moment, every little tactile rub and thrust his hips upward to meet my wandering hands. I was impatient he was still enjoying the chocolate and now I wanted to at least be on the inside and fondling his cock through soft cotton. I started on that zipper and he was eager to help me and our fingers joined as his hips lifted to flatten out the bumpy track. The button had to come as well, I was determined I wanted to see his stiffness pushing and poking at the navy blue.

He had wetted the front nicely and my fingers were soon working his stiffy to make some more. I concentrated on his hidden foreskin, pulling and pushing the cotton into it, holding both I joined them in a little fuck of trying to get his glans smothered in the softness. He had to stop hugging that now empty mug and I took in from him shuffling it on to the table. I was kneeling forward now and so very close to all that intimate exposure, that thought came again of having knickers and cock in my mouth.

I encouraged him now to reach forward and touch me, led his fingers to my zip and had him take on the imitative. He was surprised, fumbling around inside to discover that we were now dressed the same. I shuddered and sighed giving him approval, I wanted him there badly, fondling and teasing my foreskin.
Gosh I was in heaven, shuddering at his naïve little touches, waiting for just that extra little bit of exploration and initiative. It was frustratingly teasing, greedily I wanted more and yet at the same time I relished his innocent strokes of learning. There were thoughts in my head too, notions of where I wanted to be, for a brief moment I saw my scheming seduction laid before me and then it disappeared, whisked away like it was never going to work. And then his kneading finger and thumb manipulating cotton into my bulb end brought it all back again.

He was sweet, there were little affections I felt for him, something that was never there with Rick. I didn’t mind that he hadn’t got me on the edge of spunking or that he hadn’t mastered the art of masturbation yet, I liked him and was growing very fond of him. I wanted him in this state somehow forever; I wanted to feel protective if him, me take the lead and him follow.
I saw us upstairs upon my bed, we could lie there, close and corresponding, facing each other, watching each other lovingly pet each other’s cocks. We had to get there and I began to fear that it might just be a step too far because now I wanted us lying there kissing, brushing our lips with softness, chasing that staring attraction that we often unwittingly gave each other. This was deep, beyond the wanking games of Rick and somehow I had to work out how to get there. Then it came to me.

‘We must make sure you don’t catch a cold’, I said, ‘you need a shot of brandy to ward off any sniffles that you might have caught’.

He looked at me unconvinced and the real reason for me wanting him sipping the alcoholic medicine was that I thought it might also ward away his inhibitions as I led him upstairs to my room.

‘Okay’, he agreed.

I was surprised at his willingness, maybe his head was also filled with the desires that I had but just wanted the nudge to knock out uncertainty. We shuffled out to the kitchen holding our unbuttoned trousers and to a cupboard that I knew that my mother kept her special ingredients for cooking in. There was sherry in there too, for her trifles and the brandy for Christmas pudding and her heavy fruit cakes. She wouldn’t miss a drop, it was never measured out and I was sure it would go unnoticed.

I poured him a decent slug and encouraged him to down it in one. He screwed up his face and winced as the heat of the alcohol hit his throat and warmed its way to his stomach. I too poured a small shot and drank from his cup, taking it as part of a daring share and also to give me courage to centre my attentions on him. Straight away he relaxed, giggled even at our illicit little game. I had him and I had me just where I wanted us both.

I encouraged him towards the stairs, patted his bottom as my inhibitions were washed away by the brandy. He didn’t object and I conceded that he was probably feeling the warm feelings I was getting from the intoxication we had just had. I held him in front of me on the bottom stair, My hand groping round his waist and shooting into his unbuttoned trousers to find his navy knickered willy. He stopped and let me do it, let me find his stiffness and play with it through Lesley’s lovely knickers.

I pushed him up a couple of steps, watched him drop to his knees as I administered some manipulations to his foreskin. He gasped with excitement thrusting his self into my fingers. I knew now that he was going to be putty in my hands. I hugged him in the small of his back whilst as I exposed him to the soft touch of navy blue. I witnessed too that from behind I could tell he had on school knickers even through his jeans. The seams of the modesty panel presided through the denim that spread across his bottom. The dominance of their seams pressed outward even through the heaviness of the denim. It was a giveaway that I needed to note.

Slowly up the stairs we went, me wanking him now and him stopping to feed on fulfilment. Even the cuffed legs of his nice knickers made themselves so obvious now. They teased me tore me between wanting him or the unobtainable Lesley or for that matter the younger Olivia. Strangely my head bounced in and out of my sexuality, one minute my ambitions were purely heterosexual, the next it played with this combined bi-sexual appeal of playing with Simon with his cock adorned in girl’s school knickers.
At the top of the stairs I groped him again, half on his knees I was obsessed with stimulating that cock of his through the tantalising femininity of Lesley’s school knickers He was rock hard now as my fingers manipulated him all over that soft cotton. Maybe it was the minute shot of brandy that I’d had but those hidden desires of what I really wanted to do to his cock came flooding in and determined to get up close to it.
I guided him toward my bedroom, my hand in his fly manipulating him in the direction I wanted him to go. I could tell he was engrossed and loving every moment, he’d follow my hand anywhere as long as it was playing with his cock. Maybe it was the effect of his slug of brandy too, a bigger amount, it was most probably whirling him off into an unknown fantasy world where the single desire was to have that cock masturbated.

I stood behind him, teasing him through the softness. My own cock pressing into his buttock cheeks through the layers of jeans and knickers. I just had to have us closer, my other arm round his waist and fumbling with the waist button to get those wretched thick jeans out of the way. It was enjoyable though, watching them fall and reveal his girly school knickers. I had him kick them off too whilst I was hurriedly disposing of mine.
We stood staring for just a second at the altered images of us both dressed below the waist in the delicious navy knicks of two of the fittest girls in our school. I saw him and I saw her, both objects of my desire, her I would probably never have in a million years, except of course her knickers but he was available now and judging by that returning look he very much wanted to be here with me too.

I moved in on him, pulling our waists together; bring the hidden erections together through the softness of the twin’s knickers. My erection nudged his, my knees bent and I humped up and down in an attempt to have them both frotting and fighting to be in contact with one another. It was awkward, he was a little shorter than me and it made my humping actions unsteady my quivering legs. I had lean into him have my head bear down on his shoulder and hold on to his delicious navy clad buttock.

My breath warmed his neck and the air that I breathed was the sweetness of a clean boy, a clean boy that I had so desired so many times before with lecherous thoughts across a crowded changing room. There were things I wanted to do, things I wanted to say and that little shot of bravery that I had taken down stairs was giving me a strange determination to do it. Go on do it, I told myself, have a go, I’m sure he wants it too!

I whispered in his ear, ‘I can still taste the brandy, can you taste yours?

He mumbled as at the same time my hand came between us and I held our two knickered cocks together. It was a step back too, an opportunity, firstly to look into those attractive eyes and sense our understanding. It was again one of those piercing moments of recognition, he knew in an instant where this was leading and I saw no objections. It was the time to do it and have it.

I kissed him, a glance of our lips that was a delve into the unknown. I’d never kissed properly anyone before, not a even girl let alone a boy. I didn’t get a rejection but then my hand was now holding his hot erect and wet penis. His eyes wanted it, wanted everything as far as I could tell and so I introduced our lips again. There was an awkward feel and then in an instant a recognition of what was to be done. Softness and melting overcame me and from the other side I had feelings of affection. The learning twists and turns seemed and endless and engaging education of finding satisfaction.
It didn’t feel right but then it didn’t feel wrong, it was a first kiss and although it was a boy that I was engaging with it didn’t have me shuddering with repulsion. My head would have wished it was a girl but although girls of our age kissed they were still particular with whom it was with and now it was all the better as Simon was playing with my cock. I, we, were having multiple pleasures and that was what was making it so right, much more than the wanking sessions I had with Rick, here and now there was an aura of wanting to be with one another.

Everything grew stronger as we stood staring deeply into one another’s eyes, fingers now caressed not for an orgasm but led to endless kissing and being close. It seem as if a destiny had brought us here, it was meant to be that our eyes had met across changing room and a chance meeting in the library was a meant to be. I just wanted to be here forever.

My head was floating but then again my balls were aching and a numbness in the pit of my stomach told me that only a cum would rid me of its annoying intrusion. I led Simon towards my bed and encouraged him to lie next to me. I took the lead again; I liked that, being the one that instigated another session of play. I had his beautiful cock just poking its head above the waist band of his navy knicks. It looked quite surreal, Lesley’s school knicks providing such a feminine outlook and then the puckered and gathered elastic capturing an erect penis.

My fingers were at it, teasing touching and stroking, manipulating his foreskin so that its every movement was titillated by the twangy elastication. He was moaning with delight, humping at my fingers, manoeuvring just to get his glans positioned just so. He was as ever very wet too and in a moment when his eyes were closed and his thoughts were a million dreams away I whizzed a finger through it and had it up to my mouth. I marvelled at the clear and gooey slick and had my tongue taste it.

It was special, it was his and although I had tasted my own it was like nectar on my tongue. It signified that I would when the time was right, take him between my lips and suckle his salty excitement. I knew now too that instinctively I’d feed on him, swirl around his sensitive glans and suck him into my mouth. I saw it today too, had it all worked out in my head, just a few games away at a point when he really needed to cum.

I positioned my own cock in the capture of my own knickers. I had his hand down there to share the same teasing journey. We were soft and gentle with each other, he knew by now that our little wanking sessions were not just a rush to be tossed off but a pleasurable pastime that cemented our attraction. I kissed him again whilst we played, our tongues now progressing into a dance of sensations that I could never imagine. If girls were going to kiss like this then life really was worth living.
We lay there fondling for such an age, learning about our bodies with a fondness an understanding that only two boys could have. There was more than that too, this was different from my masturbation games with Rick, I could see and feel affection, something beyond mutually wanking each other. I had a warmth about my body, something tingled inside of me, something that told me I never wanted to be separated from Simon.

It was still pouring with rain outside and that pleased me. It kept us in here enjoying each other’s bodies. There was no yearning to be off on some boy’s adventure but all the same it didn’t stop me thinking about our intimate moments in the little tin hut. It was only yesterday I know but the memory of giving him his first cum seemed distant and here and now seemed somehow so much more different. Perhaps I coveted the seduction of it all, perhaps today it was easier and that now lying alongside of me he was so willing to participate. There was too the fact that I now had us both in school knickers, it was a leap that 24 hours ago I felt impossible.

There were also ideas floating inside my head as we lay there idling in a sensual and pleasing paradise of playing with each other’s cocks. I wanted more of that kissing, I wanted to dominate him, take him on my journey of mixed up feelings, being on this discovery of trying to have both worlds of being male and female. His jeans, or should I say my borrowed jeans had to go, they distorted my thoughts and the little fantasies that Rick had planted.

I kissed him on the forehead and said wait! I was up and delving around in my secret stash. His eyes never followed he just lay there for a moment fondling his own cock, waiting for my return. I was pleased about that, I wanted to witness the look on his face from what I was about to do to him. I hoped there would be no objection after all we were both half way there. He looked astonished at the netball skirt that I held before me. He was up on his elbows looking puzzled as I released my jeans from his body. He was helpful too, willingly lifting his school knickered lower torso to allow removal and the placing of the netball skirt around his waist. I would swear that the cock still poking out of the waistband jumped in the excitement of what was about to happen.

He held no opposition to what I was doing with him, transforming him for my warped pleasure into an Olivia fantasy, or one of the twins or perhaps a combination of being both a boy and a girl at the same time. He moaned with delight as the pleated skirt covered him over, no doubt the sharp little pleats had teased across his partially exposed cock. Perhaps he was even in thought about crossing the divide of acceptance as I had done and maybe was already thinking of the possibilities of being on both sides at the same time.
Now I laid down again, not this time facing him but looking up his skirt. Now he was at my cock again before I had his. It sort of spurred me on, had me thinking about all the different things we could do to each other. Thoughts whizzed through my head again, they became my plan and then I locked them away for another time and another opportunity. I was caressing him now, through what I was already experiencing, the soft succulent intrusions the twin’s knickers made on our foreskins.
I saw her too, looking up that skirt, Lesley, the soft sheens of her skin, the way that those knickers framed her perfect body. Simon almost had that too, kidding me but for the rigid pole that I was carefully manipulating. I pulled those knicker fronts down, spoiling the illusion and then only the smoothness of his thighs were left. But, I wanted to see it, see what I was doing just as I guessed the hand and eyes were doing above. I studied his neat foreskin as I rolled him round and up and down between finger and thumb, I was thankful he had not been cut as I knew with my own penis how pleasurable life was. The other boys across the changing rooms thought they were dandy and manly but I knew just who had the best world.

Gosh he was well lubricated, wetting my fingers to a point where I was losing control. I knew how that felt, just how pleasurable it could be, a circle of being on the perch of cuming and then another fumble of wet manipulation and the swimming seed would have it all to do again. His balls must ache by now; mine did, but to have it all over for a while wasn’t much fun, there was always kissing I suppose. My thumb circled his slippery glans, my other hand held his navy clad balls and felt his body heaving at every swirl in his gloopy lubrication but I didn’t want him spunking Lesley’s knicks nor me Ann’s.

I was up and away again, back to the secrecy of my stash. There was a wonder to introduce him to the mature slip and slides of more adult knickers but then I decided that would be another experience. Instead a pair of bottle greens for his orgasm and the heavenly special maroons for mine. He looked astonished at their arrival, envious even that I had such things hidden. He sighed deeply as I introduced him to the gusset of an unknown schoolgirl, pulling the navy blues down to cup and stimulate his balls. He got the idea and was doing the same with mine. How delicious it felt, your balls hanging on an elastic fence of softness. He was going to cum now, I’d made my mind up and besides I was ready for christening those unknown maroons and having a little fantasy of my own with an imagined owner.
My fingers held on to the bottle greens with determination, the sensations in my own balls with Simon replicating my every move with the maroons would also have me on the brink of an orgasm anytime soon. I had to hold on and I asked him to stop for a moment, I wanted to see him wank me in those special knickers and be very pleased to do so after I had seen to him. I caressed his balls through Lesley’s navy blues, the waistband of which cut neatly across his shaft. There was now the encouraging sounds of his wetness making spunky slurrpy sounds in the green crotch that now treated his glans to a wonderful frot of softness.

I felt his body heave, his thrusting hips humping in unison with my masturbating fingers. I slowed my rhythm that seemed to keep him cuming and cuming. I stopped and just held his hidden pumping flesh as the last ebbs of his big cum flattened off. Above I could hear his breathing flatten off into contented sighs. His fingers were appreciatively twirling through my hair again as I still looked up his skirt and pondered if I was looking at a combination of both the male and female form. In a quick moment I decided I was in love with him and his smooth little body.

It was him that moved, I guess above he knew he had to finish me off, especially has my cock was trying to hump into the stranded maroons that still engulfed him. He was up off my bed, his softening cock disappearing from the fantasy I was having about him, those naughty thoughts about sucking him off and just how I was going to do it. I watched him clean himself up, gathering the bottle greens in and around to dry himself off. I watched him slip his lovely half hard penis back into Lesley’s knickers and it throb again in the ecstasy of softness.

Then it all disappeared as his skirt flopped down over his thighs and but for a hint of swelling up front his lower torso teased me again with the uncertainty that I was gazing at just another schoolgirl in a games skirt. Then he was playing with the side zipper and the front button, undoing it all and letting it fall away. I was captivated again, I was sure his cock had grown again, asserting its presence against the front panel of navy.

‘Your turn’, he insisted offering the skirt outward. I stood and was about to take it from him but he was insisting he would be the one who dressed me. He’d grasped it I thought, what it was all about, the mimicking portrayal of making yourself look like a schoolgirl. I stood next to him and intruded with a soft kiss to his lips as he blindly struggled to get the skirt around me. And when he’d finished and our lips were still chasing one another his hand slipped silently upward to find my cock still hanging on dearly to the fence of navy elastic whilst the rest of my bouncing erection poled the lovely special maroons.

I was weak at the knees, shuddering, still stood and finding his lips as his gentle wanking fed me into the soft gusset. I couldn’t take much more, standing and being masturbated by a wonderful kissing lover. He was good now, so much learnt in such a small space of time. My head was spinning and for a moment it said riddance to all girls, who could ask for more, boys masturbating each other, I came and came.      
