Control of the Corridors Chap 12
The next morning they were dry and fresh and back in their bag. I was confident that they would soon be assimilated to the fragrances of the rest of the contents of her bag and she would never know.

The rest of the morning I went about my duties in an ever positive mood. I was so looking forward to Friday again and the sex I would have with Linda. It occupied my mind, the very thought of being able touch and finger her, my cock being stimulated in her hand and being up inside her, us fucking and enjoying each other’s bodies. I compared it with my one sided little games of masturbation and knew which I preferred. Still without my games there would be nothing, a void without a proper girlfriend and therefore there had to be something in between.
The cloakrooms were full of ripening fruit again, waiting there to be plucked downward and tasted. My cock stirred every time I passed, my head filled with the imaginings of what I might find in each bag but that would have to wait until this evening when in the stillness they would all be mine. I was cataloguing again, listing names and ticking the knicker box whenever my cock had had his way in the special little panels. It was obsessional; I was driven and tonight even entertained a trawl along the first year pegs. The knicks would be smaller here, a miniature of their forth form cousins but they were cute, just like the little gym skirts that hid them and besides I had to have had seen them all.
Lunch time I was in my boiler room lair again, unzipped and frotting against the silky crotch of nylon knickers. It was back to Linda again and thinking about just what we would be getting up to this week. When we last met I kind of got an impression she was just hell bent on releasing her pent up frustrations, she wanted a cock inside her, it had been a long time without and it was my reckoning that it had needed seeing to.

I tickled my foreskin with the outside of the gusset, the slinky slippery material operating all over him sending a shiver of sensations throughout my body. My balls ached as I teased him and then imagined Linda doing this to me whilst my fingers entertained her cunt. It was pure fantasy, did women have that kind of knowledge of what would stimulate a man or was I naïve and just swayed by the demands of our first meeting.

I began to think about a girl that would do this to me, was there any girl out there, would they think I was strange and kinky and somewhat queer just to be wanting them to tease my cock with a pair of their knickers. I didn’t know it was beyond my comprehension, it had never happened and I was sure that I was the only one in the world that had the urges to do this. But, just maybe, one would understand, there must be one somewhere that didn’t mind and who maybe could see the point.

I found her in my head, fictional and without a face, a hand with just a pair of knickers in it. I saw them wrapped around my cock, her fingers jerking upwards and downwards as I gasped in sheer satisfaction. My foreskin trapped in her gusset, a dirty gusset, a pair that she had been wearing throughout the day. Her words teased and ridiculed, asking did I like her little crotch more than her cunt. I ignored her and just watched him, transfixed by the material catching and holding him every time she wanked. It felt so good to be caught there, right in the little cunt patch that had shielded her and captured her every living move.

I was doing the same now, inside the silky pinks, my own fingers letting him trap himself in the folds of soft cotton. I watched the nylon follow it too, just adding to all the nice feelings that seemed to come from nowhere. They were good those feeling, almost as good as being inside Linda. I had control over them, or at least I hoped I did. I could stop and hold him off with willpower and then go again or could I? Not today, there were drivers in my brain, a devil pushing me on and sensations to seek that only grew. I was gone, it was too late, the flood came and I watched it run and pump, the pink soaking it up until there was no more.
That wank had me thinking then, off and on throughout the afternoon. Did she exist, a female of understanding that would indulge me with my fantasy and would not find it obscure and maybe even threatening to the relationship? Was there somebody that accepted it and saw the connection and how it could bond? I hoped there was and even considered if I should declare my desires with Linda, in the end I decided that as we had no romance then it would be better to hide any of my inner self for fear of her thinking I was a freak.

That evening I stood there at the first year pegs looking at them with desire and lust. My cock was yet again straining in his own purple knicks desperate for some action. I lifted him out and over the waistband; my skirt hitched upward freeing him into the cooler air. I wanked him gently in anticipation of my adventure and pulled the first bag down from its peg.

He ached in desire as I fumbled with the cord and dived inside. I pulled her kit out completely to the waft freshness that reminded me of a heavenly summer garden. I had a skirt and her gym blouse and nothing else. I scrabbled back inside for the missing knicks but found nothing. I put it all back and moved on to the next and then the next and then many more to find nothing but emptiness. What was wrong here, I sat for a moment and wondered.

It then dawned on me, the school uniform rules, the strict code that said that girls should wear their school knickers all the time. Well at least I assumed it was that, it wasn’t written down but I knew that headmistress would scorn any girl she found not wearing the proper knickers under her skirt. It seemed that first formers took this to heart, not wanting the wrath of her stern tongue. They must wear them all the time and not change for P.E., just simply changing one skirt for another.

I moved on to the second year pegs and started to become successful. Defiance had obviously started to set in now, little girls were starting to question reason and perhaps develop this hatred for the very garment that shielded there modesty. I was masturbating now, another soft gusset which allowed my head to be transported into a fantasy world of vision, all the moments of fascination in my life where I was able to witness the underlings of the opposite sex. Those creamy, creamy thighs, the contrast with the regimentation of heavy cotton with stark colours that should put me off yet for some reason I found so exciting.

There were more, but not as many as third form or forth so it meant that they were still wearing them every day. Perhaps my special wall proved that, the handstands and the abandon that perhaps meant they were still of a younger mind. I stopped and caught a name, put a tick against it and moved on until I found another and another.

Then I got bored and a flash went through my head. I had an urge to be elsewhere, an urge to have her knickers, the adorable Christine. I hadn’t had her for a few weeks, distracted by the new available surroundings but now I had the flat it was easier, I could have her knickers whenever I desired and I so wanted that now.

There was no hesitation now, no standing partially in the shadows whilst assembly was taking place. I was in her locker and dragging out her bag and it was off and back to the flat. I had arrogance about me, they were mine, she was one of the most desirable girls in the school and I was going to spunk again in her knickers.
I lay there on my bed, her sweet crotch covering my nose; my girl of perfection had worn them especially for me. Then I was into them, like a man possessed, my cock greedily riding into her gusset, whilst my head watched her every athletic movement on the netball court. All those flips and turns, the stops as she went for goal and the flashes of the very knicks that my cock was so enjoying, yes I would spunk them.

I stopped several times, I had to, I didn’t want it over all too quick, she had to be with me for a while, spending part of her evening with me although she was elsewhere. I tried to imagine when she last wore them and being able to watch her step into them and pull them upward and over her desirable form. I wanted to touch her, skim my fingers across her purple bottom, trace the little track of cuffing all the way around until it got warmer. I wanted to run my fingers over it and delve and prod cotton inward and hear her gasp with delight. I wanted to be her teenage boyfriend.
I stood washing them at my sink, washing away our sex lovingly. I soaped them, carefully agitating my sperm away, held them up for inspection time after time and rinsed and rinsed. Then they were in the boiler room, warm and drying and waiting until morning. The next day my focus was back on Linda as my head divided its loyalties between chasing school knickers and wanting a proper relationship with a girlfriend. By that evening I was wishing it was the next day when we would finally be meeting up. I didn’t move into the school that evening but indulged in all the adult knickers I had.
On Friday morning I awoke with elation, the day was here and by the evening cock would be enjoying Linda’s perfect cunt. I even saw her briefly as she disappeared out of the main door after finishing her cleaning shift. There was a twinkle in her eye and a sly wink that was hidden from her two friends but I knew what it meant and gave her a smile in return.
I ambled through the day, clock watching and willing the time to pass. It was slow and soul destroying just waiting and letting my head run a riot with scenes of what we might get up to. At lunch I avoided the boiler room and any temptations that may happen outside its windows, instead sneaking into my flat for some quiet time with some more silky knickers.

At the close of school I even chose not to check out the newly acquired lost property instead spent more time than required soaking in a hot bath. I was ready long before the appointed hour and trudged the streets the long way round just to kill time.

Then there was that moment when I reached her street and saw the back gate and was soon slipping my hand over it to find the latch. My cock was already wet with anticipation, knowing that this was no ordinary date and that he was bound to be fulfilled. Then I was at her door and trembling with excitement as I pressed the bell.

The door opened even before my finger had come off the button, she was waiting for me on the other side. I was grabbed and pulled inward without hesitation and in the closure of it being shut I was there with her tongue in my mouth being given one of those all consuming kisses.

The kiss continued, soaking me up and taking me on a journey to another world. She was already at my zipper, down in an instant and her fingers working inside. I grabbed her breast, although she quickly moved me to between her legs and up under the very short mini skirt she was wearing. My fingers swirled around the heated silky heaven of her inviting crotch, her legs opening ever wider as I traced her swollen labia. 

Gasping from the both of us was generating an eagerness and on my part I wanted it in her and now. I thought she did too, moving herself up just one step having me hump between her legs in the now soaking gusset. But she was determined to stay here and grapple like we were chasing a quickie in some shop doorway. For a moment I was disappointed, I had so told myself that by now we would be up on her bed fucking that I hadn’t realised that my humping cock was playing at one of his secret fantasies.

Her sweet wet knickers were engaging with my foreskin whilst it was our tongues that were still doing the fucking. Sensations were everywhere, my cock pushing against her nylon protection and trying to excavate deep into the crack that I knew was willingly waiting. My head was torn, I wanted the best of both worlds to be frotted by her knicks and be pushing against her cervix but I got the impression Linda just wanted it just the way it was.

In was kind of primitive standing there consumed by her tongue and lips and awkwardly trying to keep that going whilst her hips made sure my cock was riding her knicker covered cunt. It was part of my education, something that I had missed out on, something that the nice girls when I was at school didn’t do and something that the bad girls would never entertain with me. It was so juvenile too, so round the ‘back of the bike sheds’, ‘up against a tree’ or ‘shop door way’ and now I was loving every moment.

Now Linda was turning, breaking the kiss, presenting me with her ass and for the first time the pretty little lilac bikini briefs she had on. What a picture it was as I held her hips, her bending towards those stairs and giving me a view from another fantasy. He was nudging it again, the oh so wet fucking cunt patch, heaven was here, my foreskin riding over and over the sopping wet nylon.
My cock was in a turmoil such was the way Linda presented her pert little backside to me. He could probe and prod, the top of my shaft finding the shiny and wet silky furrow or with a little upward movement from her frot and tease my glans from the other way. God this was so uncontrollably horny and a gift from heaven to me for my fetish.

For a moment too I imagined the Gym Teacher here too, presenting her almost identical little ass in the same way and in a flash there was an image too of teacher in her purple gym knickers. But, that was never going to be either here or with teacher, to declare my interest in the knickers that schoolgirls wore would be I’m sure a danger to my little world of desires.

Linda was clearly enjoying our little stand in the stairwell, her bottom rising and falling to meet me whichever way my cock rode her. It was petting at an extreme and so close to a fuck as you could ever wish and for a moment I wondered if there was anyone out there of my own age that had travelled this far in playing with sex. I feared not, it would take experience and perhaps a freedom to experiment and one that perhaps only came along with a married couple. Linda really had worked out what was what as far as sex was concerned.

I was beginning to sense that she wanted more and there were moments where I thought I would just frot my way to spunking up between her legs. She was pushing herself at me like a woman possessed and then started to call for a ‘Johnny’. God this was so fucking horny and deep in my fantasies, I could see even without having been here before just what she wanted. 

I was fiddling whilst she patiently waited, her ass swaying provocatively at me saying just fuck me, just pull my knicks to one side and for God’s sake just fuck me. I didn’t need her words I rolled ‘Johnny’ and teasingly ran a finger up and down the knicker covered cunt. Expertly, from a thousand dreams I hooked the frilly elastic to one side, exposing her, letting the sweet fragrance of a demanding vagina into the evening air.

It glistened and winked at me as she wriggled her ass in anticipation. I moved forward and she cried out as my fingers parted those sweet lips for the first time and I let him in. ‘Oh fuck’, just slipped from my mouth, the consuming little cunt manipulating at my every move inward. I held her hips, bringing her willingly to me, her clenching cunt muscles sucking me inward.
I had to hold myself still, my trembling legs were for giving way and my balls ready for emptying. I had to bite my lip as she wriggled onto me and was demanding I start. But I managed it, control, holding back so as not to spoil the scene of a lifetime. Then slowly I could manage her, watching the Lilac to and fro and the grippy elastic ride the ‘Johnny’. There were two of them too, there on that stair, Linda and the Gym Teacher each demanding my cock ride into them and give them a proper fucking and for a moment I pondered arrogantly just who was educating who.

Her grunts were getting more expressive, her head buried in the stair, elbows spread across the treads and me holding and controlling her hips. My fingers too flicked under the waist elastic of her knicks, pulling at them, stretching them upward watching that leg elastic climb up and down my cock with each and every fuck. God this was filling my head, like a photograph and film, I would for the future see it ever and ever again. ‘Hold on you fucking cock, hold on’, I told myself, ‘don’t let it out just yet, another up another down and another ride up this beautiful cunt.

It wasn’t going to be, Linda wasn’t having it and neither was he. We were too far gone, a week of waiting and expecting, a week of my wanking and perhaps her probing fingering and our orgasms just had to come. I held her there thrusting, watching my cock pound into her, violating her knickers and hearing her ass slap against my stomach, you lovely fuck Linda.

We sat in her lounge, flopped into the settee and her head settled into my chest. Her perfume was subtle and I kissed her hair filling my head with a fragrance of almost innocence. I was wary too that too much romance might not be appreciated so I just settled for having her in my arms whilst we just talked about nothing of any real importance. She told me of how she was striving to get out of this place and the number of jobs she juggled with just so they could buy somewhere of their own.

She admitted her guilt too about what we had been doing but justified it with her need to stay sane and that she knew damn well a sailor would not be playing the innocent tourist in far off ports. She said she knew she could trust me and hoped as a young man that I was getting something from our get togethers that girls of my own age would not be giving.
I listened to her intently not really adding much but just to agree that I enjoyed our sex and that yes it was helping me understand the opposite sex just nicely. She said she could see from the very beginning that I was a considerate person and would make a pleasing lover. She said she could also see that whist I may not be worldly that I had an understanding of what a woman’s need were.

She made me think with her comments and my thoughts began to wonder if it was all to do with the worship I had for what lay between the fair sex’s legs, and how I craved to be close to anything that was associated with it. Was that why I had such an interest in knickers?

Her hand was back in my Y fronts, pulling him out and gently masturbating him again. I sighed deeply at her gentle touch and for a moment wished she had those sweet little knickers draped over me. It didn’t seem like that would even be a possibility and neither was I going to declare my desires so I had to be content with finding her and playing with the still damp nylon.

I started to play with them too, introducing my fingers under the elastic and dipping inward. Linda made it more comfortable, sliding down the settee and making it easier for us both. I was swimming in her wetness now, fingering her with the gentleness that she was dealing with me.

‘See what I mean’, she sighed, ‘you finger fuck so nicely’.

‘I just love doing it’, I said, watching my every move and in turn watching her wank me.

‘You want me to take them off’, she asked.

I was torn, on the one hand no, and then yes, I so loved all this kind of petting and leaving them on was an association for me of being close to them and having to handle them. But, then again what would she do with them when they were off, I had to feign my interest when answering her.

‘Off’ I said.

I watched her get up and studied her perfect form. She had the sweetest of hips, bottom and thighs imaginable. A mini skirt suited her just as it did with Twiggy, a little more rounded maybe but a picture of perfection as far as I was concerned. She eased them over her hips slowly, watching me watching her. They exposed the lovely cunt I had just been fingering, her hooking them off her ankles showed me how fucking wet she was as well.

Still watching me she dropped them on the arm of the settee and saw my eyes follow them. It was in a second I knew I had been a giveaway and turned to pull her back to me. She sank in beside me again, grabbing her knickers and dropping over my exposed cock. The game was up, I knew it was, she knew the score and was prompt to tell me.

‘You want them here’, she questioned, placing the gusset just where it should be.

I didn’t answer, I tried to pass it off until she said, ‘go on most men do’.

I still didn’t answer again and she knew it was a yes and started to arrange them and slowly wank me in the gorgeous crotch. I sighed deeply, my satisfaction giving the whole game away, although I was still going to say nothing.

‘There I knew you would, I can tell’.
The feelings were just out of this world, it was her hand gentle and soft and her knickers that had been sweetly covering the fuckable little cunt, nicely soaked in her juices of our play. I had imagined this many times before whilst wanking myself silly in the knickers that I had accumulated but to have it happening and so willingly was an out of this world experience.
‘You like it very much, I can tell, most men do’, she said, ‘but won’t admit it’.

‘Yes I do’, I blurted, its heaven’. I don’t know why I confessed it just came out and so naturally too, on the one hand I thought if I don’t say yes she may stop or would never ever do it again and I couldn’t have that but then again I didn’t want her to know how deep I was already into masturbating in knickers.
She continued, listening to my groans of delight that I was hopeless at hiding. I watched her doing it too, it was so surreal to see another hand doing it to me and a female one at that. I tried to concentrate on my fingering her too, Linda too was giving me little directions of where to be, how she liked it done and just how that touch should be. I was getting an education here and it was difficult to concentrate when all of my wildest dreams had come true.
The soggy damp cotton and the silky slippery nylon were fighting against each other. Every sweep of her delicate little fingers caught my glans and held the gusset in the most delightful way. It was something that I could not hope to achieve myself and verbally I was giving that away. I don’t think Linda had noticed that too much, I worked her clit, slipped inside her sopping cunt and was bringing her off to the sound of her own delight too. Both of us were greedily taking each other for what we could get.
The smell of sex filled the air, the squelchy sounds of my fingers dipping in and out of her, bringing a never ending stream of wetness and encouragement from her. I could hear the slap and slurp of the crotch too bringing me ever closer to spunking into her lilac for the very first time. When it came I was watching it splash and spurt, soaking itself through the dense weave of nylon where cunts and her cunt had sat. The world was a very pleasurable place.
I brought her off too, not long after but enough to see that my education had been administered so well. I watched her face contort as she flopped away from me her legs splaying wildly as her own orgasm fell to earth. I watched it ebb too, her groans leaving her body as I slowed my finger trace around her little button of love.

We lay there for a while in each other’s arms, relaxed and letting our brains feed on the pleasure and glow that flowed everywhere. Talk came too, gradually, kisses too, almost romantically but then again signifying only gratitude. Suggestions came next, when we would meet again, but nothing definite, just a promise and a maybe and I’ll post you a note under the door. 

Then without ceremony I was out in the cool night air, she had work in the morning, the arrangement was over. I found a couple of mates in town had a drink and glowed in quiet satisfaction.      
