Control of the Corridors Chap 26
Friday morning I was dizzy with delight, tonight would be another rendezvous with Linda and I couldn’t wait. I avoided Elle like the plague and was so glad that the morning gave us a shower again and at least the wall would be empty. I worried too that she might just turn up regardless so eventually I did call in on her to say that I had to pop out at lunchtime and would she take any messages for me.

We did chat casually if you could call it that, vaguely sharing our plans for the weekend. She did mention that she was looking forward to working in the school holidays and that in itself would get her out of the way of being at home. Not as much as I would I thought as I now had plans that on such an occasion my cock would be introducing itself to her little virgin cunt at some point. I lost track of her conversation for a moment as a fantasy of having her whistled around my brain.
I got away and kept myself to myself and tried to make myself busy so the time would just whizz by. I did disappear lunchtime and I did go out of the gates for a wander around; just so that she wouldn’t detect I had lied to her. Then in the afternoon I made myself absent from my den and purposely avoided the area until it was home time.

I was itching to get rid of them all and have the place to myself and my thoughts for this evening and of course the rest of the weekend. Food was just a passing chore to top up my energy levels and besides nothing must sit heavy as Linda was such a lively lover that almost had an agenda of little games she wanted to play. I bathed and soaped myself well, making sure I was scrubbed up and scrupulously clean.
Then the magic hour arrived and I was walking around the corner and across the road to her back gate. I stood and rang the bell and waited for her to emerge from behind the door and her own private little stair well. I heard her soft foot fall on the other side and excitedly waited for the door to unchain and open.

Wow, she was in a state readiness, planned, contrived and maybe this was a rehearsal for her sailors home coming. She peered round the door but it was easy to see she was ready for bed; she was adorned in what I had come to know as a baby doll nightdress with matching little knickers.

She squeezed me in swiftly closing the door behind me and was immediately embracing me and chasing my tongue around my throat. I held her and felt the floaty nylon ruffle and ripple against her warm skin. Her small breasts were underneath unchecked and I manipulated them first with a lust and the settled into a light palming that ran with appreciation of her hardened nipples. The tongues still chased each other with a mad desire that betrayed the weeks since we last saw each other and then I felt my zipper being tugged downward.

He was already soaking by the time she’d hooked him out and slowly rolled my foreskin upward and downward. I was at her little minge too slipping and sliding over the nightdresses’ flimsy and baggy knickers, the leg elastic quickly allowing me in to find her sopping cunt. The little slut had her legs parted in an instant, one foot on the first step of the stairs allowed a finger to slide upward into her deliciously wet little pussy.

Then there was an urgency, she clearly had other ideas and a plan, she broke away and pulled me up the stairs. Her cute little ass enticed me along with the filmy semi transparent knicks just teasing me into a ready and willing seduction. In her small lounge she began to undress me, disposing of my upper garments and then dropping to her knees to come face to face with my crotch. He was already out and extremely erect, bouncing and nudging in his excitement and I felt her hot breath breeze all over him. She rolled my foreskin backward and forward in a fascination with its stickiness and the little slurpy sounds that he made. Her face moved in and for one moment I thought her lips would close around him. I shuddered with anticipation then watched as her nose nudged and skimmed him from my balls to its sticky dome.

‘No’, she whispered, ‘maybe later if you are a good boy’.

My trousers were dispensed with along with my underpants and pushed me backward to her settee. She mounted my lap, straddling my lower thighs and started playing again with my dick. I was there straight away petting at that silky nylon of her knickers, feeling and probing her lovely covered cunt before hooking them to one side and finding it proper. It was horny to watch us both playing, teasing and masturbating one another and I was glad in a way she hadn’t taken me into her mouth for I knew I would have surely lost my load.

Linda stopped and reached across, the all important condom that kept me separate from her life with her husband. As always I watched fascinated and excited to be dressed and readied by her with her little fingers administering the safe and preciseness that it needed to be. Then she was edging forward on her knees, hooking the filmy knickers that seemed to have a springy elasticated looseness to one side. The down of her cunt hair bristled with globules of wetness from my fingering and I could smell her readiness.

She hovered over him, adjusting herself for a precise lowering. I felt the heat from her body and her soft little cunt entrance slide over him and swallow him up. I watched him disappear too; listening to the gasps from us both and my shaft disappeared up the side of those delicious knickers. I gasped again and my head rolled backward as she buried herself to the hilt and little tingles in my balls fired off a warning that he was due to get a proper fuck.

Her hips rolled around and that pubic mound ground down on him. He’d disappeared completely, down below there were just those gorgeous knickers pulled to one side and the pubic hair on my tummy. I had to have a pair I told myself, a filmy, elasticated pair along with the nightdress just like hers. How dexterous they were, pliable and forgiving and so easily accommodating for the male organ, I will have some.

She began to ride and I played and sucked on her small tits. I was just for a moment helpless, just a passenger on a helter skelter of up’s and down’s, a small boy licking a toffee apple and wondering how much more spectacular the ride would become. She groaned and I moaned as the momentum of our journey began to take shape. Linda clearly had been waiting for this ride for some time and had it all planned of how and when it would happen.

I did intervene, I knew when, when she was on the verge of tumbling over the edge and my fingers sought out the little button that would take her there. They were crushed down there but I knew she wanted it anyway and besides when she was having it, it prompted my own excursion into a mind blowing orgasm.

We talked for a while afterwards, her head on my chest whilst I toyed and manipulated her tits. Occasionally she'd hold my placid dick and play till he responded and just keep him interested until she was ready again. She did confess that the man of the sea was coming home and that maybe this was the last little foray into mutual satisfaction for a while. She was vague almost if she didn’t know what his plans were, whether he’d go to sea again or they’d settle down with him finding a job ashore.

The thoughts rolled through my head, I’d have to find someone else, a proper girlfriend, not a Linda or even a lesbian to satisfy my cock, not even the reliance on school girl knickers, I wanted someone who was all of what they weren’t. She had to be out there somewhere, someone who would understand me and most definitely now appreciate what came with the package.

Her plan was running again, she’d recovered and wanted more fun and games. It was almost as if I was the practice for when the old salt would arrive back. She had me lie on the floor and watch her standing over me. That little baby doll nightdress and matching knickers were so fucking sexy I was hard again and full of anticipation. She was calling the shots; I was just the helpless but happy passenger that she’d try out a little routine on. 

They winked at me, the crotch of those filmy, flimsy knickers, rippling and rucking as her toes decided to manipulate and tease my stiff cock. It was a new dimension, to have clumsy toes try and work my foreskin upward and downward, almost feeling that it was someone who had never touched a cock before. I imagined Elle and her petite fingers doing the same, not knowing what to do next or how to handle something quite so alien. 
But from Linda it was just a tease, a way into the next game, another sexual adventure to stimulate and satisfy her need and I suppose to some degree. Then she sat upon my chest making sure I had full sight of her crotch. She ably assisted too, grabbing a cushion and placing it behind my neck. She wanted me to have that view, the hidden fruit, masked behind the crotch of her flimsy knickers.

It was there; I could live and breathe it, sense its heat and perhaps almost see it through the translucent material. They were rippling again as she leant backward to find my ignored and waiting erection. Her perfume became more intense and she wriggled enticingly knowing full well how exciting I found it. She was looking at me too, looking straight into my eyes, searching and finding exactly what she wanted to know.

‘You like them don’t you’, she said, ‘just like he does, oh my gosh you’re the same’.

I didn’t have time to answer, just to obey her words of ‘stay there’. I stared at the vacant space and still felt the intensity of my manipulations to my cock. I watched him bounce in anticipation but left him there alone waiting for her return. She appeared in the doorway and rushed over to mount and sit on me again. I knew what she had, I saw the flash as they whizzed behind her back, I caught the colour, I’d seen before adorning that sweet pussy.

They fell onto him, like a silky parachute floating downward and then her fingers tousled with them, shuffling between thumb and forefinger, finding a gusset and a foreskin in which they could communicate. There must have been a look on my face, a giveaway, satisfaction, recognition and pleasure all rolled into one.

‘My word’, she said, ‘two peas in a pod, just like him, you like being tossed off in knickers’.

I moaned in contentment, I never answered her, the words were not needed a reply would not have said anything that my face hadn’t already declared. She shuffled forward and at the same time her leaning took on a more obscure slant as her fingers continued to masturbate me into her crotch. She advanced, shuffling forward, transferring weight and bringing the flimsy film of nylon to the tip of my nose. On her knees slightly, the wet crotch rode up and down my nose whilst my head filled with the musky fragrance of her wet cunt.
I was in heaven; all my little fantasies had come together in one foul swoop. Either Linda had figured me out or was it as she suggested that I was a copy of her man and that basically we had the same needs. I wasn’t going to argue, just let her little game take its course and find out where it went. I’d dreamed of this but in reality I had had no experience of someone else masturbating me in knickers or for that matter a gusset smothering my face.

I was intoxicated her knicker covered vagina was now pressing home against my mouth and nose. I was attempting to kiss and snog it and even French kiss it through the thin filmy nylon and behind her fingers were deliciously wanking me very nicely into a soft and grippy cotton gusset. It wasn’t long before she had me on the edge and my groaning didn’t stop her, just encouraged her more to have control and make me spunk. When it came my orgasm was intense and had me writhing around a practically chewing at the filmy crotch. She seemed to know just how far to take it; her man had undoubtedly been here many times before.

I was like a puppy dog up and off the floor and being so attentative with her. Pushing her back to the settee and diving between her legs. I buried my face in her crotch, this time with me in control. I gorged on that gusset tracing her wet cunt upward and downward, nudging it with my nose as though it wanted to enter her. There was a temptation to pull then to one side and have those cunt lips proper but then again my need for knickers came first and besides my memory banks would recall this event many more times.

She was loving it, thrusting her hips onto me in the way that I knew she’d orgasm soon. Knickers and her wetness seemed to be everywhere, the zingy elastic giving and pinging in all directions, exposing her and then again hiding her in a knicker lovers dream. I tongued her deeply through then and brought my thumb upward to search out the little button. It was enough; her hands were down, pulling me inward and consuming my face as she satisfied her orgasm.

Again we sat and rested, we chatted and in a round about way I knew that this would be perhaps the very last time I would come here. There was nothing positive, just hints that the man of the sea might be looking for a shore job or that they might see pastures new. I guessed too that tonight might be just a bit of a rehearsal for his home coming, the baby doll nightdress was clearly a favourite and it was strange how she had picked up on my liking for knickers.
Alcohol was consumed, not much, just enough to keep the mood around desire. Her head collapsed into my chest and the touching, stroking and fondling began. Firstly it complemented the conversation then light petting began, her holding then rolling my foreskin downward and watching it roll itself backward. He was half way there, semi placid but waiting for opportunity that was to be guided by her. My fingers did the same, toying with her extremely wet cunt, teasing it with little circles and the occasional slip inside.

I caught her looking at her clock a few times. It had happened before and I guessed that anytime soon I would be overstaying my welcome and I sorted my clothing and put it on. It was to be expected, there wasn’t romance in this relationship, not a cuddle and slip between the sheets to embrace love. It was sex, a convenience of mutual satisfaction that would end when she said it would. Today was also a little different and by now with her chat I had got the message that this would be my final visit.

Then she got up and disappeared into her bedroom again and came back and beckoned me to the door way. I was being led back down the stairs to her door and now I knew it was goodbye. For a moment I thought I would be un-ceremoniously pushed out of the door but she produced something from behind her back. She was down on her knees facing and masturbating my now blossoming erection. She had a bag from which she drew a pair of knickers. Fingers placed them carefully as she had done upstairs and the she began again to toss me off.
Then she began to kiss the end of it sheaved in her nylon offering. Lips shrouded him and she took my cock and knickers into her mouth. Oh my God, I’d never experienced this before, my knees trembled and I could hardly stand. Her mouth and the knickers imprisoned him and sent sensations wildly up and down my cock and throughout my balls. It was a knicker lovers dream to be so manipulated by a dream woman who understood the game and fetish of indulgence with so wonderful a garment. 

The nylon and cotton crotch had become soaked in her lubricating saliva, it clung and moulded its self around my glans and wanted to be part of them. I held her head, just holding it as she deliciously sucked and pulled me towards a delicious orgasm. Ordinarily I would have been an age having cum twice in the space of a few hours but here and now in the semi dark of her stairwell my brain seemed to ignore the over demand and was setting aside another batch for I guessed a huge spunking.

I couldn’t control it, I wanted too, little messages fought against each other in my brain telling me this would be the one and only and the very last, eek it out but my balls and build up said otherwise. As I came she sucked and clasped him tightly, I felt the sperm hit the wall of gusset and it was all over. I was coming down fast, a reality that said that this was it, the final crescendo in what was a convenient relationship.

She kissed me and tucked him thoughtfully away; we shared my seed for the first and last time. She said goodbye and stuffed the knickers back in the bag and into my pocket. I was out onto the street and with remorse made my way back to my flat. It was up the drive that I stopped and dared pull the bag from my pocket to look in at the spunky contents. They were both there to my surprise, the pair from earlier too, all I had to show now from an illicit little game that we had played out. Now all that was left were memories and two pairs of knickers in which to wank into. There was of course the school and its hoard of treasures and the lesbian but for the moment they were not the same.

I stood at my sink washing away my spills and trying to remember if we had ever had sex in these knickers. I could picture her in them all the same and even if we hadn’t they were hers and that’s all that mattered. The conversations of the evening came back to me as well. To a degree I felt used and now abandoned but what the heck, I’d always known that the relationship had been a convenience. I’d learnt a lot too, even though we had only met up three times, she’d taken me forward and made me a man and I hoped a man that now understood women.

They were dry by the next morning, at least dry enough to be teasing my morning glory with them and thinking of all the wonderful sex we’d had. She liked her games did Linda, little scenario’s played out on the stairs or in her lounge, contrived in a way, thought out and imagined before I’d even got there, even as I thought yesterday perhaps a rehearsal before he came home. But wasn’t I doing the same with Elle, I’d had little thoughts of how to play out my expectations in the summer holidays when I’d planned to fuck her.

Other urges crept in whilst I lay there teasing and masturbating, urges to now own a baby doll nightdress and the little flimsy, filmy and baggy knickers that went with them. I could see myself dressed in the outfit with a raging erection tenting nicely out of the front. I had no experience of them but I could imagine it, even feel the way that silky nylon would caress my body, stiffening my nipples to pretend I had little tits and snugly holding my balls and cock in a little elasticated cage.

I would purchase an outfit today, determination was now kicking in and besides it was becoming obsessional now and the focus for my day. I loved these little challenges they teased me, gave me a little plan which would plague and yet excite me until it was finished.

I stood on the railway station platform again, only this time making for a town in the other direction.
