Control of the Corridors Chap 6
Lunchtime was a tear on my allegiance, outside it was sunny and warm and had attracted the usual group of girls to their little display area. Inside I was torn between my desires of a little fantasy with tennis knickers or the purple gymnasts outside. It was tennis that won today, that perfection of curves and the show of frills was on my mind and somewhat in a big way.

The P.E. teacher was hugely attractive to me, the perfect woman and the kind of girlfriend I’d always longed for. I was hugely jealous that her rugby playing husband was the one that she went home to every evening and that I couldn’t possibly have her. Besides, the scene of this morning were deeply rooted in my head and I wanted to concentrate on it, cementing it there forever.
Outside my little troupe screamed and cackled with delight but I ignored it. Inside I had my own secret stash of tennis knicks lying in my lap and my erection was already making himself known and wanted to be part of the action. Now thanks to jumble I had two pairs and both deeply decorated in frills and lacy scallops just like the ones I had seen this morning. My fingers ran through them, brushing the sexy frills up and down. It tickled immensely and I could now imagine myself stood behind Miss Perfection and her teasingly pushing her frilly bottom onto and over my cock.
He was out, frotting in and out of the layers, being tickled and teased to distraction. I gasped as I let them glide over my exposed glans and create something that was on another level to what I had ever experienced before. I let him sit there whilst I examined the other pair. They were almost identical and so tactile. I noticed beyond the frills the knickers were made of a stretchy nylon, soft and giving. I tested them, pulling at them and expanding the waist band and told myself that they would fit me.

Outside the noise had stopped and I guessed that the temptation had gone. Now I was wanking into the seat of the frillies on my lap. They surrounded him, teased and attacked him from all sides, sometimes roughly but others teasing and stimulating in my sensitive places. My head once again joined the scene from this morning, watching Miss Perfection show me every row that were now dancing against my foreskin. I imagined her bent over and me humping at the rows between her curvy bottom. She’d let me cum there splashing and filling the lace and the crack of her knicks with my spunk, before offering me her mature cunt. I’d pull the stretchy gusset to one side and slide deeply into her from behind and give her something that her husband never could.

That bloody bell went again signifying the end of lunch. I had to move and be out and about, to be seen and trusted. Damn it was always the same but tonight I would have them, in my room where I would again deliciously frot and toss myself off into the deeply sensuous frills I had discovered. For a while I found myself wandering aimlessly, although it could be said that with my clipboard in my hand I was in fact looking for potential jobs. I passed the wall where all the school photographs were displayed and had to push myself on to avoid stopping, ‘discretion’ I muttered under my breath.

I decided that I would go back for my oil can and work my way round the empty classrooms with a view to oiling all the hinges. It would keep me occupied and I was being seen working and doing my job. There was a yearning to be back and sorting jumble but I knew there were too many distractions there and that I probably end up with my cock out and wanking into some gusset.

Mind you out here wasn’t much better, reminders of my fetish were everywhere, P.E. bags were hung and dotted around the cloakroom, little alcoves conveniently hid lockers for some classrooms which were tempting along the way. Outside there were the energetic screams on the netball court which I wanted to again avoid at all costs. This afternoon I had decided there would be no distractions other than my work.

When it came to home time I was there standing at the main entrance waiting for all the departures and desires and urges began to kick in. I watched them all sign themselves out and finally closed the doors behind them. The key was turned and I was at last alone again at least for half an hour. It was time to patrol, switch off lights, close windows and generally make the building safe and secure. But today I had other ideas, daring, naughty and now the sole focus of my mind. Quickly I was back into the boiler room and slipping into my own and now personal purple knicks. Trousers back on I started my patrol with a hidden secret underneath.

His expectations had him half hard as I entered the lower corridor. I stopped at the photographs and gazed, my hand now in my open fly caressing him through the soft cotton whilst I looked for faces along row after row of standing sitting and kneeling schoolgirls. I was impatient too and was wasting time, besides there were stronger callings other than acquiring just a name, there were cloakrooms, changing rooms and lockers and Christine’s Locker.

It was her locker that I stood next to again, my desires demanding I was in there and pulling out the duffel bag. My hand on the handle and it was open, the bag at my feet and I was once again peering in. Her soft, succulent knicks came out and I gave in. He was out too, demanding to be immersed in her baubley gusset. I let him have them, holding him against the already sensating crotch and began to wank him up and down.

I sighed deeply at the very satisfaction of being close to her again, masturbating so secretly and lovingly into the place where her cunt had sat. Today, with the forced abstinence I had no control. A few times within moments I had to hold him back from sinking a load of spunk right where it mattered. Sensations felt intense too, my days of just looking and staring were just adding to the urges of an orgasm.
Common sense tried to intervene as I stood in the shadows of the stairwell. I’d stop and listen to the silence and my head telling me it was time to place them back in her bag. But his need would overrule me and again my foreskin would be making love to her gusset. I’d move too with every effort to break the spell only to find myself hovering over her duffel bag in an attempt to put them back and then find myself promising just one more little wank. Finally the time intervened and I knew I shouldn’t be here and they were gone again.

I’d have them I promised myself, one weekend when she’d forget the bag and leave it here for me. I imagined it, a Friday evening where I would whisk them away home and spend the evening tossing myself off in them, spunking in the desirable little crotch for all they were worth, having her without her even knowing it. The smugness too of replacing them clean and fresh and her not being any the wiser that I had fucked her knickers, let it happen, let it be soon.

Back in the boiler room I was loading my bag, two pairs of tennis knicks and a skirt. Turmoil and uncertainty set in as my bag looked too bulky to take home. I cursed myself as I loaded it and unloaded it and then loaded it again with the pacifying thoughts that no one will ever know what’s inside. It tormented me on the way home, its bulk so obvious to me of its contents, almost as if it were transparent and every passerby knew exactly what I was carrying. I scurried awkwardly into the house and went straight upstairs to my room as if I had urgency with the toilet. There I felt safe and relieved as I hid the contents in a secret place.
Downstairs all appeared normal; mother had been distracted in conversation as my father was still reading something out of the newspaper. I settled into the armchair and tried to relax and waited for tea. There was good news too, both were off out again this evening a trip to the cinema so I was again going to be left home alone. I couldn’t wait, kept looking at the clock all through tea, counting minutes and calculating when they would be gone.

Thoughts raced through my mind, an evening of flouncy tennis knicks and a new little sexual adventure. Maybe too there would be a treat repeat of the little exposures over the road, navy blue and gymnastics to tease and stir my emotions. Of course I hid it well, nobody knew what I was thinking or planning and had the excuses myself why I wasn’t going out to catch up with my mates.

I waited in silence in my own home, waited to ensure that they wouldn’t slip back for that forgotten something. Ten minutes or more had passed, to the time when I knew that they would have caught their bus and would be well on their way. Firstly I was in that spare bedroom, surveying through the chink in the curtains the world outside. Nothing was happening that would interest me, boys on bikes but no sign of my display team and their avid little helper.

Still it wasn’t a disappointment, if they had have been there I would have been torn and probably would have ignored my bag in favour of watching them hang upside down. In my room I was in the mood of expectation, my cock half way there with my teasing titillation of slowly opening the bag and fingering over the contents inside. I pulled them out exposing frill after frill and row upon row of flouncy lacy material. He throbbed with excitement at the very thought that he would be tickled to death in wave after wave sensating material.
I spread them open and studied them in detail, setting their flouncing frills in lines just as I had spied them this morning. I began to imagine them on her and soon had my cock surfing the frothy lace as they lay on my bed. I gasped at the sheer pleasure that they freely gave tickling across my exposed glans and foreskin. I began to wonder if I ever needed a woman if enjoyment could be this good, I had to believe that when it finally came my way that sexual intercourse would a hundred times better than this.
I was of course hell bent in trying them on, it was always the way now, it sort of crossed a boundary for me and added to the excitement. Doing so also took me on a journey of imagination too, one that gave me a visual experience of what it might look like when I finally had my own woman. For now I knew it was a poor substitute, a poor copy of the real thing with my cock sticking out to the fore and my imagination lying to me at the rear.

It felt good in them, I felt captured and safe and at the moment very horny to be witnessing row upon row of pretty frills accentuating my backside. To my head that mirror told lies it was her ass I was looking at, the very same from my memory banks of this morning. At the front I was bursting and tenting, my hand teasing the so feminine material into every sensual crevice of my foreskin. Wetness started to appear, soaking the virgin whiteness of the stretchy front panel.

I had the others up there now, cupping the flexible waist band under my balls whilst I began to explore their titillating frills. I gasped and held him back, it would be so easy here and now to spunk, a couple of wanks and I’d be there splashing into them and ending the evening. There was more to be had, another visual cue to be sought that would be a reminder of this morning, I just had to see myself in the skirt.
It was tight as I fastened it, squeezing my waist as I tried to button it up. It hugged me flattening my stomach and exposing my hips. At the back it rucked upward shortening its length and causing ripples but it did something else to, very horny, exposing rows of frills just as my P.E. teacher had done this morning. I stared in that mirror and visualised her and her beautiful bottom, for now it was her.

Forcefully I had the front of my skirt upward and had him out again over the nicely gripping waist band. More frills were exposed at the back and I now teased him in the gusset of the other pair. It was her I told myself, turning and seeing more of my backside in the mirror. She was demonstrating volleys again, teasing me with her perfect ass and row upon row of tactile frotting lace. I concentrated on that, imagined her letting me stand behind her and run my cock up and down the rows, digging in and feeling her bum crack channelling my thoughts elsewhere.
I’d bend her over and follow my instincts forward in the warm and inviting valley. Willingly she’d rise up to meet me, spreading her legs and encouraging me to find it. She’d gasp as I found warmth turn to heat and then dampness as I found where we both wanted it to be. I’d push the material inwards, it flexing and giving as it sought the entrance to her cunt. I had to hold him there, in place as squidging, wetness and gusset held me back and stopped her being unfaithful.

It didn’t matter to me, he could have her, her husband, I was content with teasing the hell out of her and letting the springy gusset take me on a journey. At the front I was unleashing the frustrations of the day into the very tactile gusset. The little cunt panel had captured me just as hers had done, I watched my sperm flood and ooze through the pregnable material. Lastly I saw her bottom and then it was over.

I was always sorry when they had ended, my little wanking and spunking sessions. Yes there was always satisfaction and smugness afterwards, a sense of achievement, but then there was a sorrow that it was gone, spent and that interest had waned. The mess too finalised the event, emptying my thoughts and giving rise to cleaning up and getting it all out of the way. There was an blankness too, a loss and I was pretty sure that wouldn’t exist if I had been having intercourse. 
The next day seemed as if it was going to be pretty routine, I’d washed the tennis knicks and had them drying next to the boiler. I went back to check on them at mid morning break and was feeling their dryness when that bloody buzzer went again. Quickly they were secreted away as I did not know who the hell was requesting my attention and indeed would they encroach on my boiler room.

It was the headmistress stood impatiently at the top of my steps. She was as usual in a hurry and when speaking with the support staff she had the utmost disregard for pleasantries other than getting her message across and then to be on her way. This morning she was relaying the need for some special cleaning in one of the classrooms as the windows had been left open and a layer of dust had blown everywhere. Could I speak with the cleaner’s first think in the morning. Then she was gone without a goodbye or leave.
I’d never really had much contact with the cleaners, I just let them wander in under their own steam in the mornings and get on with it. They were usually gone just before nine and that was all I ever saw of them, fleeting glances perhaps emerging from a classroom and mopping a corridor. So I would have to make contact with the supervisor, go and show her what needed to be done that would be a distraction away from my early morning cuppa.

At least I was able to re-peg my tennis knicks, fondle them into place and pulling on the soft crotch to see if they were drying. Fond memories of the excitement of last evening filtered back into my brain. For a moment I day dreamed about all the tactile experiences I had with all the different knickers I had collected since being here. I sighed at my good fortune of discovering the wonderful power of knickers and how much of a release they were when I had an absence of a real woman.
Later I was back picking at the jumble that had arrived. It was a steady stream now, not massive but enough to occupy my in between moments and the time that I made for it. Still I was finding treasures both in school knickers and others. There were times when I felt turned off by what I was doing, usually when a pair came to the fore that were huge and looked as though they belonged to some old lady of massive proportions. There were bra’s like that too, they spoilt my vision of a proper woman and looked as if they should be more at home in a quarry carrying boulders.

Temptation always got the better of me though, there would be something slinky and sexy and I’d stand there with my cock throbbing and in two minds whether they should come straight to me or left to come back after the jumble sale. Today was one of those moments when I stood examining the most delicious nylon briefs in a lighter shade of purple with lovely white scallops of frills around the waist and legs. They felt so filmy between my fingertips, much softer and tactile in comparison with the reds and pinks I already had. 

I ran them up my face and felt them skid across my nose. They had a perfume, not of being worn but of the heady scent of perfume. I gasped at the sensations and tickles that they sent across my skin and imagined them teasing my foreskin. The crotch was pure white and virginal and I had an instinct that they had never ever been worn. They were in a size too that I knew I could slip and slide into and give pleasure posing in my mirror. They would be mine, my head and heart had made the decision and there was no turning back.

For a moment I stood taking in their desirable form. Then my zipper came down and he was out and bouncing at the ready, he would christen them just for a few moments, worming his way into that virginal gusset. ‘Oh god’, I gasped as they softly introduced themselves to my exposed glans, the cotton whiteness capturing him and embracing him in a love that would not be separated. They were mine now there would be no turning back, they were coming with me.
That evening at home I slipped them sensuously up my lower torso. The feelings and tingles I got were incredible, for a few moments I had transformed myself into the woman I longed for. I looked affectionately in the mirror and lied to myself that I saw the perfection of the female form. And yet at the front my erection was tenting and most definitely giving me the opposite messages. It was a mix of wanting something that I didn’t have and yet at the same time being a male with a fetish for underwear.

I petted everywhere; fingers slid up and down the slippery nylon, slipped under leg elastic and followed contours of skin and the frilly lace that framed my legs and waist. It was a game, a game sometime of practice, of knowing just how to touch and excite, one that I needed to be ready for when the day finally came when I would be touching a female for real.

Then I was concentrating on me and of course his needs down below. I’d tease him with a brush of lightness across the tenting filmy nylon. He’d twitch and bounce and spew his excitement, turning the purple to another darker shade. My hand would go in and pull him out over the waistband and listen to his sticky slapping as I rolled my foreskin upwards and downwards. Aches would permeate my balls as I stood there slowly masturbating, my eyes closed I imagined it would be her, her that was wanting and willing to be masturbating me.
All these thoughts transmitted through my brain, replayed a hundred times before but in different orders. Scenes sometimes would be of desire, a voyeurism, a looking on, a means to an end of orgasm and release. Scenes like at school or over the road that displayed the hidden fruits that I had never got to see or participated in. Or desires for the future, to be involved and actively have a sex life with the opposite sex, to be stood here caressing her bottom and fingering the lacy scallops on her knickers and not mine.

I had them off now and was lying on my bed. I found the new and virginal crotch and smothered him in it. My forefinger teased all around my glans, pushing on him and ensuring that he had the soft cotton manipulating him in the nicest of places. I wanked him too, making sure the cotton gusset caught and trapped him and teased every sensation out the delicious spot that my fantasy cunt would have sat. I built him up slowly until it was time, time for him to desecrate the virginal cunt patch and throw his frustrations forward, flooding them with seed.

The next morning I was standing in the foyer waiting for the cleaners to arrive and arrange the classroom clean-up that the headmistress had requested. It was not something that I normally did, wait for them, it was usually open the main entrance and then ensure everywhere else was unlocked.

I watched them enter the long driveway, slowly walking and chatting to one another, just the three of them. For a moment I could have sworn the middle one was the P.E. teacher and wondered why she was so early and thought it was odd that conversed with them. Then as they got closer I could see that it wasn’t, she was an older woman I guess in her early thirties but none the less had a striking resemblance. She was slim and had her build too, petite and neat and an attractive woman.

It was her I had to talk to or that’s what the others indicated as they wandered off to start their work. We got talking about the problem and decided it would be best to go and see what it was all about. When we got there, there was indeed a layer of dust everywhere, you could see where the traffic of feet had walked all around the classroom. Where it was still settled it was slippery underfoot and would be dangerous to walk on. The desk tops and chairs seats had been cleaned off but everywhere else was smothered, cupboard tops, window sills and all the stretchers on the desks and chairs. She said she would personally sort it and I turned to go. It was then that I got something back from her that was quite electric. There was a smile and a glint in her eye that I was not at all expecting. I smiled back and she promised to come and see me later.

On my rounds unlocking I thought about what had just happened. For some reason it gave me a buzz, that little span of attention she gave. There was a look in her eyes too, something I couldn’t explain except it was pleasing to me and I was happy to receive it. For a moment it made me feel warm and contented and gave me a lift, I wandered around with a spring in my step.

Back in the boiler room whilst making my tea it was the sole source of my concentration. I kept thinking about it and what it meant, it was pleasing to receive and I liked it. I began to think about her, how petite she was and how I had mistaken her for the P.E. teacher. For a moment her age that I had guessed threw me, she must be at least 10 years older than me. It was something that for one moment I dismissed as out of the question and yet the next reasoned that it was acceptable.

I began to think too, as I sat in my armchair quietly enjoying the tea, did I fancy her and what was her name, Linda wasn’t it? I daydreamed for moments, contemplating what my mates would think about me going out with an older woman. I also felt inadequate, she had obviously seen a lot more of life, whilst me, a mere lad in comparison was still waiting to make a start and best of all get to grips with the opposite sex. ‘God’, I thought she could teach me a thing or two. My cock agreed too, his stirring on the scene I had created had formed a question, did I fancy her.

I was all of a dither and she’d be back later to see me. Gosh my feelings were mixed, she in the space of 5 minutes had me in a right state. I just sat there and waited, I couldn’t concentrate on anything else, I sat through the start of assembly and waited. Thank god when she’s gone I thought I could get on with my job then and dismiss all this as the figment of my imagination.

I didn’t have to wait long, there was a knock at my door. I got up and made a move towards it, I felt weak and yet at the same time excited and unsure. It was her and our eyes immediately met and locked into something that to me was completely unexplainable and new. It was as though we were both transfixed but words were still coming out. She suggested that I should come back up and have a look and see if the headmistress would be satisfied with her efforts.

We walked along, generally chatting about how much mess there was. It was almost as if the discussion was an excuse to be together, I felt that buzz again, something electric and in-describable. When we got there everything was spick and span and I knew that it would satisfy madam headmistress. We looked at each other and smiled and then it happened and took me by surprise. Suddenly we were heading towards each other, closing in for a kiss that just seemed to be natural and a matter of course.

Her lips met mine and we were at it. I’d kissed before but this was something different, there was energy, sparkle warmth and overall the feeling that I was being consumed. Her mouth was so soft and melting, she was pulling me in with her lips, swirling my brain, mixing me up and filling me with desires that I had never experienced before. Her tongue pushed forward, seeking and demanding to find mine and when it did it was like an explosion of feeling that I had never been familiar with before.

Then we were apart and I was deliriously looking into her eyes. For a moment I expected to find warmth and affection but somehow it didn’t register.

‘You’ll do’, she said, ‘help a woman release her frustrations whilst her old man is away’, and with that her hand brushed straight across the front of my trousers in a tease that brought a wicked smile.

I was taken aback by the whole event and wasn’t expecting any of this. I was struck dumb and it was clear she was staring at me expecting an answer.
‘Yes or no, she said, you want a bit of fun or don’t you?

I searched her eyes again and knew immediately she was serious. ‘Well yes’, I feebly replied not knowing for a moment what I was saying yes to but I did know that what had just happened had filled me with a buzz and a buzz that was so absent in my life until now.

‘Good’, she said as we started to make a move out of the classroom, ‘oh and by the way, it don’t mean anything, I ain't gonna be your girlfriend or anything, I just wanna have some fun, get it’.
‘Sure’, I said, ‘I understand’, and not knowing a blind thing she was on about.

On the way back I just listened to her, giving out her instructions about the arrangements.

‘Meet me on Friday’, she instructed, ‘outside the Odeon at 7 and I’ll take you back’ oh and bring some Johnny’s with you’.

I tried to act cool, so matter of fact but inside I felt sort of in shock and weak, like I didn’t know what was happening to me, like someone was just asking me to parachute from a plane and I’d never done it before, it was like being stood in the doorway deciding whether to jump or not to jump.
We parted, I had my instructions and dropped down into my boiler room in a daze. For ages I just slumped in the chair whilst my mind just churned over what happened. My cock had already made his mind up and was erect and willing. He just sat there and remembered the petite little thing walking down the drive and the embrace, kiss and the suggestion that came from nowhere. But in my head I was just trying to figure it all out, why me and why now?

I tried piecing it but my head was in a turmoil, she obviously wanted sex but then wanted to walk away after, was it a one off or did she want more? I decided to go along with it, meet her Friday and see what would happen. Besides, I needed it, it was lacking in my life, that experience and now I was going to get it with no strings attached.

It occupied my thoughts for the rest of the day. I had to get some Johnny’s too, go to the barbers for ‘something for the weekend’, something that I never had to do before. I’d go after work, he’d be packing up, stick my head round the door, ‘they’, ‘others’ always did and he knew what it meant, he stop what he was doing slip a ‘packet of three’ into my hand and I’d pay the man, simple. Gosh to have Johnny’s and a need for them, now I was a man, what would my mates say!
Where were we going too, where was she going to take me and how long was I going to be there. At lunchtime I sat and daydreamed and missed the activity that I knew was going on outside, I had other thoughts, thoughts that saw her and that sweet and petite body the one that I had mistaken for the P.E. mistress. I had thoughts about her in her underwear too, a little bra and knickers, nice one’s too just like I had in my locker.

I had the pink ones out whist my head played with imaginary scenes of expectation. I buried him deep in the soft gusset and teased him with my thoughts and had visions of having sex for the first time. I was nervous too, it was unexplored territory, would she outwardly know she was taking my virginity. Yes I had fumbles in the dark, a bit of petting in some dark alley but girls of my age or younger were scared of becoming pregnant and legs were usually clamped shut as soon as any cock got anywhere near them. I was excited at the prospect of my very first fuck but at the same time terrified of not pleasing her.

Later that afternoon there was distraction or temptation to visit Christine’s locker, I was for the moment transfixed on my arrangement for Friday evening and went home with the pink nylon knicks with thoughts of becoming a man. 
