Control of the Corridors Chap 7
On the way home it was with trepidation that I called in at the Barber’s. I felt weak and useless as I approached the parade of shops. He shared his premises with a ladies salon and you had to walk into their shop before diverting down the passageway to his place behind. It was almost as if everyone knew the reason for my coming, it was late on and no more appointments were being attended to. What customers were there were under dryers and the hairdressers were cleaning up.

I quickly dived down the passageway and poked my head around the corner. He had a schoolboy of about 12 in his chair and was his last customer. He stopped his clipping and turned to greet me knowing full well what I required, ‘something for the weekend’ sir’, he enquired? 

‘Err, yes please, a packet of three Featherlites, if you don’t mind’, I said with the least hesitation I could manage.

I watched him pick them from the side of the mirror, a mirror that I had sat many times before. They were always there a permanent reminder that you should ask for after a haircut. They were also a source of interest for teenage boys too, sometimes an embarrassment but sometimes an intrigue as they sat there on both sides of the mirror reflecting to all who were in knowledge just exactly what they were.

‘3/9d please’, he requested handing over the small package.

I gave him two half crowns and waited for my change.

I was out of the shop and feeling like a king. In my pocket I had Johnny’s for my first ever fuck.  I had her pictured in my head again and began saying her name in my head, Linda, Linda, as though I needed practice in saying it. There were no thoughts what so ever that I had never used one before, just a picture of us somewhat coupled and grunting just like some of the scenes in films at the cinema. 
At home I was in a daze and very quiet, my head just filled with expectation. I did manage some television but had to engross myself in what was being shown in order throw mother and father off the scent that there was anything wrong. When I could I made my excuses and was upstairs and alone with the pink nylon knickers.

I daydreamed vividly about Linda whilst I teased my cock into the soft and receptive gusset. For what seemed an eternity I just stroked him there not even properly masturbating whilst my head conjured up pictures of how she had looked to me. I saw her fully clothed and was appreciative of her neat and very petite figure. I saw her partially undressed in her underwear and tried to imagine what sort of underwear she had. I saw us both joined and consumed in intercourse, whilst we gorged too on each other’s tongues. I remembered too how that first kiss had swallowed me up and taken me to an unimaginable another world.

When I looked downward my pre-cum had soaked the pink with copious amounts of stickiness. I had the urge to wank myself silly into the wet and slippery cunt patch but I kept holding myself back. For some reason I was saving myself for bloody Friday night as if I needed my tanks fully charged to take on a real woman. It felt stupid as there were three days before I’d even see her but in the back of my head there were nagging thoughts that perhaps she’d know if I had tossed myself off in the meantime. That night was probably the first time in ages that my spunk stayed in my balls for a long time.

Even Wednesday, the next day I was still distracted by the prospects for Friday evening and what would happen. I did wave to the cleaners when I saw them but thought better of approaching Linda, her words came back to me, ‘I wasn’t her boyfriend’. I did see her just briefly as she left the building and she managed a sneaky wink which said to me that nothing had changed in our arrangements.

Later I was back with my secondary duties being helpful with the jumble. I’d slipped into my purple school knicks again as regardless of any arrangements I had I knew that sorting through it would have me stiff with expectation. It wasn’t long before I found a pair of navy blues and was stood behind the door with my cock out teasing him with that so soft crotch. I began to wonder if I was being over the top with my holding back my masturbating, how would she know? The other thing that was on my mind was if I was to cum too quickly she’d think I was a waste of time and I didn’t want that. For a few moments at least I stood behind that door and wanked myself properly into the soft and receptive gusset.

At lunchtime I had them back with me in the little hideaway. Outside it had started to rain so there would be no displays today, so I contented myself with the navy blues and examined their every detail. My fingers ran over every little welt on the leg openings just as I would have traced them around some delicious thighs. Every stitch and seam I followed in an amazement of how they were made. The double panel at the back intrigued me and the way it ended in the crotch, that all important area that I worshipped so much.

My cock was out wanting action and I let him have it. Soon I was pulling all my memories from within and constructing a snap shot of seen navy blues. I masturbated in the gusset and felt that sweet and soft cotton gathering him up and teasing him. The pleasures and aches of desire started to form and I knew in my head I’d really toss myself off in the nice navy offering. I tried to imagine who had owned them and her parading around her bedroom giving the most wonderful display. I had her in my head lounging un-lady like on a patch of grass giving a full frontal view of between her legs. I pretended she wasn’t even aware I was there and yet I had the most vivid view in close detail.

I sat there holding him for a while stopping the spunk from spilling everywhere. I was elsewhere, one minute cursing myself for the wank and the next telling myself again it didn’t matter. There were moments of focus on Friday evening again and how wanking now made no difference there would be plenty left for her and besides it would be better to be drained as I would probably last out longer when I fucked her.
For the rest of the week my mind was pre-occupied, Friday could not come soon enough. Those long hours of waiting conjured up many thoughts of how I would lose my virginity to what was clearly an experienced woman. I was engrossed at times with the memory of her kiss, how it had drawn me in and sucked life out of my body making me a tremblingly excited wreck. I couldn’t wait to be consumed by her and taught the physical facts of life.

By late Friday afternoon my elation was on an all time high, our little rendezvous was just hours away. My head played with my standing amongst my mates, just how envious would they be to have such lessons in life. I was to become a man this evening and well on the road to understanding and being practiced at getting to grips with the female of the species. I hoped it would give me confidence thereafter to tackle the young ladies that were more appropriate to my age.

Even thoughts of visiting Christine’s locker at the end of the afternoon were dismissed as a trivial diversion that I didn’t really need. Yes I still wanted them and all knickers in the school as a matter of fact but for now I had other goals and masturbating into sensuous gussets was I told myself, for the times when needs must.
That evening I told my parents that I was off out for a drink in town with my mates. I didn’t know what they really thought but I couldn’t tell them the truth and that I was really meeting up with a married woman. It wasn’t really the done thing in those days.

She was there, exactly where she said she would be at 7 o’clock. She looked just like anyone else that evening waiting around for friends before joining the queue on the other side to get and see a film. She saw me approach and for a moment I saw apprehension and before I could get right to her she called out, ‘follow me’.

I did as I was told, leaving her some yards in front and watching her pert little frame wiggle along in her heels and mini skirt. Thoughts came into my head that I would soon be reaching a milestone in experience and I was already aware that my cock had recognised it too, he felt leaky and full of expectation.

She crossed the road and I followed. We were starting to get away from people now, there were less about and we started to get out of the town centre and the main shops were diminishing. Suddenly she darted down an alley and I followed only to find her pulling me into some deserted doorway. We were kissing again, it seemed a lifetime away from earlier in the week and I was being reacquainted with that sucked in feeling of that wonderful snog. Her hand was brushing my trousers too, feeling for what she was after. He was without shame in an instance erect and proud and filling her demands to determine exactly what I had down there.

Then we were off again but this time she was walking alongside of me and we began chatting.

‘Are you nervous’, she asked?
‘I suppose so’, I replied, ‘more worried about your husband coming back’.

She chuckled, ‘that’ll be difficult, he’s in Hong Kong with his ship, Merchant Navy’, she added, ‘and no doubt having a whale of a time with his mates’.

I relaxed a bit, I’d had visions of her husband coming back whilst I was fucking his missus and getting a right beating. But now I had visions of a big burly sailor with tattoo’s and biceps like mountains.

‘Phew’, I breathed, not knowing just how to continue the conversation. I did feel somewhat overwhelmed by it all, the older woman with experience and me a virgin with his first packet of Johnny’s.

‘Have I got to lead you all the way’, she asked, have you never had proper sex before?

I had to think about my answer, I didn’t want to sound totally naïve but then again I wanted to please her properly, so she’d have to show me.

‘Treat me gently’, I replied, hoping she would be sympathetic.

She turned and smiled and said, ‘I don’t know if that’s good or bad but at least you’ll be taught what a woman wants’. And with that she steered me across the road.

‘Nearly there, just remember how I show you how to get in, that’s my flat above that shop on the corner, she added.

I was shown how to put my hand over the top of the side gate and feel for the bolt to unlock it. Then instructed to her door across the yard and shown the bell and given instructions that when I came again to give it three rings. I was coming again, that sort of pleased me, future visits, it eased my fears and told me she was expecting to be serviced more than once.

We were in her door and it was closed behind me, it immediately lead to a staircase upwards. Here she was all over me, snogging with a deliberate passion that even told a virgin that sex was imminent. Her hand was at my fly, unzipping me and rudely having him out. He was ready even if I wasn’t mentally, it was all a bit quick and I’d hardly had a chance to reciprocate even with her tits.

She held him for a moment, sizing him up, making sure she was satisfied it would do the job. Her tongue consumed me as it seemed to do every time, pulling on mine and sucking the life out of me and passing me into another world. My hand was up her jumper and onto her bra, feeling her nipple harden to my touch. Then she was wanking me and for a moment I thought I would just spunk there and then. Then I was being pushed upward, up the stairs, with urgency.

‘I’ve just got to have a quickie, she said, her hand still around and in my fly holding my cock as we climbed.

In the bedroom was a very big and comfortable double, she pushed me toward it where I landed half sitting. She was at my clothes, trouser off and pants out of the way. She started to unbutton her skirt and I just knew that I had to be in on the act. I got to the zip and she let me continue. It was all hurried, too hurried for my first real experience of undressing a woman. My eyes were everywhere, my brain trying to capture every scene as it usually did. Stockings, black suspenders and red knickers overwhelmed me. My balls were already feeling likely to explode. I could smell her sex, feel its heat, her perfume and readiness for a fuck.

‘Johnny’s’, she said, she was a real woman in a hurry.

I barely had time to reach for my trousers, she was there fumbling in my pockets and finding the ‘packet of three’. I watched her, it was part of my education, tearing at the foil and extracting the rolled French letter, its teat so reminding me of a woman’s nipple.

She was kneeling in front of me, holding him and rolling it down, whilst I watched and learnt. I gasped at her touch and the very thought that any minute I was about to lose my virginity forever. He stood proud and already leaking, waiting for his initiation into a man’s world. She was snogging me again and leading me towards the bed where she dropped backward and pulled me with her.

She wanted her knickers off in desperation and she was already hooking fingers into the waistband. It wasn’t at all how I expected to lose my virginity, so quickly and almost without ceremony but she was obviously desperate to have my cock after months of abstinence. I could only watch as her mature body became a reality. First pubic hair as the knicks rolled over her tummy, then the fluffy mound and peachy lips of her glistening receptive cunt.

A view too of where my prick would be heading as she kicked off the red and left them dangling from one foot, the gaping chasm of her vagina inviting as she spread her legs and pulled me towards her. My innocence was taken from me and unnoticed as she held my cock and guided it to where she wanted it to be.

Instinct had me looking deep into her eyes as I willing shuffled forward and let her place me in a very wet and warm place. Gasps of anticipation came from us both, my unique entry into manhood, going unnoticed and her months of abstinence. He sat neatly between the petals of her cunt lips, throbbing, whilst Linda with her eyes closed was no doubt remembering how good it was to have a cock in such a commanding place.
‘Push him in slowly’, she demanded

I bit my own lip as he sunk inward sending me on a delirious journey of sensuous pleasure. Walls of muscle and sinew surrounded him, squeezing him, exciting him and sending messages of great satisfaction all around my body. My balls felt like they would explode a gallon of spunk as her body manipulated me into heavenly sensation.
‘Slow fucks are nice’, she panted, as her hands cupped my bottom and brought me deep to the hilt of her body.

We rested there whilst she sought my lips and tongue and engaged in one of her all consuming snogs. I was grateful to be still inside her as tingles of electricity shot through my balls telling me that manipulation was sure to bring an orgasm. If I could hold off and not move I wouldn’t shoot my load and spoil my first, willpower I told myself.

Her hands were moving on my bottom, first just strokes of encouragement as fingers brushed my skin, then demanding movement by cupping me and thrusting her hips. Slowly I withdrew from her fuck tube, my brain again overdosing on the sheer excitement of her enveloping body and the snog that we were still in. Nearly out and then another tortured descent into heaven. My first fuck was a good one.

In and out, little by little I initiated my body into a comfortable rhythm. I had to stop several times for fear of spunking, I could feel the sensations in my cock, of lubrication travelling and the flood that lay behind it. We broke from the kiss, air now entering my lungs in huge sighs from my mouth.

‘You fuck lovely’, Linda gasped.

She shuddered gripping me with her muscles. Instinct told me she was having what I was about to have. A few more journeys inward and outward and I too exploded just as her finger nails tore into my buttocks. We lay there interlocked and listening to each other breath, the air felt good and satisfying and my whole body felt new and fresh, I’d arrived into a man’s world.

Then Linda struggled to move, as though there was some urgency. For a moment I thought that she was having regrets about our copulation but she was soon explaining she didn’t want sperm running into her if I started to deflate. There was little chance of that at this moment in time, my cock was still euphoric and hard, raring to go another round in his new found heaven.

She was up and slipping back into those lovely red and modern bikini knickers that until now I had only the shortest of looks at. Her body was indeed fantastically fit and did so remind me of the P.E. teacher, I could imagine her in the little short tennis skirt and matching flouncy frilly knicks that went with them.

Next we were between the sheets, Linda cuddled in on my chest making my shirt damp with her breathing. She curled upward and into my arms like a little animal. She rolled off my Johnny and flipped it over the edge of the bed and handled my cock as though it was hers to treasure and keep safe. Naturally cock obliged and became fully erect again in the novelty of having someone else’s hand giving him attention. 
I was on her bottom too, stroking and toying with the slippery film of nylon that covered it. This was a dream, a fulfilment of my fantasies, all those moments when I had fixated on knickers and being close to them had finally arrived. Yet I was unsure, my head was asking questions of whether I should be declaring such passions and interests in underwear for fear of being misunderstood and that I was kinky.

Linda was still stroking my cock, gently rolling my foreskin upward and downward and keeping him alive and stiff. This was all new to me, I hadn’t considered it before, to have sex and continue to want it afterwards. I had just assumed that couples fucked and that was it, much like masturbating, you were spent and interest had waned but here and now it was different, she must have really wanted it after months of her husband being away.

She was moving, on top of me, snogging again, sucking me into here world of desire. Her petite little frame scrabbled upward, getting herself where she wanted to be. Her hand was between us, searching my erection out and pulling him between her legs. This was heaven without even asking, the crotch of the slippy reds was now riding my shaft. Her stomach muscles lifted her, humping me and bringing my cock into play with the damp little furrow of her gusset.

This was my ecstasy, my fantasy world, heaven and my dreams all rolled into one. My foreskin being frotted in the slippy nylon just next to her sweet cunt and I hadn’t even asked for it. My moans fought through the snogging tonguing mash that our mouths were making just as though the sounds were coming from us both. I cupped her bottom, my fingers pulling the red nylon perfection on to me, helping her ride and ready us for yet another fuck but it seemed like Linda had other ideas.

In a flash we were up and on the move, her pulling me up and in the direction of the rest of the flat. In the lounge she parked us both on her sofa where she continued to snog and consume me with a passion. Her hand too played with my cock bringing him into a state of readiness immediately. Then there was encouragement for me to touch her, between her legs and on top of the slippy red nylon. I didn’t hesitate, I lacked knowledge in foreplay and was eager to learn and it was more stimulating than the furtive gropes in dark alleys that I was use to.

My fingers delicately swooned across the red and delicious gusset. Linda heaved herself upward before sinking and opening her legs in an abandon that was the most forthright come on I’d ever had. I could see she was up for it, petting seemed to be a focus with her. Yes we’d fucked and almost immediately but I just had the feeling that this was one of her favourite and sorely missed pastimes.

I traced her in the nylon, feeling the dampness of the cunt I had just fucked underneath. Fingers wormed their way past elastic and I was soon dipping in and out of her inner lips. She was soaking and I must admit I had never had such a willing partner who opened her legs so wide in encouragement. I hoped that I was fingering her right, she certainly seemed to respond, manipulating my foreskin in the most pleasingly sensuous way.

She had me find her little button and showed and encouraged me to stimulate it with my thumb whilst my digits were probing deeper into her wetness. I never explored a girl or a woman so intimately before, it was all new to me, feeling her cunt walls and up towards her cervix. My fingers were everywhere and she seemed to be responding to it snatching breaths between our snogging and groaning incessantly.

It seems she was eager again, wanting a cock in her, she apologised saying it had been a long time and that her needs for the moment were lost fulfilment. I watched her again in fascination roll another Johnny on to my cock and prepare me for the second fucking of my life. This time would be even more special I promised myself, both of us now satisfied from the first and I was determined this was going be a long slow fuck.

It took me by surprise as she moved to the armchair and kneeled on the floor. Instinctively I knew what she was after, my mates and me had discussed in ignorance and banter the rudiments of a behind fuck and I knew I was in for another wonderful experience. Her finger was hooking knicker elastic to one side. Knees shuffled on the rug below us and again for the second time this evening I was at her cunt entrance.

She was helping him, shuffling and lifting that cute and pert bottom. It made me feel like something special, to be offered her in such a way, animal and primitive and so intimate. I sat again between her pussy lips and waited for her. Her bottom wiggled and lifted, her finger guiding my shaft inward, slowly I entered her and felt us both slide into the deep. This was good, probably a hundred times better than before, I sensed that with Linda too, her breath expelling like she was exhausted and I felt her sink into the armchair cushions.

We were into each other deep, not moving in and out but sitting at the hilt, me throbbing and her squeezing. I pressed inward feeling myself sink into the flesh of her soft bottom. She ground her hips in circles sending me into a pattern of out of this world moans. Then there was encouragement, releasing me and pulling backward telling me to slowly fuck her.

I watched him partially emerge, sliding up the side of the knickers and watching them sexily ride the shaft of my cock. They came with him and then snapped backward in sexy dance that was in some ways still protecting her. Watching them flick made me feel in control, it was my cock manipulating them, giving her the fuck she wanted and they could shield and protect all they wanted but I was still going to fuck her up the side of them.

Remembering her words, ‘slow fucks are nice’, I slipped in and out of her in a motion that at times seemed hardly to move. Yet inside her I felt that every moment, her pleasing little cunt so comfortly, gripping adsorbing and holding what seemed to be my every nerve ending. Linda was I know feeling it too, her panting breath an encouragement and her squeezing muscles adsorbing me at every possible moment.

We played and our bodies sucked and gorged at the sensations that we found at every level of our sweet little ride. It seemed like hours we were locked in such pleasure, my head recording every spontaneous moment, this was how it was done, I was learning.

Then there seemed to be an interruption, her hand had joined my cock, I got the message, she wanted the button played with. There was an urgency now, her hand coming backward and showing me what I had to do. Her bottom moved faster, riding me, taking control and telling me it was time. My fingers hooked in her knickers , thumb dancing over her clit, had me moving with her, taking the same journey. Linda could tell too, it pleased her, she chased orgasm and took me with her and again we came together. For a while we both lay locked in the euphoria of our second fuck, breathing as one and knowing that we had found compatibility.

We drank tea and talked, it was a cementing of our relationship although she took great pains to tell me it was just an arrangement and one that was only for convenience. She told me that she loved her husband and the consequences of me not keeping our meetings silent. He’d come looking for me if he found out and that I wouldn’t want in a million years, so I was to keep my mouth shut and just enjoy what I had.

She said she would make all the arrangements, come looking for me when she wanted fun and hoped that I would respect that. I told her it was fine by me and that I was discreet and that it suited me too.
