Control of the Corridors Chap 22
I was back in my flat, feeding my face and taking away the hunger of my excursion. There was plenty of time, it was somehow a tease to be doing something else and when I relented there would be hours of pleasure. Thoughts were though still circulating in my head, memories of where I had been today and how successful I had been and most of all I had a vivid recollection of sitting on that station and watching the display of brown and bottle green. 
I rushed to clear away and tidy up, getting those little chores out of the way to enable me to slip into my world of obsession. That in a way created an untidiness, my thought patterns forever changing and constructing a direction where my urges took over and I would be off seeking a new formed pleasure. I was in one now, seeking out the browns and bottle greens of my school knicker collection, placing them on my bed in a readiness. There was also a persuasive temptation too that would take over, a moments lapse of discipline when on finding the browns that I had him out and for a few moments wanked and relived the memorable events of the afternoon.

I saw her again and again in strangely the order of play that had been performed in front of me. That first glimpse of her brown crotch so tantalisingly intriguing and mind changing that within an instant repulsion was replaced with desire. That desire was now titillating my foreskin as I looked down on him being fulfilled by my fingers masturbating him into another brown gusset. Every scene was played out, the slide and the roundabout, every delicious peep of those knickers and the tantalising little body that went with it, the contrast of brown and creamy skin, the ripples of cotton that teased across her tummy and crotch and shielded her pubescent cunt underneath.

For a moment I wanted it here and smothering my face and intoxicating me with its succulent odours of desire. I wanted to be her age, be her friend, play together, enjoy the spectacle of teasing that went with every adventure of playing out together. I wanted secret moments where sudden realisations had us both understanding that are bodies were different and we would want to explore and experiment. Quiet moments where we’d hide from the world, a little encampment in the woods, a garden shed where she’d let me touch and fumble over that cotton and where I hoped she’d do the same for me, running those delicate little fingers over my bulging Y fronts.

I had to stop; I was in danger of ejaculation and the loss of the rest of the evening. I hadn’t even started on my journey, my exploration of my finds, the shoe bag from Oxfam and my little dressing up game. The shoe bag came first, it was intrigue, the contents had belonged to someone, they weren’t new and sterile and without a soul. They had been worn and had history of being coveted on I hoped a young and delightful body. There were navy knickers in there too that also had graced the hips, thighs and luscious little minge of a growing young lady. They had meaning and fed my imagination and it would be those that I would enjoy first.

I pulled free the navy blues first; they were alien to the contents of the shoe bag and must be separated so as not to contaminate my exploration with thoughts and imagination of their owners. I stared at the familiar composition and was as usual awestruck by their beauty and what they stood for. My imagination took over as I scanned those devastatingly sexy cuffed legs. My eyes followed them round their ribbed little track that journeyed from appealing hips to the delving depths where they had once hidden and protected the most imagined and sweetest of little cunts. It would have shielded by that oh so soft gusset that my fingers were now caressing as if it was still hiding its hidden fruit.

I kissed it and picked up its subtle scent, a sent that was uniquely hers whoever she was, a combination of her mother’s washing powder and the personal fragrance that she brought into the world. It was intoxicating, it drove my imagination of who she was and where she lived. My mind’s eye had a vision of her, not necessarily accurate but it was how I wanted to see her in my fantasy. I imagined her stepping into them for years and wondered what I would have been doing at those precise moments in time.

He wanted them, to say hello to the soft patch that had so cherished her body as it grew and became ever more a woman.  I gasped as he introduced himself, my helping fingers pulling back his foreskin and feeding him just what he wanted. For a while we both journeyed in masturbation, him feeding my head with a fancy of little scenes of being close to her or just perhaps sneaking into her room and doing what I was doing now.

Then came the greed, the hunger to explore my original purpose the shoe bag with P.E. kit and yet more knickers. I did as I had done in Oxfam, blindly feeling through the contents for the now familiar sensations of the various clothing. That skirt, it pleats producing sharp wedges of intrusion against the back of my hand. I pulled it outward knowing full well that the knickers would be a glorious last. I examined it and smiled that it was large, big enough for me and it pleased me to think that I could dress as her. I purposely fumbled again, avoiding the best till last and now extracted her games blouse. Its red colour immediately appealed to me and contrasted so nicely with the skirt, it would be starkly appealing when they were together on my body.

Then my hand sensed a pair of socks, soft and woolly and I knew in an instant they would be of knee length. They came out too; I unrolled them and found they were delightfully bottle green too with thoughtful red bands around the top to decorate her knees. Something else appeared too, something that I had never touched before, a little projectile of cellophane wrapped tampon that immediately had my mind racing at the thought that I was now handling, the clothing of someone who was sexually mature. It intrigued me as I held it up, what it did and what it stood for, here was a young lady that was at the time still at school but at the same time was progressing into womanhood. She could fuck and that excited me.

He wanted action again but now it had to be her knickers. In my head she was something different, not the little girls who balanced against the wall but a mature young lady who in school uniform was most appealing. I fantasised about having her as a girlfriend, being around her house after school and us playing more mature adult games. She was like Elle, a knickers and me giving her the most wonderful finger fucking.

I had her bottle green knickers out; all three pairs of them, teasing had been put on hold. I sniffed every pair extracting her sweet scent. I was consumed by them and my imagination of just what she was like. Urges kicked in, I wanted to see her dressed in the P.E. kit, see it whole as she would have appeared. That wasn’t going to happen and therefore it had to be me and besides that little act combined everything, her consuming me and me consuming her.

I was out of my own clothes rushing to rid myself of my maleness. There was contradiction because I had my own new bottle green on that were by now wet with leaking pre-cum. They had to go; besides I wanted her and hers would fit with perfection. I stood naked but dared not glance in the mirror; it was her I wanted to see or at least a mimickery of her. First I slipped over my head her games blouse and felt it stimulate my breasts. I stood and then partially admired my reflection.

Deliciously I held a pair of her green school knickers first up inspection but then I lifted one leg and then the other and stepped in. This was a most wonderful journey that never failed to excite, amazing tickles that skippered across my skin. Pulling them up over my ankles and feeling them shape themselves around me. It was now I looked, it was too much of a temptation not to stare and imagine that it was a female for that stood here and all those curves were deliciously feminine.

I sat down and watched myself pull on her socks, they were a little tight and she must have had smaller feet but with a stretch they were reasonably comfortable. I was beginning to look the part and adamantly told myself so and indeed the soft femininity of wearing her clothing convinced my head that I was of the fair sex. Lastly her gym skirt was placed around my bottle green knickers and I looked ready for the netball court.

I stood and stared and had ideas, prompts of daring again to venture out and into the corridors. I stepped out of my door and onto the landing and then sneakily down the stairs. It felt a little different today; I was not mimicking them, the girls who attended this school, but an intruder an interloper from another school and another town. I trod fearfully along the corridors almost as if they no longer belonged to me, half imagining and expecting to be challenged at any moment by the girls in purple.

I stepped into a classroom and began to rummage through desks just like I was there to gather information on the enemy. I read their school books, skipping through pages in an attempt to infiltrate their world. I wanted to know their secrets, what they thought about and interpret what little subversive thoughts were going through their minds. I saw comments about boys and analysed their maturity and wondered just how sexually active they were.

My hand was up my own skirt and fumbled and played in the alien bottle greens. Cheekily I moved from desk to desk interfering with their personal possessions until I found one that would hold me in intrigue. Then I found them, a pair of their school knickers, the purple delight I had been looking for and now I was truly penetrating their world. He was there immediately piercing into her gusset forcing himself upon her defenceless little cunt patch, leaving his mark in a secretion of pre-cum and dampness. I wanked and took myself close to cumming and then stopped and let my thoughts wander.
For a moment I just sat back and imagined that I was just a schoolgirl. My consciousness began meditate just how feminine I felt at that moment. My uniform sending little messages of recognition that it was holding me and making me feel very girly. I felt every hold around my lower torso that those school knickers so deliciously touched. They cupped my balls and held my now partial erection in check. The elastic gripped my waist and around my thighs and for a moment I wondered if this was how they felt. Even my gym skirt and blouse had a sensation of touch and tickles that almost for a moment had changed my sex.

Then it was gone as quickly as it had appeared, new thoughts transmitted through my brain, desires to be recalling the episode of this afternoon, the brown knickers and the bottle green and their spectacle of a journey around that play ground. Spittle smudge out my barely visible stains in the purple gusset and I shoved them back into where they had come from. There was a new purpose now as I retraced my steps along the corridors and back to my flat, I was ready to relive those scenes and have a quiet fantasy with the girls in their browns and greens.

I lay on my bed, skirt hoisted upward and knickers down over my hips. I had gathered what brown and green I had and placed them around me, ready to be with either as I recalled the events of the afternoon. He sat squarely in the gusset of bottle greens as I pictured her at the top of that slide exposing to me the vibrancy of her crotch. I began to see ripples of movement as she got herself ready for her first descent. Then the little moments of disappointment as it all disappeared and I waited for her ungainly arrival at the bottom where their exposure would be ever the more closer.

Then I swapped to the browns as I saw her friend take her place at the top. The intrigue of dismissiveness towards them lightening as her perfect body demonstrated that they too could look so desirable and sexually appealing as she readied herself. He was feeling it too, almost immediately defying my teasing and telling me he was only wanting a big spunking in his new found love. The brown cotton held him and pulled at my foreskin taking my head into every exposure that she had abandonly displayed.

I saw her on the roundabout too, her summer dress fallen and giving me ever wondrous views of bottom, hips and thighs. Moments too where she grappled upside and down deliberately gave me the vista of her desirable little crotch. He wanted to be there, sharing their playground as an equal and where they would ever tease me with the views of their knickers. A fantasy of them pinning me to the ground in a pointless rough and tumble flitted through my head. Visions of little Miss Perfection sat on his chest erupted over and over again as I lay there spunking and catching my wasted seed. 
I was still thinking of her when I lay waiting for satisfied sleep. Others thoughts crossed my mind too like I had neglected my new purchases and other second-hand knickers that I had gathered, still there was always tomorrow.

Sunday morning I purposely avoided any knicker games. I was off to my mother and fathers again for Sunday lunch and had ideas that I would return home mid afternoon and indulge yet again.

My aunt was in residence as usual and gossiping to my mother as she prepared lunch. I kind of got the feeling that they were both waiting for me and dying to know and learn anything they could about Miss Prim and Proper the vicar’s daughter. In a way I had to disappoint them as I didn’t want them to learn how involved I had become with her and definitely not that I had got close to her sexually.

My aunt threw in comments about the way she always seemed to be dressed in trousers and indeed that apart from them she still looked like a schoolgirl. I had a snigger to myself as I knew only too well just how far Miss Prim took that, right down to her purple school knickers. There was enlightening gossip too that the pressure was on to find her a suitable husband, one no doubt that would come from their own religious community and also the aim to wean her off thoughts of her own sex.

Of course I knew that wasn’t working and indeed I was probably responsible for her keeping her interest in her own sex. Still all that suited me and I wasn’t about to delve into my own little world of secrets. I learned too that she was without ‘friendship’ of the female kind at the moment as her companion had moved away and gone to live abroad. Inwardly I had those feelings that I was in control and that all these little snippets gave me even more of an advantage. 
After lunch I quickly made my excuses to be off and back to my flat. Of course these days there were reasons that I needed to be there, my patrol of the grounds and the building site was a matter of importance and in a way I was being paid for it with my flat and allowable overtime. There were other reasons that had my imagination going too, I had ignored my new purchases from yesterday and had a plan for them this afternoon.

It was yesterdays shopping that gave me the idea, all those window displays of uniform stood in their independent school colours. There was regimentation, a kind of written rules of I thought what colours should go with which. It was those bottle green socks too with the contrasting red band that were so different and gave me the inspiration. What would dressing up be like and how enticingly horny would it be to mix and match school uniform and knickers.

I stood there in my bedroom naked watching him get steadily stiff in the mirror. I whizzed about gathering my props, a mix of everything that I had that would fit me. The bottle green P.E. kit from yesterday, everything purple and what I had either gathered or purchased since my little fetish had risen from its hiding. There was navy and the odd bit of grey too, games shirts and skirts and even some variations in socks.

It was my favourite purple I turned to first, standing there in the regalia of the very school that I controlled. It had me playing with him; lift my gym skirt to reveal matching knickers and watching myself it that mirror. I turned, posing and trying to kid myself that I was one of them, had him out too and rolled my foreskin back to expose the excitement that was gathering.

What would this outfit look like with bottle green knickers I wondered? After all, all these colours seemed to me to have a regimentation that said they could mix and I speculated that somewhere out there some schools had crossed the boundary and changed and mixed. Down came my purples, my stiff cock leaked with disappointment and then sprang to attention as I stood ankles in the bottle green. Upward they travelled, exciting every inch as they went. I watched it all happening in the mirror, almost surreal and my imagination kidding myself that it was someone different and female.

The skirt was above my waist as I hoisted and tidied them into position. Already there was a strange appeal, like I was watching someone or something different for the very first time. I liked what I saw; the contrast had my head spinning in an excitement almost as if I had been placed in a far off school and stumbled across this scene for the very first time. Around and around I pirouetted, lifting the little pleated edges as I spun just to get another view, cuffed legs, bottoms and crotches.

Time just passed me by; I was there for ages, a little few moments of display and then my cock out for an element of wanking at the picture I had created. Knickers changed, navy, grey and skirts too in endless combinations that all seem suited to be united. Blouses too seemed to add to the appeal, a permutation that seemed to work whatever I did and I wondered just how many schools out there had crossed the line of being individual by mixing and matching?
But in an instant my focus changed, it was her, interrupting my thought patterns and imposing a desire to have her again. It was Elle on my mind, not in an endearing way, more lust than anything, a yearning to be inside her knickers, fingering that tight little cunt whilst we both enjoyed the exploits of the wall. It filled gaps, she was animate, flesh and blood combined with all the fantasy I could imagine. It wasn’t immoral either, being with her, catching up with an under spent youth, and her too, albeit I was the wrong sex that she wanted to be with.

I yearned for it to be Monday, I hoped and prayed that the sun would shine and she’d be rushing for her view of the wall. I wanted her smell on my fingers again, the ‘nice fingers’ she had scribbled about. She must want that too, her world I had learnt desolate from having a lover around to satisfy her needs. And so it was me, but me with conditions it seemed, to not to face me, turn off in her head that I was of the sex that she was not interested in. To concentrate on those ‘nice fingers’ and the way they swam in her tight little pussy.

I was being used no doubt but maybe we were both using each other, it suited us, there was common ground but she didn’t know it. That suited me too; I kidded myself that I was replaying missed opportunities and that once Miss Right came along I would be back on the straight and narrow.            
