Control of the Corridors Chap 25
In the evening I patiently watched them all depart and locked the doors behind them. That meal awaited and then the little games would start. There was coolness about the building tonight, the earlier rain had cleared but the day had remained at times overcast. I’d noticed too that as we raced towards the end of the summer term the corridors darkened earlier and would especially tonight. But urges were there, to be sculling around and tonight it would be a full uniform that would entice me out on my treasure hunt and send delightful shivers up my skirt as searched for new prospects.

Thoughts of where to visit crossed my mind, her office and the prospect of her spare knickers and definitely a look through all the changing rooms. Then at tea my thoughts bounced between Linda and Elle and the common fact that in some way or other I wanted them both. There were strong contrasts that I knew and hurdles to overcome with Elle. Linda was easy, it was already available just a continuance of my education to have sex with her. But Elle was different; she was about filling the missing links with my own growing up, the absence of youthful experimentation and petting and for me the naughtiness of doing it in school uniform. In the end I had visions of fucking them both.

Other ideas came into my head, especially about this evening, urges to do something different, something that would have an ambience about it. I gathered it together in an old shoe bag, my chosen uniform and headed out along the corridors. Firstly there were my duties, that all important patrol outside and around the building site and perimeter.  I hung the bag up in the cloakroom and stepped out into a much colder evening. All was well and in order and I was soon back inside and under lock and key.

My cock stirred in my masculine pants as I retrieved the shoe bag and quickly made my way to the visitors changing room. Inside it was warm and damp. It had been used, the showers still dripping in an otherwise eerie silence. I looked quickly around and was disappointed; pegs and benches appeared to be bare and empty. Then those urges kicked in to be dressed as one of them and scrabbled at the contents of my shoe bag.

It felt different in here, daring but at the same time incredibly horny to be undressing where they undressed. I imagined them around me in various states of nakedness, changing for P.E. or back into their uniform just as I was doing. Growing bodies in the exciting stage of pubescent development circled in my head, little breasts blossomed like growing fruit, bottoms, hips and thighs advanced towards womanhood with ever increasing appeal. Little bras contradicted self consciousness with either shyness or confidence. School knickers hid the signs of puberty, the fluffy downy Mons that declared you had arrived or not. Envy or despair abounded with every stolen glance or modest turning.

I stood there in navy blue knickers an erection declaring I was different. In the emptiness I felt one of them but at the same time my sexuality danced between being male and female. My head was attempting to fill the voids of an under spent youth, to have and touch my opposites and yet at the same time feel my manliness respond in furtive learning. I wanted it all, to be them, be me, feel what they felt and at the same time experience feel that delicate exploration of fumbling learning fingers

I slipped into my blouse and felt my nipples explode in a sensation of shocks that had little tingles shooting around my balls. He was wetting the front of my navy blues and more so as he tented against them and the skirt that was completing my transformation. I sighed deeply and dearly wanted him out and my foreskin rolling between finger and thumb. But I was not complete, a cardigan, knee socks and plimsolls had to have me finished. I needed to wander gracefully too, around the pegs and seating, catching the ambiance and what this place stood for.

My nostrils caught them all, the mysterious femininity that had visited here. I looked around me, imagining and yet at the same time searching. And then I found them half hidden, stuffed in the corner of a bench by a wall, delicious and abandoned, waiting for me, grey and soft, school knickers. I plucked them feverishly, letting them fall and declare themselves between a finger and thumb. They dangled in front of me and I twisted them to resemble the frontal view. The little crotch sagged and pouted as though it was trying to leave the living impression of its owner. Wetness seeped into my navy blues with excitement; he wanted them, to be gorging himself in her unknown gusset. He could wait, there was an orbit with my nose first.
That whiff of sweaty sport overwhelmed my senses. It was like for a moment I had just entered this room full of energised and exhausted bodies. It consumed me and gave me scenes of strenuous play on the netball court and now here in the changing room I imagined the gathering to change back into their uniforms. Some would shower and take their time, others would hurriedly mask the exertions the with a quick roll of their deodorant but all the same their sweet school knickers would hold and cherish this same sweet fragrance.

They were still damp and deliciously appealing as my nose penetrated the cuffed leg and intruded into her gusset. I breathed deeply and inhaled her cunty smell and knew immediately this prize would become part of my treasured collection. In my head I told myself that I could get away with it, they were abandoned and if enquiries were made there would be no link to me. They were as far as their owner was concerned lost forever.

He wanted them but I was reluctant. I didn’t want him interfering with their sweetness, I wanted that fragrance preserved for as long as possible, not his smeary extrusions or spunkings interfering with how I’d found them. They were a prize to smother my face and breathe deeply as I masturbated in something else. I looked them over, tried to find a name tag but alas nothing. The Montfort label told me they were for and age size of fourteen and that excited me, an age of puberty, there were many fantasies to be had with these.

I lie down on the bench and have them mask my face. My hand hoists my skirt and dips into my navy knicks. I have him out and start to wank him slowly, rolling my sticky noisy foreskin upward and downward. My fingers have trouble, he is very wet and the squelchy sounds break the eerie silence of the changing room. My imagination pans a hundred scenes, everything that I have memorised and cherished for such occasions. I have to hold him back too, many times to avoid an orgasm that I want to save. Minutes go by and so does the light, as the sun deepens outside. It’s time to move.
I collect my clothes and stuff the greys’ with them into the shoe bag. Out along the corridors I creep still uncertain that around every corner is the emptiness there should be. Then standing at her office door I slowly turn the handle and push inward. It’s her perfume that hits me first and then the faint sterility of alcohol, not much, just enough for the wary to understand what it is. I sit at her desk and imagine her sat here every day in her little mock uniform complete with those desirable purple knicks hidden beneath her trousers.

I start to rummage, opening drawers in a little tease although I damn well know where they will be if they are here. As quickly as I open them I close them, it’s all part of the clandestine game and ritual that my teasing has to travel. Then I’m in that drawer, the one that contains all her sinful secrets, the part bottle of whiskey and the little bag that they are stored in. The bottle is part consumed and I rack my brains to decide where the level was before or whether this is a new bottle. It’s not important or is it; her habit may prove to be an advantage in the weeks ahead! For now I ignore it but must keep an eye on her consumption it could be the key to loosening her lesbian inhibitions.

Then there is the bag from the department store. It has contents I know it has and I lift it from its hidden place. Surely it can’t contain the same as in my last visit; she must have changed them, replaced them or perhaps forgotten to take some worn one’s home. I pray they are still not new, please be on my side for once!

I peer inward and for a moment become confused, I don’t see purple but navy blue. Slowly and teasingly I pull them out. They are not new but second hand and have had their wear. I sniff them and smell washing powder. I look them over and discover a name tag that declares they belong to Jane Wilson whoever she is. Why has my little lesbian friend got them and does she wear them. Has she stolen them, what do they mean I am confused.
They are clean and fresh and have obviously been recently washed. They are of a size too that Elle could easily slip comfortably into; in fact I would say they may possibly be one size larger. I’m sure they are hers or at least hers now and have possibly belonged to a gone but not forgotten schoolgirl lover. Did she have lovers back then; was there even then recognition of where her desires laid? All the same I wanted them; them and the greys would for an hour or so come back to the flat for some indulgent masturbation.

The greys were across my face whilst I lay on my bed with my skirt hoisted and my cock introducing themselves to Miss Jane’s or Miss Elle’s navy blue’s. I imagined them both, a little furtive lesbian scene of perhaps bashful experimentation. Were they like boys of that age, perhaps watching each other masturbate, getting comfortable with each other’s bodies whilst waiting for the all important moment when someone else’s touch suddenly became a desirable realisation?
I’m near to cumming; several times I have to stop, hold him off from a gushing orgasm as I know that the little navy crotch cannot and must not have a spunking. I scrabble around quickly finding a substitute that can accept my release, introducing him to yet another soft gusset in which he can travel and frot. My brain scans my memory banks for scenes where I have witnessed girls touching girls, there is Miss Able with Miss Clumsy and I wonder if I have missed anymore. I try to imagine Elle perhaps here at this school perhaps discovering those moments of thrill when her feelings discover that being close to another girl is part of her world.

After I clean up, washing the purples I have soiled and ensuring any little smears that I have introduced to ‘Elle’s’ navy blues are eradicated. I whizz them back and return to the comfort of my living room where now a cooling evening requires a little heat from the gas fire. I watch television still in my uniform and at the same time try to match name tags with purples from my locker plunder.

The next morning I am relieved, it’s a nice sunny day again and I wonder what the day has in store for me. I make it my business to be around the foyer area again when Elle arrives. I get a smile and a good morning from her and I think we are making progress. I am happy to be friendly with her but in a way she is just like Linda; she is for me just a stop gap until I find someone that I can really be involved with. I also get the impression that to Elle I am perhaps in the school a lone friend, or as near as damn it all she is going to get. It is clear first and foremost that she is seen as the Dragon’s niece and then of course secondly there will be some that know of her sexual tendencies and will want to steer well clear of her.

I pop in and see her again later, fostering our friendship. Whilst I’m there, there is a heavy downpour outside and it can even be heard despite the fact her office has no windows.

‘Damn’, she says ‘listen to that’.

‘Interesting’, is all I can muster as a comment as I know what it means to lunchtime although it may well not affect the netball matches.

‘Can I still come and see you’ she boldly asks and adds, ‘perhaps for a cup of tea’.

I’m quite shocked at her blatant suggestion and am taken aback unexpectedly. I can only answer, ‘of course’.

It’s at that point that I leave, I can sense our awkwardness at the proposal, after all there is no real relationship between us apart from what happens on the wall. Away from her I am elated and my thoughts go into overdrive. Immediately I am adding the sexual connotations to her proposed visit, the fact that she must like me touching and fingering her. I wonder if that is what she wants this lunchtime, or maybe I am completely wrong and she just may want to talk. I am bewildered, confused and wonder just where this is all going and I hope to God she isn’t questioning her sexuality and see’s me as part of her exit plan.

Maybe it’s just the way my warped little mind thinks about things. Maybe, I ask myself it’s because I don’t have a proper relationship myself. I start to confront myself where I am going with her and in the end does she really matter to me albeit I want to fuck her little schoolgirl body. It’s turmoil for me the next few hours as the magic hour approaches, in the end I decide just to see how it will all pan out. I don’t as per my recent routine’s even scoff my lunch before she arrives.

I set two mugs up in my den and settle on it just being a social visit and when the final knock comes I let her in. There is perhaps more of an awkwardness today, we have to make conversation, there is no rush for her to find her box and viewing platform. I let her have the comfortable armchair whilst I take to the old battered easy chair that old Watson reserved for visitors. She sits having her lunch whilst I prepare tea for us both.

‘It’s cosy in here’, she says.

Outside the rain is back again and it beats relentlessly on the windows.

‘I like it’, I replied.

I sit down and have my lunch too. It is somewhat awkward, conversation if there were any to be had, interrupted by the need to eat. Where to look is another aspect and I am drawn to her in the chair and in particular the crotch of her trousers. She must have sat without any thought of comfort for the material was stretched deep into her groin and her legs parted as though that was the only way she gain any relief. Clearly I could see the feminine outlines of a pouting Mons and indeed even with the probable cover of chastising school knickers beneath.

For a brief moment my thoughts wrestle with the idea that at some time or other it was my ambition to have my cock in what I knew to be a sweet and under developed little vagina. She caught me looking and I tried to turn away but it was no use I had been spotted.

‘Seen enough’, she taunted sarcastically.

I could have easily have coloured up and shown embarrassment at that point but in an inkling my brain and mouth had provided an answer.

‘Not nearly enough’, I said with confidence and followed it through with a wink. I had to show her just who was in control.

She looked away, dumfounded that I had a response. I could see her thinking and not knowing how to react and when she did we both knew straight away it was not the reply she really wanted to give.
‘Not today’, she said, ‘there’s nothing happening’.

‘Does there need to be’, I responded, ‘otherwise why are you here if it isn’t for ‘nice fingers’.

She knew why she was here and even without activity outside she knew she wanted to be touched. Without prompting she got up turned around and knelt into the chair, clearly I had an invitation to carry on as normal. I was there behind her, running my fingers over the skiddy rayon of her of her trousered bottom. It was such a perfect shape and I could see how adolescent and attractive it was and indeed how it would be heaven for some aged pervert hiding behind the sanctity of a dog collar and how perhaps one day one of her father’s friends would enjoy such delights. I could feel too the tunnelled lines of her school knickers, purple or perhaps navy I wondered.  I was between her legs feeling the warmth and responsiveness of her little hot box too, it was sure to be warm, wet and responsive and make my fingers sticky and smelly.

Slyly I had him out too, thrusting forward into the open air as I now played with the button that led to a zipper and the creamy body of a little lost schoolgirl. Over her hips I dragged them whilst she pushed herself into the back of the chair. Fucking hell they were navy blue today, something unexpected but at the same time answered a few questions but in an instant prompted one to spout from my mouth.

‘Why do you wear school knickers’, I asked as my fingers danced all over them and found her navy covered furrow.

She gasped at my touch and possibly the bluntness of my enquiry and for the moment pushed herself forward on to my probing digits. There seemed to be an age before she responded and by coincidence it corresponded by me pulling the leg elastic to one side and finding her slippery and almost hairless cunt.

‘It’s a long story’, she grunted, ‘it’s where it started I suppose, you know what I mean’.

I took advantage, today was the day and she was now here with the purpose of pleasure and it didn’t matter that there was nothing going on outside, she wanted fingering. I wanted something too and I slipped my cock under the leg elastic of the roomier navy and pressed him home against the creamy skin of her buttock cheek.

‘You must like them too’, she decided.

I never answered but instead grunted in satisfaction of where he was and what he’d achieved. My foreskin rolled around pressing into the soft skin of her bottom and for a moment I caught the strong whiff of alcohol and realised she must have taken one hell of swig today for her courage.

My fingers worked her as nicely as I had been taught and my thoughts pondered what she must be thinking today with no wall to take her on a trip of fantasy. Maybe it was just the ‘nice fingers’ she had come for or perhaps somewhere deep in her brain she really wanted to know what the ‘other side’ was like. Well it wouldn’t be today, yes I intended to fuck her eventually but it wasn’t going to be a quick shag pushed into the back of an armchair in a hurried lunch hour, no I was saving it for perhaps when we were much more alone in the school holidays. I did sense a little smarting and hesitation at where my cock was but that was just too bad. From now on it wasn’t all going to be one sided, with her taking just what she wanted, I needed pleasure too but this was enough for today.

She was for now undoubtedly enjoying the ‘nice fingers’ as my fingers fucked her tight little cunt. The little slut wriggled and pushed around on them chasing a greedy orgasm and in the order of debt and gratitude I would give it to her. Besides the more she owed and was beholding to me as far as I was concerned the better, payback would be soon. She didn’t seem to mind now that she had a cock in very close proximity to the place she had chosen to be the sanctity of her own sex. Maybe she was having second thoughts, maybe she was confused about what she was or maybe she considered that she might like both, or maybe she was thinking she was on the wrong side to start with. This could be a danger to me as I didn’t want her, reformed lesbian or not!

She was chasing her orgasm again, the one that she was now finding easier to take from her opposite sex. She rode my fingers and I only wished it was my cock, someday soon but for now there was no spunking for me just my sticky pre-cum slip sliding on the creamy baby soft buttock that that was so nicely trapped under her knicker leg.

She didn’t hang around much after that, she got what she came for which was a clear relief to me. She didn’t want kissing or cuddling like Linda which I hoped was answering some of my questions. Yes my frustrations were disappointing but I could sort that later and in a way preferred that at the moment.

I didn’t see her again that afternoon, she had her chaperoning to do and that suited me. I did have a nice session in the mid afternoon break, a quiet little wank into a pair of purples whilst still picking up her sweet innocent fragrance from my fingers. I relived every moment of our lunchtime get together and even dreamed of having my cock inside her virgin cunt in the very chair that we had used. I even fished out some nylon knicks too and had a little fantasy around Linda and what we would get up to tomorrow evening now that I was really looking forward too.

I started my sculling around after tea, after all it would be just over a week now before the term ended for summer and Elle would be dong her chore of cleaning out desks and lockers. Systematically I started as I had suggested to her with the first years form rooms. It was quick and easy, first formers generally obeyed the rules, wore their school knickers almost all of the time and seldom had spare pairs tucked away. They were so clinically clean and the opposite to their counterparts at the other end of the school who were messy and rebellious towards authority and rules and what it stood for. Still I had a little note book with me just in case, a little marker on a page for their classroom if anything might be of interest when the term had ended.
Then I was back in those visitors changing rooms but was hugely disappointed. It wasn’t much for three days activities just one solitary pair from yesterday. For a moment I wondered if Elle may have intervened, got there before me and whisked away any abandon’s for her own pleasure. I couldn’t imagine it, what thrill would a female get rubbing herself against another girls knickers and did any lesbian exist that could get satisfaction from it. Maybe I was wrong; perhaps she could manipulate her clit in the softness that had once hidden another girls cunt!
Then I went to her office and rummaged through her desk drawers once more. She had been at that whisky again at lunchtime and today more than most as I had suspected. Still if it mellowed her mood into an acceptance of having a male organ near her then I was all for it. My fingers trembled there again was the department store bag and lifting it told me it had contents. In my head I prayed that I would be rewarded; please just for once let them be the navy blues from today. My God, I was right; they were there in all their glory, the very pair that I had petted through at lunchtime. That familiar feminine fragrance hit my nose, the same heady aroma that filled my head as she knelt in that chair and left its trace on my fingers for hours after.

I waved them around my face gorging on their sight and smell. I saw them again pulled part way down her hips allowing my fingers in the waistband and downward to her sweet little cunt box. I remembered my frotting moments up the leg, soft skin, a rolling foreskin and a weeping rivulet of pre-cum. It was there, traces of it as I turned them inside out to find the double gusset where she had orgasmed for me, gorging her pubescent little cunt on my ‘nice fingers’.

I wanted them so badly, to masturbate into that crotch and into the residue of my making and add my own seed to our making. But that was the impossibility that I could not afford, to let her know just where my interests lay and have her be one up on me. But I’d take them back, for perhaps an hour of pleasure on my bed enjoying our memories and wanking him into her soft virgin cunt patch.         

