Control of the Corridors Chap 27
I watched the countryside pass by and tried to remember just what this town was like. It had been a place we visited as a child and my memories were vague. It was big but then again things were always big when you were young. I had an idea that it had a department store and of course there would be other shops that would now be displaying their array of school uniform and of course the wonderful knickers that went with them. It would be different there; at least I hoped it would, other colours in the palate of school uniform that I was not used to.

I followed the crowd from the station and the tramp of feet towards I hoped the town centre. The buses seemed to be going that way, full of eager shoppers I thought and more shops began to appear, getting bolder and some with names that I recognised. Then along came a small drapers with a window full of uniforms, I stopped and stared. There was only a small display of knickers with a dominance of navy blue and brown. Immediately I thought of my last trip out and the knicker wonderful display I had watched from the station platform. It got me thinking just what variety of school colours were used in this town!

I had to move on, to stand and stare for too long would only attract the wrong kind of attention, after all why would a young man be interested in looking at a window full of school uniforms. More shops came and it was starting to get busy. That pleased me as I felt I could blend in with the crowds and not be singled out in shops as the lone male. Then I spotted it, a department store that was bound to be big enough to have what I wanted.

There was an irritating influence about me this morning. I had it before, a kind of determination to be in there and to get what I wanted and out again. I was nervous too about lingering around the underwear departments where matronly ladies asked if they could help in any way. I already worked out in my head the sizes I’d need from my little forays of the jumble clothing and recognising that the nightdress and its wonderful knickers would be free and giving.

There were other shoppers about and thankfully occupying the time of the shop assistances. I was pleased but equally I wanted them all to disappear and the shop be empty and even preferably closed and a situation where I could wander around with complete freedom. How wonderful it would be to be in here on a Sunday when the store was closed and be picking and choosing with complete freedom.

I spotted what I was looking for and fortunately it was less obvious here away from the bras and knickers and to me the apparent connection with sex. In my head a nightdress was the perfect gift for a girlfriend that albeit didn’t exist but they didn’t know that. The dusky pink with salacious white frills caught my eye and then I spotted the same in a very nice pink gingham. What was it about gingham that held a fascination? I was drawn to it and it gave me a notion that it was both sexy and had a little innocence at the same time. Maybe it had something to do with the fact that schoolgirls wore gingham summer dresses and I found that tantalisingly sexy when the girl herself was both pretty and temptingly pubescent.

I had it in my hands, the very size I wanted and made my move. Just the payment to take care of then I can be out of here and rid myself of this irritating pressure to go and get. At the payment desk I had to wait and that irritated too as I felt conscious that those around me were wondering what a young man was doing purchasing that particular nightdress. The assistant commented too that it was a nice present and I mumbled an agreement, paid and made for the exit.

A kind of relief overwhelmed me; a relaxed feeling flowed through my body and made me feel weak and helpless. At the bottom of the escalator I felt more confident and carefree that I had completed my mission and had for myself and my pleasurable indulgence a baby doll nightdress of my own! I sat in their café with a pot of tea and became smug with myself, imagining the fun I would have dressing up in it. I already had under the table cloth an erection that I knew would tent nicely in the pink filmy gingham knickers that came with it. My hand secretly fondled them in the bag, letting my fingers slip and slide over flimsy inviting surface. Visions of last night came flooding back of that sweet little knickered cunt smothering my face. In my pants he started to leak.

I felt bold too, I was here in this town and on a mission and school knickers would be next! Indeed I would I hoped be back to this very store later to make my assault on their school uniform department. But first there was a pull to explore the town to the full and exploit all the other possibilities; I would leave no stone unturned in my efforts to collect treasure.

I was everywhere and discovered by staring into the appropriate shop windows that as well as the usual navy blue, both brown and grey were on offer in this town. My thoughts went back to my last trip again and the wonderful display that took place on the station whilst on the way back. I could picture her now, the little lady that changed my attitude toward the colour brown; I had to have some and was determined not to go home without at least a pair.

I stumbled on a jumble sale that was in full swing, down a side street and in a church hall. There were still people rooting and I was determined to be one of them. In I dived without any compulsion or fear and soon was finding rewards. There was both grey and brown and I was torn by the direction to take. The greys seemed to be in junior sizes, whilst the browns were most definitely senior school. It was an opportunity and the memory of the station scene immediately made up my mind.

I was greedy beyond belief I found five delicious pairs of brown and gathered the appropriate P.E. kit to go with it. Regardless of the looks I got, I paid for it and stuffed them all into my duffel bag and made off like I had committed a robbery. Outside I trembled at my daring raid but inwardly I was so pleased that I had achieved what I wanted. I sat on a bench and mentally planned my next move.

Oxfam was the next target where I found just a couple of pairs of navy blues. They were mine as soon as I saw them, quickly and deliberately making my purchase and running. There were other shop windows and I stood and stared at their thoughtful displays but going in was too obvious, they were too small and with few and solitary assistants. It was back to that department store at the end of the afternoon that I found myself and deliberately attacked their rack of school knickers finding some greys that were my size.

I was pleased with myself and on the train on the way home I fumbled with each and every pair in the cosiness of my empty compartment. But it was the nightdress and its knickers that was really enticing me, it was such a reminder of the last evening and one now that I needed to cherish forever, now that Linda had disappeared from my life. Also I knew without even having them on that those knickers would be exceptionally sexy and sensual and I was dying to get behind my door and indulge. Even the walk home from the station seemed painfully slow and stopping for food for tea didn’t help but it was all part of the teasing game and I knew I was in for a nice little session of masturbating. 

Finally I was there, in my area, sitting trying not to scoff my food and pay for the consequences of indigestion. It was then that I realised that I had not ventured out and into the corridors yet this weekend. It seemed a missed opportunity, one last weekend before term ended and I was faced with six weeks of empty pegs and lockers, no lost property and treasure hunting. I needed to take the opportunity whilst it still existed and get out there and visit all of my haunts.

The brown P.E. kit caught my attention and I fumbled with it all on the bed. It was all second hand, worn by unknown faces that I desperately imagined to be pretty and nubile. There were contradictions too as I found that almost all of it would indeed fit me and I was pleased but then aware that the owners would not have been petite, tiny and pubescent. But I couldn’t have it all ways, it was moments like this that I was grateful to slip into their clothing.

Naked I stood in front of my mirror and watched him get excited as I picked through the brown and made choices. Quite why I had such aberration for the colour I couldn’t quite fathom at this moment or placed it out of reach in my mind. There was something crudely sexy about brown against the skin as the little girl on the slide reminded me. They slid so sensuously up and over my calves, stretching and enclosing me, gripping me and pouching themselves against my balls and rigid cock.

The yellow games blouse that came with it contrasted so delicately, deliciously falling on the waistband of the knickers and portraying a sort of bubble bottom that I hoped looked like theirs. The cuffed legs tram lined around the contours of my thighs and on my hip and told lies about the sex of their owner. They disappeared and encompassed my balls and then showed the rude awakening of an erection. I loved too the fawn colour of the knee socks that with the brown sent out messages of comforting coffee and cream. With the skirt and cardigan I was complete and ventured out.
It felt alien being out here in a brown uniform, like I was an intruder to the school. But I had my routines and knew where I was going I would be doing this for almost the last time until a new term started, checking the lost property that Dragon had collected and scurrying around lockers just to see what treasures had been left for me. There was Elle’s office to check as well, the only school girl in residence during the holidays and one that I planned to have some fun with.

In the lost property cupboard there was a solitary shoe bag that held a nice prize and I was soon stood at the wall trying to find her in the faces that stared out from the photographs. My cock was delicately teased in her purple gusset whilst I scanned the rows looking to find her. Louise, a third former who was rather pretty and looked for all the world to be blossoming into a fine young lady. I wondered where she was now and did she realise that a pervert was wanking into the sweet little crotch of her school knickers. She would be one to keep an eye on next term.

Elle had left me nothing, her drawer empty apart from a half empty bottle of whisky. Clearly her knickers had been taken home for washing. How did she do that I wondered, did her mother know she still wore school knickers, she must do, perhaps it was all part of the restrictive regime that I imagined the Vicar’s daughter to live under. I wondered too, what would next week bring with less activity on the wall, would she still visit in the lunch hour for her ‘nice fingers’.

I was still wanking in Louise’s’ knickers, they followed me around the school. I masturbated into the sweet little cunt patch where ever I could, sat at desks recording possible targets before Elle cleared them and even on the landing as I searched an empty Christine’s locker. I wondered if she would be so sporting next year or would her CSE’s and GSE’s occupy her time and would those sweet knickers be lost to me forever? Perhaps Louise’s sweet little gusset would take its place.

I was still masturbating in them when I went to the visitor’s changing room and lay on the bench listening to the dripping showers and wondering again what sights this room had witnessed during the week. I lay there for an age teasing and taking him to the edge, many times holding back as the sweet girl’s gusset overwhelmed my foreskin. Finally I could take no more, a fantasy floated in and around my head and had me spunking and gushing into the lovely soft cotton.

My orgasm sort of put paid to the evening. I had planned to be indulging in the baby doll nightdress and those filmy flimsy nylon matching knicks but it was now not to be. Later I did put them on and went to sleep in them. The next morning I woke gradually and became aware if my sexy nightwear. Sensuously I realised how feminine it felt and began to roll around the bed letting it hold and touch me. Apart from a growing erection my head was telling me that I was female and that these glorious feelings were what they felt and that it was normal for them to feel so sexual.

I pulled back the bed clothes and watched him tent in the loose and springy gingham knickers. I ran a finger over the nylon and watched him twitch. Then I had him out and rolled back my foreskin before shoving him into the clinging filmy nylon again. I sighed deeply as the new and strange material captured and held him delightfully. A movement of my lower torso had the slippery nylon rolling around my glans and I began to hump into them. A little bead of pre-cum christened them nicely and my fingers began to tickle and tease him.

Memories of Friday evening came flooding back of my smothering by Linda. I imagined the sweet smell of her excited cunt too, something that for real I would probably never whiff again. There was a bit of sadness but then I knew from the beginning it wouldn’t last forever and neither had I wanted it to but it was an experience and an education and I would not have swapped it for the world.

My thoughts turned to seeking her out, a girlfriend of my own, unattached without complications and definitely not a lesbian. I had visions of how she would be, small and petite, a woman perhaps trapped in an adolescent’s body. To an extent that is what Elle was but I wanted someone who was straight and good looking with no impediments of breeding that her incestuous church connections had instigated. She must be out there somewhere and I had to find her.

There was a film of pre-cum now slipping juicily between the weave of nylon and my bulbous exposure. I wanked him into it and heard the slurpy stickiness bond between the fine fabric and my rolling foreskin. Sensuously this was something new, there was a subtle roughness to the manmade fabric, not like the soft and accommodating gusset of school knickers, it was teasingly bringing me to an orgasm. A hundred moments with Linda flashed by and I relived them all whilst I came into the now clingy nylon.

Later I cleaned up the flat, did my tidying and put away my collection before making my way home for Sunday lunch.

As usual my Aunty was holding court in the dining room, sharing gossip between my mother and father as the Sunday lunch was prepared and the Sunday papers mulled over. It wasn’t long after I got there and was ensconced around the table that the conversation turned to the lesbian. Why my aunty thought I was going to share any tittle-tattle I don’t know but all the same I feigned ignorance by telling her I had little to do with her. It didn’t stop her adding what she knew and that intrigued me but I didn’t show it. Apparently the young lady was experiencing pressure yet again to conform to normality and accept and introduction to one of her father’s younger contemporaries. In my head I found it all very interesting but wasn’t going to tell her that or add that it might explain her drinking.

My mother asked if I could keep an eye on the house in the next few weeks whilst they were away on holiday adding that I could come and stay if I wanted. I said I would and would see whether I would just pop in for a few hours or perhaps stay. The conversation also got round to the new neighbours next door and how they had moved from another part of the country. Again my aunty took great delight with informing me that the younger daughter would be joining my school in September.
I sat there listening to her and smiled to myself that if she only knew the few snippets of gossip that I knew. I wondered what she would think about Elle’s secret compulsion to wear school knickers and her odd habit of dressing similar to a schoolgirl and indeed what would she make of her drinking and the need to have some near her. Of course she couldn’t know and wouldn’t know, certainly not from me and too an extent I was too much involved!

By Mid afternoon I was back in my flat, my thoughts very much focused around the coming school holidays and the intricate little plans I had for our lesbian. There would be no wall for her to watch but by now we both knew that she liked the ‘nice fingers’ and I knew that there could be fun and games to be had. Besides, I had to focus on her now for my pleasure now that Linda had deserted me and the school itself would be somewhat void of any little distractions.
I was out around the classrooms again, working my way up the forms just as I had proposed to Elle. Of course there was no sure way that I could guarantee not to miss something that might be left there during the coming week but it was a chance I had to take and by now I was getting to recognise the signs of those who didn’t care to look after their things.

I had a nose around the Library lockers too and to my surprise I did find a single solitary pair of purples. I masturbated with them there in the silence of the passageway and enjoyed my imagination of wondering just who they belonged too and what she must look like! I had to stop myself spilling spunk into them as this afternoon I didn’t want to be washing and drying and then the laborious task of having to fetch them back. Besides, why were they here after all that had happened, I had to be sure it wasn’t a little trap.
I spent the evening indulging again with the baby doll nightdress and its delightful little pair of matching knickers. I loved the way the filmy material both floated across and clung to my body. The way that in sensitised my nipples and the knicker elastic held me but at the same time allowed my erection to more or less roam free in a semi transparent enclosure. The way that the fine nylon cupped my balls cradling them but at the same time skidded over the seed covered pouches.

I spent a great deal of time thinking about Linda too and the number of occasions where we had met up. There weren’t many but she had taught me a lot about just what a woman wanted. I lived out every little scene that was impressed into my memory whilst my hand delved into my knicker waistband and insured my foreskin made delicious contact with the filmy nylon. I memorised some of her words and played them back in my head, hints of how to touch her and what she liked. They were there now set in concrete and ready to use on Elle and indeed I had already started.

I knew with Elle things would not be so easy, sex wasn’t for her going to be a mutual affair; I was for a start altogether the wrong sex. I set scenes in my head where perhaps I could manipulate that, it had to involve most definitely not having sex directly facing her, she had to blot me out, that this was a male tuning into her body and so my imagination fixed on having her from behind. I guessed too that on her part a little alcohol would be needed, to ease her brain into a concentration that it mattered not whose fingers were bringing her off. Little did she know I had every intention that in the end her cunt would have my cock.

Sperm rushed into the baby doll knickers again, filling and bubbling into their intricate little weave, yet another week was over.
