Control of the Corridors Chap 28
The last week of term was upon us. The faces entering school that Monday morning were different. They were a contrast of emotion and I could see it even though there were still five days left. I saw both sadness and joy from both the teaching staff and the pupils that I came across. For a start it wasn’t an ordinary week and teaching was on a definite rundown. Projects had to be finished and work completed and it seemed to me that there were for everyone more free periods as subjects like P.E. were ignored completely. Music was another where there was a concentration on the preparation for the last assembly and prize giving.

There was a sense of excitement too as I guessed everyone was looking forward to the six weeks holiday, the nice long break before they came back in September. There was too an atmosphere of apprehension, some were stepping forward into the big wide world of perhaps work or even more education. It showed particularly with the forth formers whose world was about to be turned upside down. Many would leave and friendships would be broken to enter the adult world of work, whilst others opted to stop and try for qualifications for they hoped a better future.
There were the others too who would be stepping up a year and from now on considered themselves already another year older. The old first formers would become the second year and no longer be counted as the baby’s. As with everyone it improved their status, they all felt a little more grown up and ever nearer entering adulthood.

It was for me to a weird kind of week, there were jobs to be completed and an ever growing list that would need seeing to before the start of the September term. The mood and routine had definitely changed and remarkably it seemed to be reflected in the performances on the wall. Yes they, the regulars, all still gathered but there was no enthusiasm for displaying their dexterity, instead they sat around and talked and perhaps next term they would be replaced by others altogether. 

Elle was the most disappointed coming in and expecting to be entertained by the girls. But I would have thought that she should have known, an ex pupil from this school should know the routines and rituals that it goes through. She did stand and stare and I did manage to step in behind her and have those trousers undone and my fingers swooning around her soft purple gusset. But that was about it, the view outside wasn’t very revealing, the odd glimpse up the tunnel of a summer dress almost just told her what she knew already, they were wearing their purple school knickers.
It went on like this for most of the week and I wondered why for a moment there wasn’t a repeat of our last week’s episode where the wall was not even needed. It got promising once or twice where I guess her mind had wandered off and was very probably thinking about my ‘nice fingers’ and I actually got to slip inside them and finger that small and wet cunt. I just had to hope that come next week when we were all alone that that God willing with her alcohol intake there would be more because the way I was feeling at the moment I needed it.

It was strange for me too, even the evenings felt different. I still wandered the corridors dressing in perhaps a school P.E. kit or uniform or venturing out in a mixture or the imagined uniform of another school. I was around those classrooms and lockers, marking up in my little book the potential of what might be left and abandoned during the holidays. The lockers were favourites, away from the control of the classroom the teachers were never amongst them like they were with desks. Already I could see that some of the leavers would be abandoning books and bits and pieces as they wouldn’t want to carry home what they would never use again and I hoped this would extend to the odd pair of school knickers.

It was all less fruitful though and I found myself out there at times almost in a wilderness to earlier in the term. I found myself coming back early and now concentrating on memories and in particular Linda. I was fantasizing about her, being her lover and playing her games every night. It was such a shame that it was at the end she discovered my liking for the garments that sat between her legs, we could have had such fun! I was envious now and especially as I knew her sailor was into knickers as well and I wondered and fantasized just how she would indulge him.
Towards the end of the week I had almost discarded any play with school knickers. I’d even been back into the Jumble Boxes to see if there was anything I had missed or something that I could feminise myself with and take me on a fantasy trip of new beginnings. Every night I was into a world of more adult persuasion, finding stockings and suspenders in the jumble and indulging in little dressing up games in front of my mirror. Silky and feminine were the order of the day, lifting a little mini skirt to show off frills and slippery tactile nylon that would have my cock oozing pre-cum into slidy surfaces.
My thoughts turned to now finding myself a girlfriend, not a Linda or an Elle but one where I could have a proper relationship. I vowed I would be out there meeting my friends again and spend less time indulging in fantasy and the crotches of school knickers. But first I would pursue the lesbian because she was a challenge and she did dress and sometimes look like a schoolgirl and I did so want her pubescent body.

I did have fantasies about her and how the coming weeks may pan out. I would indulge her with the ‘nice fingers’ and tease her into a temptation that would lead to her letting me have my way with her. It would need her alcohol that I was sure, something she already needed without me but I was determined to take advantage of its affects. Or was she pursuing me I thought, was her drinking habit helping her cross a barrier and enter a land she wanted to explore? Maybe she had to explore the ‘other side’, maybe there was pressure for her to be married off to some lecherous man of the cloth and she was using me as an experiment.
Friday morning had arrived and the whole school felt like it was in shut down mode. The time seemed to rush by and the corridors were full of busy pupils regardless of the timetable. Elle did arrive at lunchtime, I made her a mug of tea and we sat awkwardly eating our sandwiches. I wondered why she was there, there was no activity on the wall and wouldn’t be now for some time.

I stared at the trousered crotch again and I sensed that she was purposely opening and closing her legs and inviting interest in the little puckers of material that rippled across her hidden mound. I reached across and touched her knee. Nothing was said but her legs parted and she turned her head so that she was not looking at who the perpetrator was. She wanted the contact there was no doubt and so I knelt onto the old mat between us. Her head was turned and she could barely look but she was waiting for the touch.
My fingers climbed the rayon of her trousers, feeling the warmth of her legs and the shudder of excitement. In my own trousers he was instantly erect and wanted to be out and exposed but that wasn’t going to happen. This was to an extent progress, she was facing me apart from her head turned away and I wasn’t going to frighten her off.

The crotch of her trousers was warm and she sighed deeply as my fingers brushed through the hidden valley below. She shuffled her hips and slithered forward letting her pubic mound rise to give me access. My thumb pressed home and delved into the fold of rayon knowing that below school knickers were now damp and that a little cunt was dying to be touched.

I was at the button and the front zipper, listening to it razzing on its way downward. Navy blue filled my vision, ‘Jane’s’ knickers were being worn again and I was soon looking at a damper shade of cotton. She shuffled and helped but still faced away from me, allowing those trousers to slip from her hips. On my knees I stared at the pouting pubescence that was before me. I could smell her excitement, I could smell a waft of alcohol, which most probably was what gave her the courage to be here.

My fingertips brushed through the soft bauble of cotton that covered her tummy and then downward where dampness dragged them teasingly slow and had her gasping at my touch. They swooned and twirled, tracing her enticing Mons and taunting the little moist valley that lay there. I was transfixed, I moved in closer and I wondered if she could feel my breath breezing her skin. The fragrance of wet cunt filled the air around me, spurring me on and I knew there and then in the coming weeks I would fuck her.

My slutty little lesbian wriggled and shuffled offering and thrusting more of her school knickered crotch towards me. I couldn’t help myself, I was intoxicated by its whiffy availability and regardless of reaction I bent forward and planted a kiss right in the centre of dampness. Immediately she gasped again shuffling and salaciously offering herself forward for my attentions, now I knew she was mine for the taking.

I snogged it, pulling navy blue between my lips, tasting her unique blend of male untouched nectar. I wondered for a minute second just how many females had been here, lips tenderly gorging on her sweet pubescent little mound. My nose pushed and delved, dampness cooling my skin immediately as I traced the merest hint of her nearly bare cunt lips through the now sodden cotton. Then that fucking bell went.

She waddled to the door and waited to be let out and began rearranging her clothing. Quickly I was behind her holding her hands away from completing her task. My hand was swiftly in the waist band of her school knicks and between her legs, slipping sliding in the folds of her delicious cunt. Momentarily she let me, let me have just one finger slip into her and then she wriggled away. I helped her, tucking in her blouse and smoothing my hand over her now trousered bottom.

‘Next week’ I whispered

‘Yes’ she mumbled and then was gone.

I locked myself in and was quickly in the locker and at my hidden stash. I found them, navy blue and just like hers. I flopped in her armchair and had him out and wanked into the so soft gusset until I spunked. I flopped there for an age, my thoughts wildly chasing down little scenes of me fucking her in the holidays, in here and around the school, I had plans. I heard the first hymn being sung in the final assembly and knew I had to move.
I never saw the going of her or indeed many others but I knew she would be there on Tuesday morning and we would have the school to ourselves. The lock finally turned and I was on my own. There was some sadness, for six weeks it wouldn’t be the same, evenings would be a little empty with no treasure hung on pegs or hidden in desks and lockers. Linda was gone now and perhaps forever and there was only Elle left, I just had to find something else to occupy my time, it had to be a proper girlfriend.
I was in her office and into her drawers. They were there, she’d left them, navy blue and smelling beautifully of lunchtime, I smothered my face in them. There was a nearly consumed bottle of whisky too with another to replace it; she was planning her next week! I snatched them, they were my consolation for the weekend, they’d sit on my face, help me dream of having my cock in her little virgin cunt, I’d wank in them but keep them clean and fantasize about the weeks ahead.
I was around and about too, just seeing what the Dragon had recovered in the way of lost property. There was none as far as I could tell, the box looking just like I had put it away on Monday, it seemed that all the girls had taken notice of their instructions to take everything home. Well hopefully that wouldn’t be the case with desks and lockers too and I started to have a little patrol of those areas too.

I went to the lockers by the library and came across a little display of retaliation against the confiscation of the hoard that they had intended to protest with. There pinned across the front of the lockers was a piece of impromptu art work and obviously not part of the curriculum. On stolen art paper they made their point, ‘knickers to knickers’, it said in little purple effigies of the real thing. It looked to me as if they had been busy desecrating the real thing by cutting little knickers shapes out to form the letters and sticking them on.

I stood and stared at it for a few moments and wondered if at all it had been spotted by the teaching staff. This little corner was definitely not on the Dragons route for lost property and I suspected that the rest of the staff had been more interested in a quick getaway when assembly had finished. Part of me was annoyed at such destruction of valuable treasure to me and then I was also in admiration of their ingenuity. What should I do with it I thought, I didn’t want to bring it to the attention of the teaching staff as it might lead to their original plan and my infiltration of it, it had to be destroyed or perhaps come back to my flat as a keepsake.

In the lockers beside it was the remnants of their expeditious cutting, the hoops of waistband and cuffed leg that they had not needed, a complete and cut out double gusset and how nice of them two untouched pairs for me. I still admired their work whilst in turn I stood back and masturbated into each gusset, christening them for the first time with my now weeping pre-cum. I even managed to adorn my head in the navy blues that Elle had left me, looking through the cuffed legs and sniffing the crotch that been so deliciously consuming during lunch break.
Still taking my breath through Elle’s knickers I searched the rest of the lockers for perhaps more hidden treasure. There was none, except the discarded labels that had identified each owner to their knickers. I picked them up and pocketed them in the hope the two remaining pairs could be identified and that I might be able to find a face to fit them. I gathered the remains of their desecration and their art work and wandered back to the flat still sucking in the sweet perfume of my lunchtime making.

I binned the cuffed legs and waistbands but for some reason kept the complete double gusset. I sat in my armchair viewing it through Elle’s leg holes. It fascinated me, seeing it here naked and exposed for what it was, viciously dissected from what I considered a form of beauty which obviously the perpetrators thought otherwise. I began to examine it in minute detail, perhaps like I’d never done before.

I imagined the protection that it afforded to its owner, perhaps warming when it was needed but on the other hand stiflingly hot when we had a nice summer. I had visions of its owner sat uncomfortably in a scorching classroom feeling the beads of sweat trickle down small of her back to be caught by its stifling double thickness and perhaps it made her uncomfortably sticky around her sweet little cunt.

Then I began to think of the reasons it was made that way and the modesty it gave. How at games it hid the contours of emerging femininity, smoothed everything out and perhaps made young boys and dirty old men wonder what pleasure was hidden underneath. I pulled at its double thickness separating the two soft and sensuous materials apart and letting air un-trap them. Somebody had been too bold with those scissors the stitching at the gusset came apart and gave me an entrance exactly where it was needed.

I was into them, masturbating into a pocket of fine and plush weave. My foreskin sought out its confines and clung deliciously to its sides, whilst my head raided its memory banks. It was lunch time again and I was between her legs pushing my face into the same sweet navy gusset that was now across my nose. Even now as then I was nibbling at the double cotton and with every lovely wank up and down I was with her again snogging at her crotch.

I wondered now how she must have felt, was it new to her to have a male of the species seeking out her cunt and giving her pleasure. Did she like it or was there a preference for one of her fair kind who would know just how it needed teasing. Did she enjoy my ministering, did she want more, my lips seeking hers and my tongue slipping and lapping the nectar of her sweet pubescent cunt. Were there desires I wondered to feel the muscle of cock instead of the subtle softness of feminine fingers.

I was spunking now, between those layers, gushing and letting him have his way whilst my head retraced the lunch hour and beyond. I would soon find out I promised myself as the spasms of my orgasm ebbed away, I would have her yet.

On Saturday morning I was snooping again, along those corridors and found myself sat in her office again. Quite why I was here I wasn’t sure, her knickers were in my flat and would stay there until the last minute they had to be back. I looked at the consumption of her whiskey, measuring with my fingers against the label and wondered if all of it would be downed for her first day here with me. It bewildered me that she needed it but still if it meant that my cock could enter her or I could tongue that sweet little pussy then so be it.

I rummaged about her desk, looking at her work and so feminine hand writing and some of her doodles around and about. She loved to doodle; I’d witnessed that before, perhaps an addiction of her youth scribbling on pencil cases and rulers. Then I found it, a little memo book, separate and in the back of her drawer. Straight away I had an instinct that it was personal and that I wanted to be nosey.
There were dates and comments, both were familiar and set off a thought pattern about our lunchtime activity, they coincided. I read through them and they started to tell me the story of our meetings and the thoughts she’d had about them. Comments about ‘nice fingers’ started it all off and as the liaisons and activity increased then so did the commentary. A comparison was made between the touch of Jane and myself, ‘nearly as good as Jane’, she wrote. ‘I like it’, was another and ‘it’s better than nothing’, was added. Then came comments that had me excited and in my trousers he began to stir, ‘do I or don’t I’, ‘what would it be like to have one inside, better than fingers’, she queried.

My mind drifted to a scene of fantasy, somewhere in this building and next week I would fuck her, have my cock in that sweet and wet cunt. Imaginary scenes set my heart racing and I just had to have him out, it was such a shame I hadn’t brought with me her navy knicks, although with what was written here I was sure to be wanking into them and spunking that little gusset to oblivion.

I continued to read down the page and captured her written indecision, ‘shall I shan’t I, she questioned, ‘do I really want to try the other side’, she asked herself. ‘What will it be like’, she pondered, and then I caught her words, ‘it can’t do any harm, we can’t make a bump’. I had to grapple with those words, for a moment their meaning eluded me, my male stupidity just couldn’t get it and then I realised she was talking about babies! What did she mean, she couldn’t have them? I was masturbating now, thinking of the moist pubescent pussy with my cock slowly fucking her, fucking her I hoped with an increased feeling, a feeling without a jonnie! 

I had to stop wanking, although I really wanted to let him have it there and then as I imagined us next week, I had to re-read her words and the encouragement it gave me. Elle it seemed was warming towards a proper sexual encounter. My head was in a turmoil, for a moment I even wanted us to be into next week and the first day that we would be alone in this big building together. How did we get from where we were now, with me more or less secondary to her desires and just providing nice petting and fingering to a situation where my cock would mutually serving her sweet little cunt.
I wandered back along the empty corridors still pondering but equally then seeing us both somewhere in here having sex. I’d already told myself it wasn’t going to happen in my flat, not in a million years would she come into my personal domain and be hovering so close to my secrets and treasure. It had to be out here amongst the atmosphere of the school where I’m sure she had had some sexual encounters in the past. It suited me too, the thought of plucking up my pubescent lesbian and giving her some real cock.

Back in my flat I busied myself with chores, tiding up and putting things away. Then the collection that I had robbed from the schemers, were neatly packed into another small suitcase I had acquired along with the artwork that in the end compensated their frustration. There were still some name tags to try and find knickers for but that would come later along with trying to locate a photo containing at least some of the donators.
In the afternoon I was back onto the corridors with a mission, I had to do the rounds of the desks, lockers and other hiding places before Elle started her task next week. My thoughts turned to whether I should leave any snippets of treasure for her just to see how she would react and if she would whisk them away for her own pleasure. I started my search, systematically investigating all the classrooms and floors regardless of forms and years. I wondered too what use Elle could put to a pair of knickers, after all she had no cock to bury itself in soft gusset and visualise the little cunt that had sat there. Could it be the same for her, did she get sensations from the knicker crotch of another girl?

My exploration went quickly, I was through the school like a whirlwind. I knew how to look and where to look, how the girls secreted stuff away and I wondered if Elle was such an expert. There was disappointment, in all my searching I only found one pair, forlorn and nearly falling apart, they had been where I found them long before the girls had deserted the school on Friday. But I left them there, a test to see if they would end up in the lost or she would have them!

It felt desolate in here now as though there had been a huge catastrophe and the place had been abandoned forever. It darkened my mood and I ended up back in the flat ignoring my passion for school girl things and wandered around in the nightdress and knickers and having little masturbation fantasies about Linda.
