Control of the Corridors Chap 29
I awoke refreshed on Sunday morning, my mood a little lighter at the thought that I was at least one day nearer the adventures I was expecting for next week. I went to my mother and fathers again for Sunday lunch, a ritual of good home cooked food and intrigue as I listened to my aunt’s gossip.

She was there at her usual station, sat on a dining chair that conveniently let her have an audience between my mother in the kitchen and my father and myself in the dining room. There had no doubt been chitchat before my arrival but my presence seemed provoke her onslaught of ridicule into the local vicar’s daughter. Of course as usual I said nothing, just listening and giving her the impression that I was astounded as my mother and father as the snippets flew into the air and she waited for her looks of appreciation.

‘She’s in the bad books again’, came her comment, ‘not that you’d expect sympathy from that family, rather the opposite’. ‘The poor girl has flattened her father’s expectations again in marrying her off and now her body has let her down by being infertile’, she said with a certain smugness. ‘Well that’s it isn’t, she’s no use to nobody, not a wife’s nor a mother’s instinct in her body, she’d just as well be a lesbian’, she said with disdain.

I sat there expressionless, again showing no surprise or emotion on my face whatsoever. But, deep in my head it confirmed what I had read from her little diary yesterday. Thoughts, luscious thoughts started to circulate my brain and bloodstream, my cock could have her without a condom and how would that feel? I fought them off as ‘He’ started to stir in my pants and I didn’t want to be sat here day dreaming about fucking her next week. I’d save it for later, for back at school, a re-read of her notes and a super fantasy about having that pubescent little cunt.

Mother gave me the dates they would be away, starting next weekend and asked again if I would call in and maybe stay over and keep an eye on things. I said I would but in my head Tuesdays and Thursdays would be out as I hoped to be seeing too the little infertile schoolgirl on those days. Later on the way home it filled my head again, my thoughts this time picturing us both somewhere in that school, me the hunter of the corridors and her, my prey, sat in some classroom waiting and it seemed now hoping to try her first cock.

Well she could have it as far as I was concerned, lesbian or not underneath her parody of a uniform lay the body that had eluded my under spent youth. It was now for me a fixation that occupied my thoughts a lot, a chance to catch up and relive a past that in my case had never happened, the fumbling, petting and furtive explorations of sex that my friends had claimed they had. The chance I hoped to do it with a young woman who not only looked and dressed like a schoolgirl but also in terms of experience would need educating in the rudiments of intercourse.

Back at school I transformed myself into the imaginary schoolgirl, my head juggling with playing two parts, her and me every time I passed a mirror. It had to be the school’s colours and the P.E kit at that as I had a deep fantasy about finding her dressed in it sometime during the school holidays. I had her navy blues too, over my head and affording me vision through the leg holes and the soft and sensuous double gusset feeding me with the intoxicating whiff of her excited cunt. I skulked along the corridors, a pair of purples in my hand and stopped and masturbated in them as I thought about the games we would play next week.

It was all a tease and I made sure ‘he’ was taunted at every opportunity. I loitered in the recesses, the dark little corners and the pegs in the cloakroom visualising her walking dressed the same with I hoped an eager pussy just waiting for its first fuck. I had to stop myself cumming as I breathed through her scented knicks and my legs wobbled and my balls tingled. I loved it out here and for the moment my head was thinking the school had returned to its normality.

I sat in her office, the windowless box and re-read her notes again and again; stopping to wank and reassure myself that it was all true. Those words kept jumping off the page and feeding fantasies that had me holding him back several times. I sat and pondered scenes that were at the moment only a figment of my imagination but still they went around and around in my head almost creating a reality. Her office had the faint whiff of her perfume too, the clean and subtle scent that I always got when I stepped in behind her and then of course I was reliving our lunchtime forays of watching and petting.
I day dreamed for an age recalling her standing on the box, trousers over hips and the delightful hue of purple moulding itself to an adult in an adolescents body. Her navy knicks over my head sourced and gave me the fragrance of her excited cunt as I played in the perfect softness of a purple gusset. Oh why couldn’t it be Tuesday now, the first day of us being alone in the vastness of this building?
I had visions of me pursuing her, trying to find her in a maze of corridors and classrooms, like an adults game of hide and seek but where both new the winning strategy was to find one another. I wondered too, just where I would find her, whether she’d play a game whilst her head played with the decision to relent to her first fuck. I tortured myself with thoughts that I would get nothing and be left frustrated and in the evening seek the solace of masturbation. 

Then came those thoughts of being on the winning side, her alcohol washing away inhibitions of her sexual inclinations along with the knowledge that having a cock inside her would not know bring and bear a pregnancy. Did she think that way? It was the way I was thinking; she was even more attractive now, free from the worries of a ‘dreadful mistake’.

He had his way, the fantasies in my head and the thought of a sensuous condom-less fuck had shrills of an immense orgasm whistling around my balls. The purples caught it all, my spunk infiltrating the wonderfully soft gusset, pumping and pumping as I thought of my first orgasm inside Elle. I let it all ebb away relaxing with huge sighs still sitting at her desk and longing for Tuesday morning.

Then a mild panic took over, not have unknowingly spilled my seed anywhere in here. I cleaned myself up and held his limpness in the soaked crotch whilst I looked around for evidence that I had wanked and cum in here. One handed I fumbled to put things back where I had found them and was out and back along the corridors. I stumbled into the girls toilets to clean myself up and allow my limp cock to be cleansed of his spermy predicament and wash the knickers through as best I could. It felt eerie stood there in the silent emptiness when normally this would be a hive of activity during term time. I peered around me and felt a strange presence that I should not be here and quickly moved on.

I slumped in the armchair in the flat exhausted and fell asleep. I had a dream; she was here, here in my flat, a place that I vowed she would never enter. I was fixed in the armchair, my muscles impossible to move as I watched her wander from room to room. Fear had me trembling, she’d find them, scattered around the bedroom, hanging and drying in the kitchen, knickers, school knickers of all sizes and colours, her navy knickers that I had borrowed from her drawer. I could hear her chuckling at finding my secret and I watched her come back and stare at me in the chair. She knew now and I could do nothing about it, I felt weak and helpless, she was now in control.

I awoke with a start and looked around for her. I realised I was still in my P.E. kit, my little skirt ridden upward to reveal my pouched manhood in purple school knicks. Where was she, I was confused and for a moment I did not move for fear that she would hear me and come and find me to mock and deride! Then I realised it had all been a nightmare and I lifted myself upward to confirm that I was alone. I glanced at myself as I passed the mirror and was pleased at what I saw, pleased too that she had never been here.

In the bedroom I flopped on the bed and let my skirt abandon modesty and watched him twitch again in his comfortable confines of purple. I began to daydream now, fantasize about her knowing just what I was. What would she do and how would she take it, after all her own view of sex was not so normal! I saw us both together out there in the school both dressed in P.E kit and wandering the corridors. I could see her ahead of me turning corners, leading the way, the cute little skirt swaying with her boyish hips and pert little bottom.

She was always several steps ahead and I could never quite reach her, those ungainly ankles covered by scrunched down socks just striding away from contact. I followed her into the changing rooms, catching her in a dead end that could only lead some touching and petting. Strange again, even daydreaming we didn’t kiss, hug or embrace. My hands were up her skirt, lifting it revealing the subtlety of pubescent perfection, the body of 14 in a twenty year old. My fingers caressed purple, followed lines of cotton, the double panel that covered her bottom so nicely and snugly. The cuffed legs like little train tracks that led downward to an embankment of softness and where it got warm and damp.

There was shock too, her first touch on me, mimicking my caresses to perfection on my own school knickers and then she found it for the very first time. He shuddered as those small and dainty fingers scrolled over him tracing a shape that she did not know. Filling her head I suspected with uncertainty and yet at the same time a willingness to pursue. 

I breathed deeply at the thought of that touch, I so wanted it but not perhaps in my daydream of being dressed just like her. She couldn’t know, I didn’t want her to ever know, did I? No she mustn’t I argued in my head, I had to have control, control of her and the corridors.

But still where was the harm in daydreaming, my hand now working my foreskin backward and forward in the cooling afternoon. He was still sticky from his earlier spunking, slapping and smacking the air with squelchy little sounds of enjoyment. Yes I wanted her to touch me, learn the finer points of wanking the male organ like I had learnt the subtle manipulations of a vagina. Secretly I’d love her to do me dressed in my school knickers, watching her pull them downward to reveal and touch her very first cock. Yes I love her to toss me off in the very gussets that my accomplished fingers had made so damp but only in my imagination.
Back in that imaginary changing room we stood against the cool brick wall and petted like two furtive teenagers. I would like it that way, a chance to act out a youth that I’d hardly got and for her I shouldn’t wonder and certainly not with a penis in her hand. We sighed deeply as each of us awkwardly tested each other with ever more bolder moves of exploration. My fingers now in the waistband of purple delving and spreading her legs to find her wet little entrance to heaven. She too mimicking my movements pushing my own purple waistband downward and fishing him out and into the cooler air where her fingers struggle to hold him in his coating of filmy pre-cum.
I was in and probing, spreading her willing legs further to slip and slide in that coveted tiny cunt. She felt so small and it was that imagination that had me nearly cumming again as I lay on my bed. But my fantasy had to continue and I slowed my pace as my head tried to kid itself that my index finger was finding her for the very first time. Inward he slipped finding smoothness and then the nodules of her small cunt. She was very very wet, her sexual mucus just flowing like and unstoppable stream, coating all my fingers and soaking her knicks.

Another finger entered her, filling her tightness and producing a groan that was repaid by a pull on my foreskin. I had to check her whispering for her to treat me gently as I was sure I was being gentle with her. Little movements came back and I complimented her own, sighing deeply as this time she uncovered him in a tender roll that had seminal fluid oozing just like her. 
I explored her, every intricacy and detail of that cock virgin cunt. My fingers sent measurements back to my head, would she take him, would that tightness envelope him and rapture him in a mind blowing orgasm. Would those underdeveloped little cunt lips tightly hold him and roll my foreskin into ecstasy, I wondered, I hoped and we would see.

In my head she came, she came as she always did in reality, in the reality of watching the wall or when I had her positioned in the chair. I knew how it spasmed and her body contorting, pulling and grabbing as greedily as she sought gain a world away. I wanted that for my cock, for her to pull me into outer space, blow my mind like Linda never had. In my head I wanted to conquer another planet, a place where a cock had never visited.
Monday was a long and slow day. I busied myself with work trying to get stuck into my list of jobs around the school. Work was peculiar in the school holidays, I was being paid for being here but it didn’t mean that I had to be physically toiling away and at my own discretion I could come and go as I pleased and indeed disappear for the day too. It suited me fine although old Watson had said he didn’t like it and neither did the grounds man. I suppose it was because I was single without attachments, my arrangements could fit in with what was needed at school.

Of course now I could pop back to the flat at any time, nobody would come looking for me and indeed nobody needed to. Much of the day she was on my mind, just what would happen tomorrow when I waited to let her into the school and locked the door behind her? I’d already been informed that nobody would be coming into school except us, the Dragon spent the summer holidays away from the town altogether I was told. I wondered too what they thought about the two of us being alone together but then again what interest would a lesbian have in the opposite sex!

Those little scenes rumbled through my head again and again, exactly where she would be in the school when I came looking for her in offering help. I tried to picture them in all the various classrooms and where the lockers were and just how the approach would be made and it would lead to petting and hopefully sex. Maybe I didn’t need any help with it, maybe the alcohol would lubricate her desires, maybe she already had a curious desire to pursue me and the cock she had wondered about.

At lunch time I lazed around my flat, my thoughts forever chasing her . I indulged in a little playful masturbation in a pair of purples whilst for the last time her navy blues smothered my face. Notions came into my head, desires that became urges and then obsessional. I found myself arranging little lines of string around the walls as though I was going to hang Christmas cards. I got out the suitcase that contained the confiscated knickers I had stolen from the schemers and started hanging them up with clothes pegs all around the room.

The four walls were covered in them, they hung there like the gathering of many washing lines that I had watched in the past. They reminded me of my Saturday morning trips on the top deck of the bus and a certain young ladies knickers that I looked for and so desired. I wanked while looking at them through the leg holes of Elle’s knickers whilst my nasal passages were seeking out the whiffy gusset that covered my nose.

I imagined them, all prancing around the netball court displaying all the purple that now hung in my flat. I envisaged them all, looking at their knickers one by one and trying to conceive a picture of them, their little bodies delicately displaying femininity. By now most had names, name tags that that had been picked and rudely removed and I had carefully restored back in its rightful place. Thoughts now went to finding them in the picture galleries that that were displayed or carefully placed away in the school records. Sometime but not today I would seek them all out and perhaps have a fantasy session with each and everyone.
For now I sat and studied them, hung like individual butterflies all around the room. I was fixated by them and even considered adorning everywhere with the rest of my collection, the purples, navy blues, greys, bottle greens, maroons and browns but not for now, it would take too long. Instead I stood and approached them one by one and still taking my breath through Elle’s navy’s I touched and fingered each pair. 

Each had a little story to tell about the toil of their so short lives, a toil that had I not rescued them would sure to have been ended in the school dustbin or perhaps incinerated on the grounds men’s bonfire if I had not intervened. My fingers tested them, felt in places their thinness of years of use, felt the baubles of gathered cotton where they had frotted against a skirt or slid on the smoothness of a school chair. My fingers entered leg holes, traced cuffing on a journey downward to the sensuously soft gussets that had so cosseted growing little cunts.

One handed I masturbated awkwardly into the gusset of another as moved along my gallery of purple heaven. On each and everyone I saw pictures in my head, perhaps them hanging to dry on some washing line, a voyeuristic view of some far off bedroom where she stepped into them and viewed herself in the mirror, a knicker drawer where they kept the company of others, their exhibition on some playground swing or upside down demonstrating a handstand or perhaps for some lucky lad to be feeling them damp and receptive to inquisitive fingers!

Roll on tomorrow.     
