Control of the Corridors Chap 30
The day had arrived. The day that I had been planning for, a day that perhaps a month before I could have not have even imagined and then later when she arrived here I definitely despised. But today was different, things had happened, we had something in common, she had something I wanted and now I was determined she was going to get. There was her too, she had changed, perhaps still a little bitch and someone not to be totally trusted but hopefully I had mellowed her on my ‘nice fingers’ and now she was prepared to try the ‘other side’.

I rushed around, clearing up the flat and carefully folding the wings of my butterflies back into their hiding places. She wouldn’t come here, I was determined on that but the thought of them being displayed and declaring my interest even while she was in the building horrified me. It was ammunition she would not get, I was in control here, these were my corridors and if she wanted to play then it was under my rules.

I stood in the staff room watching the gate, waiting for her entrance like a lion awaiting a meal. Here was a good place, a sanctuary of comfy chairs and sofas, somewhere neutral to take a break and have a cuppa, somewhere up and elevated away from prying eyes, somewhere to be intimate and somewhere to fuck. Yes here could be a starting place or even a sanctuary to head for if the day worked out well.

The lone shape came through the gates, the trousered schoolgirl out of place on a sunny summer holiday morning. Into the lion’s den she sauntered, perhaps knowing the dangers that lay ahead but then perhaps happy to be trapped. Sneakily she looked about her and confident that she was alone stopped and took a swig. I knew what it was immediately, somewhat it pleased me, she was preparing herself I hoped. In my pants he stirred and leaked.
I rushed down to the foyer and like a jailer I waited with keys at the door. She appeared and I let her in securing us both secretly behind closed doors. Few words were exchanged but Elle had a look about her that suggested she knew the plan and that sometime our paths would cross perhaps more intimately. We agreed to meet in the staff room around 10.30 for a mid morning break and off we both went to start our respective jobs.

I couldn’t stop thinking about the prospect of having her and it occupied all my thoughts throughout my chores. He stirred continuously letting me know he was excited, ready and willing for a new adventure, ready to initiate the lesbian into his world. It was difficult working at times, concentrating and getting the jobs done just so that they would be out of the way and there would be time for her. I wondered if she was feeling that way, she certainly had other ideas in her head, that was obvious from her diary and the look she had given me earlier, I was tempted many a time to stop and go and find her.

I was in the staff room long before her, preparing a pot of tea and raiding the remains of the staff biscuits. I had to turn round to see her after she came through the door ad was shocked and immediately excited by what I saw. There before me was a pupil of the school, Elle dressed to perfection in the uniform that the girls wore, the purple jumper and skirt to match.

For a moment I couldn’t say anything and neither did she, we just looked at each other, somewhat knowingly but also somewhat perplexed. In the end someone had to speak and it was me.

‘Very nice’, I mumbled.

‘I knew you’d like it’, she muttered and nervously swished around for my approval. ‘All men like girl’s in school uniform’, she added, ‘and it didn’t take much to realise you did too’.

‘What do you mean’, I protested, acting like I was innocent.

‘You know what I mean’, she said accusingly, ‘the wall at lunch times, you can’t tell me you don’t enjoy it too’. 

I never answered her immediately, just set the teapot and cups down on the coffee table and gestured  that she sit opposite me. Even from here I could smell the faint whiff of alcohol, her courage I guessed to come in here and be so forthright.

‘Maybe’, I offered meekly.

‘Of course you do, all men do, they like to stand and stare, perhaps just to get a flash of knickers or maybe more’, she said confrontingly.

I never answered, perhaps I gave her the knowing and admitting smile, but she knew I did and that was good enough for her prompt my interest some more. She sat before me, knees together at first, the low soft chairs providing a cosy setting in which I could stare at her skirt. She caught my gaze and I looked away, away to those knees that had started a flicker of movement opening and closing.

She stretched for her tea and then sat backward letting the skirt ride just a little. The knees nervously opened again and she caught me looking. She had my attention and knew it and now turned and concentrated on her drink. The flash of purple came and went and became ever more bolder. For a moment she kept her legs open revealing the merest hint of her knickered crotch. He was beginning to stir again and I knew that we were on our journey.

‘It’s nice isn’t, she commented on what she knew I could see.

Again I didn’t answer.

‘I know exactly what you see, because I like to see it too’, she added, ‘the tunnel of creaminess guiding you to heavenly patch of cloth that so hides what you desire’.

‘Yes’, I offered and for a moment just had to change the subject, it was all going a bit to quick for me. My thoughts went to primarily why she was working in the holidays and how many days we would have together and then to perhaps how fast she could complete the task and how much free time it would give us. I changed the discussion, or at least it would look like that to her but in my head I was asking an important question.

‘How have you got on today’, I enquired.

She looked at me puzzled, like what the hell I was on about when clearly she was being very forward. ‘What’ she exclaimed as though she was talking to an idiot!

‘How have you got on today’, I repeated.

Astonished, she answered, ‘year one is finished’.

‘Oh that’s good’, I commented.

I put my cup down on the coffee table, pushed the whole thing to one side and moved towards her. Kneeling I took her cup too and disposed of it and quickly had my hands on her knees. It startled her but then I could see it had clicked, my questioning and reasoning hitting home.
‘Plenty of time then, all the time in the world for something more interesting,’ I prompted.

She shuddered as my hands slid along her thighs, caressing her soft skin as they travelled upward. Under her skirt they went in unison, the right hand knowing just who would win. She sighed deeply, her breath giving me the warm hints of tea and then alcohol. I was all over her knickers, pushing that purple school skirt upward to expose the purple tummy and the creamy skin of her inner thighs. For a moment it looked as though she had just slid to the bottom of a playground slide, slumped at the bottom with an abandon and showing the world her sweet pubescent body.

I could smell her perfume now, the delicate fragrance of what she had applied that morning and then the excited whiff of a woman who was waiting for sex. I massaged her hips, her waist and the sweet soft skin above it, played and toyed with the waistband mockingly tugging at it as though I would pull them down.

‘No not yet’, she pleaded.

‘Definitely not yet’, I replied.

Inside my trousers he was frantic, spewing his readiness deep into my masculine pants. I wanted him out, her to hold him, her to masturbate him and bring him eagerly on for the inevitable. But it wouldn’t happen, not yet; she’d probably never handled one before, just like a little virgin schoolgirl she’d need to be taught. It suited me though, to fumble like this, to catch up on the under spent youth albeit in reality fumbling adolescents would probably not be this direct.

Gosh she groaned as fingers teasingly tugged at purple and started intimately traversing downward towards heat and dampness. Visually I had to look, get my head between her legs, shuffling my knees and bringing myself into the smelling distance of her cunt. Her purple pouting mound, peachy and round invited my touch whilst I could clearly see her crotch was wet.
She sighed again as teasingly the ‘nice fingers’ traversed her damp crotch. I caught her looking, not away and trying to fool her head that that it was a female lover that was accommodating her needs. Gently I petted and probed, exploring as if this was some adolescent furtive fumbling into unknown territory. It had to work for me too; it was fulfilling my fantasies too, all those years of watching in my youth, the months of spying on the wall and the weeks of preparation to get here with her.

Desperately too my head was spinning with a mix of ideas of how I wanted this to progress. There were urges to bury my face deep in her gusset, mouth and stimulate to soft cotton and the excited cunt below. But that would be too soon I guessed, a male of the species being so intimately forward where only female lips had traversed. It had to be acceptable to her, not unchartered territory and for me and my dreams it needed to be a realistic ‘youthful fumble’.

My fingernail tracked the cotton cuffing slowly dipping up and down the ribbing. My little school girl slut obliging had her legs splaying like some cat wanting its tummy rubbed. It was all the invitation I needed as I teasingly hooked and then let go of the knickered elastic. Then with the influence of him down there had to have it to one side and see close up what I had been fingering for weeks.

He leaked profusely as I exposed such a wonderful beautiful sight, the near hairless minge that glistened, that filled my vision and scented my world in such delicate proportions. Is that what they looked like, under every other pair of 14 year olds school knickers, the peachy ripening mound with a slippery gash of wetness that was dying to be touched?
He just had to be out, regardless of what she thought or wanted, he had to be exposed and be within a reach of her virgin cunt. They had to share the same air, fill it with excited readiness even if her head had not yet prepared itself. Single handed my left hand released him, whilst my right forefinger ran expectantly along her little cunt opening, he bounced and weeped in the coolness whilst my eyes viewed and teased the most magnificent pubescent cunt.
I watched my fingers for the first time slip and slither around her neat little gash that I had only ever felt before. For a moment I was 14 again reliving a scene that I only wished that I had had or one that I had regretted and narrowly missed. The ‘nice fingers ‘explored, prodded and probed with a furtive gentleness that I guessed this pretend 14 year old would have loved to have happened. I hoped that Elle was feeling this way too and that it would be a stepping stone in for us both to enter the world of an adult fuck.

She was groaning, sighing, thrusting her hips forward in an eager attempt to have the ‘nice fingers’ in her. For a moment too I saw and pictured her and her female lover enacting this very scene. I masturbated him awkwardly with my left hand and saw her peek a sideways glance at the manhood she had probably never before touched. I was by now eager and having thoughts that he really needed to be inside her, pumping gently upward replacing my fingers and having her perhaps wince the words ‘nice cock’.

It was Elle who made our move, reaching out to grasp it him and firstly mimic my wanking. I felt like cumming there and then, watching those tiny slim fingers hold him and for the first time roll my foreskin backward and forward. It was my turn to gasp, my turn to take in this fantasy of school fumbling and petting. It felt now like we had sneaked in here, a quiet corner in which to conduct teenage experiments, it felt too like a sly affront to ‘their’ authority and an insult to their rules and discipline.

It was Elle too that had us moving and persuading me to follow her across the room. We both shuffled, our clothing in the disarray of hasty eagerness to the area of the staff room where her aunt the head mistress usually held court. It was here on the comfortable run of soft seating, the window as her backdrop, that the Dragon ‘throned’ herself between two convenient bolsters and sometimes gave her orders to those under her command. It was here that Elle was pulling me to, my cock held so that I would eagerly follow. It was here that Elle knelt conveniently between the two bolsters and guided me in behind her.

‘Just do it’, she commanded and knowing full well that we would be fucking right in the dragons lair.

I wasn’t going to argue but it seemed that I was to do all the preparation, with her now, with her back to me leaning on the back cushion and staring out on to the empty playing field. I’m sure we could not have been seen, the only buildings a near quarter of a mile away. She waited whilst I fumbled, not nervously but planned, her purple school knickers still half way down her hips I had plans to fuck her with them still on.

‘What, what about a condom’, I asked knowing full well that there was not a need in the world for one of them but I wasn’t going to let her know that I knew that.

‘Oh, there’s no need for one of them’, she chided, ‘dead as a doornail down there, no eggs in the basket and never will be’.

‘Oh’, was all I could answer, I fumbled and got on with it.

They had to be just so, those knickers, this little scene had whizzed around in my head for weeks. I knelt in behind her, leant over her, smelt her perfume and that that had passed her lips. I shuffle inward, I was determined this was going to be a good fuck, better than all the ‘nice fingers’ she’d ever had, My cock pressed downward on the knicker elastic of the purple waistband, over, under and downward, between her legs and resting my balls on the twangy give that they gave. I fiddled and aligned him, manoeuvring us both to a place where the final act and plan was to take place.

She was so fucking wet, my fingers introducing him to the waiting pubescent little cunt. She shuffled now, eagerly to have the throbbing alien muscle in her. He sat teasing, teasing me and teasing her, sat in the gooey slip and slide, feeling the intense heat. He slipped forward into the sinews of virginity, a tight little crevice that had only ever had delicate fingers.

I wanted her badly, a thousand scenes of wishful thinking whizzed around my brain. The fingering hole was now becoming my personal fuck tube. Inward I slipped into a heaven of constricting muscle and, slowly and gently upward to meet her pushing down. We met and stopped, her letting little moans of inward satisfaction out as I grunted in achievement. She gripped him tightly holding him like she would never let him go; I had a vision of being here until new term started.

I had other visions too, naughty delicious thoughts about the view I now had of the pubertal body I was so deeply secreted in. They were all here bouncing around in my head, but in turn Elle’s body became everyone of them, all my masturbatory fixations now took their turn, Christine and that athletic body, then the girl I had so long ago admired on the bus, the little beauty’s I had letched at around the school and even Linda, here in this uniform before me.

Elle was shaking her head, maybe in disbelief that here behind her and in her very wet cunt was a real live cock. It seemed by the cavorting movements it wasn’t a disbelief that wanted it ridden from her, more the opposite, maybe something of an achievement of satisfaction. Well it was me guessing it that way, the secret notes of indecision about having one in her and now her final success of maybe getting what she wanted.

She must have what she wanted; I started her journey, a journey that may change her view of life forever. Slowly I withdrew him and slowly I buried him deep in her again. She gasped, groaned and rewarded me with a shrill of delight and again and again I repeated the long deep and slow fuck. Deliciously without a condom I felt every thrilling sinew and contracted grip of her petite body’s muscles. Thought told me I was so lucky to be in this virgin tiny place, where thankfully only a female and my lone male fingers had been before.

At times she stared out of the window looking into the distance. I wondered what was going on in her head but I knew she liked it and was letting her body run away to chase that explosion of desire and euphoria. She would get her wish, but not yet, not before my fantasies had been satisfied.

I was fucking them all, every single owner of all the school knickers that I had acquired. Nicely, hers and the one’s in my head were still teasing and stimulating my balls, the waist elastic at times scrapping my laden sacks as he crossed the hurdle of elasticity. Little twangs of give and take were manipulating me towards my own orgasm. It was hard, hard to hold them, him and my head back, I had so many times wished that I was fucking her, gone away and wanked over the idea after many a lunchtime session of wall watching and just fingering.
She could have it now I decided and this I knew now wouldn’t be the last of our fucks. ‘Nice fingers’ found her little nodule of pleasure, the one that other girls had taught her to love. Perhaps they had found as I had, how putty like she was when a soft swirly finger touched her there. Her sweet little bottom ground itself all around my lower torso, she chased her heavenly aspiration, more pleasure than a slug of whisky but all part of the journey to get here, she was ready arrive, have her motionless fall of ecstasy and I’m sure be back for more.

I followed her in, the little twinges and sensations of seed travelling their tubes, that blissful journey where I travelled into a thousand or one fantasy and today it was all hers. Convulsing bodies fought and unified, we found it together.

‘Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,’ exploded from her lesbian mouth, she had arrived.
Moments of sensual swaying followed as we both chased an ebbing orgasm. Her hand slipped between her legs pushing him inward or maybe not quite believing he was there. Were there regrets or was it a sign that she had arrived?  We stayed locked, looking out of the window watching the distant traffic silently travel through the picture. That double decker bus passed, the one I had travelled on so many times in my youth and here and now I was fucking a schoolgirl.

‘Fuck her’, she whispered.

‘Who I asked’, thinking that I must have converted the lesbian and she was decrying her faithful sexuality.

‘The Dragon, the bitch, my silly cow aunt’, she replied. ‘Serves her right’, pompous old bat, I’ve desecrated her throne, the slag’.
There was not a lot I could say and myself I was still revelling in the euphoria of having had sex with my pretend schoolgirl. In fact he was still throbbing in her cunt, coming down from his wonderful orgasm and the receptive little cunt that held him. My balls were still hanging on the fence of knicker elastic, draped and somewhat nestled the soft cotton. Visually I had just fucked an adult schoolgirl and the whole scene still had my cock rigid and if she wanted willing to go for another.

She shuffled and had him fall from his heavenly wet fuck hole. Together with it came a new experience, the runaway sperm that was usually held in a condom. I could feel in running through my pubic hair, dowsing my balls and soaking into those delicious knickers. There was a thought traversing my brain that somehow or other I had to have them. Maybe they would provide an evening’s entertainment.
She did one of her exit’s, disappeared perhaps to clean herself up, perhaps in anguish of what she a lesbian had just committed. It left me alone and not at all concerned with her sudden departure, rather the opposite, it gave me moments, here in the realm of the teacher’s staff room of smugness and dominance that once more I was in control. I was very satisfied with our lovely fuck, my cock still recognising the memory of being inside that sweet pretend schoolgirl pussy. I relived the surreal scene of invading the Dragon’s throne and having sex with her pubescent niece there where she sat whilst at time watching at a distance the world go by.

All the fantasies of having a girlfriend in her school uniform came whizzing back through my head, all those moments of missed opportunity now seemed somehow satisfied. I played with him, keeping him in a state of readiness, in an anticipation that maybe sometime later Elle would appear and we could indulge all over again. But, she did not, in the end I had to go looking for her, finding her well into clearing second year desks deep within the school.

She seemed subdued, no smile or acknowledgement of my presence. I stood gazing out of the window waiting for her to say something or at least comment on anything trivial. In the end it was the waste that needed disposing of that mended the silence, gathering it and bagging it brought us together and started a menial conversation of where to take it. Then out of the blue she muttered three words that broke the ice!

‘That was nice’, was all she said, dropping it in like she expected a response.

Mine was initially short and to the point too. ‘Yes very nice, I replied. Then moments later I added ‘in fact probably one of the best I’ve ever had’.

She looked at me and smiled, ‘gosh you have comparison’s’ she said, ‘all I can say was it was better than I expected’.

I returned her smile, we had broken the ice, there had been a look too that almost without saying that it would be repeated. We gathered all the rubbish bags together and marched them off to the bins. I made her wait just inside the doors whilst I transferred them into the nearby bins, both of us recognising that the builders were still in the grounds and she mustn’t be caught still in her school uniform. 

I followed her back to her office, watching her petite body sway gracefully along my corridors. I ignored her ankles hidden by her slouched down socks. I wanted her again, my cock half filling my still sticky pants. I was hopeful that it might happen but then again deep down I knew it wouldn’t be today. She’d liked what she got I knew that but again today, I didn’t think so! Back in her office she was preparing to go home. Of course I needed to be there to let her out and lock up.
First there was silence and the conversation!

‘I’ll be back in on Thursday’, she said with a smile.

‘Good I’ll look forward to that’, I added with a wink.

‘Can you do me a favour’, she asked handing me a bag, ‘can you wash them in your machine’.

I peered into the bag; there were the spunky purples from today and beneath the navy blues that I had enjoyed throughout the weekend.

‘I can’t keep taking them home, mother will become suspicious’, she said, ‘and soon I will be running out of clean pairs’, she added.

I smiled at her, ‘sure I will’.

‘I thought you wouldn’t mind’, she commented with a wry smile.

With that she disappeared into the Ladies to change and then I let her out and was she was gone!   

