Control of the Corridors Chap 31
I was overjoyed, the prospects for more sex with Elle looked good and now she’d left me with two pairs of her school knickers to wash and dry. Hunger forced my return to the flat and whilst eating I sat there and reflected on the day’s events. I was pleased with myself and even whilst feeding my face a stirring erection made itself known in my pants.
I was wishing it was Thursday morning too but then had urges to be dressed up in my uniform just like her. Thoughts of visiting the staff room again came to mind, just to be there with my skirt around my waist, school knickers half down and indulging in both pairs of Elle’s offerings. There were mixed feelings too, having nearly two days to wait before I saw her again gave me time. I wanted them both, the navy and the purple, nice sessions of masturbating into them and shooting my load into the spot where her sweet pubescent cunt had been.

There would be time to wash and dry them too and hopefully encourage her into them, where we could play again and I’d have the knowledge that I’d spunked into both of them. I wondered too if she knew that I had such a fetish or was it right that she didn’t want to cause suspicion at home. Either way they were here now and I was going to enjoy them to the full.

That afternoon I skulked the corridors after I was sure all the builders had gone home. Elle’s navy blues were again smothering my face and my view through the leg holes providing me with focus and urges to be doing things out here that I shouldn’t be doing. I stopped at prominent places and tossed myself off in the damp gusset of her purples knowing full well that our sexual excretions had well and truly soaked them.

The mornings activities came flooding back, fucking her in the Dragon’s seat. It was a powerful reminder to me that I ruled these corridors and although Elle had a purpose to choose to fuck there the school was all mine. I stood in the cloakroom and viewed the empty pegs and benches where many a schoolgirl had sat and I imagined having Elle laid out there, spread eagled on the hard surface whilst my head was up her skirt and I nosed into her knickered crotch.

She would like it; I bet she would, out here where she herself had memories and most probably encounters with other girls. Out here where she probably had touches and perhaps embraces, a hand up a skirt tracing the velvet gusset of another with perhaps the same inclinations of fumbling learning. They may even have reciprocated and diddled her too. I hoped she’d had had them, petting and perhaps a finger in some quiet corner where mutual exploration was shared.

I wanted to relive that with her, perhaps in a daring fantasy stood in the very spot in my own uniform, my knickers half down and her wanking him softly into perhaps a pair of stolen knickers from a shoe bag. It was all wishful thinking and fearful too, did I ever want her to know my inner secrets and desires. Part of me said yes and another strongly rejected that she should discover my true sexual leanings.

But I had plans out here and I began to form them in my head, places where I wanted to be with her. Places where I could catch up with my under spent youth and fumble and finger. Places where we would fuck and desecrate the schools proud respectability, places where the world outside expected innocence.

I found myself on the back of the stage, a dumping ground for all things surplus and in the way. A chez lounge used for school plays, an old gym horse that had seen better days. A place to indulge with her, have her skirt up, her knickers down and my fumbling fingers coating themselves in her sweet cunt juices. I pictured her aloft the old horse, flat on her back, legs a dangling and akimbo and my mouth snogging her damp purple gusset.
I was wanking in those purples now, stretched out on the chez lounge staring through the leg holes of the navy blues at the horse where I’d have her. Her damp purple gusset warming as my hot cock intercepted all the invisible staining that we had soaked, splashed and dripped into them. It was a wonderful fantasy, held back many times by the need to make it last. To be here fixing it in my head before I actually persuaded her in here.

Yes it would be so, here back stage where so many school thespians had stood before, where so many parents and teachers had viewed it from out there, here where I would make love to the lesbian. It made me smile and I had to hold him off yet again, to relive it all and wonder what the look would be on all their faces if they knew what ‘acts’ would take place here. I was sure Elle would want that too, to scourge their decency and affront their prudishness, rubbing their noses in it in retaliation for their hurtful thoughts about her. I could see the indignation now on the face of my aunt, the ‘well I never’ look of perhaps only ever dreamed of encounters.

He had his way with them, long and pleasurable bursts into the crotch that both of us had dirtied, the place that had so cosseted my balls with sweeps of heavenly stroking as we’d enjoyed each other’s bodies. I held him for an age, mopping him up and wiping him clean before putting him back in my own purples. The sweet cunted navy blues on my head would have the same tomorrow, that I was sure.
Wednesday I carefully chose my chores to be in and around the school without being seen, away from the windows and any possibility of being spotted. It was a warm day so I found some suitable P.E. kit from my now considerable collection. No school colours today but a rather made up random of navy knicks, a grey skirt and white games blouse. I wondered if somewhere out there in the big wide world there was such a combination, I was sure there would be.

It felt so risky and daring to be out here and along the corridors dressed so. So risky that my head played games of being caught and the coward in me brought some trousers and a shirt just in case I had to change quickly. My cock stirred constantly in the soft baubly cotton as he frotted sensuously with every bodily movement. My nipples felt girly too as I teasingly went about my business and at every opportunity caught up with a mirror.
I didn’t need to be so industrious but it gave me a purpose to be out here dressed like one of them, or even an intruding rival from a fictitious school. I went back to my flat too as ideas of fun interrupted the half hearted work, to get the list of names that I had put together from airing the ‘schemers’ knickers. I went to the wall where the school photographs were displayed. They’d gone, taken down to be filed away by I could guess who. I found them on a shelf in her office, neatly stacked and ready for a box file. It pleased me that they were here, here in her office, windowless and somewhere secluded where I could search for beauties and perhaps have him out for a tease.

I made myself comfortable, checked her little diary of notes again for anything new added and to smugly re-read what she had written about me. I masturbated whilst reading it; it excited me all over again, the journey through the lunchtimes of petting and fingering, our first fuck yesterday and the prospects for more in the weeks ahead. I could if I had wanted, spunked there and then just on those thoughts alone but then my ardour would have gone disappeared into hour of emptiness and I didn’t want that.

I put her notes away and pulled down the photographs and began pulling together anything from this year’s forth form. There were the form pictures, snapshots from the beginning of last September that had them all stood in rows and the slip of paper stuck to the back naming them all, backward and forward I turned them, the four forms, trying to find the names in my book to match to the knickers in the flat. Slowly they made themselves known and I traced them row by row, left to right and marked them off in the note book. An asterisk accompanied some, the little beauties that had attraction and the appeal, also the form and the row as sometime later I would be masturbating in her very gusset whilst she stared up at me from the photograph.

Amazingly I got them all and was pleased with myself. I gathered them up and took them away. On my way back I slipped into the changing rooms and had a little wank in Elle’s navy blues. I imagined her here perhaps at a time when she was discovering she was different. Perhaps she would embarrassingly catch herself looking for just a moment too long at some beautiful body that she was attracted to. Perhaps she got in return disdain, a punishing stare and a back turned, perhaps occasionally she might had got a knowing smile but that was probably something rare.

I wanted in her here, to play and touch to give in to her desires and fulfil mine too. I wanted to watch her undress and dress watching her change from uniform to P.E. kit and back again. I wanted to be a schoolboy voyeur watching every detail and salivating at her adolescent development. I wanted to be her lesbian lover, slipping in beside her for some furtive touches of recognition and understanding. This was a place where we would fuck.

Back in my flat I poured over the photo’s and scurried through the suitcase to find their knickers. The ‘asterisks’ were first, those desirable and those who in my youth would have caught my attention and focus. I imagined myself with them, secret friendships and rendezvous in woods and parks, hidden from view and where we would get to know each other and the delights of youthful exploration.

I had little fantasies with each and every one, my hand up and under their skirts, fondling and fumbling with a school knickered crotch’s and learning just where to prod and push. I tried to get them to touch me too but they were all scared, scared some monster would erupt from my fly and want their knickers down and would be snaking its way between their legs. But like my youth it was never to be, the girls that I knew were never like that, it was always a bridge to far and a game that was never played.

I stared intently at each face and into masturbated into their gussets from one to another and back again in a fantasy world that would never be true. He had to be held back many times until finally he had to release himself and then it was Elle I had the fantasy with and Elle for sure that I would eventually relive it with. I flooded her navy blues and had to wash them and have them clean for tomorrow.

Thursday morning I stood impatiently in the staff room watching and waiting for her arrival. Intermittently I checked and rechecked the purples and navy blues that were now washed and dried just to ensure I had been scrupulous with my washing and that there were no signs of my play. I was anxious and impatient for her arrival, the moment that she would appear through the gate. I was fretful that she would turn up at all and that we may not pick up where we left off on Tuesday.

Then she appeared, ambling through the gate and sneakily taking a swig from her bottle. It answered all my fears, she was back and her alcohol intake hopefully meant that again I would get into her knickers. I hurried down to the foyer to open up and let her in. I was apprehensive still, didn’t know what to say to her or even know how to start a conversation. My hands shook as I unlocked the door and my mouth felt extremely dry.
She was inside now and I secured us from the outside world. Saying nothing I handed her the bag with the washed school knickers and waited for a reaction. It was her and possibly her confident alcohol intake that saved the day with a blatant question that had me stumbling.

‘Navy blue or purple’, she asked, referring to which she should wear.

‘I, I don’t know’, I stuttered.

‘Of course you do, I know you do, you can’t kid me’, she goaded.

‘Navy blue’, I muttered and waited for a reaction.

‘Good, that’s decided, I’ll see you later, come and find me in year 2 at break time’.
Now I was in an excited turmoil.  I watched her walk away, an erection growing in my pants by the second. I noted too the bulging rucksack and wondered what it contained and whether its contents would interest me. Thoughts quickly flowed now about her dressed in navy blue school knickers and how good they would look on that petite body. There was too a hesitant reminder that I had been caught out and she now knew my secret desires for school knickers. It continued to plague me as I made feeble attempts to go about my business and concentrate on at least doing something.

I wandered aimlessly along the corridors and trying to avoid any second year areas. No matter how I tried I couldn’t focus on work and longed for the time when we would meet up. My head was telling me go and find her now but then again I would argue with myself to play things cool. I reasoned with myself that I didn’t want to be the one who seemed to be pursuing her and that it should rather seem that she was the chasing me.

I stood for an age just staring out of a top floor window trying to envisage just what we would be doing later and having little fantasies again about our staff room antics on Tuesday and reliving thoughts about what I would like to do to her today. Then I would curse myself; inwardly berate my stupidity of getting so worked up by someone who normally I wouldn’t have given the time of day to. I wondered if I was doing the right thing at all and my energy should have been directed elsewhere.

In the end that question was answered for me, she appeared behind me, I heard her footfall and it made me jump. I turned to see her dressed in my favourite fantasy costume of a school P.E. Kit.

‘I’ve finished year two’, she said.
I looked her up and down and felt my erection stir in my trousers. I could have just pounced on the gorgeous little school girl but I was taken aback and just stood and stared. It must have looked obvious to her just what I felt and it was her who spoke again.
‘So you like what you see’, she taunted.

I never answered, she didn’t give me a chance, she turned and walked away, an invitation to follow and so I did. Several steps behind I watched this petite little temptress lead me along my corridors to perhaps somewhere she wanted to be. I had to take control and in a convenient spot I headed her off, driving her into a corner that she couldn’t get out of. I moved in towering over her and for a moment I think she feared I would kiss her. It wasn’t going to be and neither did she want it but I did entrap her, my arms pushing out to form a cage around her head.

I looked down on her, her breath full alcohol and her body giving off the heady whiff of a fragrant school girl. She turned to make her escape but I grabbed her wrist. She played at struggling and I held on tightly.

‘What are you going to do to me mister’, she said knowing full well this was the start of what she wanted.

‘We’ll see’, was all I could muster. I was feeble and hadn’t thought it through, I wasn’t expecting it to happen this way, I’d been caught off guard.

‘I’m sorry for breaking in here mister’, she offered, ‘what are you going to do to me’, she asked.

‘Nothing’, I said catching on, ‘nothing, if you are a good girl and do as I say’.

‘Are you going to do something naughty to me’, she asked? ‘Are you going to touch me’, she prompted.

‘You’ll have to come with me and I’ll have to decide’, I said letting the grip ease on her wrist.

I led her along in front of me still holding on to her. She never struggled and acted out her compliance well. We ambled along; my hand had found the back of her P.E. skirt and was playing with the pleats and stoking her bottom. Under it went to engage with her navy school knickers, caressing the soft nap of cotton and feeling the warmth of her excited body.

‘Where are you taking me’, she questioned?

‘I don’t know’, I mumbled, ‘perhaps to the stage where all little actresses should be’, I suggested.

‘What’s there and what are you going to do to me’, she continued.

‘Wait and see’, I said and knowing full well what I had planned for her.

I still held her wrist whilst I fumbled with the back stage door handle and a single handed fiddle with the light switches. The old gym horse was illuminated as was the chez lounge, the stage was set for my first fantasy.

‘Jump up’, I insisted, indicating that she must hop upward and position herself aboard the old gym horse.
I had to help her; the affects of her alcohol consumption seemed to have got the better of her. I pushed her upward my hands not caring where they were placed and were perhaps aiding her very close to her intimate places. She almost flopped on top, aloft with her legs dangling over the sides; I had to help her position herself comfortably and more specifically for my intentions, then satisfied I let her flop onto the old suede leather surface.

I stood backward and admired my handiwork, she was helplessly straddling the old horse. She clung onto him as though she would fall if by imagination he would gallop off into the distance. Her bottom presented itself wonderfully, her navy knicks peering nicely from under the nicely stretched purple gym skirt; I fell in love with those two contrasting colours.

Of course I was teasing myself as I watched her, my cock out and my foreskin being gently rolled up and down creating an already sticky goo. She seemed to be enjoying herself too, I watched her perform little rocking movements, grinding her hips and no doubt her knickered covered cunt into the old leather. I stood and watched fascinated by her display of self manipulation and silently and slowly I moved in behind her. For a few moments it was like she had forgotten I was there, helplessly riding and enjoying the grippy suede.

She stopped and could probably feel my breath on the backs of her thighs. I could smell her sexual readiness, the sweet pungency of her excited wet cunt. The horse was perfect, just as I imagined it would be, my eye level enjoying the perfect sculpture of purple, navy and skin but perhaps a little improvement would help, raise her tummy and improve the presentation. In a flash I was grabbing an old cushion from the chez lounge and assisting her to raise herself upward and let it under her.
I moved in again studying the delightful perfection her school knickered backside, the crotch now clearly visible to my eye level and looking at every moment a darker shade of navy. My head filled with the intoxicating fragrance of her wet and waiting little pussy. My hands explored her navy coloured backside, caressing and moulding and producing moans and whimpers from somewhere up front. Fingers delved in and under each cuffed leg, pulling them outward and following a journey downward to her crotch. Cool air and my hot breath must have simultaneously breezed across a very wet pussy, her body shuffled in a delightful anticipation.
I pulled the damp gusset onto my nose and gave myself life. A digit fluttered through the soft down underneath and found the flood of her wetness. She pushed towards me shuddering with excitement and I just had to let it slip into her, slowly my fingers fucked her like they had done many times before. She whimpered and sighed and just flopped there and let me play and have my way. I wondered if being here was fuelling her fantasies as it was mine.

What a magnificent view I had of my schoolgirl, the perfection of her shapely bottom shrouded and framed by navy blue knickers and a curtain of purple pleats from her skirt. I marvelled at the smoothness of her baby soft skin on the faultless lines of her thighs. I could feel the warmth of her excited body and breathed inwardly at the air that was permeated with her stimulating sexual perfume.

I stood for just a moment wanking and surveying the image before me. Spontaneous thoughts aroused ideas of where I should be taking this and how soon would it be agreeable for me to have my cock in her. I began to look around for apparatus to lift me up from eye level to a height of easy copulation, that chair would be perfect but not for a moment or two. She moaned and grumbled at my lack of attention, her fidgeting hips wriggling for attention.

Her knickers followed the sweet contours of her cunt so invitingly; I had to be in there and close to it. My nose was in there first stopping her demanding convulsions, pushing deep into her gusset and feeling it give and equally push to meet me. I snogged it, pulled them into my mouth, sucked and savoured on their dampness and tasted her. My head was filing a thousand memories of this moment to keep, to cherish and repeat for a lifetime of masturbation.

I pulled them to one side, awkwardly holding them as the leg elastic fought against resistance. Her wriggling and now thrashing wasn’t helping my tongue centre on its target but that just seemed to encourage more tremors of excitement that had my mouth slipping all over her pubescent gash. She tasted succulently fresh almost as if she had just climbed from her bath and thoughts of impoverished youth began to torment me all over again.

Fingers and mouth fought each other, each competing for pleasure and to fill my memory banks with the occasion that would be recalled many more times. I was masturbating too, hungry for stimulation and get the utmost pleasure from these precious moments. Thoughts too came for the end game and how I would deliciously fuck her. It had to be here, here on the old horse, my little school girl so well presented and a position that suited her lesbian denial.

I scanned the awkward light of the shadowy stage, there wasn’t much of use, unsteady boxes and I dismissed the rickety chairs, it had to be the chez lounge, a head rest was somewhere to kneel, the elevation that would give us both such a wonderful fuck. I left her whimpering in delight and set off a commotion of noise grinding and dragging the heavy piece of furniture across the wooden floor. By the time I had got in position her own fingers were up the side of her knickers.

I stood masturbating, watching her, the first female I’d witnessed fingering herself. It was a lesson for me, fascinated and holding myself back several times I had a bird’s eye view of her delicate performance. Then I climb in behind her and she stopped, almost as if she had been caught, a naughty adolescent experimenting and learning about her body.
Her knickers had covered it up and I had to start again. I had my ideas, my fixations and I wanted Tuesday all over again, to feel my balls hanging over the fence of elastic, bouncing and being tickled by the soft cotton that cradled them. Navy Blue too, Jane’s knickers, bequeathed to her little cousin Elle after a teach in of ‘girls do it best’! The navy knicks too that I had wanked in, fantasised about them both being together, sniffed them after I had fingered Elle in them and finally let my load go in that clingy, grippy little gusset.
My cock helped push them down, behind her now wavering in the heat rising from her expectant pussy. Fingers either side positioned the waistband, manipulating and ensuring those balls were held in a delicate little pouch. He hovered above her wetness; my fingers now readied her, opening and guiding the male phallic symbol for the second time into the lesbian cunt.

It felt so so good, my condom-less organ slipping between her delicate little folds, swimming in a sea of slick and slippery, edging, nudging and pushing inward to feel every sinew manipulate and pull me inward. There was naivety too, contradiction, it played in my head and gave me thoughts and visions again, to be back at school and doing it then instead of playing catch up now.

Slowly again we chased Tuesday, easing gently into, onto each other as though it was an experiment to be tested. Certainly too my brain was recording every sensual manipulation, the filmy sticky squelch of mating and other world pleasure. Her muscles controlled the mind bending journey, sucking and relaxing into a rhythm of blissful strokes. She milked my balls, sending rushes of stimulation and spasm in my little sacks.

I looked down on the scene, surreal, school girl heaven between two adults. Her perfect little frame locked and forever a prisoner in the pubescent shape of a 14 year old. Her neat P.E. kit providing innocence, her purple skirt flipped up and over her waist, that creamy baby skinned bottom and now my cock disappearing into a crevice guarded by a flimsy navy wall.

I lifted her, pushing a hand down under her tummy into the waist band of navy and found her clit. I teased it, pressured it, danced around it and was rewarded by her humping muscles squeezing my rigid flesh. She came, came in buckets, thrashing cavorting around the old horse like she was on some steeple chase. I heard her nails scrape the leather; she’d reached the finishing line and took me with her. I emptied into her, pushing home and filling her unoccupied and useless womb with spunk that had no purpose. I lay on top of her panting and breathing in her sweet girly perfume. My head played with the school girl fantasy over and over again and here I was deep in copulation with one!

It was her who moved first and I might have guessed that would happen, shuffling forward along the old horse and leaving me cowered over it, my cock dangling now in mid air. She was gone again, just like Tuesday, never even so much as a glance in my direction. I let her go, my head was still euphoric that we had again had played out a little fantasy. Then when she’d gone the emptiness set in and I began to wonder just how she was feeling and what went on in her head. I guessed there was torment with her sexual beliefs and perhaps the numbing effect of her alcohol had dissipated, leaving her confused and feeling guilty.

I found her in the staff room making the mid morning tea. She never spoke or acknowledged my existence, instead ironically we sat in the same easy chairs with the coffee table between us. It felt awkward and out of my control. It wasn’t like this with Linda, there wasn’t an alcoholic fixer that would lubricate the wheels of desire, it was already there, Linda wanted sex for sex’s sake and had I presumed already worked it out in her head.

I sat and stared the other way, we both did, my head contemplating whether I really cared how she felt and that all I was bothered about was I could live out my fantasies. Tea was the only thing keeping us there and when she’d finished hers all I got was a glib ‘come and find me later’ comment. I wasn’t bothered by her departure, my cock began to persuade my head to remind itself of that wonderful scene on the stage.

Later I did go looking for her and found her in the third form rooms, busily clearing desks and way ahead of her work schedule. She’d changed back into her ordinary clothes. It was a disappointment but I knew that it signified the end of our little arrangements today and that now I would have to wait for next week for it all to begin again. At least she left me the navy knicks to wash before she went out the door.    

